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know your mountains 
This picture of these spectacular mountains was published in the June, 
1962 issue of SUMMIT and mislabeled "Riesenstein Peaks" by a 
practical jokster who claimed they were located near Prince Rupert in 
British Columbia. Three years later the peaks were identified as 

Cathedral Spires 75 miles west of Talkeetna, Alaska. See article on 
page two. 
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(Reprinted from the American Alpine Journal, 1966) 

Ascents in the 
It sometimes happens in life that a practical 

joke leads to practical results; this article is the 
brief account of such an occurrence. 

In the June, 1962 issue of Summit Magazine 
appeared a photograph of a magnificent group 
of mountains called the "Riesenstein." These 
peaks were of such an unusual character that 
they aroused an immediate interest. A series of 
abortive attempts was made to locate the range. 
A little research showed quickly that the geo-
graphical information given in Summit was 
spurious — Canadian topographic maps did not 
jibe in all respects with Summit's geography. 
Obviously, Summit had fallen victim to some-
one's sense of humor. Yet there were the pic-
tures; palpable mountains — they must have 
some existence. But where? Chamonix? Africa? 
Asia? The moon? 

Months passed and the "Riesenstein" appeared 
doomed to join the ranks of other mythical and 
fabulous regions like Shangri-La and the Seven 
Cities of Cibola. However, one person did not 
give up so readily; Al DeMaria continued the 
search. With patience, perseverance and an un-
usual stroke of luck, the "Riesenstein" was 
found. The stroke of luck was supplied by Brow-
nell Bergen, husband of the administrative sec-
retary of the American Alpine Club, who stum-
bled across photographs and maps showing the 
"Riesenstein" to be a totally unexplored range 
of rugged beauty. Although the peaks had a 
maximum elevation of only eight to nine thous-
and feet, there was considerable relief as the 
glaciers were only four to five thousand feet. 
The mountains were located at the headwaters 
of the Yentna and Kichatna rivers, some 75 
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miles west of Talkeetna, Alaska. Their exact 
position, as the Cathedral Spires or Kichatna 
Peaks of the Alaska Range, is given on USGS 
topographic map Talkeetna B-6, Alaska. 

This discovery sparked a flurry of activity 
and Al and Claude Suhl immediately organized 
an expedition. The group began gathering in New 
York City, left town on June 18 via microbus, 
and accumulated additional members on the way. 
On the evening of June 23 the bus reached Tal-
keetna after a happily uneventful trip. 

The next day dawned rather gloomily, but the 
weather steadily improved during the day so 
that by mid-afternoon Don Sheldon could begin 
the flight. We landed at 5500 feet on one of the 
large northern glaciers near what appeared to 
be one of the major peaks in the group. Unfor-
tunately we were unable to get a good look at 
the southern part of the range as it was pretty 
well clouded-in at the time. Besides, we reasoned, 
it would be easy enough to cross from one glacier 
to another through the various cols seen on the 
reconnaissance flight. We were in for rude 
awakenings. 

The first shock came as soon as Sheldon took 
off, leaving Al, Pete Geiser and a small pile of 
gear standing alone on the glacier. The immen-
sity of the walls surrounding them suddenly 
took on the proportions of an absurd joke. 
Climb? These walls? Plastered with snow and 
icy couloirs, rising two to three thousand feet 
above the glacier, the summits seemed the epi-
tome of inaccessability. And though, as was to 
be expected, this view moderated as familiarity 
grew, it still remained the opinion of all mem-
bers of the party that these were the most chal- 



Cathedral gpires by Alvin DeMaria and Peter Geiser 

lenging peaks any of us had ever seen. One could 
place the entire Bugaboo group (the closest 
analogy to this group) in a single cirque of this 
Kichatna range. As each succeeding flight landed 
additional members, the same sense of absurdity 
overcame the new arrivals and the cirque echoed 
and re-echoed with cries of surprise and awe. 

A day was spent in organization and followed 
by a "warm-up" climb of Al, Pete, and John Hud-
son on what was obviously the easiest peak in 
the cirque — Peak 7270 feet on the western rim. 
The climb on steep wet snow with moderate rock 
climbing was done in what we were to find was 
typical Kichatna weather—white-out and storm. 

The 1500 feet of climbing took nearly half a 
day, and its severity exceeded our expectations. 
Much of the difficulty on this and subsequent 
climbs was due to the rotten character of the 
snow, which covered the peaks in a thick wet 
layer. Melting snow had produced a saturated 
highly porous mass and where rocks were close 
to the snow surface it became difficult to get a 
decent belay stance. When this feature is coupled 
with the structural weakness of the snow (very 
similar to hoar-frost), progress even on other-
wise easy slopes become ticklish. 

The following ten days were spent in attempts 
to break out of the glacier on which we had land-
ed. Our efforts were discouraging. We explored 
every col over which it appeared possible to carry 
loads, in an effort to find one which would have 
given a reasonable degree of safety and speed. 
By the end of the ten days we realized we were 
trapped. In the light of this slowly dawning 
knowledge we felt that the name "Cool Sac" 
glacier would be most appropriate. 

We finally abandoned the idea of setting up 
camps on other glaciers and decided to be satis-
fied with escaping from the "Cool Sac" for one-
day or two-day ascents. Eventually, a route was 
pushed over the lowest col by rappelling down 
an extremely rotten couloir, in which we had 
numerous hair-raising adventures, and where 
we left fixed ropes. All agreed that this col, al-
though the easiest, was such a horror show that 
it deserved the name "Gashley-Crumb Col." 

Although our attempts to establish camps out-
side of the "Cool Sac" were unsuccessful, the 
exploration did lead to the discovery of several 
beautiful peaks. A triplet of peaks immediately 
grasped our minds. These "Triple Peaks" were 
a set of beautifully symmetrical summits whose 
smooth granite walls, surmounted by crests of 
snow and ice, appeared to have been transplanted 
from Patagonia. In addition to these superb sum-
mits there was a crowd of lesser ones rimming 
the cirque. None of these had any obviously easy 
line; each was a challenge of varying difficulty. 

T'he prize of the range lay near the head of 
the "Cool Sac" — Peak 8985 feet, the highest in 
the cirque. From the "Cool Sac" side there ap-
pears to be no route which would be less than a 
Yosemite V. While the total relief is only from 
2500 to 3000 feet, the average angle of its walls 
exceeds that of Snowpatch in the Bugaboos, to 
which it is roughly analogous, even having its 
own snowpatch. Capping off these formidable 
walls is a summit crest of steep ice and snow. 
Possible routes on its opposite side were investi-
gated fleetingly on the flight out. The relief is 
greater on that side but it seems more feasible 

to page 5, please 
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as the general angle of the faces is slightly less. 
We all considered this mountain — from a moun-
taineering as well as esthetic viewpoint — to be 
one of the outstanding peaks of North America. 

The succeeding week saw attempts on two 
peaks. A successful one by Claude, Al and 
George Bloom on Peak c. 7900 feet, the most 
northerly peak on the eastern rim of the cirque; 
and an unsuccessful one by John, Pete, and 
Aaron Schneider on Peak 7785 feet near its head. 
As usual, rain and snow squalls enlivened the 
day. The ascent of Peak c. 7900 feet gave us 
some idea of an additional climbing difficulty 
resulting from present glaciation. The glaciers 
are on the verge of removing the ridges between 
the summits and as a result, most ridges are 
knife-edged. Thus, minor steps on these ridges, 
even where the angle is low, are frequently hard 
to pass. 

The end of the second week was marked by 
simultaneous attempts on two different peaks. 
A second attempt was made — by Aaron, Al and 
George — to climb Peak 7785, while John and 
Pete attacked Peak 8520 feet between Peaks 
8985 and c. 7900. 

The former eventually found themselves tra-
versing the 45 degree summit snow ridge. Con-
stant white-outs and the presence of a large cor-
nice (about whose position they became increas-
ingly curious) necessitated a bivouac. A second 
attempt, some hours later, was defeated by the 
rapidly deteriorating weather and they returned 
to camp to find Claude striving to secure the 
tents in violent gale-force winds. 

Meanwhile, back on Peak 8520, John and Pete 
had climbed seven consecutive pitches, ranging 
in difficulty between 5.4 and 5.8, on some of the 
most beautiful granite either had ever seen. The 
rock of this ridge, which started at a high notch 
reached by a long snow couloir, was very sound 
and exceedingly rough. Numerous cracks and 
nubbins allowed adequate protection. The fifth-
class climbing ended at the top of the major step  

on the ridge; unfortunately it also left them 
somewhat below the ridge crest. Attempts to 
gain the crest were hampered by bad snow, un-
pleasant exposure, and an almost total lack of 
protection for belayer or leader. The weather 
had become steadily worse with dark fast-mov-
ing cloud banks growing all around. A strategic 
retreat seemed in order and the last rappel was 
completed just as the first severe winds and 
sleet of the storm hit. 

The next day-and-a-half was spent indoors as 
the storm ripped corn snow from the surface of 
the glacier and hurled it at the tents. At its 
height one could hear the strange moaning of 
the wind sounding like a monstrous organ. How-
ever, as with all things, storms too must pass 
away. So this one followed suit, leaving our camp 
in a flattened state. 

The passage of the storm marked a change in 
the weather and in the final week-and-a-half of 
our stay, rain, snow and white-out regularly suc-
ceeded each other. The sun would now only oc-
casionally break through for a few hours of eve-
ning clearing. This was most discouraging and 
greatly reduced our desire for technical rock 
climbing. However, John and Pete made another 
attempt on Peak 7785 and succeeded in climbing 
it in cloud and drizzle. The thick wet snow and 
steep traverses, above fractures produced by 
slab avalanches, kept the climb continuously 
interesting. Fortunately, the clouds eliminated 
exposure. 

By the end of the last week the sun had not 
been seen for almost eight days, snow was falling 
fairly continuously, and food was running low. 
It seemed like a good time to leave, if only the 
weather would let us. But a clear day finally 
dawned and Sheldon's silvery plane, with the 
noise of an angry gnat, appeared and settled 
amongst the peaks. Camp was broken, the accu-
mulated trash burned and buried, and the last 
of the party flown out as clouds and storm began 
again to reclaim the "Riesenstein." 
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Ttekking Atound Annapolis 
By Donald A. Messerschmidt 

Before the conquests of Annapurna (26,492 
ft.), and Mount Everest (29,028 ft.), which 
heralded a new era of mountaineering in the 
Himalaya, the tiny kingdom of Nepal was little 
known and tightly closed to outsiders. Restora-
tion of the Shah royal family to effective ruling 
power in the early 1950's, coupled with an 
enlightened attitude toward the outside world 
and the renewed interest in the Himalaya has 
brought Nepal to the forefront. Only in the past 
fifteen years have expeditions been launched 
against Nepal's big name peaks, from Kanchen-
junga and the Everest group in the East to the 
Annapurnas and the Dhaulagiri massif in the 
West. 

