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kno-w-  your xn.o.u.ntains 
Mount Meru, 14,976 feet, from the slopes of Africa's highest peak, 

Kilimanjaro in Tanganyika, 40 miles away. See article on page two. 
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Mount Meru. Cooking fires and smoking were forbidden on the ascent because of the extreme fire danger. 
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fric V(6,  Ica 
By Ian Michael Wright 

From the west Mount Meru is an almost symmetrical 

volcanic cone; from the east a jagged hole blasted in 

the side of the mountain has laid bare the innards of 

this ancient volcano, including an impressive ash pit 

which is said to be still warm. This 14,976-foot peak 
near Arusha in Tanganyika's Northern Region is only 

forty miles west of Kilimanjaro, Africa's highest 
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peak. It would be considerably better known had not 
an accident of geography placed it almost literally in 

the shadow of its massive neighbor. It is an easy, 
though at times, spectacular climb, usually spread 

over two days, although hardy climbers can do it in 

one long day. 

The history of the peak is sketchy, but the early 



visitors had to undergo hardships difficult to con-

ceive today. The first European to attempt Meru was 

the intrepid Count Samuel Teleki von Szek, who with 

a companion explored the area in 1887. They had to 

fight off both acquisitive natives and inquisitive 

animals, but in the end their attempt was defeated by 

a spate of rainy weather and a tribal chief's extor-

tionate demands for hongo, a payment rather like our 

toll system entitling the donor to pass freely and 

unmolested through tribal land. 

No one knows who first climbed Meru, but subse-

quent parties have found the going much easier. On 

a sunny weekend last October Tom Hayashi, the 

Japanese Consul in Nairobi, drove down to Arusha 

to join me in a climb of this volcano. 

We set off early for Olkokola, roadhead and base of 

operations at approximately 8,000 feet. There we 

hired a guide, a member of the Arusha tribe named 

Leoya, whom we were to pay $5.60 for the two days, 

an exorbitant salary in these parts. Our two porters, 

Simeon and Melia, came cheaper at $3.50 apiece. My 

cook, Mwangi s/o Maina,* a Kikuyu from Kenya, was 

keen to join us, and so he made the sixth and last 

member of our party. 

We had encountered some difficulty in obtaining 

permission from the Forest Department to climb the 

mountain, since October is the end of the dry season 

and therefore the fire danger is greatest. For a while 

we thought our chances were slim, because the For-

est Department had just committed what for Forest 

Departments is the cardinal sin: they had started a 

fire which was still raging on the lower slopes. But 

our perseverence led to success, and that morning 

we were informed permission had been granted on 

the understanding we would neither use a cooking 

fire nor allow any smoking. 

It was a clear October morning, and we set off 

along a dusty path which led to the bottom of the 

climbing trail. It was hot and the volcanic dust cov-

ered us, but luckily it lasted for only a mile before 

we started up through the alpine forest and stopped 

for lunch in a sunlit glade with a magnificent view 

to the west across Masailand to the profile of 

*s/o means "son of."  

Ngorongoro, a giant caldera teeming with wildlife of 

every description. As we collapsed on the grass, we 

were horrified to see a rhino charge off down the 

trail, snorting as he went. He was gone before we 

knew it, but the realization he might just as readily 

have charged up the trail, flattening us en route, was 

not overlooked. We were silent for a long time. Then 

Tom breathed a sigh of relief, and Leoya told us he 

wasn't afraid of rhinos; Mwangi laughed, and we all 

joined in. 

Meru is not an old volcano and there was little 

relief to our upward plod. The forest, however, was 

fascinating. Instead of being a dank and overgrown 

tangle of vegetation as exists on most of East 

Africa's mountains, it was open and airy, and we 

saw our objective between the tops of the trees. The 

ground was soft and springy, the result of countless 

layers of decaying leaves and grass. The path fol-

lowed game trails, and we grudgingly admired 

Leoya's ability in finding his way among them. The 

$5.60 was being well spent. 

Two hours later and about half way to the hut we 

came upon a water hole, the only water on the route, 

and a good place to rest. In the mud along the stream, 

we picked out the spoor of elephant, rhino, and 

buffalo, as well as of numerous species of antelope. 

A woodpecker was pursuing his profession on a 

nearby hollow tree, and a cool breeze helped revive 

us from our exertions. 

Soon we were off again. As we gained height the 

nature of the scenery changed. Moss hanging on the 

limbs of trees became common and the increasing 

mist gave the scene an eerie effect. It was also get-

ting colder and we began putting on extra clothing. At 

last we came to the bottom of a steep scree slope 

which, although only several hundred yards long, took 

us almost an hour. Although we didn't know it then, it 

was the hardest part of the whole climb, but it filled 

us with foreboding about the morrow. 

We arrived at the hut in time for tea, that ubiquitous 

English custom. The mountain was clear and we had 

a chance to look over the route. It seemed quite 

straightforward, but we had been warned the guides 

often take their clients straight up the middle of a 
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Struggling up the scree just below the hut are (left to right) Simeon, Leoya, Mwangi, and Melia. The native porters are 
barefoot. 

scree slope in hopes they will soon tire and not wish 

to continue to the summit. Just to the right of this 

slope there are two contiguous tongues of lava which 

are firm and easy climbing, and we were careful to 

pick them out, just in case. When we turned and 

looked back over the plains, the view was, if any-

thing, more impressive. A steady stream of mountains 

lined the horizon from Oldonyo Orok, just over the 
Kenya border, to Oldonyo Lengai, the one remaining 
active volcano in East Africa, to Lolkisale, one of 
the finest hunting areas in northern Tanganyika. 

As the sun set, a shadow gradually moved up the 
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mountain. The hut lies at about 11,000 feet and in 
spite of being so near the equator it gets terribly 
cold. Soon we were in our sleeping bags. Mwangi 

served us a delicious dinner of hot soup and ham, and 

in no time at all we were asleep. 

At 4 a.m. Mwangi thrust a cup of sticky warm tea 

into our hands turned blue with cold. We drank some 

and followed him out into the night. It was then that 

Leoya struck. It was not proper, he said, and further-

more beneath the dignity of a guide to carry a pack 

up the mountain. We told him it was only a small 
pack containing a few choice tidbits of food, an extra 



Long slopes of scree lead from the hut to the summit which is just to the right of the center of the photograph. 

sweater or two, and two cameras, and that even the 

guides in Switzerland considered it an honor to carry 

a bwana' s kit. This impressed him little for he had 

not the foggiest notion what Switzerland was. It did, 

however, bring out the ploy: for a consideration of a 

mere "shillingi kumi°' (ten Shillings or $1.40) he 

would do what we asked, although we must realize 

that it would no doubt lead to his being laughed out 

of his tribe. Clearly the moment had arrived for direct 

action. Remembering Teleki and his troubles with the 

natives and being a firm believer in discipline, we 

shoved the pack on his back, told him we would sack  

him and he would get nothing if he didn't carry it for 

us, and set off up the trail. There was a lot of 

mumbling, but surprisingly he meekly followed. A 

mutiny had been averted and we were on our way. 

Surprisingly, also, he led us to the right and up onto 

the first tongue of lava. We went strongly and steadi-

ly upwards, and by the time the sun had risen we 

could see the shining roof of the hut far below. It 

was warmer than we had expected, and in no time at 

all Leoya's pack was filled with gloves and extra 

to next page, please 
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Immediately below the summit, Mwangi, Tom Hayashi, and Leoya take a rest. 

sweaters, but the die had been cast and he was now 

our friend. 

We reached the top of the first lava tongue and had 

about a hundred yards of the worst sort of scree 

before we came to the second, and this was exhaust-
ing. By the time we reached the top of the second, we 
were tired and the altitude (around 14,000 feet) was 
taking its toll. Our pace slowed to a crawl as we 
painfully labored up the steep last slopes onto the 
crater rim. 

The sight that greeted us was breathtaking. Over a 

sea of cloud and directly in front of us towered Kibo, 
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the snowy dome of Kilimanjaro. The crisp clear air 
made us feel we could almost touch it. Straight down 

the precipitous crater wall was the ash pit. The wall 

itself is about 5,000 feet high, and no one has yet 

attempted it. One party considered it, but they were 

killed when the plane they had hired to reconnoiter it 

had crashed into the very same wall and all had been 

killed. 

We rested and had some chocolate before starting 
on the last leg up to the summit along the crater rim. 
We were now constantly out of breath because of the 
altitude and it was hard going, taking half an hour 



From the summit of Mount Meru, the view clown into the ash pit is spectacular. 

to go a few hundred feet. We finally reached it and 

were greeted by a Sierra Club summit box placed 

there a few years ago. Tom and I signed; so did 

Mwangi whose first ascent this was. It was a beauti-

ful day and we could see a lot, including Arusha, 

below us. We rested on the summit for about an hour, 

but it was getting late and we would have to hurry if 

we were to reach home before dusk. Going through 

the forest in the evening would be dangerous because 

of the animals, and so in great leaping strides we 

sped down the scree, reaching the hut in less than 

an hour. 

We rested again at the hut, drinking glass after 

glass of water and eating some sandwiches. Then we 

headed down through the forest toward one last 

encounter with animals. This time it was buffalo, one 

of the most unpredictable of large African game, and 

before we knew it we were standing on the edge of a 

herd of twenty-five. They looked at us and we looked 

for the nearest climbable tree. Then one lumbered 

off; Mwangi let out a series of bloodcurdling whoops, 

and the others thundered after him. The rest of the 

trip down was uneventful, and all too soon we had 

joined the hot and dusty world below. 
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WOTANS 
The finest scenic drive in Grand Canyon National 

Park is along the northeast rim over the \Valhalla 

Plateau to Cape Royal. The road winds through the 

fir and aspen forest, but at three viewpoints you 

command a hundred-mile sweep of the Painted Desert 

from Navaho Mountain to the Hopi Mesas. Nine miles 

to the east, a row of great buttes hides the Colorado, 

and still closer towering pinnacles divide the creek 

beds. Cape Royal itself is a fitting climax to this 

marvelous drive. From one position you can see 

Unkar Rapid in the river through Angel's Window, a 

large hole through a projecting fin whose top is a 

tourist promenade. From the cape you look not only 

to the east, but to the south you see the San Fran-

cisco Peaks, 70 miles away. To the west, you see 

the pinnacles, walls, and promontories of the canyon 

10, 20, and 30 miles to the skyline. But most start-

ling are two great forms nearby. To the southeast is 

Vishnu Temple, a Matterhorn in the desert, and to 

the southeast is Wotans Throne, a wooded mesa that 

looks as impregnable as Vishnu. Actually, both of 

these have been climbed. 

