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know your mountains 
An unfamiliar viewpoint of a familiar landmark. One of the most pointed-out 

rocks in one of our most famous National Parks. What is its name and where was 
the photographer? Answer on page 3. Photo by Ray Van Aken 
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ABOVE: Northwest face of Half Dome. Photo by Tom Frost 

LEFT: Chuck Haas "jumaring" the final friction pitch. Photo by Don Lauria 

HALF DOME 
By Don Lauria 

Twilight had turned to darkness. The early 

moon cast a hazy sheen over the valley floor. 

Below, blossoming campfires flickered through 

the black curtain of Half Dome's shadow. And 

to the north, over Tuolumne, high wispy clouds 

moved slowly on the tide of a brisk breeze that 

rolled across Tenaya Canyon and broke silently 

against the northwest face of Half Dome. 

I lit a cigar and leaned back against the rock. 

A few feet away, along the ledge, Chuck was 

peering intently into the gloom of the summit 

overhang. Somewhere in that darkness lay an  

easy friction move — the final pitch separating 

us from the summit. 

"Would you like the honor of leading the final 

pitch, Chuck ?" I inquired, assuming an uncon-

cerned pose. 
"I really think the honor falls to you," Chuck 

replied, "After all, it's your lead." 

The word "falls", I felt, was a very poor choice 

of words. I had been told that one could take a 

nice "thirty-footer" coming off the friction 

move. 
"Let's wait for the moon to light up the face," 

Answer to Know Your Mountains: Half Dome in Yosemite National Park, the back 3 
side. Cable ladder goes up on the right. Taken from photographer's plane. 



I suggested, leaning forward apprehensively. 
Chuck nodded. "Okay, let's wait." 
I leaned back again, took a deep drag, and 

hooked a finger through a perfect smoke ring. 
We both knew that moonlight would not reach 
the northwest face that night. 

Thus, at 10 p.m. on July 1, 1966, Chuck Haas 
and I convinced ourselves of the wisdom of 
bivouacing 100 feet below the summit of Half 
Dome's northwest face. Our situation, annoying 
and frustrating as it was, seemed a mere incon-
venience compared to the disappointments that 
preceded the climb — disappointments that must 
plague many "weekend" Yosemite climbers. 

The comedy of errors, failures, and defeats 
that led up to this final bivouac began in mid-
May when Russ McLean and I found ourselves at 
the base of the awesome northwest face kicking 
steps in the snow to reach the first pitch. It was 
early afternoon, we had just finished the 9-mile 
trek from Happy Isles, and had decided to start 
climbing immediately in an attempt to complete 
seven pitches before dark. With boyish impa-
tience and slothlike precision, we climbed four 
pitches and fixed the fifth before collapsing into 
that cramped, semi-conscious state fondly re-
ferred to as a bivouac. 

We "over-bivouacked"; that is, we regained 
consciousness later than planned, and resumed 
our scorching pace up the wall. Five hours and 
three pitches later, Russ complained that the 
water bottle was leaking, the haul bag had a 
dangerously large hole in it, and we were climb-
ing too slowly. I argued that this was no reason 
to rappel off. Russ replied that he hadn't men-
tioned rappelling. I agreed that he hadn't but 
we did anyway, leaving an expensive trail of 
over-driven Chouinard anchors down the 800-
foot rappel route. 

It was early June before I could make arrange-
ments for another 3-day weekend in Yosemite. 
The snow at the base of Half Dome was almost 
gone when Michael Cohen, Valeria Mendenhall, 
and I approached it. Valerie had come along for 
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the hike — we as yet did not realize it, but so 
had Mike and I. Mike was taken ill after one 
pitch, and we were forced to retreat to our camp-
site on the northeast shoulder to give him a rest. 

That evening, after a stubborn left-handed 
struggle with a GI can opener, Valerie applied 
some of her innate culinary talent to a Kraft 
Dinner by adding clams and tuna. As Mike looked 
on, I voraciously consumed three generous help-
ings of this glop — Mike's condition took an 
abrupt turn for the worse. 

We shared our campfire that night with two 
familiar "resident" climbers, whom we shall 
refer to fondly as "Mutt and Jeff". They had 
climbing intentions that lay slightly right of 
ours, and suggested that we might arise very 
early the following morning and proceed to the 
base in one large jolly bunch. However, when the 
alarm woke me at 4:45 a.m., I could coax neither 
Mutt nor Jeff to leave the security of their sleep-
ing bags. I was taken aback when Mutt rolled 
over in his bag, and in the affected tone of a 
cultured dowager, uttered the words that every 
weekend climber wishes he could utter. "Jeff," 
he said, "we should not feel that we are unaer 
any obligation to climb today." They both con-
vulsed in hysterical laughter. 

I arrived at the base ahead of Mike and filled 
the water bottles at the spring. I unsympathe-
tically ignored the complete lack of color in 
Mike's face when he arrived. 

"Are you ready to go, Mike ?" I asked without 
looking up. 

"I don't think so." 
"Maybe you'll feel better after the first pitch," 

I said, attaching my Jumars to the fixed rope. 
"I doubt it." 
Mike was in no condition to climb and I knew 

it — but I just wouldn't admit it. 
"Okay, come on up," I yelled from the top of 

the first pitch. 
"I'm not leaving the ground, Don," said Mike 

with convincing finality. 
Back on the shoulder, the residents were still 



in their sleeping bags when Mike and I came 

shuffling back into camp. They resumed their 

uncontrollable laughter upon realizing that we 

too had admitted defeat. Mutt gave me ten good 

reasons why he and Jeff were returning to Camp 

4. I adopted two of his best reasons and went 

along. 
Climbing Half Dome had now become an ob-

session with me — much to the amusement of 

my family and friends. I again went through the 

complex procedures of arranging for a trip to 

the Valley. I don't think a list of the arrange-

ments is called for here — only those climbers 

with a wife, three children, and three jobs would 

appreciate the implications, anyway. 

On June 25th, the five members of the Lauria 

family were plodding up the trail to Half Dome 

under the guise of a family hike to the summit. 