With the advent of the American Peace Corps 
to Nepal in the early 1960's, interest in the 
Himalaya soared high. Long in advance of vaca-
tions, many volunteers have pored over plans for 
treks and small climbs. With my project com-
panion, Bruce Morrison, and two other buddies 
(Stu During and Phil Brandt) I joined an "expe-
dition" in October, 1964. Our route took us from 
Kunchha, twenty-five miles to Pokhara, a large 
trade center, then north along the Kali Gandaki 
River Valley on an age-old caravan route to Tibet 
via Mustang. In five days we trekked fifty miles 
from Pokhara to Tukche (8,500 ft.) , an impor-
tant village of Tibetan and local Thakali trades-
men. 

One sees quite a remarkable change in land-
scape. Up out of the subtropical middle hills you 
find the high cool pine and spruce forests, and 
the change from a slow, sun-bleached Indo-Hindu 
culture to a brisk, cheerful Tibetan-Buddhist set-
ting. Here the woolly yak in alpine pastures 
replace water buffalo at the wallow, and rice is 
a luxury where only wheat and potatoes flourish. 
And, mountains . . . ! 

We climbed for ten days, an exhilarating stint 
among 20,000 footers west of Tukche village and 
to the north of the Dhaulagiri massif. The 
grandeur of the Himalaya at those altitudes was 
tantalizing — the brilliant icy north face of 
Dhaulagiri, the "white mountain" first conquered 
by the Swiss only in 1960; forbidden Tibet north 
of us and its reddish desert hues, stark contrast 
against the blue skies; and the Annapurnas, 
Manaslu, Himal Chuli and others breaking the 
eastern horizon as far as we could see. 

Our gaze invariably turned to 23,000-foot Tuk-
che Peak, a mountain that has engendered great 
interest among Peace Corps volunteer climbers. 
Circumstances of legality limited us to 20,000 
feet, but we did top Little Tukche Peak (about 
18,500 ft.), Dambush Peak (about 19,000 ft.), 
and an obscure, untechnical snow peak about 
20,000 feet in the Mukut Himal. 

Returning to Tukche village we sent most of 
our gear back to Pokhara by porter; then, on a 
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Left to Right: The author, Phil 
Brandt, Bruce Morrison, and 
Stu During at Dambush Pass 

(17,500 ft.) near Tukche Peak. 

Thursday, Bruce and I bid goodbye to our buddies 
and turned north and east on the start of a 
well-over one hundred mile trek completely 
around the Annapurnas. As it turned out, we 
were the last such party to make that trip 
through the district of Manang before the region 
was closed to further trekking by His Majesty's 
Government of Nepal. Political affairs, primarily 
related to Nepal's northern border with Chinese-
occupied Tibet, coupled with trekking violations 
by other foreign parties, were the main consider-
ations in closing the northern reaches to further 
foreign trekking and exploration. How long the 
restriction will remain is speculation. 

Tukche village is in an area known as Thak 
Khola, a region like none other. Thak Khola 
ranks, perhaps, as one of the world's largest, 
highest, and most spectacular river gorges. The 
table-flat valley is little over a mile across in 
places and lies wedged neatly down between the 
peaks of Annapurna and Dhaulagiri. The Kali 
Gandaki River flows in lacy loops and fingers on 
the windy, barren flats. Evergreen forests streak 
up away from its edges, thousands of feet toward 
the snows. 
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The French climber, Maurice Herzog, in his 
quest for Annapurna in 1950, was impressed by 
Thak Khola. He writes in Annapurna that hurri-
cane force winds whipped up violent dust storms, 
forcing his entourage to halt along the rim of 
the valley. We experienced these winds each 
afternoon. They boosted us north from Tukche. 

We passed through Marpha early, observing 
the Buddhist custom of walking to the left of the 
long rows of prayer walls at the village entrance. 
Piled high atop the walls are stones carved with 
the sacred spell: am mani padme hum, "Ode to 
the jewel in the lotus flower." At the local 
Thakali inn, the "Niligiri Hotel," we ate our last 
good meal for days, a mixture of Tibetan meat-
balls, rice, vegetables, and many cups of sweet, 
milky tea. It is interesting, when one relies as 
we did upon the lodal economy, how greatly food 
occupies the mind. Each meal is vit ally impor-
tant where sustenance is gained primarily from 
wheat flour and salty butter tea. 

At Jomosom, or Dzongsam meaning "New 
Fort," we passed through the Nepal Army check-
post. The soldiers keep a close eye on all traffic 
to and from Mustang and the Tibetan frontier. 



Bruce Morrison at 17,800 feet 
on Little Tukche Peak, with a 
view east to the Niligzrz Himal 
and the Annapurnas. 

We registered for our trip to the holy shrine at 
Muktinath, and from it beyond over the pass, 
Nyeshang La (17,500 ft.), into Manang. We 
would not be back this way. 

We spent the night with Thakali friends in a 
village near Jomosom, and were on the road early 
next morning. The previous weeks of high trek-
king began to tell on us. We felt exhausted these 
days and slogged along up the dusty river trail 
in slow motion. 

Bare reddish-brown rock and sand heralded a 
spectacular change in the landscape. Now, beyond 
Tukche and Jomosom and well in the rainshadow 
of the Great Himalaya, we found ourselves on the 
verge of the Tibetan plateau, though the political 
border lay another day's walk north. This dry 
desert country, stark and treeless, is broken only 
by the river, a few villages, their fields and 
meager groves. 

We stopped for the night at the walled village 
of Kagbeni, feeling weary and dusty. Kagbeni, 
effectively blocking the river valley at one of the 
narrowest places, has been described as a citadel. 
Kak, in Tibetan, means block; and beni, in Nepali, 
refers to the confluence of two holy rivers, the  

Gandaki and the Muktinath. Here we found a 
friendly trader who offered us his dingy house 
and a meal, both of which we shared with a half 
dozen swarthy Tibetans. 

Saturday morning, after purchasing fresh yak 
meat and wheat flatbreads for the trail, and a 
tiny kitten in a basket to Bruce's great delight 
(not mine), we turned east away from the Gan-
daki and hiked up Muktinath Valley toward the 
high pass. Normally a two-or three-hour hike, we 
took a half-day to arrive at the villages of 
Khyeng-khar and Dzar which lie in the upper 
valley. Beyond Dzar an hour's walk lies holy 
Muktinath shrine at 12,000 feet. Muktinath — 
the quest of hundreds of Hindu and Buddhist 
pilgrims yearly who come to bathe in the sacred 
waters and marvel at the wonder of burning rock, 
water and air natural gas. 

The shrine was deserted but for three people, 
a young Brahmin boy whose duties it was to per-
form the daily round of prayers and to greet 
pilgrims, a Buddhist nun, and an old cripple who 
had crawled up there on twisted stubs of legs to 
live out his last days at the sacred place. 

The approaching cold winter made itself known 
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Left: The fortress village of Kag-
beni on the Kali Gandaki River, 
with a view north toward Mustang. 

Right: The author in a Thakali 
village. 

Far Right: Prayer wheels, filled 

with thousands of printed Buddhist 

prayers, spin at the entrance to a 

village. 

that night as we slept in the empty dharmshala, 
the pilgrims' resthouse. In the morning, Sunday, 
we spent two hours visiting the various holy 
sights, a Buddhist temple built over the fires of 
natural gas, an empty monastery highlighted by 
a large gilded relief of the 'Lotus Born' Buddha 
behind a carved wooden screen, a pagoda shrine 
to Lord Vishnu, and 108 brass water spouts of 
icy creek water under which certainly only the 
hardiest of pilgrims bathe. We washed our dishes 
lower down in that same water and spent a half 
hour warming ice-blue fingers. 

At nine a.m. we struck out for the pass, 5,500 
feet above us. One is well advised to hire a local 
boy and a donkey, or a dzo pack animal (a yak 
crossbreed) from the village to carry his load to 
the top. But our finances could not warrant the 
luxury, and we trekked with our Kelty packs on 
our own backs. 

The track was barren and stony; the going 
slow. At 15,000 feet we were greeted by an old 
Tibetan refugee at his tent by the last water. We 
gave him cigarettes, filled our canteens, and 
trudged on. At one point two mounted Tibetans 
passed us by on their way to Manang. Strangely, 
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for hours thereafter we periodically saw them 
waiting on the higher track to catch a glimpse of 
us before spurring their mounts on. Why? We 
wondered. . . We played this cat and mouse game 
for some time before they disappeared toward 
the top. We followed slowly along in their hoof-
prints all afternoon. 

False summits almost broke our spirit. We 
would just arrive at what we thought surely was 
the top, to find another long stretch rising away 
above us. A biting wind came up, and we donned 
our anoraks, wool scarves, balaclavas and mittens. 
Breathing became labored, each step slower. 
Maurice Herzog, I recall, had had quite a struggle 
with altitude and this same Muktinath Himal on 
Tilichho pass a few miles south of Nyeshang. 
Each stone became a place to rest, each further 
step a little torture. The mind has a lot to do 
with difficulties on the trail, but the mountain 
and altitude play their own parts well. It took 
strong resolve to keep going. 

At dusk we reached the top, recognizing the 
place from far off by the large cairn of stones 
and the Buddhist prayer flags whipping in the 
wind. Without a word Bruce and I started down 



the eastern side,looking for water and a bivouac. 
There was a cave, we had been told, but darkness 
fell on us before we reached it; we had to put up 
with the stony comfort by the trail. We stretched 
two ponchos over our ice axes, and after a bite 
to eat we crawled in. Sleeping was fitful, a battle 
between the cold, the stones, and throbbing head-
aches. Only the little kitten was comfortable, 
snug and warm, deep in Bruce's sleeping bag. 