In 1937 a party of four men and a woman climbed 

the Throne. They represented the American Museum 

of Natural History which had an expedition on Shiva 

Temple to study the possibility that rodent species 

there differed from those on the plateau. George 

Andrews wrote an account of their Wotan climb for 

the December, 1937, issue of Natural History, and 

the leader, Walter Wood, wrote the story for the 

American Alpine Journal. They spent two nights 

below the rim of Cape Royal, one on the way and 

one on the return. The only illustrations show the 

take-off at Cape Royal and a rappel below the rim. 

Wood details the number of rappels required in get-

ting down from Cape Royal, but his climb of a more 
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difficult looking ridge to the top of Wotan is treated 

very casually. Neither of these articles is very 

helpful to one who would like to repeat their feat. 

The next man to become interested in Wotan was 

Merrel D. Clubb, a professor of English at the 

University of Kansas. He became a Grand Canyon 

buff before the second world war, and for several 

summers he concentrated on Vishnu Temple and 

Wotans Throne. After patient study he succeeded in 

climbing the Temple twice and the Throne three 

times. The closer I come to the base of Vishnu, the 

more I despair of ever climbing it. However, after a 

college boy, Allyn Cureton, and I made the top of 

Shiva and returned in record time, I was ready to 

listen to all the information Clubb could give me 

concerning the route up Wotan. 

Five hundred feet below the rim there is a wall or 

causeway connecting Cape Royal to Wotan, but it is 

useless as a route because of a hundred-foot notch 

near the middle. In discussing the route it is helpful 

to use the names of the three formations concerned. 

Below the top 500 feet of Kaibab Limestone lie 350 

feet of Coconino Sandstone, and below that is a 

steeply sloping bench of Hermit Shale. A nearly 

continuous shelf lies at the base of Kaibab, and the 

Hermit Shale is always a slow but possible route 

for the hiker. 

Dr. Clubb indicated that the main problem is to 

get down to the shale on the east side of the cause-

way. Because of a curve in this wall, one cannot see 

from the Cape that the Coconino below Wotan is 

broken into hummocks. Then one should follow the 

Kaibab cliff around the north side of Wotan until he 

comes to a forested slope rising to within a few feet 

of the rocky rim. Clubb had found two ways to get 

from the main rim down to the shale. His first trip 



had used a ravine about a mile and a quarter north 

of Cape Royal, but he regarded the two miles of 

Hermit Shale to the beginning of the causeway as 

about the most disagreeable walking he had ever 

done. Without saying whether he himself had used a 

rope in this ravine, he remarked that it would go 

without one. He had pioneered another route for his 

second and third ascents. It leaves the rim at Cape 

Royal near the rustic seats where the naturalist 

gives the lecture. By an intricate route along ledges 

and down breaks, when not using brushy talus 

slopes, he could go down first to the left and then 

to the right and reach the north end of the causeway 

without a rope. Just east of this wall is a ravine 

and, according to Clubb, only at its lower end is a 

rope needed. He distinctly remembered the root of a 

certain redbud tree where he tied the 120-foot rope. 

At the end of May, Allyn Cureton and I went to 

Cape Royal to see how well we could follow Clubb's 

instructions. Just as I was ready to give up trying 

to find a ropeless route to the bottom of the Kaibab, 

Allyn, who was bird-dogging ahead, shouted that he 

had it made. His route involved crawling along a 

ledge under an overhang. When we came to the trough 

next to the causeway, we found its head blocked by 

a huge chockstone with a hole behind it. This well 

was too broad for easy chimney climbing so I left 

our light rope here with knots in it for better gripping. 

Walking to the lower end of the trough was easy, but 

even though expected, the drop-off was a shock. We 

couldn't be sure our rope would reach the bottom, and 

retreated. 

By the middle of the following September, I made 

a reconnaisance of the other presumably ropeless 

route, a mile-and-a-quarter north of Cape Royal. A 

parking lot and a wayside exhibit now mark the  From Topographic Map of Grand Canyon National Park, East Half. 



Our route was down the middle ravine. Wotans Throne from the north. 

Clubb route below Cape Royal. 

place. The display tells about contemporaries of 
William the Conqueror who lived in these \Valhalla 

glades. You can walk a few yards to the end of a 
path and see what is left of one of the homes, a low 

pile of rocks beneath the pine needles. The exhibit 
doesn't mention it, but on the top of the promontory, 
200 yards east, are 10 or 12 better preserved rooms. 

Getting up to this citadel is difficult enough to be 
interesting. One way is to climb a tree and step over 
to the rim, but I was interested in seeing how they 

reached it 900 years ago. I went to the north side, 
climbed to a ledge and followed it to the far end of 
the butte. Here there is a break in the rim, and the 
exposure adds spice to the scramble. You can see 

how two or three sentries could stand off an army. 

Clubb had told me to go down somewhere along 
the saddle leading to the promontory. The first two 

ravines I tried went down about a hundred feet and 
then ended in vertical walls. A well defined deer 

trail leads down through the Kaibab on the north 
side of the saddle. The deer trail led me down 500 
feet and I went below the promontory to the south-
west. Clubb had mentioned three parallel ravines 
in the Coconino, one of which should take me down 

to the Hermit Shale without a rope. The first was 
impossible right at the top. I went down the next two 
without trouble until I was within 50 feet of the 
bottom of this 350-foot formation. If a man can do 

the rest without a rope, I would like to see it. Frus-
trated, I returned around the base of the promontory 
to the deer trail. 

Two wrecked cars serve as a startling marker for 
the top of the middle ravine. A 1952 New Jersey 
license plate shows when a nice vacation trip was 
spoiled. Fortunately, no one was in these cars when 
they started to roll. After crashing down through the 
rocks and trees for 500 vertical feet, they are so 
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smashed and interlocked that it is hard to tell where 
, one car ends and the other begins. When I got to the 

top by the deer trail, I looked around and found the 
short way down from the rim to the wrecked cars. The 
correct ravine is the closest to the parking lot. 

The following June, Cureton flew to the north rim 
and met me at ranger headquarters. By 2:15 we were 

parked at Walhalla Glades with our packs ready to go. 
We carried six quarts of water apiece and a ten pound 

rope. We went down past the wrecks into the right 

sandstone ravine without trouble. At the lower end 

we first tied the rope to a tree so far back that it 

wouldn't reach the shale, but we found that we could 

climb past a chockstone and use a clump of shrub-
bery for the anchor. Rappelling with a sling and 
carabiner, we got below the Coconino Sandstone in 
an hour-and-a-quarter from the car. 

Travel along the Hermit Shale is necessarily slow. 
You have to push through brush, watch for skids, and 
go up or down to avoid steep-walled gulleys and huge 
rocks. Deer tracks may help you find the best route, 
but you can be sure that the best is not good. To 
make a mile an hour you have to keep going whether 
you think you are on the best route or not. In two 

hours more we were at the beginning of the causeway 

to Wotan. In another hour we had covered another mile 
and we were at the break in the Coconino ready to 

start up Wotan. 

It was now 7:30 p.m., and we hadn't seen a level 
bivouac site since we left the car. While checking 
a ravine just beyond the fractured sandstone, we 
found a good overhang with some level sand beneath. 
The ravine was impossible, but there was wood for 
our fires, so what more could we want? We soon 
found out—a cooler night and no mosquitoes. One 
hardly ever worries about these pests in the Grand 
Canyon, but there are some notable exceptions. The 



Rock shelter near top of Coconino. Fort Promontory north of Cape Royal. Vishnu from the northeast. 

heat drove me out of my down bag and the mosquitoes 

drove me in, and I ended the night with only a couple 

of hours of sleep. 

In the morning we followed the talus as far as it 

went up beside the hummocky part of the Coconino. 

We left our gear except for water and cameras at the 

top of the talus. Route finding along ledges and up 

cracks was slow, and at one place we seemed to 

be stopped. Careful scouting turned up an easy ramp 

behind a large rock. Nowhere in the Coconino was 

there any nerve-testing exposure. Near the top of the 

formation I came to an Indian rock shelter, a wide 

ledge under an overhang with wind breaker walls 

built at both ends. What a place this would be from 

which to see the half real canyon by moonlight or 

the morning sun bringing out the rough angles! 

Above the Coconino you pass through a convenient 

gateway in the wall and you emerge on the north side 

of Wotan. Past an exposed angle you scramble up the 

lichen-decked rock and are in the forest at the base 

of the Kaibab cliff. Cureton and I couldn't find 

Clubb's fine path through this steep forest, his 

camino real." We kept rather close to the base of 

the final cliff where the walking seemed best and 

where we wouldn't miss any good route to the top. 

The easy logical way is foolproof. You walk west 

until the forest is about to end in a bare cliff. Here 

all but eight feet of the Kaibab cliff is replaced by 

steep forest. Above a break in the rim is a cairn, pre-

sumably Clubb's. We had needed two-and-a-half hours 

to go from the base of the Coconino to the top of 

Wotan. 

As you explore the summit, you feel that you are 

in a world apart. There had been plenty of deer 

signs on Shiva, but here I found only one imperfect 

hoof print at the base of the final cliff. There were 

also coyote signs below the rim, but apparently we  

shared the summit only with lizards, rodents, and 

birds. For the next two hours we felt like Robinson 

Crusoe. First we made a sweep of the rim to the 

west, along the south side, and then to the north. We 

then cut through the thickets of the pinyon-juniper 

forest. Clubb had photographed a rather doubtful 

Indian ruin. We also found a dubious one, but then 

we came to one with walls still 15 inches high and 

showing a well defined doorway. Why should the 

Indians have bothered to build shelters in such a 

place? Surely population pressure didn't force them 

to farm these 135 acres in the sky. Perhaps they 

came here on pilgrimages to prove their prowness. 