However, hidden within my pack was fifty 

pounds of miscellaneous climbing hardware and 

bivouac food, which, according to plan, was to 

be cached on the northeast shoulder. Chuck Haas 

and I would pick up the cache when we returned 

within the week to climb the northwest face. 

After an overnight stay in Little Yosemite, the 

family planted the cache, climbed the cable route 

to Half Dome's summit, and returned to Camp-4 

before dark. I was quite proud of my group—

they made the ascent on their first attempt, 

which is more than I can say for Dad. 

Three days later, Chuck and I arrived at the 

base. We put up three pitches, leaving fixed 

ropes, and returned to our campsite on the 

shoulder. By 5:30  a.m. the following day I was 

leading the fourth pitch — we were off to a 

good start. Six hour passed. We had completed 

only four additional pitches — our pace was dis-

appointing. However, by late afternoon, we had 

finished the loose fourth class traverses that 

lead out onto the face. Two more pitches brought 

us to the ledges below the great flake system. 

Being unsure of the difficulties above, Chuck 

fixed the 13th pitch, and returned to the ledges 

for an early bivouac. 

We didn't drink much water during out first 

full climbing day due to the inconvenience of 

extracting the water bottle from the hauling 

pack. During the night Chuck lost considerable 

sleep trying to match my water consumption, 

sip for sip. By dawn only a single quart of water 

remained. 
At 4:00 a.m. we were up and climbing the fixed 

rope. The "under-cling" pitch, two chimneys, and 

the Pysche flake pitch were soon behind us. The 

jam crack pitch to the Sandy Ledges proved 

more difficult above the jam crack than Chuck 

had anticipated, but he climbed it in fine form, 

and we were ready to start the three Zig-Zag 

pitches at noon. 
Our confidence was high, but shaken momen-

tarily, when a large log came whirring down 

from the summit. Someone up there had tired of 

throwing the usual rocks, possibly figuring the 

log might get us both with one blow. Our 

vehement protest were met with stunned silence, 

astonished disbelief, and immediate cessation, 

in that order. 
I led the first Zig-Zag, an enjoyable lead with 

an intricate finish. Chuck strung out the second 

pitch about 25 feet beyond the customary belay 

spot — giving me more than enough rope to 

reach Thank God Ledge at the end of the third 

Zig-Zag. 
Thank God Ledge was not a disappointment—

it was as exhilirating as all accounts had describ-

ed it. Chuck scurried across it without hesitation. 

We had planned in advance how to handle the 

hauling problem at this point, however, I suc-

cessfully foiled the plan when I dropped the haul 

line too soon — firmly snagging it 30 feet below 

the center of the Ledge. Chuck patiently back-

tracked and spent many tiring minutes shaking 

the line loose. This extra-curricular activity 

wasted 30 minutes of valuable daylight and tired 

Chuck considerably. 
I crossed T. G. Ledge and quickly began the 

aid crack leading to the bolt ladder. Hastily, I 

clipped into fixed pitons without testing them- 
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Don Lauria 
following the 11th pitch 

— the pendulum. 
Photo by Chuck Haas 

Chuck was able to save even more time by re-
moving these pins without the use of his ham-
mer. Time was the major factor now. 

Twilight was waning when Chuck took off on 
the 24th pitch, a fourth class traverse. When I 
reached him "twilight had turned to darkness", 
and our infamous final bivouac began. 

The nights prior to this bivouac had been 
warm, and we purposely left our down jackets 
in Camp-4. Now, the cold breeze and lack of ade-
quate clothing made prolonged naps impossible. 
We eventually quit trying to nap, and just shiv-
ered and talked about water until dawn. 

When I reached the friction move the next 
morning, I thanked Chuck for his foresight in 
not insisting that we climb it by flashlight. 
Either of us could have made the move in the 

dark — if we could have found it. 
On the summit, we paused briefly to take pic-

tures, and soak up some warm rays from the 
rising sun, then we literally slid down the cables, 
and raced to our refreshment cache. Two hours 
later we were met by our families in the Happy 
Isles parking lot. 

The afternoon was spent taking the verbal 
abuse of various Camp 4 climbers who caustic-
ally suggested that one more bivouac and we 
would have established a record for the most 
time consuming ascent. We weekend climbers 
tend to ignore these quips — we are generally 
too busy packing for the return trip home. In 
my case, however, I had to agree. It had taken 
42 days to accomplish what I originally set out 
to do — climb Half Dome. 
6 



guperstition stone ahostg 
By Irene Kinne 

The stone ghosts were all around me as I lay 

in a comfortable niche atop the Crooked Moun-

tain: I lay very still concentrating on the phys-

ical image of the ancient Pima. Erasing from 

my mind the whizzing weekend traffic on the 

asphalt ribbons far below, shutting my eyes to 

the disintegrating jet streams high above. Once 

again in retrospect the awesome Crooked Moun-

tain was truly a lofty altar of petition. 

It is a peaceful mountain top for all its fore-

boding appearance. There are several levels of 

sloping grassy mesas with many varieties of 

cacti and colorful mountain flowers growing in 

abundance. 
Perhaps it is peaceful because it is not as vul-

nerable as many other peaks of Arizona's Super-

stition range. There is a trail from the east that 

hardy wilderness hikers have used, but , the ex-

cursions are negligible considering the reward 

awaiting. 
We left the highway at the Bluebird Mine and 

drove as far as we could without using the four-

wheel drive. It was almost high noon on a Satur-

day near the end of August so we were sure of 

good weather and warm sunshine. 

As we faced Siphon Draw the path started 

clear and wide with a good uphill grade. Before 

long rocks and boulders appeared underfoot and 

the trail narrowed, and twisted up into what had 

been the beckoning view from the highway. Now 

the highway was lost in the rolling terrain ex-

tending to the Goldfield Mountains. Suddenly the 

path dwindled into tumbled rock filled ravines 

reaching to the base of the mountain proper. 