The night seemed endless. When, at last, 
Monday's sun shone across the peaks above us, 
we stayed rolled in until the first rays added a 
few degrees to our shelter. Once up, we struck 
camp quickly, swallowed some lukewarm choco-
late heated on our Primus stove, and took to the 
downward trail. It was a long while until we were 
warm. 

By morning the magnificence of the mountains 
is overpowering. In every direction stood 20,000-
foot sentinels and great hanging glaciers. What 
a climber's paradise! If a party could establish 
a base camp in the Muktinath Himal, near the 
pass, there would be a climber's field day with 
upwards to a dozen challenging peaks to tackle. 
But, the logistics of just getting there are as- 

tounding. One can only trek into the region, 
almost two weeks up from Pokhara (with the 
necessary porters), as the tiny landing strip at 
Jomosom is not serviceable most of the year due 
to high winds. We only wished we had come pre-
pared and had the time to take on a few peaks 
by ourselves, but that was hardly likely. We were 
not sure when we would come to the next village 
or where we would even eat our next hot meal. 

The trail dropped sharply, and we bounded 
down through the scree along the route that the 
horsemen had taken the day before. We passed 
a tiny cave shelter about a half mile from our 
bivouac, and farther along the ruins of an old 
stone shelter. The first sure sign of recent human 
activity was a newly built timber bridge in the 
gorge over the river. Carved into the rail was 
the date: 5 23 1964. We had no idea how travelers 
had crossed that rushing torrent before the 
bridge was erected. 

The track leveled out, and we left the immedi-
ate area of the pass and entered the upper valley 
of Manang. South of us the brilliant icy peaks of 
the Annapurnas came into view, and we again 
felt the size of the country we were in. For 
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The author standing on the trail below Nyeshang La in 
the upper valley of Manang, with a view south to Anna-
purna III. 

months we had looked north from our hill station 
at Kunchha to the mountains, imagining their 
challenge to climbers, little thinking what might 
lie beyond them except forbidden Tibet. But here, 
on their north and still within Nepal's bounds, 
we were face to face with peaks that blocked all 
view, and with canyon walls dropping thousands 
of feet down into the Marsiangdi River. The sight 
lifted our spirits, and we wished that others who 
love the mountains could glimpse this fantastic 
wonderland. 
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Forests came into view on the lower slopes and 
we descended gradually first through deserted 
high pastures, then past scattered herds of yak. 

In the afternoon, at an elevation of about 
14,000 feet, we came to the first dwellings and 
terraced fields far down the slope below us. The 
last of the buckwheat cuttings were being taken 
to the threshing ground. Manangbhot village lay 
only around the corner. Across the valley conifer-
ous forests broadened out as they spread down 
from the high slopes toward the river. At four 
o'clock we passed by two large chortens, monu-
ments enshrining Buddhist relics, and stopped to 
survey the broad valley beyond. 

On the hillside down to our left lay the cluster 
of houses called Tengi, and beyond, the Tibetan-
like town of Manangbhot, walled and sitting like 
a fortress. On all sides, forests stretched up into 
the snows. The great North Face Icefall of Anna-
purna III dominated the mountain scene, an ice-
fall tumbling an incredible 8,000 feet into the 
river. We could hear it crackling, like sharp rifle 
reports. 

We approached Tengi through its western 
archway, spinning prayer wheels along the wall 
for good luck, and emerged into the view of a 
local villager on one of the flat rooftops. The 
usual banter of questions passed between us, he 
showing delight at our Nepali. He glanced back 
behind us and asked about porters. At our reply 
of none he seemed more at ease and invited us to 
his home to stay the night. He had chang, he 
said, good Tibetan beer. 

Our host's name was Toshi. He was in a 
pitiable state of health. He had broken his foot 
in a fall the week before. But this discomfort of 
the swollen, infected fracture did not bother 
Toshi as much as the fact that he would not be 
able to join his companions on their annual win-
ter trip to Calcutta and points east, Singapore 
and Bangkok, to trade and smuggle. But, certain-
ly we — all westerners are doctors to these people 



— could effect an immediate cure. We did our 
best, giving him a few antibiotic pills which we 
could spare, with explicit instructions not to take 
them all in one gulp for an instant cure. (I have 
heard since, from his villagers, that Toshi is now 
walking well.) 

We ate rice again, the first since leaving 
Marpha and the very last of Toshi's supply 
packed in from the south the previous year. 
There were a few vegetables and a little meat to 
flavor it. The chang was delicious. 

We marveled, as we sat talking around the fire 
that evening, how much Toshi and his friends 
knew of the western world, as seen in Southeast 
Asia. They were well acquainted with the speed 
and comfort of the jet age, elevators, T.V., and 
the like; and they thought it strange that we 
should be fond of trekking in such a primitive 
mountain-locked region of the Himalaya. How 
could we explain our feelings of the mountains 
and the mountain people to him? 

The following morning we entered Manang-
bhot, the largest village in the region. Prayer 
flags fluttered from the rooftops in the belief 
that the printed prayers are sent heavenward 
on the winds. Cattle and yak crossbreeds grazed 
on wheat stubble in the fields, and the sheep 
bolted away at our approach. 

We remembered the many stories of Manang 
that one can hear and read, especially of the ill 
treatment other foreigners have received in the 
hands of these rough and fearless Manangbas. 
Bruce preferred not to take chances, and he 
buried his camera deep in his pack. I took the 
risk to get some pictures. We were, in fact, well 
treated after the initial strangeness wore off. 

The fact that we spoke Nepali and had no 
porters were to our advantage. We looked quite 
harmless, I suppose, hardly prepared to violate 
the sanctity of their mountains. And Bruce's 
kitten, riding in her basket on his pack, caused 
much fun. Soon we were joking with the crowds  

that had gathered to look us over. I asked about 
pictures, and the villagers gladly obliged by 
giving me a clear view of their Buddhist temple. 
We left, prepared to squelch any further stories 
of the "terrible" Manang people. 

An hour down the trail we passed the cliffside 
village of Braga. Stories relate how these two 
villages Manangbhot and Braga, were once feud-
ing not many years back, and that armed clashes 
were frequent. Thankfully, they displayed no 
animosity while we were there. 

The track led over a timber bridge to the south 
bank of the Marsiangdi River and entered a dry 
forest of pine and larch. Hiking there was pleas-
ant, on a needled carpet through the trees. We 
stopped for lunch in a meadow and bathed in a 
nearby stream. 

The valley of Manang is separated from that of 
Pisang, the next major village, by a high ridge. 
From the ridge crest we looked back westward 
into Manang Valley and far up the Marsiangdi 
River. The snows glistened around the region of 
Tilichho Lake, the great ice lake where the 
Marsiangdi rises. Turning east we looked down 
on Pisang beyond a forest dotted with tiny glacial 
lakes sparkling like emeralds. The shadows were 
lengthening; we hurried on toward Pisang. 

We camped a ways beyond the town, after buy-
ing Tibetan brick tea, some meat, and potatoes. 
The villagers had all come out to greet us and 
marveled at our hairy white skin. They appeared 
to have fine Mongoloid features beneath layers 
of dirt and oil. 

Our camp was set on a cushion of soft, mossy 
forest floor and spruce boughs that night, and 
we slept the best sleep in a week. 

Next day, Wednesday, we met a party of 
Manang girls, looking, we imagined, like "seven 
dwarfs," singing on their return from the south-
ern hill districts with baskets full of corn and 
oranges. We counted our money, then spent one 
rupee (about 13 cents) on eight oranges which 
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we stretched over the next two days. 
Pisang Valley halts abruptly where the river 

swings in a tight S against a steep rock wall 
rising hundreds of feet as a smooth grey slab. 
Some colossal force of nature turned this sedi-
mentary slab on end, shaping it like the side of a 
great, twisted bowl. At the top a Buddhist shrine 
stood silhouetted on the skyline. 

The river swings eastward again through a 
roaring gorge. We left its sides and climbed 
steeply up through the forest on a muddy track. 

Chame, a Gurung village at about 10,000 feet 
in elevation, was not at all like the. Tibetan-like 
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Skillful footwork and balance assist Bruce Morrison down 
this shaky bamboo ladder over a cliffside along the 
Marsiangdi River trail. 

villages we had seen. The houses were smaller 
and had shingled roofs held fast with stones. The 
villagers seemed indifferent at our arrival. But 
some Tibetans staying there were greatly pleased 
and invited us in for salt-butter tea and tsampa, 
roasted barley flour. They were Khambas, they 
told us, from the district of Kham in far eastern 
Tibet. They had fled the Chinese. To return 
home, if indeed they could, would require the 
better part of a year trekking with a yak caravan, 
they said. 

We had so very little money left that we began 
to think of things to sell. Our anoraks? Our 
mittens? The Khambas bickered over our Primus 
stove and finally bought it for some twenty 
rupees. Then we bought some potatoes and had 
enough money left, we figured, to reach our post 
at Kunchha, still several days south of us, pro-
vided we ate lightly, or were treated by village 
friends along the route. Counting on friends later 
on, we splurged and ate well while we could. 

Again that night we camped out in the forest, 
fully enjoying the campfire, hot tea, our pipes 
and the playful antics of the kitten. Thursday, 
after a long and uneventful trek through thick 
stands of fir and tall rhododendron trees, we 
arrived toward evening at the next important 
village, Tonje. There is an Indian Army checkpost 
and wireless station at Tonje, and it is the home 
of influential Gurung leaders. In fact, we had 
heard along the.way that an important govern-
ment person, a member of the King's advisory 
council, was out from Kathmandu, seeing to his 
family affairs and various projects and village 
problems at hand. We asked to meet him, 
Kagendra Jung Gurting. 



The author chats with 
Gurung villagers at 
Chame. 

The introduction was arranged and we were 
led ceremoniously into the large courtyard of 
Kagendra's family home. A group of leaders 
from neighboring Gurung villages sat talking 
busily in their Gurung language over some 
obviously important matter. Suddenly, all was 
quiet. A heavy set, short man in the center of the 
proceedings turned to face us, dressed in topcoat, 
suit and tie. He greeted us in English. We felt 
grubby indeed, not so much at interrupting the 
meeting, but mostly at our own suddenly obvious 
appearances, bearded and awfully dirty. 

Tea and eggs were served in customary Gurung 
hospitality, and we chatted awhile about local 
problems and the pressures of the Tibetan 
refugees in Manang district. 