Cureton and I had water to get us to the car before 

dark the second day, so we reluctantly left the top of 

the throne by mid-morning. 

Three weeks later Allyn and I ventured down into 

this fascinating area once more. We wanted to test 

ourselves on Clubb's trough with the long rappel. Our 

hope was to get to the top of Wotan and back the 

same day. In the morning our progress was steady. I 

left a knotted rope behind the chockstone at the top 

of the trough. At the lower end of the ravine, we 

could go farther down by getting out on the sloping 

slab to the east. We couldn't see Clubb's redbud 

tree, but we tied the 130-foot rope to a large pine 

20 feet back from the brink of the cliff. For the 

middle third of the rappel one hangs away from the 

wall. At the bottom of the rappel we were still on a 

shelf of the sandstone and had to use a third rope 

to descend a few yards to the -shale. By now we 

realized that climbing Wotan would mean a long, hard 

day, so we settled for a first ascent of Freya Temple. 

Usually I don't care to climb the same summit 

twice when there are dozens waiting -for a first 

ascent, but Wotan still fascinates me, and I'll be 

back for another climb. 
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Route up the East Buttress of Mount McKinley. Photo by Bradford Washburn 

y's East uttr IOTh  SS 
By Warren Bleser 

At the time of our arrival at the base of the East 

Buttress of Mt. McKinley in the end of April, 1963, 

the conditions on the mountain were far from ideal. 

Within the last two weeks heavy snowfall with insuf- 
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ficient warming during the day had created highly 

unstable slopes. During this period the nearest 

weather station at Talkeetna had recorded a four-foot 

snowfall in an equal number of days. This stormy 



weather had hampered our approach march from the 

landing spot which was some nine miles down the 

glacier. 

The display of avalanches was breathtaking in the 

extreme. Our aesthetic appreciation for these wonders 

of nature varied inversely to our proximity to them. 

The party consisted of Teton Guides Al Read, Pete 

Lev, Rod Newcomb, and Fred Wright; Rainier Guide 

Jed Williamson, and myself. 

The climb on the East Buttress falls naturally into 

four stages —namely, the ascent to each of the three 

camps and the ascent from Camp III to the top of the 

Buttress at an elevation of 14,330 feet. The con-

tinued high angle of the slope indicated extensive 

use of fixed line to facilitate load carrying. The last 

act in the process of abandoning the two lower camps 

was to retrieve the fixed line and to set up rappel 

anchors for the return. The fixed rope on the upper 

slopes of the Buttress was left in place. 

Two prominent features stand out on the route to 

Camp I. At the start of the climb, the only line that 

was not exposed to ice fall led up a steep "bulge" 

about four rope-lengths in height. Unconsolidated 

sugar" underlay the more consolidated layers of 

snow that were plastered on the "bulge." 

After making a later than usual start one morning, 

two members of the team had the misfortune of 

getting caught in a slab avalanche which peeled off 

above the point of greatest convexity. Triggered by 

the first man on the rope, the slab was two feet deep 

at the point of fracture and over two hundred feet 

long. Although both men were caught in the slide, the 

fixed rope held them well and both escaped injury. 

The second prominent feature is the traverse into 

Camp I, which we all considered the most disconcert-

ing part of the climb. While making the traverse, one 

was exposed directly to the threat of ice fall and 

avalanche from above, while directly below there was 

a steep drop-off. Camp I was situated in a well-

protected position on the lower lip of a bergschrund 

at the 11,000-foot level. 

The main problem in getting up to Camp II was a  

vertical and overhanging wall about 150 feet high 

which could not be circumvented. On the surface of 

this wall, layers of water ice had formed over the 

glacier ice in an uneven consistency. In some places 

the ice was hollow underneath, while in others it had 

reached such a degree of hardness that ice screws 

were impractical to use. Camp II was located upon a 

thin projection extending out from the slope. From 

this camp the view out over the .Southeast Spur to 

Mt. Huntington and the other peaks in the area is 

beyond description. 

Getting up to Camp III we again found a vertical 

ice wall blocking our way, but this time a detached 

block offered access to the slopes above. Original 

planning had called for placing Camp III on top of 

the Buttress, but existing conditions altered our 

plans and it was placed instead at the base of a 

prominent rock gendarme at 13,800 feet. 

Above this level, instead of the good snow condi-

tions one would normally expect to find at these 

elevations, late winter rains had changed the con-

sistency of the steep slope to ramps of solid ice. We 

had been warned of these unusual conditions back at 

Talkeetna. After failing to find an alternate route on 

the rock gendarme itself, a line was cut and fixed up 

the ice ramps just to the left of the gendarme, mak-

ing use of the rock where possible to place pitons. At 

two in the afternoon on May 20, six elated figures 

topped the East Buttress. 

Signs of a coming change in the weather speeded 

our steps towards the summit, another 6,000 feet 

above the Buttress. Less than forty-eight hours after 

reaching the top of the Buttress, one party attained 

the summit ridge. The high winds and white-out 

conditions of the on-coming storm prevented this 

party from locating the exact highest point along the 

summit ridge, although it was later verified that they 

were within fifty yards of their goal. After the bad 

weather abated, a second party set out from a high 

camp at 17,500 feet and reached the summit on the 

morning of May 25. 

Pictures on the following page 
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Rod Newcomb on the ice wall below Camp Two. McKinley's summit from Camp Two. 

Pete Lev ties in fixed rope above Camp Two. 
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Fred Wright climbing above Camp Two. Rod Newcomb coming off the steep ice ramps near the 

top of the buttress. 

View of Mt. Huntington from Camp Two. 



Tetrarch 
The sport of mountaineering began in the late 

eighteenth century, and its great pioneer was Horace-
Benedict de Saussure of Geneva. There may, how-
ever, have been a much earlier mountaineer; for if a 
mountaineer is someone who climbs mountains for 
the sake of the climb itself and nothing else, the 
first mountaineer may have lived not in the eighteenth 
century, but in the fourteenth. His name was Fran-
cesco Petrarca, or, as we know it today, Petrarch. 

Viewed from any angle, Petrarch (1304-1374) was 
one of the most extraordinary men who ever lived; it 
is with good reason that he is frequently referred to 
as the first modern man. Fortunately, because of his 
voluminous writings, we know him better than any 
writer who lived before his time and better than most 
who have lived after. We have, of course, his superb 
and vastly influential poetry; we have more than six 
hundred letters, composed with great care throughout 
his lifetime; we have many prose writings on a wide 
variety of topics. We know the man in roles as 
diverse as poet and gardener, citizen and fisherman, 
scholar and lutanist. We also know him, briefly, as 
mountaineer. 

Petrarch's mountain was Mont Ventoux in the 
Provence Alps, a peak of almost 6300 feet overlook-
ing the Rhone valley. Technically, the mountain 
offers no special problems; but the point is not that 
the climb was difficult, but that it took place at 
all. To climb a mountain for no particular reason 
except that the climb seemed worth doing, was, as 
has been suggested, unprecedented and so unusual 
a feat that it would not be repeated for more than 
four hundred years. 

Petrarch did it, however, in April of 1336, when he 
was thirty-two years old, and he has left us a de-
tailed account of the climb in a letter written in 
Latin to his former confessor, Dionigi da Borgo San 
Sepolcro. 

The letter starts triumphantly: "I have this very 
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day, impelled solely by the desire of seeing the great 
height of the place, climbed the highest mountain of 
this region, which the natives call—and with good 
reason —`Ventoux'" (i.e., "windy"). Petrarch goes 
on to say that he had for many years contemplated 
making this ascent, indeed even from his childhood, 
for he had grown up in the area and the mountain had 
always been before his eyes, conspicuous from every 
angle. Finally, he writes, the impulse became too 
strong to resist; he had read the day before that 
King Philip of Macedon had climbed Mount Hemus of 
Thessaly in order to find out if there was any truth 
to the report that two seas, the Adriatic and the 
Black, could be seen from the summit. Although 
Petrarch seriously doubts that Philip actually made 
the climb, the story nevertheless provides him with 
the justification he needs: "I came to this moun-
tain," he writes, "because if climbing is not to be 
blamed in an old king, surely it will be excusable in 
a young subject." 

Thus encouraged, Petrarch began to plan his climb. 
The first problem, then as now, was the choice of 
companions, and about this Petrarch was shrewd and 
careful. "As I thought of companions," he wrote in 

his letter, "strange as it may seem, hardly any of my 
friends appeared entirely suitable, for even among 
the closest of them it is rare to find the appropriate 
and necessary agreement of desires and habits. One, 
for example, is too lazy, and another too active; one 
is too dilatory, and another too quick; one is much 
too sober, and another too happy-go-lucky; one is 
much more rash than I would like, and another more 
prudent; of one the silence, of another the loquac-
iousness, of one the corpulent authority and of 
another the lean imbecility —these terrified me. One 
discouraged me by his cold sullenness, and another 
by his fiery activity. These flaws, although important, 
are tolerated at home; but on a journey they are far 

" more serious.  



on _Tient Ventoux By Roberts W. French 

The last sentence in particular shows Petrarch's 

astuteness as the first leader of a climbing party. 

Luckily, a companion was found right at home: 

Petrarch's younger brother Gherardo, who was de-

lighted when the climb was suggested to him. 

Accompanied by one servant, the brothers set out 

on the appointed day to climb the mountain, which 

Petrarch described as "steep and almost unapproach-

able because of the great piles of stones." However, 

"persistent labor conquers everything," he wrote, 

recalling a line of poetry; "only the nature of the 

place stood in our way." (How much of the spirit of 

mountaineering seems to be suggested in these 

words: only the nature of the place stood in our 

way.) 