We were embarking on an approach to the 

summit unfamiliar to us. We reached the fork 

of two gashes cutting toward the ridge that leads  

to Flat Iron plateau. Water was trickling down 

the northern fork and was quite steep so we 

favored the south fork, Siphon Draw. We could 

not see any likely final ascent to the summit. 

On and on we struggled up the rock slopes and 

the tumbled boulders, always seeking the tightly 

nestled rocks and avoiding the tilting, treacher-

ous footholds. The valley floor seemed to be drop-

ping away faster than the ridge was descending. 

We stopped often to turn and view the ever-

changing scene. This not only avoided blind alley 

climbing but revived the tired muscles, as now 

we were resorting to finger holds to help attain 

and retain the conquered portion. Every few 

steps up this Crooked Mountain, so disjointed in 

its structure, brought new vistas. 

Much of the view while climbing did not show 

an easy ascent to the ridge immediately near the 

Flat Iron. The afternoon was changing into eve-

ning, but we had put so much effort into this 

venture up the front of Crooked Mountain we 

felt there just had to be a way up without going 

too far to the north. And then, there it was. Our 

weariness fell off with our back packs. As we 

looked out over the valley, our stomachs told us 

it was time to make camp and set the dehydrated 

beef stew to boiling and the cherry flavored 

apple sauce to cooking before blowing up the air 

mattresses. 
The inflated mattress on the wide spread 

ground cloth was so tempting I quietly stretched 

out, sneaking a quick glance at the evening meal, 

gratefully remembering that the watched pot 

doesn't boil. 
It was sunset time but as the sky above me 

was blue, I turned my head to view the horizon 

over Casa Grande way. For a moment I thought 
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The stone ghosts on Crooked Mountain. Photo by Dewey Wildoner 

I was gazing over the Painted Desert. The eve-
ning vapors over the valley were intermingling 
shades of pinks and lavenders. I knew I couldn't 
be seeing a painted desert, yet there it was, then 
the truth flooded my spirit. I was viewing the 
sunset around me. It was a colorful phenomenon 
and a thrilling experience. 

The beauty of the natural wilderness made me 
thankful for every reluctant step I had taken to 
reach this plateau in the sky. The sun dropped 
a wee bit lower and the scene changed to dusk, 
how close the timing, only seconds and how easily 
I could have missed the sunset glow. 

Supper was cooking and the water carefully 
gathered from the pools in the rocks was boiling 
away and we were getting anxious for a good 
cup of campfire coffee. The little lightweight but 
very efficient gas stove was boiling the water. 
The stew and apple sauce were cooking on the 
grill over the campfire of dried cholla limbs with 
a few pine twigs to add to the soothing aroma. 
8 

We hated to leave the campfire to turn into 
our bedrolls, but we needed our rest for tomor-
row would bring new territory to explore. 

The first one awake shouted, "Sunrise", and 
out rolled the cameras as the coloring doesn't 
stay long when there are so many pictures for 
the taking. After a quick breakfast of scrambled 
eggs and fruit galaxy, we broke camp to explore 
the clusters of ghost people. 

The Pimas have a legend explaining the origin 
of the stone ghosts. They are the innocent vic-
tims of a battle of power between "the Earth 
Doctor who was formed in the great mass of 
darkness in the beginning, and SiUUhu, the 
Elder Brother who was produced by the earth 
after a time. 

"The P'imas increased in numbers but Elder 
Brother shortened their lives. Still he was not 
satisfied and announced to the Earth Doctor that 
he would destroy them. 

"Elder Brother then created a handsome youth 



whose mission was to marry the Pima maidens, 

staying only until their first child was born and 

then taking another maiden in marriage. Each 

succeeding child was born in less time until at 

last the child was born from the young man at 

the time of the marriage. This last child cried 

continually, its screams shook the earth and 

could be heard for a great distance 

"Earth Doctor then called his people together 

and told them there would be a great flood. 

Thrusting his staff into the ground he bore a 

hole quite through to the other side of the earth. 

Some of the people went into the hole, while 

others appealed to Elder Brother. Their appeals 

were not heeded. The handsome young man went 

to the place where he had left the crying child 

and found that its tears were welling up in a 

great torrent that cut a gorge before it. He bent 

over the child to take it up, but at that moment 

they both became birds and flew above the earth 

over which the floods were spreading. 

"Somewhere in the south was the home of 

the South Doctor who was noted for his knowl-

edge of all things and his skill in reading signs 

with power similar to that of Elder Brother. 

"South Doctor called the people to him and 

announced that a flood was coming to destroy 

the earth and all things thereon. He told the 

people to go with him to Earth Doctor and hear 

what he might say to them. Earth Doctor told 

them that they were too late in coming, that he 

had already sent all that he could save to the 

other side of the earth. However, there was yet 

hope for them if they would climb to the sum-

mit of the Crooked mountain. He gave power to 

South Doctor and directed him to aid the people 

to the extent of his ability. As they climbed to 

the top of Crooked mountain they could hear the 

Earth Doctor singing: 

Haiya! Haiya! Flood! Flood! Hai-iya. 

See the doom awaiting them! 

Haiya! Haiya! Flood! Flood! Hai-iya! 

Here are my doomed people before me. 

"As the flood rose toward the top of the moun- 

tain, South Doctor sang a song which caused the 

mountain itself to rise higher and even higher 

above the waters which raced toward them as 

if on the level plain. These are the words that 

lifted the mountain upward: 

On the Crooked mountain I am standing, 

Trying to disperse the waters. 

"When he ceased singing he traced a line 

around the mountain and this marked the limit 

of the flood for a time, but it soon rose again and 

threatened to overflow the summit. Again the 

South Doctor sang the lines over. 

"Four times he sang and raised the mountain 

above the rising waters and then declared that 

he could do so no more, for his power was ex-

hausted. He could do but one more thing for 

them, and holding his magic crystal in his left 

hand he sang: 

Powerless! Powerless! 

Powerless is my magic crystal! 

Powerless! Powerless! 

I shall become as stone. 