From Tonje, trade routes go in several direc-
tions, one west into the upper valley of Manang, 
one north to the frontier at Larkya, and one 
south to the middle hills, three days to Kunchha. 

The river turns south and runs wildly through 
a gorge with cliffs rising thousands of feet. At 
places the canyon is barely a stone's throw 
across. There are spectacular waterfalls along 
this route, some upwards of 600 feet high. We did 

Photo by Bruce Morrison 

not see any! — our eyes were on the trail con-
tinuously, a very narrow and precipitous track 
indeed. At times we found ourselves backing 
down broken bamboo ladders thirty to forty feet 
over a cliffside. At other places the trail skirted 
the cliffs horizontally on shaky planks laid pre-
cariously on rotted posts driven years before into 
the cracks of the rock. We noted that beginnings 
were being made toward building permanent steel 
and cable walkways. 

Three days from Tonje we were back in home 
territory. About noon that day, Sunday, we split 
our last cup of tea. We were broke. We reached 
Kunchha just at dark, greeting villagers in their 
lighted storefronts along the bazaar street. We 
had been gone a month, and seeing our Nepali 
friends again made us extremely happy to be 
home. 

A whopping rice curry was prepared for us 
and we pored over a month's accumulation of 
mail. Much later, after a cool bath and before we 
turned in for the night, we emptied our pockets. 
Net  resources, two pice — or less than three-
tenths of one cent. But were home, fed, and 
Annapurna had been circled. 
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(Reprinted from Mazama Journal, 1965) 

"DON'T PUT US DOWN HERE! No willows! 
We'll need willows for fuel," Gil and I yelled over 
the roar of the plane motor to Andy Anderson, 
our bush pilot. 

It was 7 p.m., June 5, 1965, and we were 
circling over a desolate little frozen unnamed 
lake in the white wilderness of northern Alaska. 

"What'll I do ?" asked Andy, as he continued 
circling, and at $110 an hour, we were concerned 
too. My husband, Gil, and I held a hurried con-
ference then asked the pilot to give us a quick 
look at Agiak Lake, about ten miles north. As we 
flew over that lake it looked just as desolate, so 
with another quick conference we decided that 
"willows or no willows" we would manage some-
how at the first lake. 

A few more minutes of low flying over frozen 
tundra and the plane's skis swished onto the 
snow-covered ice of the mile-long lake as we 
taxied to a stop about 200 yards from shore. 
Any closer would have been risky for the heavily 
loaded plane. A dark area in the snow close to 
shore indicated thin ice over water with more 
ice below that, Andy said. 

Andy helped unload our 700 lbs. of food and 
equipment onto a tarp spread out on the snow. 
He shook hands and said, 'I'll see you August 
15th," then took off. 

This was the second time Andy had left Gil 
and me alone in the Endicott Mountains of 
northern Alaska's Brooks Range and again we 
felt infinitely small and lonely. We were at lati-
tude 67°57' N., and longitude 153°10' W. to con-
tinue last year's work of photographing and 
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studying wildlife, recording the nesting activities 
of birds, collecting plants for the Mazama 
Research Committee and the University of 
Alaska and collecting dead birds, etc. for chlori-
nated hydrocarbons (pesticide residue) analysis 
by the U. S. Fish and Wildlife Service. 

Samples we collected last year had proved that 
pesticide residue endangered wildlife even in the 
Arctic wilds. 

Rough-legged Hawk chicks and worms we had 
collected from under rocks in streams contained 
the highest content. The poisons were passed on 
to the young hawks from the parent bird's con-
taminated eggs and further contamination could 
make them all sterile, endangering the survival 
of the species. A high pesticide content in the 
worms proved that contamination occurred in 
northern Alaska. How could contamination occur 
in Arctic streams far from where pesticides were 
used? The U. S. Fish & Wildlife Service has 
evidence that it could be from "pesticide fall-out" 
probably originating with aerial spray which 
never reaches the ground at the sites intended. 

The Service is fighting valiantly to preserve 
our wildlife—especially many endangered species. 
Lethal doses of chlorinated hydrocarbons are 
being absorbed by birds, fish and mammals from 
the Atlantic to the Pacific. But the spraying of 
various crops continues and the garden sections 
of our newspapers continue to advertise the use 
of chlorinated hydrocarbons such as aldrin, diel-
drin, heptachlor and DDT. 

Four hundred yards southeast of the lake, 
which we named "Lonely," some bare tundra was 



ildemess By Vivian Staender 

exposed on a 100-foot knoll on which we planned 

to camp. Last year we had learned to guard 

against grizzlies so Gil first loaded our 375mm 

magnum rifle. Then he put on hip boots to get 

through the area of thin ice and water more than 

a foot deep near shore. 
I had on shoepacs and we began portaging our 

stuff to the edge of the water. With that done, 

Gil piggy-backed me through the wet section to 

shore and all our supplies too, always keeping the 

rifle near at hand. We made many relays as we 

floundered with heavy packs through some hip-

deep snow to get our dunnage ashore, then across 

snow-covered cotton grass hummocks and up 

the steep hill to dry ground on top. 
As we climbed we saw caribou — small herds 

of ten or twenty — moving south and southwest, 

and realized we were in the middle of a major 

caribou migration. We thrilled to see them mov-

ing everywhere in the wide valley, but did not 

stop to watch until 1 a.m., after we had carried 

the last load up the hill. It was still light as day 

as Gil set up the Klepper tent and I stacked 

supplies behind it for added protection against 

bears. 
Meanwhile caribou were moving all around 

camp. Some came between us and the lake. They 

trotted along, stopping often to feed, then moving 

again restlessly. Occasionally a group would lie 

down to rest, chewing their cuds. Gil was excited-
ly photographing and didn't want to go to bed. 
Finally he put the rifle and .44 magnum revolver 

beside our bed and too tired to care about griz-
zlies, we just fell asleep. 

Next morning we awoke to familiar sounds — 

ravens croaking, Lapland Longspurs singing, the 

winnowing of a snipe and Arctic Terns giving 

their rasping cries. The tent looked out on a 

barren scene, mostly white with some brown, the 

temperature 40°, with a chilly north wind. In 

bright sunshine we appeased our ravenous 

hunger with shredded wheat, hot milk and coffee. 

Our campsite, elevation 2800', was exactly on 

the crest of the divide, and offered an excellent 

viewpoint from which to keep watch on most of 

the wide valley. We looked around in wonder at 

caribou in every direction. Most of them seemed 

to be coming from the general direction of Hunt 

Fork of the John River, moving through the 

valley on both sides of camp to go down Easter 

Valley toward the Arctic Slope. They came close 

around our knoll and were not alarmed at our 

presence. 
South and west were several smaller knolls 

with some dry tundra exposed and with Arctic 

Ground Squirrels sitting like tenpins on the top 

of each. Beyond was Easter Creek where we 

could see bare willows standing in the deep snow. 

Wearing shoepacs and carrying binoculars and 

the revolver we headed toward the willows. Dry 
tundra was wonderful for walking but there was 

evidence on the knolls that grizzlies had torn up 
the earth looking for ground squirrels. At the 

south knoll a pair of almost tame American 
Golden Plovers were feeding. These are beautiful 

large shore birds that nest in Alaskan mountains. 
When their young are nearly developed the par-
ents leave them to fend for themselves and 
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An Arctic Sun 

From our campsite on a knoll, we could look in all directions 
for bears. 

- 

Out of thousands in the valley, two came almost into camp. 

Grizzly Bear track. Note claw mark, 

The lynx jumped up growling and sp 
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The Staenders crossing Easter Creek. 

- 

Golden Plover nine days old. 



migrate to the Hawaiian Islands. Later the young 
join them, flying over the ocean without guides, 
and how they find their way is one of the wonders 
of nature! 

To reach the willows we waded through more 
deep snow and across a stream where we flushed 
a pair of Wandering Tattlers. We found no fire-
wood but decided to keep our original campsite 
and cook with gasoline until the snow melted 
enough to find firewood. It would be a long way 
to carry wood but we felt that the knoll by the 
lake would make the safest camp. We could watch 
for bears in all directions. 

After dragging the poles back to camp, we 
struggled for hours in the wind to erect our 
Hirsch-Weis Auto Tent, and used many ropes 
to guy it down. Carrying our food and supplies 
into the cook tent, we organized our wilderness 
kitchen by using a piece of thin plywood on top 
of our largest can for a table, and two smaller 
cans for seats. 

We found the first Arctic flower of the season 
on our knoll, a miniature pink flower with mossy 
gray foliage less than a half inch high. Mew gulls 
flew low over our heads, a pair of Arctic Terns 
skimmed gracefully past and we noticed about 
25 Dall Sheep on the southern slope of a moun-
tain across the valley. Tame graycrowned Rosy 
Finches were feeding on the knoll. We saw a 
white male Rock Ptarmigan in courtship display. 
He flew up croaking like a frog, settled down on 
the tundra then repeated the courtship perfor-
mance. Near him a male Lapland Longspur 
joined in the ceremonies. He flew up looking like 
a miniature plane, floated down and sang like a 
tinkling bell. 

Higher in the air the male American Golden 
Plover was defining his territory by flying around 
the perimeter with slow steady wingbeats, calling 
"pa-leep" with each downstroke, and we searched 
the skies until we located the winnowing snipe as 
he flew in large circles a thousand feet above his 
nesting grounds. 

Caribou were everywhere when we went to 
bed, but I couldn't shake a premonition that a 
grizzly would visit our camp and for some time 
I lay wide-eyed as I imagined I heard strange 
noises outside the tent. 

Increasing wind the next morning threatened 
to blow down the cook tent so back to the stream 
we went for more poles, and saw the first grizzly 
a half mile up the stream. It was very light 
colored — almost white — with brown legs, and 
looked very large as it moved with great delibera-
tion across the tundra. Gil wanted to go to the 
west knoll to get a closer look but I was in a 
hurry to get back to camp to protect our supplies 
in case the bear turned that direction. Grizzlies 
usually move very erratically and are unpredic-
table and I had not forgotten my terror when I 
ran from one last year. We dragged the poles 
with us as we climbed to the top of the south 
knoll to keep the bear in view, and were relieved 
when it went on without coming our way. 

The afternoon was spent placing the poles to 
further brace the cook tent and carrying large 
rocks to anchor the pegs more securely. While 
eating dinner we heard water splashing; a herd 
of caribou was running through the marshy area 
southeast of camp. From the highest point on 
our knoll, Gill called that he saw a wolf! We lay 
on our "tummies" to look over and saw a white 
wolf trotting toward us along the east shore of 
the lake. 