As they began their climb, these early alpinists 

encountered a stranger who had, if we can believe 

him, climbed a mountain without becoming a mountain-

eer. "We came," wrote Petrarch, "upon a shepherd, 

who made a great effort in many words to dissuade 

us from the climb, saying that he himself, fifty years 

before, impelled by the ardor of youth, had climbed 

to the highest summit, and that he had brought back 

nothing but sorrow and labor and a body and clothing 

torn by stones and thorns; nor, the shepherd added, 

had he ever heard of anyone else doing the same, 

either before he did or after." 

Petrarch's response to this nay-sayer is character-

istic. "Our desire," he wrote, "increased because of 

these warnings, since there are spirits in young men 

that will not listen to discouraging admonishments. 

And so the old man, realizing that his warnings were 

useless, walked along with us among the rocks for 

a while and pointed out a rugged route to the summit. 

Then he went back the way he had come, repeating 

his warnings as he went." 

Like many later climbers, Petrarch and his brother 

discovered that some items which had at home 

seemed absolutely essential became entirely super- 

fluous after they had been carried for a distance up 

a mountain; consequently, they left with the shepherd 

some clothes and other items that had proved to be 

"unnecessary baggage." Then the ascent began in 

earnest. 

"We climbed quickly," Petrarch wrote, "but as it 

turned out, our beginning efforts soon made us tired, 

and so we stopped among the rocks. Then we set out 

again on the journey, but this time more slowly; and 

I in particular proceeded to climb at a more modest 

rate of speed." 

Having thus discovered the importance of a slow 

and steady pace, Petrarch and Gherardo continued, 

but on different courses. Gherardo went more or less 

directly up, while Petrarch, having also discovered 

the leisurely ease of ascending by traversing, circled 

his mountain. His description of the ascent is touched 

with humor, some of it directed at himself, and his 

attitude will be familiar to anyone who has ever set 

foot on a mountain. "When,"he wrote, "Gherardo 

called to me to point out a shorter, more direct route, 

I answered that I hoped to find an easier way just 

around the corner; nor, I said, would I be the least 

bit disturbed if I could find a longer route along 

which I could walk on more of a level. (This was the 

sort of excuse I offered for my laziness.) Thus, while 

Gherardo was on the high places, I wandered around 

the couloirs; but no easier way could be found there. 

Instead, the climb became longer and longer, and my 

useless labor increased. Then, annoyed and exhaust-

ed by my erratic travels, I set out to seek the heights 

until, tired and anxious, I came upon my brother, who 

was lying down protected by the rocks and refreshed 

by his long rest. 

"Together," Petrarch continues, "we started off; 

but we had hardly left the ridge when, lo and behold, 

I forgot all about my resolution to ascend directly, and 

there I was again, traversing the couloirs, seeking an 

easier way, and again finding myself in great diffi- 

to page 36, please 17 
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Practice climbing with an upper belay. Note the nailed boots Mt. Elbrus, 18,400 feet, was the scene of the mass ascent by 1,395 
Soviet climbers, as shown on the cover. 

"Ullu-Tau" is a mountain resort situated in a gorge of the Adyr-Su 
River in the Central Caucasus. From here Soviet climbers start many 
difficult ascents in the Causcaszan Range. 

Mountain spurs of the ; 
tains, U. S. S. R. 



-- 

ng people at a camp in the Caucasus discuss the route of a pend- Young Soviet climbers sorting slings and hardware at a climbing camp 
in the Tien Shan. 

soviet mountaineering 
Xlai Range in East Pamir, Himalaya Moun- 

A camping rally in the Soviet Union. 



The north ridge of Pinnacle Peak on the morning of the 
climb. Photo by Ed Cooper 

Pinnacle Peak in the Tatoosh Range of the Cas-

cades is one of the most often-trod summits in 

Washington. The North ridge, however, due to expos-

ure and rotten rock, is rarely the approach taken. 

There have been attempts at a winter ascent via the 

North ridge but never with success. It was this 

elusive ridge, under winter conditions, that we had 

anticipated for many months and were now in a 

position to challenge. 

After completing two hours of an enjoyable ap-

proach, Ed Cooper, John Holland, and I cached skis, 

snowshoes and other impedimenta in the large snow-

bowl beneath the north face of Pinnacle Peak in 

Mount Rainier National Park. Here we pause& with 

four support colleagues, Bob Lyons, John Hrisko, 

Robert Wesson, and John Neal, and shared a chunk 

of cheese and french bread while carefully reviewing 

our plan of attack. We took a few photographs, fitted 

our crampons, then slowly spun a zig-zagging trail 

up the final slopes of approach. 

We commenced our climb, unroped, up a steepening 

hard packed snow couloir leading to a prominent 

notch on the north ridge. After finding ice at places 

in the couloir and now, with considerable exposure 

before us, we roped up. I anchored into a piton and 

set my belay as Ed moved left and out of sight up 

what turned out to be an even steeper and icier 

couloir. John and I, in our turn, soon followed. It was 

apparent, from our observations in the snowbowl, that 

we were now approximately 125 feet below the 

summit. We had gained height rapidly and had an 

expansive view of Paradise Camp where hundreds of 

New Year's Day skiers were enjoying rare cloudless 

weather. 

At our precarious perch above the second couloir I 

THE  r 0 i  TH 
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chopped a saddle in the knife-edge ridge and settled 

myself with both legs hugging its frozen walls and 

my feet dangling in space. I anchored tightly into 

John, who behind me had somewhat dubiously been 

able to get a rope around a chunk of frozen rock. Ed 

gave us a dejected look, then turned and scrambled 

up to a fifty-foot step that was obstructing our way. 

He moved to its left outward edge and after quite 

sometime was able to place a safety piton. This was 

the pitch that had turned Ed and Tony Hovey back 

the previous year with a broken leg for Tony during 

the retreat. Now, no less than an hour-and-a-half later, 

Ed managed to surmount the pitch and belay John and 

I up. 

We had gained fifty feet. Before us was a still 

more terrifying step. Once again John and I ingeni-

ously prepared a stance. Ed took over the labors. 

This time a thirty-foot step barred our way. As Ed 

chopped holds and cleared away deep powdered snow, 

John and I became increasingly colder. Ed's chop-

ping nearly covered us with ice and now to add to 

our discomfort, a gentle wind had picked up just 

enough to force me to don goggles. Only the stiffen-

ing position of my shoulders pushed up to my hard 

hat kept the snow out of my neck. A little more than 

an hour and Ed was in a position to belay us up, not 

to the summit, but only a third step again thirty to 

thirty-five feet high. 

I was quite startled while setting an ice axe belay 

when my axe poked through the ridge I had believed 

I was atop. I discovered with amazement that I was 

sitting on top of a tree growing out of the nearly 

vertical walls of the ridge several feet below. It 

seemed as safe as John's knife-edge perch behind 

to next page, please 
Ed Cooper leads the first difficult step. Piton cracks 

were hidden by ice. All climbing was done with crampons 
on. Photo by John Holland 

E F Di  i E DE 
By Eric Bjornstad 
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Climbing 

in one of the steep 

gullies on the north 

ridge of Pinnacle 

Peak. 

Ed Cooper Photo 

me, so I dug out a limb and tied in. 

To our dismay the sky was beginning to darken. For 

the first time we looked about us and discovered 

clouds moving in from the southwest—the Chinook 

with its omen of bad weather. 

The cold was beginning to tell as Ed attached 

stirrups to two doubtful appearing pitons and hauled 

himself onto the summit cap. It had been over an 
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hour when Ed's echo “belay on" came down to me 

in the howling wind. With numb limbs I tugged on the 

rope and signaled as best I could that I was on my 

way. Powdered snow and ice had once more frozen 

onto the holds Ed had so assiduously uncovered. The 

remote lights of Paradise had become much brighter 

by the time I crawled over the summit edge. Very 

quickly Ed unroped and scampered down the south 

side of the summit cap to locate the steep snow 



Nearing the 

Pinnacle summit on 

the first winter 

ascent. 

Photo by John Holland 

chute we must take on our descent. I dug in and be-

layed John up. The end of a beautiful twilight was 

lingering on the bright snows giving us just enough 

light to trace Ed's calls and footsteps in the south 

side's softer snow. He had reached the snow chute 

and had begun backing down it as we approached. We 

had soon traversed to the col between Pinnacle Peak 

and Castle Rock and rejoined our friends. 

This half-hour, class three- and four-summer climb,  

under winter conditions of deep powdered snow on 

ice during sub-freezing weather, had taken six hours 

to negotiate. Quite happy over the splendid New 

Year's Day ascent, we began the trek back to the 

cars where John and I slept enroute to Seattle. 

I think we will long remember the incomparable 

climb and view it afforded us of wintry peaks sil-

houetted in the sunset of Chinook blown clouds. 
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Mt. Tamalpais 
By Edward Buryn 

Just north of San Francisco over the Golden Gate 

Bridge lies Mann County, an irregular peninsula 

defined by the Pacific Ocean and San Francisco 

Bay. Only twenty by thirty miles in extent, it is the 

third smallest county in the state of California. How-

ever, this land—this jumble of hills and coast—is a 

scenic giant. There are dense, silent forests and 

surf-torn ocean cliffs; high, barren, windy hills 

rising from deep, sheltered valleys; alpine streams 

and lakes not far from fertile meadowlands; sand-

duned beaches breached by bays, lagoons, and 

esteros; and much more. Despite the ubiquitous real 

estate operators, much of this natural bounty has 

been permanently won over to the public domain. 

Mann has a new national park (Point Reyes), a 

revered old national monument (Muir Woods), and six 

state parks (Angel Island, Tomales Bay, Taylor 

Redwoods, Stinson Beach, Mann Headlands, and 

Mt. Tamalpais). Of these unique areas, Mt. Tamalpais 

is of special interest to rock-climbers as a practice 

site. 

The mountain consists of a long, gradually rising 

ridge that culminates in a well-defined peak, then 

rapidly falls off to sea level in an unusual and 

widely recognized profile suggesting a "sleeping 

maiden." Although it has a suburban setting of 

commuter towns and roads clustered around its base, 

the mountain disengages cleanly a short distance 

upward—with little urban clutter clinging along—and 

then steepens smoothly to its graceful summit almost 

2600 feet high. It is probably the bay area's most 

familiar natural landmark, being situated only thirteen 

miles from downtown San Francisco. To countless 
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area residents and visitors, Mt. Tamalpais symboliz-

es Mann County and its outdoor way of life. 