"Then he smote with his right hand and the 

thunder peal rang in all direction. He threw his 

staff into the water and it cracked with a loud 

noise. Turning, he saw a dog near him, and this 

animal he sent to see how high the tide had 

risen. The dog turned toward the people and 

said, 'It is very near the top.' When the anxious 

watchers heard the voice they were transfixed 

in stone; and there to this day we see them as 

they were gathered in groups, some of the men 

talking, some of the women cooking, and some 

crying." 

And thus we moved among them, listening to 

these silent story tellers of the past. 

The descent was more difficult than we had 

anticipated and we took the easier long way 

down. We visited as many groups of the stone 

statues as we could include as we traveled west-

ward and downward toward the valley. 

The Legend of the Stone Ghosts of Crooked Mountain is 
taken from the Twenty-Sixth Annual Report of the Bureau 
of American Ethnology to the Secretary of the Smithsonian 

Institution, 1904-1905. 
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Photos by Bill Dasher 

On the right, Piegan Mt. .(9230). 
On the left, Heavy Runner Peak 
(8000). In the alpine meadows 
of Preston Park the Glacier 
Lilies carpeted the ground so 
thickly we could not step off 
the trail without walking on 
them. 

Piegan Pass and a stone shel-
ter with the roof either blown 
off by wind or knocked off by 
snowslides. The Garden Wall in 
the background. 
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The Trail to Piegan Pass 
By Bill Dasher 

My family and I were camped at Rising Sun 
Campground in Glacier National Park, Montana. 
During our time there we wanted to explore 
some of the interesting trails in the vicinity. 
After studying the map, we decided to try the 
trail to Piegan Pass. It appeared to give us an 
opportunity to get into high country with good 
views of the surrounding peaks. 

Our children, Billy, age 10, and Maryann, age 
7, thought the five-mile hike would be quite a 
trip 'but they were eager to go. Nancy, age 11 
months, had it easy, riding in a Gerry Kiddie 
Pack. 

After we left the car on Going-to-the-Sun 
Road, we soon entered the timber. I had tied a 
small brass bell to the pack, explaining to the 
children that there might be grizzly bears in the 
vicinity and the bell would warn them of our 
approach so we would not surprise one on the 
trail. The bell didn't bother the porcupine we 
met a short way up the trail. We watched with 
great amusement as he slowly and awkardly 
made his way up a tree beside the trail. 

We came to a fork in the trail. The right-hand 
fork goes up over Siyeh Pass and down Baring 
Creek to Sun Point on the road. We kept on to-
ward our destination but some day we will go 
back and explore the other trail, too. 

The trail makes a long gradual ascent from 
Preston Park to Piegan Pass. We could see it all 
the way even though it is about two miles yet.  

We stopped quite frequently to absorb the beauty 
all around us. 

As we came up the last little rise, we were 
surprised to see a ruined stone shelter right in 
the pass. It was a welcome sight as the wind was 
cold and raw. Even though the roof was half off, 
it gave us a protected place to rest and eat lunch. 

The view to the north was tremendous with 
the sheer cliff of the Garden Wall directly 
ahead and Grinnell Lake far below. I could not 
enjoy it long because the wind was so strong and 
cold. 

Someday when my children are bigger I'm 
going back again. We'll pack in with our camping 
gear and stay a few days so we can really get to 
know this beautiful alpine country. 

11 



Aug Purpa (we called him "Babu" meaning Grandfather), a Beding Sherpa, shown here at our 
high point on the Gauri Sankar side trip, 16,000 feet. Purpd Babu was a local capitalist, the 
owner of four houses and several herds of sheep, goats, yaks and cattle. We stayed at his Beding 
house for a few days, resting. 
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-1-timalagan Trek 
By Charles H. Bell 

Two routes lead from Kathmandu to the Solo 

Khumbu, the region of Everest and the Sherpas. 

The main trail—which is "highway #1" for all 

of eastern Nepal—proceeds due east from the 

capital, crossing spurs and dropping into the 

valleys of the streams which course southward 

from the Himalayan crest, until it finally reaches 

the valley of the Soni river, which drains the 

Khumba. Then a branch trail leads due north to 

Namche Bazar, Khumjung, Thyangboche and 

Everest. This is the route of the big expeditions. 

The second route, while more direct, is less 

traveled. Curving north and east, it passes close 

to the Tibetan border and then into the Rolwal-

ing Himal, one of the many sub-ranges of the 

Himalayas (the Mahalangur "big monkey"—

Himal, the Everest group, is another; perhaps 

named after the legendary Yeti). At the eastern 

border of this group, the route crosses the 19,-

100 ft. Tesi Lapcha Pass and drops into the fine 

valley lined with ice-sheathed peaks, which drops 

in turn into the main gorge at Namche. 

It was this northern route on which our party 

of three (and two extras) traveled in March and 

April, 1963. After the usual experiences travel-

ing thru the lower country, we entered the wilder 

and, to me, more attractive uplands of the Rol-

waling Valley. Two giant peaks, both unclimbed, 

dominate the area: Menlongtse, an incredible 

granite fortress of which, alas, I only got one 

distant view, and Gauri Sankar. The latter is the  

star of my show. A holy mountain to the Hindus 

(don't ask me why, as they could hardly see 

much of it from the lowlands where they live) 

this 23,400-foot tower was long confused with 

Everest, due to the mistake of a German geo-

grapher. Gauri Sankar is not, in absolute alti-

tude, one of the "super-giants" which seem to 

exist on a different plane (Everest, Lhotse and 

Makalu) floating above the Khum'bu mountains. 

But its precipices, piled dizzily atop each other 

for 13,000 feet vertically, are as impressive as 

any in the world. 
A sudden glimpse of this vision through a nar-

row cleft in the valley wall prompted me to turn 

aside and climb far enough up its flanks to get a 

full view. I sent Harka Bahadur, one of my por-

ters, ahead to Beding, the only real town of the 

valley, to wait for us and guard our gear. Bir 

Badahur and I, with a Beding landowner named 

Aug Purpa, began the ascent. Making three 

camps in three days, we reached a point some-

where around fifteen or sixteen thousand feet 

before our provisions ran out and forced us to 

descend again to the valley. The views of the 

South Face of Gauri Sankar and the "Inner 

Sanctum" below it were made on this excursion. 