About 200 yards away the wolf saw us, paused, 
and I was amazed that it was so beautiful. 
Through the scope I saw that its intelligent face 
resembled our Samoyede dog at home. Then the 
wolf turned to trot back from whence it came, 
stopping a few times to look back at us as it 
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continued along the shore for about 400 yards. 
It turned west across the lake ice, frequently 
looking our way. Reaching the west bank it 
turned and trotted toward us, following the shore 
line. Suddenly it stopped and went back a few 
paces to sniff at something on the ground, paw-
ing it. Then the wolf rolled on its back on it (just 
like our Samoyede) and we saw it was a male. 
We named him "Prince." 

We were certain Prince had not seen humans 
before, he was so curious. We watched with 
excitement as he resumed his trotting toward 
camp until he reached the south end of the lake 
and on to the first knoll, where he stopped to look 
back at us for several minutes. He had now made 
a large half-circle around our camp. At last he 
turned away and ran out of sight. 

Gil and I resumed dinner, grateful for having 
seen our first Arctic Wolf—a true symbol of the 
wilderness. White wolves are rare. As we ate we 
watched a large Short-Eared Owl hunting low 
over the tundra. 

As days followed we made several more trips 
to the creek for poles to further brace the cook 
tent against the intensifying wind, and placed 
heavier rocks on the tent pegs to prevent their 
pulling out. We found the American Golden 
Plover's nest on a knoll close to camp, and a 
Longspur nest in the cotton grass. As we began 
searching in earnest, we found many other nests. 
These we visited again and again, keeping records 
of each. We found redpoll nests in the willows 
and although we saw many old robin nests we 
could find no nesting robins. 

We looked out of the tent one morning to see 
what appeared to be two small animals fighting 
on a snowfield across the valley to the southeast. 
With glasses we saw they were two foxes playing, 
a reddish one and the other grayblue, almost 
blackish. We were delighted to watch them scuf-
fle, tumble and chase each other around in circles 
like puppy dogs. It was charming to see wild 
creatures having such fun. 

Rain was tapping on the tent one morning as 
we awoke and heard weird calls rather like the 
musical braying of a donkey. Looking out of the 
tent we discovered the unbird-like sounds were 
coming from a pair of Old Squaw Ducks on a 
tundra pond. Most of the snow had gone from the 
valley floor and more flowers were appearing on 
the south slope of our knoll. As we stood in the 
gentle rain four caribou walked very near the 
Plover, but she remained on her nest. A small 
herd of twenty caribou came close in front of 
the tent. 

June 9th the caribou migration seemed to be 
slowing down. Gil counted only 110 visible at one 
time in the valley. They seemed to be wandering 
in all directions as if undecided whether to stay 
or travel on. Gil noticed a large dark brown griz-
zly with two cubs on a mountain northwest of 
camp. She was digging roots and foraging on the 
slope while her second year cubs ran back and 
forth, playing, digging and eating. They re-
mained in view most of the day, sometimes 
obscured by rain squalls. Meanwhile a lone bull 
moose appeared across the lake majestically 
walking south toward Easter Creek and bedded 
down in the willows. A fox was hunting by the 
lake in the cotton grass. It had a strange loping 
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gait and apparently had been injured. 
On June 13th, while taking a caribou count, 

Gil saw Prince, the white wolf, about a mile west 

near the lower slopes of the mountains. He was 
eating on a caribou kill. We hurried to the west 

knoll to watch while he gorged himself, looking 
up and around every few seconds, very alert. He 

yawned, then lay down and slept fitfully, looking 

up often. He stayed near the meat all day, alter-

nately eating and resting. 
We began working on our records and pressing 

some plants we had collected when Gil said there 

was a bear on the slope above the wolf. This one 

had three second year cubs, one dark, one brown 

and one very light. With so many bears to keep 

track of we decided to give them names, so Gil 

named this wild mother "Mammy" and her three 

offspring "Blackie," "Brownie" and "Whitey." 

The first female with two cubs were named 

"Rosie" after Dr. Adolphe Murie's "Rosie" of Mt. 

McKinley Park. We wondered what would happen 

if Mammy and Rosie should meet. They some-

times kill the other's cubs. We watched the bear 

family foraging and running around on the 

mountain and hoped they wouldn't decide to come 

down our direction. Since we had seen seven 

bears on that mountain we named it "Grizzly 

Mountain." 
Gil went out on the west knoll to watch Prince 

again and, with so many grizzlies around, I was 

not far behind. In the evening Prince tore off a 

large piece of meat and carried it out of sight 

toward the head of Easter Creek. 

Next morning as Gil was getting up he opened 

the tent and discovered a lynx crouched about 

30 feet away watching us. It growled, hissed, and 

dug in its claws as if ready to spring as Gil photo-

graphed it. Gil dashed in for a close-up picture 
and suddenly the cat sprang to its feet, snarling, 

hissing, and spitting. Gil jumped back. He took 
more pictures but the cat wouldn't go away, 

just stayed there, growling. When we moved 

back, it seemed to relax; when we went into the 
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tent it lay down, when we looked out it became 

alert. We couldn't figure it out. We felt certain 
it hadn't seen anything like us before. 

Meanwhile, we saw Mammy with her cubs still 

on the mountain, the moose was browsing in the 

willows by Easter Creek and Gil wanted to go 

inspect the wolf kill. We hiked over the cotton 

grass and found the kill was a caribou cow with 

an unborn calf. Her calf should have been born 

before this time. Had she been sick because of 

this? She had only one antler, malformed. Biolo-

gists say a wolf cannot run down a healthy 

caribou. 
With Mammy on the slope above us I was 

anxious to get away, so we hunted more bird 

nests on the way back to camp where we found 

the lynx had vanished. 

But, "There's a grizzly down by the creek 

heading this way." I felt my legs trembling as I 

helped get the rifle, while Gil grabbed the camera 

and revolver. The bear came within a half-mile of 

camp and then turned the other way. I felt weak. 

The day the last ice melted on Lonely Lake, 

I celebrated by taking a swim. Baths can be a 

problem in the Arctic wilderness. About the same 

time Mammy was making her ablutions in the 

lake to the north. The cubs bathed too but did 

not seem to enjoy it as much as their mother. 

We had many more exciting moments while 

covering a total of 600 miles (by pedometer). We 
labored over cotton grass, waded through marsh-
es and crossed swift streams. Often Gil, in hip 

boots, carried me piggy-back when streams were 

too deep for my shoepacs. Once he tripped and 

to page 29, please 



TABLE OF PESTICIDE FINDINGS 

Invoice 
No. Description of Sample 

Staender 
Sample No. 

Insecticide 
Found 

Amount found in pph: 
(parts per million) 

6386 Rodent (Tundra vole) 50 DDE 
p,p'DDT 

0.4 
0.3 

6387 Round Segmented worms or larvae 44 DDE 
p,p'DDT 

3.3 
1.8 

6388 Composite of five sculpin 41 
42 DDE 0.1 
43 DDD Trace 
45 
46 

6389 Arctic char 19 DDE Trace 
6390 Arctic char 34 DDE Trace 
6391 Grayling 38 DDE Trace 
6392 Grayling 18 DDE Trace 
6394 Arctic char 37 DDE 0.1 
6395 Tundra Vole 47 DDE 0.1 
6396 Singing Vole 49 DDE 0.2 
6397 Tundra Vole 98 DDE Trace 
6398 Lemming 35 DDE 

p,p'DDT 
0.7 
0.4 

6408 Gray-checked Thrush 14 DDE 0.6 
6409 Two young from Eastern Robin nest 8 DDE 0.8 
6410 Composite of eggs from 3 nests 

Yellow wagtail 5 
Gray-checked Thrush 10 DDE 0.3 
Common redpoll 15 

6411 Common redpoll (3 young) 7 DDE 0.9 
6412 Rough-legged Hawk Egg 13 DDE 2.4 

DDD 
p,p'DDT 

0.9 
0.1 

6413 Harlequin Duckling 9(c) DDE 0.1 
6496 Composite of eggs from 3 nests 

Horned Lark 1 
Savannah Sparrow 3 DDE 0.3 
Lapland Longspur 4 

6497 Composite of eggs from 4 nests 
Gambel's White-crowned Sparrow 2 DDE 1.8 
Tree Sparrow 11 p,p'DDT Trace 
Eastern Tree Sparrow 16 
Gambel's White-crowned Sparrow 30 

6498 Harlequin Duck Egg 9(b) DDE 0.3 
DDD 0.8 

*Trace = Less than 0.1 ppm. 

In addition to the above samples 12 vegetative samples were collected and analyzed but no residues of in-
secticides were found in measureable amounts, although a group of contaminates were present in all samples in 
about the same amount. So far these compounds have been unidentifiable and may have obscured traces of 
pesticides in these samples. 

Commercial grades of DDT will sometimes contain a small percentage of DDD, but it has been established 
that DDD and DDE are, or can be, metabolites of DDT. The compound o,p'DDT is a less active isomer of the 
ordinary p,p'DDT. In the words of the layman, DDT does not remain as DDT, but changes or metabolizes to 
DDD, DDE and other compounds until it finally degrades to DDA when (in animals) it is eliminated in the urine. 

Abbreviations: DDT — 1,1,1- trichloro-2,2 -bis (p-chlorophenyl) ethane; 
DDE — 1,1-dichloro-2,2-bis (p-chlorophenyl) ethylene; 
DDD — 1,1 -dichloro -2 ,2 -bis (p-chlorophenyl) ethane; 
DDA — bis (p-chlorophenyl) acetic acid. 

It is interesting to note that the worms (Inv. No. 6387), which were found in a stream under a rock, con-
tained a high concentration of the pesticides. The very high contamination in the Rough-Legged Hawk egg puts 
the hawks' survival in real danger. The eggs in Samples No. 11, 16, and 30 (Inv. No. 6497) had been incubated 
but did not hatch. The Harlequin Duck Egg (Inv. 6498) had been incubated but was sterile (high concentration of 
contamination) but its nest-mate, Harlequin Duckling (Inv. 6413) had a lesser amount and developed but died in 
the shell. The two young robins (Inv. 6409) also had a high amount and were found dead under the nest with 
two live young still in the nest. 