Mt. Tamalpais (rhymes with am ii tie us") de- 

rives its name from the Tamal Indians, one of about 

thirty distinct tribes living in Mann when the Spanish 

first arrived. To the Indians, it was the "tam-al 

pi-is," literally "bay country mountain." Another 

local tribe was the Lacatuits, whose last leader, 

Chief Mann, gave his name to the county. Chief 

Mann was also one of the earliest known climbers of 

Mt. Tamalpais. He reportedly made the ascent to 

prove his daring to his followers, who believed the 

mountain to be a forbidden place, the abode of bad 

spirits. This contrasts with the present Mann dwell-

ers, to whom the mountain is benevolent, though 

aloof. In fact, it is downright protective, as the west 

summit has a military radar and missile base on it. 

Commonly referred to as Mt. Tam, the mountain 

today is a traditional haven for hikers, campers, 

outdoor clubs, nature-lovers, and now rock-climbers. 

With almost 20,000 acres open to recreational use, 

the slopes are laced with 200 miles of trails of all 

grades and kinds. They wind through redwood, laurel, 

madrone, and oak trees; through manzanita shrub and 

wildflower fields; over seascape hills and down 

dark, lush canyons; past streams and waterfalls; 

around remote lakes and reservoirs; and to historical 

sites. 

The slopes also play host to many unobtrusive 

establishments testifying to the local interest and 

appreciation felt for Mt. Tamalpais: 

*** The German Tourist Club (Nature's Friends), an 

old-country outdoor group that stages seasonal festi- 



View from the summit, looking south toward San Francisco and beyond. 

vals open to all hikers. In fact, their marvelous 

European-type lodge can only be reached by foot 

trail. 

*** West Point Lodge, also on a foot trail, and the 

home of the Tamalpais Conservation Club (TCC). 

This nostalgic old building was formerly a station on 

the long-departed and much-lamented "Mt. Tamalpais 

and Muir Woods Scenic Railway," the MT & MW RR, 

"the crookedest railroad in the world." From 1896 

to 1930, its steam engines and scenic cars switch-

backed up from Mill Valley to the summit, employing 

powerless gravity cars for an exciting descent. The 

round trip distance was sixteen miles: cost, one dol-

lar. 
*** The local lodge of the California Alpine Club, a 

family hiking and outdoor club, which also has anoth-

er lodge at Echo Summit in the Sierra Nevada.  

*** Mountain Home, a Bavarian-style restaurant, 

beer garden, and informal gathering place. 

*** Mountain Theatre, an open-air amphitheatre at 

which is annually presented the popular "Mountain 

Play" pageant. 

*** Even the radar station mentioned earlier is soon 

to be closed, and has been proposed for conversion 

into an outdoor youth camp. 

Surprisingly, the large majority of the land open to 

the public is not part of the 1,500-acre state park but 

of the Mann Municipal Water District. In fact, the 

park (which adjoins Muir Woods) lies almost entirely 

below the Panoramic Highway, well down the moun-

tain, with only a sinuous sliver of park projecting 

upward in order to include the road to the parking 

area just below the east summit. But the summit 

itself is outside the park boundaries. Nevertheless, 
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boundaries are academic for the public is welcome to 

all, thanks to the stipulations of the Kent family who 

formerly owned the land, and who also donated Muir 

Woods to the government to save it from becoming a 

reservoir. 

The east summit, the climbing site, is also the goal 

that attracts all visitors to Mt. Tam, and rightly so. 

Being the highest point (2,587 feet) in the immediate 

bay area, and dominating what is largely a low-lying 

terrain, the summit is akin to an observation balloon 

one-half mile high. Solidly moored to Mann County 

below, it steadily hovers between the ocean and the 

bay, looking down on the city and its bridges. It is 

said that twenty counties —about one-fourth of 

California—can be seen. Mt. Diablo to the east and 

Mt. St. Helena to the north are easily spotted, while 

on very clear days the Sierra Nevada and Mt. Shasta 

can be discerned (so they say). Even when the 

famous San Francisco fogs are churning inland, 

shrouding the land-forms below, the view is dramatic 

and rewarding. 

For the geologically minded, Mt. Tam is the tallest 

member of the Mann Mountains, a short but jumbled 

subchain of the Coast Range belt. However, there 

are at least sixteen other named summits and ridges 

between one and two thousand feet within the chain. 

Lying just east of the San Andreas earthquake fault, 

which dates back several tens of millions of years, 

this area has experienced an active geologic history. 

About twelve million years ago, the ancestral moun-

tains of Mann County were heaved up from the ocean 

along the fault. The succeeding Pliocene epoch 

eroded them to their roots, which then submerged 

beneath what geologists refer to as the Merced Sea. 

During this epoch, widespread and prolonged volcanic 

activity resulted in a vast accumulation of volcanic 

debris over the area. Then, late in this epoch, or 

about one to three million years ago, mountains again 

rose along the fault. By the end of this epoch, the 

entire bay area had eroded into a low undulating 

plain, although the ancestral Mt. Tamalpais stood 

above its surroundings as one of the few heights. 

Finally in the Pleistocene epoch, about one-half 

million years ago, the Mann Mountains and the pres- 
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ent Mt. Tamalpais were uplifted. Thus we see that 

although our mountain may be geologically young, it 

previously has had much good experience at being a 

mountain, which may account for its present success. 

As for rock-climbing, the mountain, though consis-

tently of gentle slopes and rounded terrain, does 

break out at the summit in numerous cliffs and broken 

rock faces. As a result, to quote a Sierra Club 

schedule, "this spot presents a greater variety of 

rock and climbing difficulty than the other local 

climbs, in a more spacious and panoramic setting." 

In general, the climbing areas are all accessible from 

and adjacent to the short loop trail that originates at 

the parking area and circles the summit. 

The chief climbing area, that is, the most popular 

one, is a steep face about sixty feet high, just below 

the summit. The top of this face is most easily 

reached by taking the trail to the fire lookout station 

and then descending about one hundred yards directly 

toward distant Mt. Diablo (southeast). In a small 

area, this offers a good range of climbing possibili-

ties. It is a respectable fourth class pitch by several 

routes. Other routes, some difficult, some shorter, lie 

at the southern corner of the cliff and around the 

corner. The same face is suitable for fifth class 

practice, with rock belay points near the base and to 

one side, or from directly below while anchored to 

the trees at the base. Rappelling at this site is airy 

and satisfying. Some down-climbing while en rappel 

is required in order to begin, which is useful practice. 

Another activity that can be indulged here is practice 

falling and dynamic belaying. The upper belay posi-

tion is a bomb-proof bucket seat easily anchored with 

pitons or rock slings. A lower belayer can be well-

anchored to trees and the rope rigged through cara-

biners in slings above. For the faller, the verticality 

makes it possible to jump well clear of the face, with 

reasonable control over the fall. It helps to scream 

as you jump. Good luck. 

From this particular area, directly south will be 

seen several other climbable faces, some overhang-

ing, some with suitable sixth class cracks. To get to 

these, use the loop trail and bushwhack up to them. 

The rock faces are of dark volcanic basalt, various- 



ly composed of hypersthene, plagioclase, magnetite, 
hematite, and limonite. The rock is pitted and rough, 
but not eroded to the point of being rotten. Hand- and 
foot-holds are good. The rock is basically a flowed 
material without cracks, but there are intermittent 
fracture planes that take pitons well. The usual pre-
cautions of testing holds and pitons should be 
observed. 

Unlike some of the other local climbs, the Mt. Tam 
areas are generally uncrowded. However, there are 
always sightseers in quantity, and you probably will 
be regarded as one of the sights. 

For information about organized practice climbing 

at Mt. Tamalpais and other bay area sites, call or 
write the Sierra Club, 220 Bush Street, San Francisco, 

California, YUkon 2-2822, or consult the current 
schedule of the San Francisco Bay Chapter. 

Practice falling with lower belay. 

Setting up ropes and belays at the main cliff. Mill Valley 
is below, with San Francisco in the distance. 
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mountaineering literature 

Americans eagerly awaited the publi-
cation in May 1964 of the official story 
of the American Everest expedition, 
but much of the book's thunder had 
been stolen by the magazine articles 
and lectures on the topic which moun-
taineers had avidly studied. Better 
expedition books were written by 
Harrer on New Guinea and Maraini on 
the Hindu Kush. Perhaps the high-
lights of the 1964 additions to the 
mountaineer's library are the two 
anthologies by Merrick and by Noyce. 
The beautiful volumes of the Seattle 
Mountaineers and of the Sierra Club on 
the North Cascades, the Sierras, and 
the Grand Canyon deserve acclaim. 

Expeditions 
Harrer, Heinrich. I Come From the 

Stone Age. London: Rupert Hart-Davis, 
Ltd., 1964 (Also New York: E.P. Dut-
ton and Co., Inc., 1965). 6 x 9. 256 pp. 
38 photos, 18 in color. 35 sh. ($6.95). 
An adventure classic of unbelievable 
hardships and terrors in 29 first as-
cents of ice peaks rising out of New 
Guinea jungles. 

Hillary, Sir Edmund. School House in 
the Clouds. London: Hod,ler and 
Stoughton. 1964. 180 pp. 6 x 8. 30 sh. 
(Also Garden City: Doubleday, $5.95). 
Hillary's 1963 expedition concerned 
itself with the building of schools and 
other improvements in Sherpa villages, 
and included an attempt on Taweche 
and a climb of Kangtega, two of the 
peaks that frame the view of Everest 
from Kim Jung. 

Maraini, Fosco. Where Four Worlds 
Meet. Hindu Kush 1959. New York: 
Harcourt Brace and World, Inc., 1964, 
$12.50. (Also London: Hamish Hamil-
ton, 1964. $7.00.) 290 pp. 6 x 9. The 
expedition climbed Mt. Saraghrar, 
24,000 feet, in the Hindu Kush on the 
borders of Pakistan and Afghanistan. 
Much of the book is concerned with 
the cultural and political implications  

of the meeting of many peoples at this 
crossroad of the world's history. 