We spent four days at Aug Purpa's house in 

Beding. This is a Sherpa town, and is the me-

tropolis of the valley. These people are less pros-

perous than the Sherpas of Namcha, who have 

been enriched, in recent years, by the frequent 
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big expeditions. Beding houses are of only one 
story; instead of the animals occupying the lower 
floor and the people the upper, as in a well-
ordered household, these people put their stock 
in a vestibule adjoining the one large room in 
which they live. The smaller animals—goats and 
such—do not always understand the difference, 
and a tsampa-and-potato-roasting party around 
the firepit may have to be broken up for a shoo-
ing-out of livestock. Beding houses must have 
been built by a Sherpa Levitt; many of the 
houses are quite indistinguishable, inside and 
out. Once I went in, sat down at the pit and  

started to ask for some tea before I realized I 
was in the wrong house. 

The town is a religious center, too, dominated 
by the hillside "gompa" (lamaist monastery) 
and by the "stupa" (religious tower) adorned 
with prayer flags, which stands by the stream. 
The flags, of course, work like prayer wheels: 
each flutter of the flag sends a prayer up to 
Heaven. 

For the trip onward I took Aug Purpa and an-
other Beding man, Gorengja, in addition to my 
two regular porters. We would be eight days in 
the high country (actually nine, as I stopped a 

Chobutse (21,870 feet) from resting spot on trail below Cho Pokhari ( frozen lake). 
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day to climb Parchamo Pk.) and we needed extra 

men to aid in carrying provisions. It was very 

fortunate we did bring them, for the ice-fall we 

encountered provided a big problem in route-

finding. My own choice of route proved faulty, 

and it was Gorengja who solved the problem by 

leading up a daring passage through huge icicles 

to the rock above. Gorengja was a positive power-

house; he led the pitches, chose the routes, chop-

ped the steps and even took the others' loads on 

the most difficult parts. I discovered later that 

he was sixty-four years old! 

Our route from Beding led through the deso- 

late upper valley, with a camp in a cave below 

the glacier. (We usually had caves, or at least 

overhangs, to camp in everywhere except on the 

ice itself). The second day out we reached the 

frozen Cho Pokhari (lake) beneath the fluted 

ice walls of Chobutse Pk. From our charming 

camp, just at the last grass, I photographed the 

sunset clouds boiling over the peaks above the 

valley behind us. 
My hopes of reconnoitering the unclimbed 

Chobutse were shattered by a strange attack of 

weakness, which forced me to call a halt at mid-

morning the next day. "Sick Sahib Camp" was 
to page 18, please 

Porters preparing their traditional 10 A.M. breakfast on the glacier, with the tremendous hangzng 

glaciers of Pig ferago behind them. The bag of rice hangs on the ice axe. The kerosene stove, 

bought from a Nepali in Charikot and originally made in India, performed well enough up to about 

15,000 feet but became discouraged higher up and finally quit altogether on the summit of the 

pass, reducing us to eating raw tsampa. 



Gauri Sankar from Beding in the early morning. 

Gauri Sankar and amphitheater from higher up. 

Parchamo (20,730 feet) seen from east side of Tesi Lapcha 
camp. 

Tamserku Peak (center) and Kangtega Peak (left in back-
ground) from alpine meadows below Thami. 
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Dongiragutao as seen from high on Parchamo Peak, just 
above Tesi Lapcha. 

Kangtega Peak, first climbed by four members of Sir Ed-
mund Hillary's paity (including two Americans, Tom Frost 
and Dave Dornan) a few weeks after this picture was taken. 
Foreground: roof of Abbot's house,Thyangboche monastery. 

Lundartsubugo (21,970 feet) from camp above Cho Pokhari 
(frozen lake). 

The big "stupa" (religious relics) which marks the low 
pass between Namche and Khumjung. Porter stands at right. 
Summit of Everest with its snow plume faintly visible on 
right in far background. 



Gorengja eats tsampa mixed with snow (the stove being on the fritz, we couldn't even melt snow 
for water). Thang Kamoje in background. 

from page 15 

pitched just out of range (so my porters assured 
me and I hoped) of the boulders which bounded 
down from the loose lower cliffs of Chobutse, to 
crash in the trough at the edge of the glacier. 
We were really in the very high Himalayas now, 
our horizon hemmed by peaks of 18,000-foot and 
up, and dominated by the magnificent glacier-
festooned Pigferago Peak. Of course, this day, 
the one on which we couldn't move, was the only 
perfectly clear day of the entire trip. (Usually 
clouds formed from ten to twelve, noon; by early 
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afternoon, a light snow would be falling). If im-
mobility is forced on one, however, I think it 
could hardly be in better surroundings. 

The next day we met the fantastic ice-fall. 
We made camp under an overhang just above the 
most difficult part. Then across the smooth up-
per glacier where, we camped under a single 
large boulder on the snow. We were then about 
18,000-feet and an easy snow hike, with a little 
slippery ice, brought us to the Tesi Pass the 
following afternoon. Just a hundred feet down 



"Sick Sahib Camp." Two or three hours out of Cho Pokhari camp, in midmorning, I suddenly found 

I was not moving. Puzzled but helpless, I had the porters make camp. The illness was apparently 

the forerunner of the attack (appendix and hepatitis) which ended my trek at Thyangboche mona-

stery; shown here are the orange tent and green rainfly, pitched separately. Lower Ripimu glac-

ier. 