All of the bird samples were eggs or young, therefore the contamination was passed on to the young from 
the parents and/or environment. The birds could get some contamination through migration, but all of the rodents 
tested had measureable insecticide contamination — some in considerable amounts. We were informed that the fish 
(except the sculpins) migrate downstream in the fall and return upstream in the spring. 
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GLACIER BAgINI 
One of 100 descriptions from "100 Hikes 
in Western Washington" published by 
The Mountaineers, Seattle, Washington. 
Text by Louise B. Marshall, photographs 
by Bob & Ira Spring. 

  

"A short scramble on an old miners' trail to 
meadows shut away from the outer world by 
walls of rock and snow. Mining relics abound. 
Also climbers. 

"Drive east from Granite Falls on Mountain 
Loop Highway to the entrance to Monte Cristo 
Resort. Continue to the left uphill to a camp-
ground, and as far beyond as the road is passable. 
Park wherever seems best; the 11/2  miles past the 
campground have some rugged driving. The trail, 
unmarked, takes off from road's end. Logging 
activity may obliterate the beginning; keep in 
mind that the route lies close to Glacier Creek at 
all times. 

"A bit of moderate, then steep, uphill going 
leads to a waterfall (visible from road) which 
can be conveniently viewed from a nearby rock 
outcrop. A grim but short struggle follows, 
requiring much use of alder handholds to main-
tain footing — slow and slippery, but not hazard-
ous. Above this unpleasantness the way levels out 
into a little talus-and-marmot-filled valley which 
cuts through the barrier ridge that gives Glacier 
Basin its sense of seclusion. At the tailings of an 
old mine the trail fades away. One can follow the 
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creek into the basin — on easy snow in early 
summer, through a muddle of brush, grass, and 
boulders in late summer. Alternatively, go a few 
yards beyond the tailings and find an easy way 
to climb about 50 feet on dirt and boulders to a 
flat causeway carrying a large rusty pipe. This 
causeway-trail leads into the basin. 

"The barrier ridge keeps the secret of the basin 
to the last minute. Then, abruptly turning a 
corner, one sees creeks meandering through flat 
meadows, sandy-shored ponds, flowers, dippers, 
grass, waterfalls, big boulders, snowfields, and 
all sorts of fun. Many superb campsites at and 
near the basin entrance. At the head of the basin, 
atop a knoll named for climber Ray Fagg, is 
another campsite offering more privacy and a 
broader view. Higher up is easy scree and a gully 
leading to an upper cirque with glaciers, mo-
raines, and waterfalls; experienced hikers equip-
ped with ice axes can walk to the col between 
Monte Cristo and Wilmon Peaks, overlooking 
Columbia Glacier and Lake Blanca. 

"The road to Monte Cristo Resort is usually 
plowed out by early June but the basin is nor-
mally snow-filled until July. One should be aware 
that although the trail is in Mt. Baker National 
Forest, it is not officially recognized, is not 
maintained except by occasional climbers' work 
parties, and is pretty much the way it grew in 
early mining days." 

Glacier Basin and Monte Cristo Peak. 

Photo by Bob & Ira Spring 
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There are guidebooks that rate restaurants, 
motels, hotels and resorts. Inspectors pry into 
kitchens, snoop under garbage can lids, bounce 
on beds and count change after paying the tariff, 
but where are the snoopers that snitch on 
"Ladies" rooms? I refer to the ubiquitous estab-
lishments delicately referred to as "W. C.," or 
"john." 

I offer my services as an authority on the 
subject, for I have pursued the study from arctic 
to equator, from sea level to 21,000 feet. My first 
timid observation was in a high camp in a west-
ern wilderness area. Here the ladies' room con-
sisted of an isolated but convenient log later 
found to be infested with wood ticks. My shel-
tered upbringing had not prepared me for the 
necessary evening strip and search operation. 
Later looking for civilized amenities, I visited 
the nearest village consisting mainly of a tavern. 
After a whispered inquiry of the barmaid who 
wordlessly nodded her head indicating vaguely a 
direction "out back," I found a structure of the 
proper proportions and pushed in; I was con-
fronted by an iron pipe rising through the floor, 
in the open end of which rested a large oil funnel. 
Unprepared to cope with a facility of this kind, I 
retired to the woods. 

In pursuit of mountains to climb, my horizons 
widened and so did my acquaintanceship - with the 
"Ladies." In Paris I queued up in the park and 
paid my coin to an attendant who ushered me 
into a public "W. C." used by both sexes. The 
door was little more than a G-string immodestly 
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screening the anatomy only from mid-thigh to 
waist. More to my liking was a hotel in Switzer-
land, which provided a delightfully elevated 
throne with a toilet bowl elaborately decorated 
inside and out by peacocks in full feather. I was 
loath to use such splendor. 

Drifting into the southern Italian-speaking 
part of that country, I was brought up short one 
evening on an almost deserted station platform 
when confronted by two sets of descending stairs 
each labeled with an unfamiliar term. Thinking 
that one bore a certain resemblance to a Spanish 
phrase which I knew, I chose to descend those 
steps first. The large concrete floor had no 
cubicles, but the perimeter was lined with shallow 
depressions each leading to a drain. Each depres-
sion was overlaid by a sturdy brass plate in 
which holes were punched. Heavens, I had made 
the wrong choice! Thankful that I had been 
unobserved, I raced up the stairs and plunged 
down the other staircase. Whoops! It was even 
more evident that my second choice was wrong. 
Ascending, I met a gentleman descending, who 
leered at me. 

Even mountain tops presented problems. On a 
summit above 14,000 feet one splendid afternoon, 
I meekly asked permission to remove the rope 
which joined the guide and me. "Nein," he 
responded curtly and sat down resolutely looking 
over miles of space surrounding us. It was in 
the era when taking methylene blue was thought 
to increase the oxygen carrying capacity of the 
red cells. This chemical was eliminated in the 



aiave 
By Margaret Prouty, M.D. 

expected way. Separating myself from the guide 
as much as my rope tether would permit, I 
watched the bright blue stain spread over the 
ice of the summit. Ineffectively I hacked at the 
marble-hard ice with my axe hoping to cover the 
tattle-tale sign. It took iron discipline to control 
my snorts and snickers of mirth! 

Over Egypt our jet streaked down for emer-
gency landing at Wadi Halfa, braked sharply, 
and successfully came to a stop before the end of 
the runway. Conditions were primitive, but we 
were provided with tea and a wee house which 
had a seat over a box of ashes. The English-
woman before me took more than the anticipated 
time and then emerged to confess sheepishly that 
she had been searching for the pull-cord. 

Trekking toward the high mountains of Africa 
presented no problems as long as elephant grass 
and bamboo were abundant. It was not until these 
high natural covers thinned and only the head-
high termitaria thrust above the low grass of the 
veldt that I prepared for trouble. Early in the 
trek I heard the sudden shriek of anguish from 
one of the men who had unexpectedly been nip-
ped by a termite. Modesty or not, I did not care 
to be screened too closely by one of these struc-
tures. Later we would slog for days through the 
bog, muck, mold, mist, and stinking quagmire 
leading to the incomparable and fabled "Moun-
tains of the Moon." There were 14 in our climb-
ing party and 84 porters. The four women could 
not separate themselves from the protection of 
the column, but our dilemma was solved by the  

bawling voice of the leader, who shouted "Men 
face east and women face west." That was fine, 
but in all that mist where was west? I found 
myself squatting companionably beside a porter. 

A valley with low walls then appeared. The 
ground was flat and swampy, and from the foul 
ooze rose tussocks of wiry, grass about 2 feet 
high and a foot in diameter. The clumps evidently 
die below so that the living grass survives on a 
column of decayed matter. Just too far for com-
fortable jumping from tuft to tuft, I flung myself 
from one tussock to the next and then tried to 
stop before momentum projected me into the 
primordial slime beyond. It was in this situation 
and in the middle of the column that the need of 
a ladies' room became imperative. How this 
dilemma was solved is just too painful to record. 

The heights were reached. Bless the Mountain-
eering Club of Kenya that established a hut. 
There must have been many weary journeys 
through the quagmire to backpack the necessary 
building supplies, but there was no retiring room 
for the luckless ladies. The trench dug for us 
seemed close and unsheltered during daylight 
hours, but at night the journey was painfully 
long and scary. The hut door no more than 
closed when the night cries of animals surround-
ed me. I hoped that my obituary need not record 
that I had perilous misadventure with a jaguar 
on the way to the powder room. 

In primitive Nepal they dare be different. Days 

to next page, please 
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"LADIES" I HAVE KNOWN 

of trekking toward the border of Tibet brought 
us to the homes of the Sherpa above 12,000 feet. 
The family lives on the second floor while ground 
level is occupied by cattle, goats, sheep, and 
occasionally yak. The "room," usually reached 
by ladder from the family quarters, is two feet 
deep in dried leaves. Waste deposited here is 
neatly brushed over by the leaves and eventually 
the whole mass is pushed through a convenient 
slot to the cattle shelter below and transported 
by baskets to the steep terraces that make up 
their fields. 

Some rest rooms have murals on their walls 
and I frequently visit one that has a Picasso 
print, but I was unprepared for the splendor of 
the rest of the lamasery of Thyangboche. It must 
be the most beautiful in all the world! Almost on 
the border of Tibet, last outpost of civilization 
with only the ice-falls and heights of the Hima-
laya beyond, one leaves the curiously medieval 
lamasery buildings behind and steps through a 
door set in a wall of living firs. A platform of 
poles, in which the two slots are cut, projects 
over a steep slope. As one rests and contemplates 
upon this pedestal, the valley is seen to open 
toward the immense ice peaks of the Everest 
Massif, where the 7,000 sheer precipice of Nupse 
reflects the sun. The spectacular setting is 
enough to make one forget the nature of one's 
visit. 

Peru presented certain hazards which I had not 
met before. Base camp was established at 13,500 
feet, while we prepared an assault upon a virgin 
peak. Camp II was pushed up to 16,400 feet. 
Great glaciers surrounded us — cold, blue, and 
menacing. Our lonely little orange tents looked 
very small. It took a nice sense of timing to reach 
the "Boulder" when the urge appeared. First the 
cold-stiffened body bundled into underwear, 
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sweaters, two pairs of pants, parka, down jacket, 
socks and with ears tied up in a scarf, must be 
separated from the down bedroll. Boots stuffed 
into the bedroll to prevent freezing must be lo-
cated and eased onto blistered feet. Then rub the 
sleep out of our eyes and look alert, for experience 
taught me that at the point of backing out, when 
the neck was at the exit, the body must be 
sharply swung left to avoid backing into a bot-
tomless crevass. Groping and probing with a 
backwardly outstretched leg, the foot-wide ledge 
was located that led to the boulder that was.  the 
ladies' lavatory. It was so much easier at Base 
Camp. After all, the only hazard there was the 
thorn bush much too close to the slit trench, 
which punctured the tender rump of the unwary. 