Sayre, Woodrow Wilson. Four Against 
Everest. Englewood Cliffs, N.J.: Pren-
tice Hall, Inc., 1964. 259 pp. 6 x 9. 
$5.95. A controversial best seller. 

Slesser, Malcolm. Red Peak. A Pers-
onal Account of the British Soviet 
Expedition. London: Hodder and 
Stoughton, 1964. 305. (New York: Cow-
ard McCann, Inc., 1964. 256 pp. 6 x 9. 
$5.75). The story of the international 
expedition to the Pamirs on which 
Wilfrid Noyce and Robin Smith lost 
their lives includes a joyless climb of 
Peak Communism, 24,590 feet, the 
highest peak in USSR. The account 
dwells unpleasantly on preliminary 
disagreements between the English 
and Scottish sections of the team, and 
suggests that the British climbers in 
general were far below the Russian 
standard. 

Taylor, Peter. Coopers Creek to 
Langtang II. Adelaide, Australia: 
Rigby, Ltd., 1964. 240 pp. 37/6. De-
scribes a one-man first ascent of a 
21,592-foot Himalayan peak. 

Tilman, H.W. Mischief in Greenland. 
London: Hollis and Carter, 1964. 192 
pp. 5 x 8. 25 sh. Describes voyages to 
Greenland and Baffin Bay "in search 
of mountains" by a man who has 
climbed in all continents. 

Ullman, James Ramsey. Americans 
on Everest. Philadelphia: J.B. Lippin-
cott, 1964. 429 pp. 6 x 9. 56 pp. of 
photographs, 8 in color. $8.75. The 
writing of the official account does 
not come up to Ullman's best standard, 
perhaps because he was prevented by 
illness from being very close to the 
expedition. The inherent drama of the 
successful climbs by three teams, the 
beautiful photography, and the reports 
of varied scientists make the book 
both interesting and valuable. 

Anthologies 
Merrick, Hugh. Perpetual Hills, a 

Personal Anthology. London: George 
Newnes, Ltd., 1964. 247 pp. 6x 10. 
35 s. Selections from a hundred auth-
ors and 150 years of mountaineering 
literature are given sequence by re-
lating them to the author's own moun-
taineering experiences from childhood 
to a reflective age. 

Noyce, Wilfrid. The Climber's Fire-
side Book. London: William Heinemann, 
Ltd. 1964. 268 pp. 5 x 8. As the com-
piler says, the pieces range from 
early Chinese poems through the 
sonorous periods of the Victorians to 
direct style of the Dolomite "sesto-
gradists." Published posthumously, 
the few lines by which Noyce justifies 
each selection bring us again the 
spirit of the foremost interpreter of 
the meaning and the joy of the moun-
tains 

Encyclopedias 
Thomas, Lowell. Book of the High 

Mountains. New York: Julian Messner, 
Inc., 1964. 512 pp. 6 x 9. 150 photos. 
$10. Magnificent illustrations but the 
quantities of "little known facts" are 
too drearily presented for good brows-
ing and too sloppily put together for a 
useful reference book for the moun-
taineer. 

Frison-Roche, Roger. Les Montagnes 
de la Terre. 2 vols. Paris: Flammarion, 
1964. 412-472 pp. x 11. Luxurious vol-
umes, copiously illustrated, with gen-
erous use of color in plates and maps. 
Vol. I describes the mountains of the 
world, continent by continent and 
range by range. Vol. II has sections 
on the wild life and the men of the 
mountains, ending with a 100-page 
history of climbing. 
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By the Library Committee of the Chicago Mountaineering Club. Frances A. Mullen, Compiler 

Climbing Guides —North American 
Alpine Club of Canada, Montreal Sec-

tion. Mountaineering Around Montreal. 

1964. 35 illus. maps. A preliminary 
edition of a guide to rock climbing and 
hiking and camping. 

Gran, Art. Climbers Guide to Shawan-
gunks. New York: American Alpine 
Club and Appalachian Mountain Club, 
1964. 155 pp. 35 plates, 2 maps, $3.75. 
290 rock climbing routes are described, 
located on aerial photographs, and 
carefully graded. 

Reppy, John and Sam Streibert. Rock 
Climbing Guide to Ragged Mountain 

(Southington, Conn.). New Haven: Yale 
Mountaineering Club, 1964. 19 pp. 3 
maps, 6 sketches. 50 cents. Eighteen 
of the 43 climbs listed have been 
pioneered by one or both of the auth-
ors. 

Roper, Steve. Climber's Guide to 
Yosemite Valley. San Francisco: Sierra 
Club, 1964. 190 pp. 5 x 7. Many draw-
ings and photos. $4.75. Roper's quali-
fications to compile the guide to 
Yosemite's mighty climbs are known 
to all rock enthusiasts. He describes 
almost 300 climbs, 195 of them new 
routes since a 1954 volume on the 
subject. 

Climbing Guides —Other Continents 
Reid, Ian C. (ed.) Guide Book to 

Mount Kenya and Kilimanjaro. Nairobi, 
Kenya: Mountain Club of Kenya, P.O. 
Box 741. 1963. 192 pp. 4 x 6, plastic 
binding.1 folded map and some sketch-
es. About $2.60. Description of flora, 
fauna, climate, glaciers, geology, as 
well as routes, clothing, equipment, 
guides, food, accidents. 

Unsworth, Walter. English Outcrops. 
London: Victor Gollancz, Ltd., 192 pp. 
5 x 9. 30 s. Detailed guide to the many 
and varied minor climbing areas in 
England, classified according to the  

rock: limestone, gritstone, sand stone, 
sea cliffs, quarries, etc. 

Wainwright, A. Pictorial Guide to the 
Lakeland Fells. Book Six. Northwest-
ern Fells. Kendall: Westmorland 
Gazette, Ltd. About 288 unnumbered 
pages. About $1.95. Sixth volume of a 
projected seven attractive, hand drawn 
volumes; details of walks and climbs 
with pencil illustrations, maps, and 
profiles. Intriguing browsing amid 
romantic names familiar to all who 
have sampled the literature on the 
English lake country. 

Walking Guides, or Descriptions of 
Mountain Areas —North America 
Adirondack Mountain Club, Schnect-

ady Chapter. Forest Preserve of New 
York State. Gabriels, N.Y.: AMC, 1964. 
30 cents. Maps and descriptions of the 
Catskills and the Adirondacks, to pro-
mote use, understanding, and conser-
vation. 

Appalachian Mountain Club. Massa-
chusetts, Rhode Island Trail Guide. 

Boston: AMC, 1964. 31/2  x 6. 309 pp. 
$3.75. 6 large folded maps.Description 
of two major trails and hundreds of 
shorter trails. Accurately and tantaliz-
ingly described. Useful pocket book 
format. 

Baird, David M. Kootenay National 

Park. Wild Mountains and Great Val-

leys. Ottawa: Queens Printer. 94 pp. 
illus. maps. Canadian Geological Sur-
vey Miscellaneous Report No. 9. 1964. 
$1.50. A guide book and geological 
history. 

Crampton, Gregory. Standing up 

Country. The Canyon Lands of Utah 
and Arizona. Alfred A. Knopf, 1964. 
191 pp. 126 illus. 16 in color, maps, 
index. $15. A spectacular book about 
spectacular country. 

Fletcher, Colin. Thousand Mile Sum-

mer in Desert and High Sierra. Berk-
eley: Howell North, 1964. 207 photos. 
$4.95. A solitary walk along the back- 

bone of California, with plenty of time 
for "conversations with rattlesnake 
experts, desert rats, and desert ground 
squirrels. . . rapt contemplation of 
nature, reading, fishing.. . and general 
sloth.'' 
Kauffman, Richard. Gentle Wilderness. 

The Sierra Nevada. Photographs by 
Kauffman, text by John Muir. San 
Francisco: Sierra Club, 1964. 167 pp. 
76 color plates. 101/2  x 14. $25. Kauff-
man, mountaineer, mountain lover, and 
artist not only took the pictures but 
perfected the techniques which make 
possible their superb reproduction. Be-
mused before these plates, you feel 
the granite under your hand, the spray 
of the waterfall on your face, smell 
the fragrance of the pines, and hear 

the rustle of the leaves. These pic-
tures have a life of their own. 

Kirk, Ruth. Exploring the Olympic 
Peninsula. Seattle: University of Wash-
ington Press, 1964. 118 pp. 65 photos. 
6 maps, papger. $1.95. 

Leadabrand, Russ. Guidebook to the 
San Bernardino Mountains of Califor-
nia Including Lake Arrowhead and Big 
Bear, Los Angeles: Ward Ritchie Press, 
1964. 118 pp. 5 x 7. paper $1.50. En-
livened with historical notes and 
practical with current statistics. A 
thorough guide to the highways, back-
roads, and trails of a heavily de-
veloped mountain area. 

Leadabrand, Russ. Guidebook to the 
San Gabriel Mountains of California. 

Los Angeles:Ward Ritchie Press, 1964 
revision of a 1963 title. 119 pp. 5 x 7. 
paper. maps and photos. $1.50. Addi-
tional material and a new map have 
been added to the 1963 edition which 
sold out promptly. 
Leydet, Francois. Time and the River 

Flowing. San Francisco: Sierra Club, 
1964. 176 pp. $25. The story of a raft-
ing trip down the Grand Canyon em-
phasizes the geological and human 
history of the canyon. With poetry, 
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philosophy, and picture, the volume 
continues the Sierra Club war against 
the destruction of wilderness by hydro-
electric projects. 
Manning, Harvey. The North Cascades. 

Photography by Tom Miller, Seattle. 
The Mountaineers, 1964. 96 pp. 10 x 12 
$10. Gorgeous photography coupled 
with short sharp propaganda for a new 
national park to protect one of the 
most beautiful of America's wilderness 
areas. 

Mitchell, Roger. Exploring Joshua 
Tree. Glendale, California. La Siesta 
Press, 1964. 36 pp. 5 x 8. $1.00. 
Zim, Herbert S. The Rocky Mountains. 