the other side (thru the pass) was a niche be-

neath the soaring cliffs of Dongirabutao Pk., 

where we camped for two nights. The Khumba 

peaks seen from here are a beautiful jumble; I 

couldn't sort one from the other. The giants—

Everest, Lhotse and Makalu—aren't quite visible 

from the Tesi Lapcha pass itself, so I determined 

to climb as far as I could on Parchamo Pk. the 

following day for photographs. This I did, reach-

ing a height I estimate at 20,500 ft., or just about 

200 ft. below the summit. I had not yet reached  

this point when the afternoon weather came in, 

blotted out the view, and chilled me with wind-

blown snow. I dug a snow-cave just below the 

ridge and crawled into it to wait for several 

hours. By the time the clouds parted enough for 

me to see the great peaks to the north and east, 

the afternoon was far gone; Everest and Makalu 

glowed a dull yellow. 
Before I could turn my photographic attention 

to them, though, I had another subject: myself, 

apotheosized against the cloud below in a triple 
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On our last night before reaching the Tesi Lapcha Pass, 
we found this big single boulder on the glacier and camped 
in its shelter. Peak in background is Pigferago. 

halo (fittingly enough!) This is known as the 
Spectre of the Brocken. I will probably never see 
it again in my whole lifetime as it is very rarely 
seen. (Alas, my shot of this phenomenon came 
out blank). I hastened to shoot this and one shot 
of the peaks; to my horror, I discovered the roll 
was finished. I had another with me, but I found 
that my fingers were too cold and the blowing 
snow too distracting for me to insert it into the 
camera. Thinking back now, I can think of a 
dozen ways I might have managed it—but I also 
think of Barry Bishop's blackened fingers, ac-
quired I am convinced, while fooling with his 
film on the summit of Everest. Anyway, I gave 
up; the glorious view of Dongirabutao, the blue 
and white and yellow-lit summit ridge of Par-
chamo itself, the long view down the Khumbu; 
all lost to posterity—this time. 

I ran up to what I hoped and thought was the 
summit; another ice hump, not more than a 
hundred feet higher but some distance away, 
confronted me. The sun was failing, the wind 
biting. I turned back. When I reached camp 
(after some anxious moments on steep, cloud-
hidden slopes, the result of stupidly choosing a 
"short-cut" down). The porters said they had 
been quite worried about me. I had to make the 
climb alone, as I had the only pair of crampons. 
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Looking east from Tesi Lapcha camp. Thang Kamoje Peak 
on right. 

When I disappeared into the clouds and didn't 
come back for hours, they were disturbed; if 
they lost their sahib, how would they explain it 
to the Himalayan Society, their employment 
agency back in Kathmandu? 

Next day we moved down into the Khumbu, 
reaching a tiny settlement. I paid off the two 
temporary helpers at Goudah monastery, above 
Thanni (unvaccinated, they feared to enter 
Khumbu, where a smallpox epidemic was ram-
pant) ; here I took the views of Kangkga and the 
other peaks near Namche. The three of us then 
proceeded to Kumjung, largest town of Khumbu, 
passing Sir Edmund Hillary's camp on the out-
skirts (to which I was to be carried ten days 
later, piggy-back by porter, and where I lay, 
biliously yellow with hepatitis till heliocoptered 
out from Namche and taken back to a hospital 
in Kathmandu). The view here is mainly Ama 
Dablam, a tower of the same general type as 
Gauri Sankar, climbed by Bishop and other mem-
bers of Hillary's '61 expedition. 

Later I hiked to Thyangboche, where I stayed 
at the famed monastery with the young abbot, 
just below towering Kangkga. Here, on the third 
day, Nemesis caught up with me. End (for that 
year, anyway). 



At Cho Pokhari camp—on the last grass before reaching the pass—porters make dinner. Bir 
Bahadur (left) has just divided the tea, with . a little left in the pot for seconds; Gorengja, in the 
strange leather cap, is spooning out tsampa (roasted barley). 
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Stromboli from the sea. 

In 1964 we visited Irazu in Costa Rica during 
an eruption and became interested in learning 
more about volcanoes. There are only three con-
stantly active volcanoes in the world; one in the 
New Hebrides, one in the Congo, and one at 
Stromboli, a small island in the Mediterranean 
Sea. 

In March of 1966 we detoured from the usual 
tourist itinerary of Italy to include Stromboli. 
Once a week the S.S. Aeoli steams out of Messina 
for the Aeoli Islands, a group of volcanic islands 
off the toe of the Italian peninsula. 

Stromboli rises 3000 feet out of the sea. The 
volcano is an almost perfect cone with a constant 
plume of steam drifting from its summit. It has 
been in constant eruption since Roman times. 
Its last violent eruption was in 1931 when two 
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people were killed by falling rocks. 
The S.S. Aeoli stopped off shore from the vil-

lage and we climbed into a bobbing long boat 
that soon landed us on the black sand beach. The 
village consists of simple white-washed homes 
crowded along the black lava coast. There are no 
cars and no electricity. We were the only tourists 
in town although in the summer many hundreds 
of Germans and Frenchmen come to Stromboli 
for fishing and skin diving. Residents said Amer-
icans came for a few years after Ingrid Berg-
man's film "Stromboli" but now they are rare. 

After dining by coal oil lamp, we hiked about 
one-third of the way up Stromboli by flashlight 
to an observation hut where we could see the 
summit. Sparks and red hot rocks were con-
stantly blowing out of the cone and every 15 



Village from the slopes of Stromboli. 

STROMBOLI 
By Jan & Roy Christian 

minutes there was an explosion which tossed 

glowing rocks and lava out which then cascaded 

down the north slope. 
The next morning our guide Salvatore led us 

to the summit. Prior to the trip we read an ac-

count of a hike up Stromboli guided by Salvatore 

in 1957 and the author mentioned his guide had 

no shoes. Nine years later Salvatore was well-

shod and well he might be for he seems to have 

a monopoly as far as the guide business on 

Stromboli. Prices must have moved up through 

the years for we were quoted $20. With an ex-

pressive Italian shrug, he let us know there was 

no chance to bargain. 
Salvatore set a blistering pace up the trail but 

we never complained and protected the American 

image. Near the summit we were glad we had  

hired a guide for we were enveloped with sul-

pherous smoke and walked over warm ash. The 

explosions were near by now and the ground 

gave a little shudder with each eruption. 