I made my lonely way from Base Camp to Lima 
before the general exodus. After two days of 
foot travel and by previous arrangement, I was 
picked up by a "colectivo" taxi, shared by four 
native travelers, and for the next eight or nine 
hours I looked, dozed, or fought nausea depending 
on the twists of the suicide track. At a lunch 
stop the rest room eluded me, and I wandered 
down the tiny village street searching vainly. 
Time ran out and I was desperate. I climbed into 
an enclosure full of lean mean-looking pigs that 
grunted ugly Quechua phrases, which I under-
stood very well. This encounter did not prepare 
me for my spectacular entrance into the Hotel 
Gran Bolivar at the height of the Sunday tea 
hour. Elegant ladies dripped mink, while I dripped 
a three-week patina of accumulated soil. Pants 
crusted with dirt, one knee exposed through a 
tear, packsack smeared and held together with 
wire, face peeling with sunburn and a broken boot 
string trailing, I was shown to my suite. I spent 
the next two hours repeatedly getting into and 
out of the bath and happily flushing the toilet --
just for the exquisite sensual pleasure of it. 

Yes, the gentlemen, bless 'em, I find delight-
fully charming at any age, but ah ! it's the 
"Ladies" who present the problems! 



A SUMMER IN ALASKA'S WILDERNESS 

from page 22 

we both fell in. We climbed and hiked in all direc-
tions looking for nests, watching the wildlife, 
keeping notes in detail, collecting and pressing 
plants, collecting samples for analysis of pesticide 
residue. We kept records on 62 nests, finally 
finding four robin nests. 

Once we backpacked down Agiak Creek where 
we watched two Da11 Rams butting heads in the 
swirling mists. And we looked longingly at the 
spruce trees across a stream that was too swift 
and deep to cross; the only trees we had seen 
in two months. 

One day when we were in the willows of Easter 
Creek photographing two moose, they began run-
ning toward us. As they approached we out-
bluffed them by running forward while Gil clap-
ped his hands together sharply. The huge beasts 
turned and ran. We saw many moose, some of 
which came to inspect camp. 

We backpacked south to Natat Lake where a 
family of ten beautiful ermine lived in a burrow 
about ten feet from our camp. They ran boldly 
around and through camp. On the way back to 
Lonely Lake we were startled to find Mammy 
and her young had crossed the valley and were 
on the slope about a half-mile ahead. They had 
not scented us. The three cubs (as large as adult 
black bears now) were asleep in a heap while 
their mother browsed below them. Then Mammy 
approached her cubs, bending her huge head over 
them, licking or nudging them till they got up 
sleepily and began moving around, feeding. As 
we sneaked along quietly below them, I moved 
ahead of Gil who was amused at my hurry and 
said I might meet another bear. 

"Probably," I said, as I quickened my pace, 
"but there are four bears behind us." We had 
gone less than a mile when we saw Rose and her 
twins ahead of us on the same slope. We dropped  

lower down and hurried past, relieved when none 
of the bears noticed us. The grizzlies were with 
us all summer.. We counted at least 17 different 
individuals. 

We climbed five mountains. One mountain, on 
which we saw our first wolverine, we named 
"Wolverine." Later when we returned to the top 
we found that a summit register can we had left 
there had been neatly removed from the cairn 
and had canine teeth marks on it. Even the 
summit belonged to the wildlife! On another peak 
we had a beautiful and wonderful experience 
climbing into the clouds, in a world detached 
from reality. We climbed around some pinnacles 
and came out on a platform in the sky as the 
mists shut off all view. It was eerie with no wind, 
no noise of rushing streams, no bird sounds. 
Suddenly the rain came, then wind. We quickly 
got out our Mazama flag and took pictures in 
the rain before hurrying off the mountain. 

We had more fascinating experiences with the 
animals and the many nesting birds. We loved 
living with the wild creatures and watching them 
hunt, play and care for their young, unmolested 
by man. It was interesting to observe their 
reactions to what was probably their first en-
counter with humans — most were not afraid, 
only curious. 

Many lessons can be learned by observing wild 
creatures. One gains a new set of values. We 
found real peace of mind in the wilderness. 

As August 15th neared, we prepared to leave, 
packaging all our discarded tins to take with us. 
We struck camp and cleared the area of all evi-
dence that man had desecrated this wilderness, 
except for a worn spot under the cook tent and 
a cairn to mark the campsite. As we sat in the 
rain with our dunnage on the lake shore, Andy 
came in under lowering clouds. 

So we said a fond goodbye to Lonely Lake. 
Nowhere else in the United States is there such 
true wilderness. It is the responsibility of all of 
us to keep it unspoiled. 
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AND SLEEPING BAGS 

SAFE CLIMBING EQUIPMENT 
What is the useful life of a rope? A recently 

published report ("Extent and Cause of Deterior-
ation of Nylon Mountain Climbing Rope," by 
Louis I. Weiner, U.S. Army Natick Lab., March 
66, AD-631-428 available for $3 from: Clearing 
House for Federal Scientific and Technical In-
formation, Springfield, Va. 22151) 2  seems to 
answer this question. A careful and comprehen-
sive study of 18 used climbing ropes (laid) with 
known use histories shows that neither age nor 
sunlight is important in deteriorating a rope, but 
that the abrasion experienced in ordinary climb-
ing inexorably reduces the strength (and hence 
the energy absorption available) of the rope. A 
good statistical correlation was found between 
the number of days of use of the rope and its 

2 Summit, June, 1966 

100 9 0 80 70 60 
% Remaining strength 

Fig. 6 ROPE DETERIORATION 

strength reduction, as shown in Fig. 6. A cutoff 
at 70-80 c/r of new strength seems reasonable, 
and leads to the rough rule that a climbing rope 
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opesR By John Armitage 
Chairman, Sierra Club Mountain Rescue 

should be retired from serious climbing after 
100 days of "average" service. The interpretation 
of "average" must be considered in each individ-
ual case. The number of climbing days on the 
"Retired white Rope" (shown on the load-elonga-
tion curve and mentioned below in the chopping 
table) was not known, but its poor performance 
is a practical demonstration of the weakness of 
a well used rope. This rope had been in active 
group use only a week earlier, and few climbers 
would have refused to lead a difficult climb on it. 

The report explains that in a new climbing 
rope, each fibre is continuous the entire length 
of the rope, and the main reason for the reduc-
tion in strength is the breaking of a significant 
number of the fibers by abrasion. The method 
used in making the rope affects the useful abra-
sion resistance critically. The rope can be laid 
so that most of the fibers are at the surface of 
the rope at some points, and hence abrasion dam-
ages all of the fibers, or it can be laid so that 
many fibers are never at the surface, and hence 
even when the rope is abraded there is still a 
"core" of unbroken continuous fibers left. This 
means that two ropes which are equally abraded 
on the outside may have very different degrees 
of strength reduction if they are constructed 
differently. It would be worthwhile to examine  

the presently available laid climbing ropes to 
determine if they differ significantly in this re-
spect. The kernmantle construction used in Euro-
pean ropes overcomes this abrasion problem, 
and from this point of view is superior. How-
ever, the relative cutting and tearing resistance 
(see below) of the kernmantle construction must 
be considered before an overall judgement can 
be made. Because the inner core of a kernmantle 
rope is protected from abrasion, it can't be vis-
ually inspected, and much greater care must be 
taken to periodically check a kernmantle rope for 
internal damage by looking for minor sheath 
damage and by feeling and flexing the rope. 

How much a severe fall damages a rope is a 
controversial question (Summit, Oct. 1965, by 
Ed Leeper). Inelastic stretching of a large sec-
tion of the rope will reduce the amount of energy 
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absorption available to belay future falls; this 
factor alone is probably important only when the 
rope is extremely severely stressed. However, a 
short section of the rope may be damaged sig-
nificantly where it is highly loaded over a cara-
biner or a rock edge, and this section would then 
be a potential failure point — unfortunately for 
the climber's pocketbook, a one-foot damaged 
section is enough to ruin the other 149 feet. Any 
fiber damage or change in the "feel" of the rope 
at points known to have been strained in a fall 
should be regarded as danger signs, and the rope 
retired from serious climbing. Unless research 
shows that a fall can seriously damage a rope 
with no apparent damage, probably only very 
conservative climbers will automatically retire a 
rope which is fallen on. 

Now that climbing ropes are reasonably strong 
and have reasonable elasticity characteristics, 
almost certainly the single most important char-
acteristic to consider is its resistance to cutting,  

either from rockfall, rock edges, or from running 
around short radii such as carabiners. There 
have been two recent American climbing deaths 
(AAC Accident Report: Spickard, 1962, P.  24; 
McQuarrie, 1966, p. 18) in which an almost new 
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rope was "cut" through by rock edges during 
falls. Last summer I made some simple prelimi-
nary measurements which suggest that there 
may be great differences in the way different 
ropes resist slicing, chopping, or severe tearing 
abrasion. Fig. 7 shows my backyard rope-chop-
per. Its 90 degree, 1/32" radius steel edge against 
a flat steel plate was not chosen to duplicate any 
real climbing situation, but only as a compromise 
between "very sharp" and "very rounded" edges. 
The height of fall of the weight needed to chop 
an estimated 85% of the ropes' fibers through 
was measured, with reproducibility of about 
±1/4  inch. 