Golden Books Regional Guides, N.Y.: 
Golden Books, 1964. 160 pp. 4 x 6. 
$1.00. A favorite author of sound sci-
entific books for children provides a 
mountain of information for youngsters 
from grade 6 up. 

Other Continents 
Furer-Hairpendorf, Christoph von. 

Sherpas of Nepal. Buddist Highlanders. 
Berkeley: University of California 
Press, '1964. 298 pp. A technical, an-
thropological study based on intensive 
and prolonged field study, of the 
economy, culture, religion, family and 
community life of the Sherpas. Of 
interest to all who have been intrigued 
by the qualities that set these people 
apart. 

Klass, Rosanne. Land ol the High 
Flags. (Afghanistan). N.Y.; Random 
House, 1964, 288 pp. $5.95. The auth-
or spent two years as a teacher in 
this mountain-ringed country a decade 
ago. She writes with affection of the 
country and its people, with all the 
splendor, terror, and squalor of an 
ancient cross road. 

Poucher, W.A. The Scottish Peaks, A 
Pictorial Guide to Walking and Their 
Safe Ascent. London: Constable and 
Co., 1964, 442 pp. 4 x 7. many photos 
and maps. Poucher's picture books and 
descriptions need no introduction. 

Redford, Lora Bryn ing. Getting to 
Know the Central Himalayas: Nepal, 
Sikkim, Bhutan. New York: Coward, 

mountaineering 
1964. Getting to know Series. 64 pp. 
illus. $2.50. A children's book that 
gives a good overview. 
Stein, Sir Aurel. On Ancient Central 

Asian Tracks. N.Y.: Pantheon Books, 
Inc., 1964. Reprinted portions of four 
archeological studies by a scientist 
whose travels in Russian and Chinese 
Turkestan, mostly on foot, a generation 
or more ago rivaled those of Marco 
Polo or Sven Hedin. He scaled 16,000-
foot heights and suffered terrific hard-
ships to unravel the threads of history 
and bring ancient civilization to life. 
Streeter, Edward. Along the Ridge. 

New York: Harper and Row, 1964. An 
auto trip along the alps from Spain to 
Yugoslavia. 

History and Biography 
Bonatti, Walter. On the Heights. Lon-

don: Rupert Hart Davis, 1964. 248 pp. 
5 x 9, 35 sh. A Courmayeur guide who 
has led Italian expeditions in the 
Himalayas and Andes writes movingly 
of the beauty, drama, and tragedy of 
the mountains he has climbed and 
loved. 

Hartley, Henry Alexander. Famous 
Mountain Passes of the World. New 
Rochelle, N.Y.: Sport Shelf, 1964. 144 
pp. $3.25. The story of the roads over 
mountain ranges and their effect on 
the history of the world. 

Hiebeler, Toni. Eigerwand. Der Tod 
Klettert Mit. Frankfurt. Wilhelm Lim-
pert, 1963. 248 pp. 6 x 9, about $6.50. 
A grim book, dedicated to his dead 
companions. Many illustrations of the 
climbers, dead and alive, as well as 
of the mountain. 

Lunn, Arnold. The Swiss and Their 
Mountains. Skokie: Rand McNally,1964.   
167 pp. $5.50. A tribute to the Swiss 
Alpine Club on their centenary and a 
study of the influence of mountains on 
men and their nation. It highlights the 
frequently underestimated achieve-
ments of the Swiss in their own moun-
tains, in early days and recently. It 
overlaps his many earlier books, but 
Sir Arnold is always both erudite and 
entertaining. 
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literature -cont. 
Moffat, Gwen. Two Star Red. A Book 

About R.A.F. Mountain Rescue. Lon-
don: Hodder and Stoughton, 1964. 206 
pp. 5 x 8. $3.00. Established during 
the war by the Royal Air Force to 
rescue occupants of crashed aircraft, 
the Service has since given much aid 
to climbers and hikers. Stories of res-
cues in Turkey, as well as in the 
British Isles, are included. 

Terray, Lionel. Borders of the Impos-
sible. N.Y.: Doubleday and Co., 1964. 
350 pp. 5 x 8. $6.95. In an interesting 
autobiography, one of France's great-
est climbers pays tribute to his friends 
Herzog, Rebuffat, Lachenal and others 
as they range from the Eiger to 
Annapurna, from the Grand Jorasses to 
Fitzroy. 

Ullman, James Ramsey. The Age of 
Mountaineering. N.Y.: J.B. Lippincott, 
1964. 364 pp. $7.50. Ullman has added 
a chapter on "Mountaineering, 1954-
64" and revised the appendices of his 
High Conquest, published in 1941 and 
revised in 1954. It could stand more 
thorough up dating, but is a readable 
introduction to mountaineering history. 

Williams, Cicely. Zermatt Saga. Lon-
don: George Allen and Unwin, 1964. 
197 pp. 5 x 8. $5.30. The Bishop's 
climbing wife retells the story of 
Zermatt, warned by her personal ex-
periences and her devotion to the 
mountains. 

Technique 
Caldwell, Johnny. Cross Country Ski 

Book. Brattleboro, Vt.: Stephen Greene 
Press, 1964. 80 pp. paper back. $1.95. 
A professional describes the "new-
est" big winter sport which, as he 
points out, is also the oldest, the 
parent sport of all skiing, and to many 
enthusiasts the most pleasurable. He 
tells how the equipment differs from 
downhill equipment, how to train, and 
how to ski and to care for skis. 

Ingram, J.A. Fellcraft. Some Advice 
for Fell Walkers. London: Stanley 
Paul, 1964. 140 pp. 16 sh. Includes 
use of crampons and ice axe as aids 
to the hill walker. 

Mariner, Wastl. Mountain Rescue 
Techniques. Translated from the 
Austrian Alpine Club publication. 
Seattle: The Mountaineers, 1963. 200 
pp. $3.25. A basic handbook for sum-
mer and winter rescues, technical and 
detailed. 

Murray, W.H. and J.E.B. Wright. The 
Craft of Climbing. London: Nicholas 
Kaye, 1964. 77 pp. 17 sh. A slim 
volume with provocative short essays 
by the two authors separately. 

Wright, J.E.B. Technique of Moun-
taineering. 3rd revised ed. London: 
Nicholas Kaye, 1964. A complete 
manual by the dean of British guides 
and leaders. 

Natural History and Geology 
Appalachian Mountain Club. Mountain 

Flowers of New England. Boston: AMC, 
1964. 147 pp. 41/2  x 71/2 . Pocket size 
handbook, scientifically classified, 
detailed and complete. Pencil sketches 
and beautifully reproduced color plates 
by Miriam Underhill. 

Iacopi, Robert. Earthquake Country. 
Menlo Park,California: Lane Book Co., 
1964. 192 pp. 81/2 x 11. To understand 
the mountains of California one needs 
to understand the making of earth-
quakes, the lines of fracture and the 
cause of quakes. 

Parratt, Lloyd P. Birds of Glacier 
National Park. Special Bul. No. 19, 
Glacier Natural History Association, 
Inc., 1964. 78 pp. 6 x 9. $1.25. Many 
colored plates and simply written de-
scriptions of each bird and its habitat 
make this a useful companion for the 
park. 

Tazieff, Haroun. When the Earth 
Trembles. N.Y.: Harcourt Brace and 
World, 1964. 245 pp. $4.95. Starting 
with extensive study of the Chilean 
quakes of 1960, the author then delves 
back into ancient disasters and moves 
to modern measuring techniques. The 
earthquake belts of the world are dis-
cussed in a geological world tour. 
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LETTERS 

The following letter is the second of 
two written by Tom Higgins to the 
rock-climbing editor. We print it be-
cause Tom raises some important and 
timely questions concerning the moral 
side of climbing, which we think will 
be of interest to our readers. Comments 
are invited. 
Dear Royal: 

I appreciate your sending the infor-
mation on ISMM*. Your remarks as to 
the purpose of such organizations were 
also helpful. 

Bit by bit, the problem I've been 
considering has come to a more under-
standable level; at times it seems 
simple: Where do we draw a line be-
tween the practicalities of climbing 
and the ethics or "morals" of climb-
ing? For example, to speak in terms of 
the bolt problem: What proportion of 
bolts to aid pins is justified on a 
climb? When do we began to claim it 
unethical? Would a bolt gun—while 
obviously practical and useful—be 
justified in climbing, even in the best 
of hands? Is it "appropriate" to the 
activity of climbing? (By the way, a 
two-pound flashlight-shaped gun set 
off by a 22 shell is used for industry. 
It can easily place 2 x 1/4 inch bolts 
in granite.) Or, in terms of the sophis-
tication of aid climbing: What hauling 
processes border on this line? Could 
a small mechanical winch —however 
practical—be called ethical? What 
changes in the entire procedure of aid 
climbing are justified before drawing 
the line? And, lastly, free climbing 
aid routes has always been done with 
an eye to this vague side, this some-
what more moral side of climbing—in 
short, the how of our efforts is crucial; 
it is claimed better to rely on one's 
own power, one's self instead of pins 
for aid. 

It is in this same light which we may 
view the climbing schools. On the one 

*The International School of Modern 
Mountaineering. 
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hand, one may look at the practical 
side—the spirit of international good 
will, the communication of safe tech-
nique, the earning of that very practi-
cal stuff, money. All of these you have 
listed are indeed critical elements. On 
the other hand, as in all the above 
examples, we have again to consider 
the moral side. Just what it is we all 
have a difficult time expressing, and 
with each we finally come to some-
thing like, "It's the how of climbing 
that matters as much as anything 
else." At any rate, with the organiza-
tion it is perhaps best explained in 
terms of how such creations would pre-
sent mountaineering. The interested 
youth—some might say—should come 
to the activity essentially alone, with 
a small group of friends; should learn 
through romantic bits of experience, 
conversation, and competition. Doing, 
say, one of the Cathedral Rocks in 
Yosemite should be a hard bought ex-
perience taking a series of build-ups, 
failures and informal conversation. 
Looking in the ads in Summit for a 
"quick and safe way to maximum ad-
venture" somehow doesn't compliment 
the classical mountain climber's de-
velopment. Now in the extremes, as 
you have pointed out, such an opinion 
might indicate we should climb slowly, 
or be taught slowly, or use out-moded 
techniques, an extreme which I don't 
recommend. But one would certainly 
have to admit, as with hauling tech-
niques, fixed ropes and free climbing 
itself, there is some ethical factor 
prevents our climbing from becoming 
too practical, too efficient, too quick 
and easy. Just where we hold this line 
to be in each case is a matter of 
opinion —one extreme claims bolts 
should never be used, while the other 
claims, "So what, just so you get up 
it." Or again, one poll might claim 
formal instructive and guiding organi-
zations are somewhat minor aids in 
"getting up it," while the other finds 
even this too much. In brief, it's the 
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same old argument in all these cases: 
where to draw that line. 