We came out of the steam and spent a frigid 

hour on the summit. The steam puffed out of the 

vent with great force, pulsing like a locomotive. 

Over the summit was a constantly changing 

mushroom cloud and even smoke rings which 

were swiftly blown away by the wind. The erup-

tions heaved dark rocks high into the air accom-

panied by a yellow brown cloud that boiled above 

the white steam. The cold and a wet mist drove 

us off the summit without the pictures we had 

hoped to get. The next day we boarded the S.S. 

Aeoli at dawn, promising to return in the sum-

mer and spend a night on the summit. 
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SAFE CLIMBING EQUIPMENT: 

Using modern equipment and technique, falls 
can now often be safely held which not too long 
ago would have been disastrous. These advances 
have not only resulted in fewer climbing injuries, 
but have enabled the best climbers to attempt 
difficulties which previously would have been 
totally unreasonable. However, a leader fall still 
carries a risk of serious accident, either by the 
leader being inadequately protected and there-
fore smashing into something before being 
arrested, by loss of control of the belay, or by 
unexpected failure of some part of the equipment 
between the mountain and the falling leader. 

Leader protection is a matter of both technical 
and psychological judgement — it is difficult for 
most ordinary climbers to measure exposure 
strictly by the consequences of a slip rather than 
by how horrendous the air below their feet looks. 
Yet often that which looks the worst may be the 
safest — being stopped gently by the rope 50 
feet below an overhang is less damaging than 
landing on the wide ledge which looked so 
friendly down below. 

To belay a severe fall effectively requires as 
much thought, training, and practice as does 
leading the pitch, and as Sin i put it in "A Rope 
Length from Eternity" (Belaying the Leader, 
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p. 36) : "One may argue the relative importance 
of the leader and belayer during the climb, but 
the instant a leader begins a quick descent, the 
belayer's position is indisputable." The beginning 
belayer gains a false sense of security from hold-
ing frequent practice falls with an overhead belay. 
Dynamic belay practice with a 150-200 pound 
dummy falling free for 10-20 feet is essential to 
appreciate what can be involved in holding a 
severe leader fall. Those who practice frequently 
have all seen a 220-pound tiger holding his first 
"fall" sprung a couple of feet off the ground by 
a crooked anchor lead and end up flat on his face 
—with the "leader" still heading for China. This 
memory somewhat decreases the likelihood of a 
casual belay stance and anchor when it's for real. 
The amount of heat coming through two pairs 
of gloves will quickly convince anyone that a 
barehanded belayer not only risks crippling 
burns, but may easily lose control of the belay. 
Introducing various degrees of friction into the 
system can teach how much difference in the 
belayer's correct response friction will make. In 
general, as with all safety techniques, the secur-
ity of a belay must be balanced against speed 
(especially in general mountaineering), objective 
dangers such as rockfall, the leader's skill, and 



Ropes and Belays By John Armitage 
Chairman, Sierra Club Mountain Rescue 

the party's climbing philosophy; however, the 

belayer should at least be aware of the compro-

mises he is making. 
If the belayer is to make an intelligent judge-

ment of how much rope (if any) he should be 

prepared to slip in a fall, he must have some 

idea of the probable strength of his leader's 

fifth-class protection. In actuality, almost all 

falls are probably held as tightly as the belayer 

can manage, either from his "clutching" instinc-

tively, from lack of forethought or practice, or 

from deliberate intention. This is especially true 

when the belayer has a lot of rock and carabiner 

friction to help him. In some cases, this is clearly 

not the most effective belay possible. 

The purpose of a belay is to stop the falling 

leader in as short a distance as possible. The 

only way to do this is to stress all links in the 

belaying chain to their maximum load as quickly 

as possible — the leader's body, his tie-in, the 

belay rope, fifth-class protection (carabiners, 

slings, pitons, flakes, etc.) the belayer's body, 

and his anchor. The probability and consequences 

of a failure of any link in the belay chain must 

be balanced against this ideal shortest fall. In 

practice, a piton or weak flake very often does 

fail, with a resultant additional drop for the  

leader of twice the distance back to the next 

protection — often farther than the original 

fall. A very small deliberate additional drop of 

the leader will result in a relatively larger reduc-

tion in the peak force on the belay chain. In lieu 

of an exact theory or experimental field measure-

ments (both are being worked on), simple 

theory' gives an idea of the trade-off involved: 

assume a 200-pound climber has climbed 15 feet 

above his belayer, placed a piton, and climbed 

another 15 feet before falling free. For a given 

total fall, what will the maximum force on his 

piton be? 
Total Height Force on 5th Height 

of Fall Class Piton Difference 
36 feet 2800 lbs. 0 Reference 
38 feet 2100 lbs. + 2 From reference 
42 feet 1400 lbs. + 6 From reference 
46 feet 1050 lbs. 1-10 From reference 
54 feet 750 lbs. +18 From reference 

It is clear that, unless the piton is a very good 

one, and the carabiner stronger than the com-

mon Army/Bedayn type, it is well worthwhile to 

!Assume a linear load-elongation curve for the rope, and 
a carabiner friction coefficient of 0.4. This gives a force 
on the piton of 1.4 times the force on the leader. With 
30 ft. x 200 lb. = 6000 ft.-lb. to be absorbed over, for 
example, 6 feet, the average force on the leader must be 
1000 pounds, giving a peak force of 2000 pounds on the 
leader and 2800 pounds on the piton. 
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0  NEW 1 0 ABRADED Broke at Bowline Knot 

Fig. 4 ROPE LOAD-ELONGATION CURVES 

1000 2000 3000 
Load - lbs. 

have the leader fall another, say, 6 feet, out of 
40, relatively slowly and under some degree of 
control, rather than have the protection fail and 
start with another 30-foot free fall. When there 
is a lot of good protection closely spaced, and 
when there is a high probability that the leader 
will be smashed all the way down the pitch, then 
the minimum rope would be slipped. A few shaky 
pitons and a clean face dictate as gentle treat-
ment as possible to at least try to make the best 
of a bad situation. This all assumes, of course, 
that the belayer is trained as well as awake. 