Weight Drop Rope (all 11mm = 7/16 inch) 
171/2  inches Plymouth Goldline, three 

strand laid nylon 
161/2  inches Plymouth White, three strand 

laid nylon 
16 inches Columbian 
151/2  inches C'olumbian Soft  

91/2  inches Edelrid, kernmantle perlon 
91/2  inches Fussner, kernmantle perlon 
8 inches Retired White Nylon 

Undoubtedly with different chopping condi-
tions, and with different tensions on the rope 
(in my tests, the rope was unloaded), the results 
would change. The resistance to being torn by a 
rough but rounded edge (as apparently hap-
pened in the McQuarrie accident), is equally im-
portant. Before settling on the cinder-block 
abrading method, I tried a horseshoe rasp 
against a bent loop of rope. I abandoned this as 
unrealistic when only a few strokes tore a kern-
mantle rope completely open but left a laid rope 
only well roughed up. The McQuarrie accident 
makes me wonder if perhaps it was a more real-
istic experiment than I thought. Although these 
tests are too sketchy to "prove" anything, the 
marked difference between the laid and kern-
mantle ropes in chopping resistance indicate that 
more work in this direction is needed. 
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$1.50 plus 15,t mailing costs. Also 

Colorado Color Slides. Paul Nesbit, 

711 Columbia Road, Colorado Springs, 

Colorado 80904. 

For High Adventure, climb America's 

highest mountain with the MOUNT 

McKINLEY GUIDE SERVICE. Write 

Chief Guide Lee Nelson, 2507 78th 

Ave., West, Tacoma, Washington 98466. 

Phone Sk. 9-3109. All expenses paid 

from Seattle-Tacoma Airport and return. 

Total fee: $2500. or $2000. if summit 

not reached. June 1 to July 1, 1967. 

FOR SALE: Alpine Shell for sleeping 

bag (Gerry—regular, green). Used once. 

$21.00. Karen Gottstein, 431 Belvedere 

St., San Francisco, Calif. 94117. 

BACKPACK COOKERY by Ruth Men-

denhall. A new concise but complete 

cookbook for backpackers, with menus 

for the best of special foods and those 

from the supermarket. Clearly but en-

tertainingly written, illustrated. From 

your bookdealer, or mountaineering 
supplier or LA SIESTA PRESS, Box 

406, Glendale, Calif. 91209. 1.00 pp. 

STRONGEST ICE AXES MADE! Mac-

Innes Ice Axes and North Wall Ham-

mers are available again this fall. Six 

weeks delivery; plan now for Christmas 

or winter climbing. For information, 

write Ice Axes, P.O. Box 444, Saratoga, 

California 95070. 
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Dear Editor: 

In the May 1966 Summit you carried 

an excellent article on the avoidance 

of cold sores (Herpes Simplex). 

I had a miserable case of these 

things early in May. A visit to a local 

dermatologist, after I explained that I 

had these things every couple of 

months as a matter of course all my 

life, resulted in a course of treatment 

which sounds weird, but it works: 

repeated vaccination! 

I have been vaccinated four times in 

the interim, and have not had any  

recurrence of herpes. It will take 

about 6 months or more to be certain, 

but I understand from conversations 

with doctors, dentists, and specialists 

in this field that the percentage of 

cure is quite high. I have two more 

shots to' go. 

The vaccination is not inconvenient 

at all. The first shot may produce a 

dandy reaction; after that, the reaction 

is no more apparent than that of a 

mosquito bite. 

The Lilly Pharmaceutical Company at 

one time had an antibody vaccine for 

herpes, but has not been distributing 

it broadly. I understand they have a 

small supply still effective, in stock. 

Those of your readers who are afflicted 

with this most aggravating of all 

chronic nuisances may want to explore 

this suggestion with a doctor—family, 

fellow-climber, club member or special-

ist. 

Frank C. O'Donnell 

Glen Cove, N.Y. 

Dear Editor: 

We have enjoyed Summit tremendously 

during our 12 months in California and 

have sent it back to a climbing friend 

in England in return for British maga-

zines. 

Your mountains are superb. We've en-

joyed one ascent of Mt. Whitney, a 

little climbing at Yosemite, and a few 

small mountains and trails with the 

children. Unfortunately, the formalities 

of the Sierra Club daunted us and we 

were unable to make sufficient con- 



Mountaineering 
Guide Service 
Climbing Camp Sessions 

Guided Climbs 
Equipment Rental 
Instruction 
Glacier Tours 

Supplies 

Big Pine, Calif. 

for the peak 

of quality 

the EAST FACE PARKA 
warmer than the heaviest 

sweater, but light, and of tiny 
packed size. 

COMPARE! 
you'll find it: 

longer (from 26 to 30 inches); 

stronger (dense 4-ply, not 2-ply nylon; 

warmer (down collar, about 8 oz. 
best goose down, narrow 

channels, no through seams 

under arms. 

wilibCPILLAIP41)1°  1. in npli 

blue, red, brown 

small, medium, large, extra large, about 18 oz. 

$27.75 postpaid 
extra large, S29.95 postpaid 

complete catalog of mountaineering equipment on request 

HOLUBAR • box 7 • boulder, colorado 80302 

Letters 

tacts for more climbing. We missed the 
casual friendliness of the numerous 
small climbing clubs of Great Britain 
and look forward to slogging through 
bogs and wet grass after all the desert 
vegetation! 

Mrs. D. M. Wright 

Manchester, England 

Dear Editor: 

Glacier National Park, Montana, con-
tains some of our most spectacular 
mountain scenery and offers endless 
opportunities for exciting family hikes 
and pack trips. The hike to Piegan 
Pass offers superb scenery as Bill 
Dasher's excellent pictures indicate 
(Summit, Sept. 1966). The alternate 
trail he mentions is even more spectac-
ular since it crosses Siyeh Pass, the 
Park's highest pass, provides access 
to Sexton Glacier where mountain goats 
are quite common, and skirts a little 
traveled, but very spectacular, basin 
(Preston Park) filled with flowers and 
several small lakes. The Piegan Pass 
trail touches only the lowest edge of 
this "park." 

Dasher's article contains a couple of 
minor errors but these do not discount 
the worthwhile trip nor his enthusiasm 

THE PALISADES SIERR EYAD CALIFORNIA  

for it. In the top picture, Reynolds 
Mountain (9,147 ft.) is misidentified as 
Heavy Runner Peak (8,000 ft.). Heavy 
Runner Peak is a lower peak running 
east (left) from Reynolds Mountain and 
is not shown in the picture. 

The Garden Wall and the valley below 
it (Cataract Creek) form the dominant 
scenery looking north and west from 
the pass, but Grinnell Lake is not 

visible from there. 

Richard E. Johnson 

Berkeley, California 

Dear Editor: 

The September issue's article on 
Piegan Pass could be a part of your 
"Know Your Mountains" section. While 
Heavy Runner is indeed a spur of Mt. 
Reynolds, the top photo, with Piegan 
on the right, shows the central, horn 
massif of Reynolds, not Heavy Runner. 
Also, as verified by a hike there this 
summer, there is no cabin, stone hut, 
standing at Piegan Pass. It was nearly  

gone when I first saw it in '47, and 
now only a couple of piles of rubble 
show there was ever a trail hut on the 
Pass. .. 

JM 

Chicago, Illinois 

Dear Editor: 

There is good reason to believe that 
kernmantle rope does weaken with use, 

not too differently from three-strand 
laid rope. Our old assumption that 
"only the core strength matters" is 
probably not correct. Since writing the 
article for this issue, I have been sur-
prised to learn that the wear during a 
year's moderate use can reduce the 

strength of a kernmantle rope quite 
significantly; however, this has not 
been yet studied as thoroughly as the 
Natick work on laid rope. 

I think that a rope's resistance to 

to page 36, please 
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BISHOP'S 
ULTIMATE 

CAN 

WITH STAANIED 

ANYTHING 
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 

Dept. 20, 6804 Millwood Road 
Bethesda, Maryland 20034 
Telephone: 301-652-0156 

et.ea.tee.ciffete 
 efee.,1/4A,teptt 

fet 

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! 

Patronage Dividends to Members 

Write for Free 

48-Page Illustrated Catalog 

1525-F 11th Avenue 

Seattle, Wash. 98122 
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being cut by being dragged across the 

rock during a fall is probably far more 

important than its general abrasion 

resistance, and must be considered in 

safety recommendations. 

Although I agree with Royal Robbins 

(letter in Sept. Summit) that kernmantle 

ropes are more efficient because they 

run nicer and don't twist in prusiking 

and rappelling, I do not believe that  

kernmantle can be recommended as 

being safer. In fact, presently avail-

able kernmantle rope may turn out to 

be less safe than laid rope; until more 

detailed information is available, the 

question is unanswered. However, 

there is no doubt that a double rope 

(9mm or 3/8 in.) offers greater safety 

as well as efficiency. 

John Armitage 

London, England  

Dear Editor: 

Here's a little quote I think you may 

find of some interest: 

From I.T. Talbot, "The Ascent of 

Mont Blanc (as appended to) Pictures 

of Europe framed in ideas" by C. A. 

Bartol, 1855. 

"How to Prepare for Climbing a 

Mountain. The following is a list of 

the principal edibles packed into the 

knapsacks: 6 large loaves of bread, 2 

quarters of roast veal, 2 legs of roast 

mutton, 1 boiled ham, 3 boiled tongues, 

1 large piece of roast beef, 12 chick-

ens, 2 turkeys, 5 lbs. chocolate, 5 lbs. 

sugar, 4 lbs. figs, 4 lbs. raisins, 3 lbs. 

dates, 12 lemons, 4 bottles Bourdeaux, 

10 bottles Vin Ordinaire, 1 small cask 

of Vin Ordinaire, 1 bottle brandy." 

Mr. Talbot adds: "It requires no 

small quantity of provisions to supply 

ten strong, healthy men, violently labor-

ing for two or three days amid the 

glaciers." 

Thomas Allan Dunn 

College Point, N.Y. 



The climber who owns a DOLT super holster will climb 
more quickly, will expend less effort, and will experience 

less frustration than the climber who doesn't have one. 

Most climbers like to climb quickly, easily, and happily. 
That's what makes climbing so much fun. See the holsters 
at your nearest equipment store. There are four models to 

choose from. 

We have commissioned one of America's 

most famous makers of down equipment 

to manufacture a new line of sleeping 

bags especially for us... 

SPECIFICATIONS: Reg. CV210, 2 lb. 

10 oz. Down. Extra long CV300, 3-lb. 

Down. Ultra light weight rip stop cover 

in a beautiful blue color. Overlapping 

"V" tube construction. 

CV 210, $81.00 CV 300, $89.95 

Send for our free catalog. 

We are highly specialized in mountaineering 

equipment and offer fast mail order service. 

SPORT CHALET 
951 Foothill Blvd. Box 626 

La Canada, California 91011 
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