I quite realize that a good deal of 
ISMM is not even geared toward formal 
instruction, but merely a spirit of good 
will and an opportunity for a national 
climbing mix. And to these elements, 
we need not address our quandary. To 
stress these advantages is to miss the 
point: we agree that the bolt gun is a 
practical bolt gun, or the climbing 
organization is an efficient organiza-
tion. 
Then, too, the counter is justly 

drawn—the complaint is not clear 
enough. Where would one draw the 
line? Would the objector ask the in-
structors to teach slowly? The only 
explanation one might offer is that 
this ethical side is necessarily vague: 
What exact hauling pulley is "too 
much"? Or, in our case, what instruc-
tion or guiding is too much in the 
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"producing" of a qualified mountain-
eer, to use the ISMM brochure lan-
guage? 
All in all, it's an interesting and 

ironical question, one which the very 
lectures of these schools may well 
touch upon. As of yet, I don't find it 
a rip-roaring hassle, for we all are 
free to climb with or without its aid. 
The problem is that most of us wish 
our sport to say something collectively, 
and that while the poor actions of 
another climber do not directly damage 
our own ethics and manner, we feel 
tempted to say, "This is not climbing 
at its best," and finally, perhaps, even 
remedy the poor showing by, say, chop-
ping unnecessary bolts. In the same 
way, one can't help but wonder what 
climbing will "say" if such instruc-
tive schools become prevalent. A 
"different" image will certainly 
emerge. 

Tom Higgins 
Sherman Oaks, Calif. 

Royal Robbins replies: 

Dear Tom: 
I share your concern with the ethical 

and moral side of mountaineering; and 
so, I can assure you, does the staff of 
ISMM. We believe in the truth of 
Geoffrey Winthrop Young's words: 
". . . the reaching of a summit is of 
minor importance; but the pleasure, the 
discipline, the whole merit of the 
climb, depend upon the way it was 
done, that is, the method, behaviour 
and mental attitude of the climbers 
during the ascent. . ." 
As I see it, the basic question 

raised in your letter is: Can an out-
standing climbing school be compared 
to a bolt gun? I think not, for a good 
climbing school will teach persons to 
overcome climbing problems with their 
own resources, rather than eliminate 
the problems with, say, unnecessary 
bolts. 
Rather than comparing climbing 

schools to bolt guns, I think it more 
accurate to compare them to hooks on 
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climbing techniques. Just as some 
manuals are drab texts, while others 

are well-written, beautiful books which 
instill the spirit of mountaineering 
while teaching skills, so, too, are 

some climbing schools and organiza-

tions drab and lifeless, while others 

are vital and inspiring. A good school 

like a good book, will help persons 
climb well and safely, and will hope-

fully develop a healthy attitude toward 

the sport, and an understanding of its 
true nature, which is, basically, the 
spirit of adventure. 

I don't think a climbing school, just 
because it teaches persons how to 

climb more quickly and (especially) 
more safely than he can learn other-
wise, falls into the category of the 
mis-use of expansion bolts. 

ISMM, rather than being contrary to 
the best moral values in climbing, will, 
because of its personnel and ideals, 

actually support such values and help 
articulate and spread them. 

Royal Robbins  

Dear Editor: 
It may be of interest for you to note 

that the Trolltind Wall (Trollveggen) 
—Europe's last great unclimbed North 
wall, has now been ascended simul-
taneously by two parties: Norwegian 
party —Leif Petterson, Ole Eversen, 
Jon Teigland, Odd Elievsen, did North 
Face and Northeast Arete, 11days. 

English party—John Amatt, Bill 

Tweedale, and myself did North Face 
Route, 4,580 feet, Grade 6 Super, 78 
hours climbing, 5/2  days on final as-
cent. 120 pegs for aid, all left in place. 

Norwegian party reached summit 6 
P.M., Friday, 23rd. 

English party reached summit 12 A.M. 
Saturday, 24th. 

Tony Howard, Leader 
Trolltind Expedition 
Oldham, Lancs., England 
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`...they forjet to look at themselves' 
from page 16 

culty. It seemed that I would forever delay the effort 

of ascending, but there is nothing the human mind 

can do to change the nature of things, and there is 

no way that anyone can reach the summit by going 
down." 

After wandering for a while more, still resisting the 

ascent, Petrarch sat down on a rock to contemplate 
his situation. Ever the poet and philosopher, he 

turned his mountain into a metaphor and drew an 
analogy between attaining a summit and perfecting 
the soul: "Many hills stand in the way," he thought, 

and we must proceed from virtue to virtue by beaut-

iful steps. In both cases," he thought, "the way is 

difficult, for it is easier to drop down than to climb 

up, but both goals justify the efforts needed to 

ascend; and," he added, "in both cases it is man's 

will which holds him back or moves him onward." 

Spurred on by these thoughts, Petrarch again began 

his ascent, and this time he reached his summit. In 

his letter to Dionigi he has left us the first recorded 

impressions of a man on top of a mountain. "At the 

top," he wrote, "there is a little level ground, and 

there at last we rested, thoroughly exhuasted. My 
spirit was deeply moved by the unusual air and the 

unrestricted view. I stood like a man who has been 

stunned. I looked around; the clouds were under our 

feet. Now the legendary mountains, Athos and 

Olympus, were made less incredible, now that on 

this mountain, not nearly so famous as they, I could 

observe with my own eyes all that I had heard and 

read of them. I looked towards the Italian regions, 

for which I felt great longing; I could see the Alps 

themselves, through which the enemies of Rome once 

crossed, forcing a way through the rocks; snow-

covered, they seemed to reach towards the sky; and 

they seemed to be near, although I know they were 
far away." 

Petrarch's thoughts then turned to his own life, and 

especially to his weaknesses and failings, and to his 

recent efforts to improve himself; he resolved to 

continue these efforts and then dismissed his cares  

—"for which," he wrote, "another place would be 
more fitting." Again he considered the view, for the 

time to return was fast approaching: the sun was 

nearing the horizon, and quickly the mountain shad-

ows were lengthening. As a final and fitting gesture, 

he reached in his pocket for the book he always 

carried there; it was The Confessions of Saint 

Augustine, surely the most important work in Pet-

rarch's life. He carried this book with him for forty 

years, until the time of his death; it had been given 

to him by Dionigi, the man to whom he is writing his 

letter about the ascent. 

He opened the volume at random and read the first 

passage he happened to see. It said this: "So men 

go to marvel at the high mountains and the great 

waves of the seas and the wide courses of the rivers 

and the borders of the oceans and the movements of 

the stars: and they forget to look at themselves." 

"I must confess," wrote Petrarch, "that I was 

astounded. My brother was eager to hear what I had 

read, but I asked him not to disturb me. I shut the 

book, angry with myself because I admired the things 

of this world when long ago I ought to have learned 

that nothing is marvelous but the soul of man." 

Petrarch's assertion of contemptu munch i or distaste 

for this physical world is of course thoroughly in 

accord with medieval church doctrine; we can hardly 

believe that Petrarch felt much instinctive sympathy 

for the idea. What seems far more fitting is that 

Petrarch should, at the top of his mountain, find 

himself extolling the possibilities of man and the 

greatness of the human spirit. Like later mountain-

eers, he apparently sensed that men do not conquer 

mountains, but themselves, and he understood the 

grandeur of seeking those challenges which explore 

the boundaries of human resources and capabilities. 

Filled with such thoughts as these, Petrarch de-

scended in silence, reaching in the darkness of night 

the rustic hut from which his journey had begun. Be-
fore sleeping, he wrote down his recollections of the 
climb. 
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eierra• tru.n.iper 
By M. W. Borghoff 

—For Dick McCracken, Friend, 

Bhi4<ku and Valley climber. 

Exposure's driftwood touch on half this tree, 

Yet it lives on, continues in the wind. 

Waves of denial sweep across its ridge 

And make all sunward growth a sidelong climb, 

Then block this growth in lines less tree than mountain, 

As if not wind but glaciers were at work. 

I want, but cannot make the stresses work 

For words that shaped the outline of this tree — 

Still contours bracing against the mountain, 

Alive against a lightning-heavy wind. 

My crosscurrents of restlessness must climb 

With wayward updrafts towards what summit ridge? 

This battered uplift still suggests a ridge 

Within my reach and makes me think the work 

Well worth exposure, worth the vivid climb 

Leading into silence towards a tree, 

Some shattered tree that still denies the wind 

Its right to fling all reaching down the mountain. 

It holds me, holds its own: I see a mountain 

Range before me, every crease and ridge 

Seared on this trunk testifies that wind 

Extends by Circumscribing, and to work 

Against the wind brings sinew both to tree 

And man alike: the summit's in the climb. 

Each dawn brought summits I'd despaired to climb, 

Cast meadows and drew petals from a mountain, 

Changed the lowest shadow to a tree 

Beyond my reach; but here upon this ridge 

I touch another, seasoned by the work 

Of well-known fury, life and death by wind. 

Throw whimsy's petals to the lasting wind, 

Shoulder your longing for a harder climb — 

For random cloudlight through the steady work 

Of wearing down the wind to reach your mountain, 

A place to settle on a nightlong ridge 

No further from your fingers than this tree: 

No wind will ever sweep you from that mountain 

No climb will ever touch this growing ridge, 

This work of light widening from a tree. 