How much difference does the type of rope 
make? Different climbing ropes have different 
elasticity characteristics, the more elastic gen-
erally the American hawser-laid (three strand), 
and the less elastic generally the European kern-
mantle (core and sheath). (Because ropes are 
continually being changed by the manufacturer, 
this should be taken only as a general guide.) 
Which is better? The more elastic rope has the 
advantage that, for a given belay/friction situa-
tion, the peak force developed will be lower, with, 
however, a longer total fall. The less elastic rope 
has the advantage of more efficient energy ab-
sorption taking less distance to reach peak force, 
but with more risk (inadvertently) placing a 
higher peak strain on the system. Perhaps the 
ideal would be a rope which is elastic at low 
loads, giving the belayer a chance to avoid too 
high an initial peak force, then becoming less 
elastic as the force rises and the belayer is (sup-
posedly) in control of the dynamic belay. 

It may be that the differences in the elasticity 
characteristics of climbing ropes is of only 
theoretical interest, for two reasons: other char-
acteristics of the rope, discussed below, may be 
much more important, and it may also be that 
the differences in the ropes' elasticities are 
swamped by the variability of the belayer's re-
actions. Only instrumented experiments with 
real belayers and ropes will answer this question. 

Measurement of the dynamic characteristics 
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of ropes is difficult, although work is being done 
in Europe under UIAA sponsorship. (The 
UIAA is a union of the major climbing organi-
zations from Austria, Czechoslovakia, France, 
Germany, Great Britain, Holland, Poland, Spain, 
Switzerland, and Yugoslavia; the American Al-
pine Club has just joined to represent the U.S.A. 
The most active working group of the UIAA is 
the Subcommittee on Equipment and Safety, 
which sets standards for equipment which must 
be met by a manufacturer wishing to use the 
UIAA seal on his product.) To date, agreement 
between different laboratories is not very good. 
Static measurements are much easier (although 
the agreement here is not very good, either) but 
less realistic; a fall is not "slow" to a rope as to 
a piton, and there are considerable differences 
between the dynamic and static characteristics. 
One set of static measurements (5 inches/min-
ute) is shown in Fig. 4, and gives an idea of the 
different characteristics which are common. 
Also shown are the breaking strengths at a Bow-
line knot, for new ropes and for ropes abraded 
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to a visually "well worn" state. These measure-

ments are too few to permit comparisons (as can 

be seen from the maveric Fussner abraded figure 

of 3475 pounds — higher than the new rope), 

but show the general range of performance 

which might be seen in one fall. 
The primary UIAA specification for climbing 

ropes is an attempt to prevent either too inelastic 

or too weak a rope, and at the same time to check 

the strength of the rope bent over a carabiner 

and the strength at a knot. Fig. 5 shows the 

method schematically: for an 11 mm (7/16) 

rope, the force on the weight must not exceed 

2640 pounds nor must the rope break for two 

falls of the 176 pound weight. (It is worth noting 

that the force on the carabiner will be between 

100 and 200% of the force on the weight, de-

pending on the degree of friction.) 
Most of the "technical" information quoted in 

climbing catalogues on ropes is useless and mis-
leading to a climber trying to choose between 

reputable climbing ropes. The simple tensile 

strength is of little interest, since the rope is  

almost always used with a knot, with a 30-60% 

reduction in strength. Even the knot breaking 

strength would not be very useful (unless it 

were unusually low) , as modern climbing ropes 

in good condition do not fail in simple tension 

even at a knot. The "percent elongation at fail-

ure" so often quoted is worthless, since the rope 

will never be stressed anywhere near simple fail-

ure. The UIAA impact force, quoted in many 

European rope catalogues, is informative at the 

high-loading part of the curve, but tells little 

about the low end. Load-elongation curves are 

most informative, but at present even with this 

information the climber can only choose a more 

or less elastic rope on the basis of his personal 

opinion, which is more desirable. 
A rope's resistance to abrasion is usually a big 

selling point. I abraded different ropes under 

crude but controlled conditions using the edge 

of a cinder-block, and found (contrary to cata-

logue claims) that there was apparently little to 

choose between different American ropes. The 

sheaths of the two kernmantle ropes tested were 

completely through before the hawser-laid ropes 

were badly abraded, but this may have been due 

to the test method. Can readers supply a defini-

tive answer: is there a significant difference 

between the apparent useful life of hawser-laid 

and kernmantle rope? Have there been any in-

stances of unusually severe abrasion of kern-

mantle ropes? 
to be continued next issue 
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reviews 
American Alpine Journal, 1966. $4. 

American Alpine Club, 113 E. 90th St., 
New York, N.Y. 
This outstanding annual of the 

American Alpine Club features a num-
ber of ascents in Alaska this year: 
Mount Huntington, West Face; Mount 
Logan's Hummingbird Ridge; Northwest 
Ridge of Mount St. Elias; Ascent in 
the Cathedral Spires; Logan Mountains 
and the Western Chugach Range. The 
photography of these Alaska climbs 
and other ascents is outstanding. 

Other U.S. ascents include a new 
route on Shiprock by Fred Beckey and 
El Capitan's Muir Wall by Yvon 
Chouinard. 

There is an article and some excel-
lent photographic shots by the Editor 
of the Journal, H. Adams Carter, on 
Yahuarraju and Rurec, Cordillera 
Blanca, Peru. 

Other notable accounts include the 
FitzRoy by the Supercouloir, Petit Dru, 
West Face Direttissima by John Harlin 
and First Ascent of Mount Kennedy by 
Bradford Washburn. 

A Climber's Guide to the Rocky 
Mountains of Canada, 1966. J. Monroe 
Thorington. $6. American Alpine Club, 
113 E. 90th St., New York, N.Y. 

This new edition of a guidebook 
which has been updated six times 
since it first appeared 45 years ago 
describes close to 1000 peaks and 
850 routes in the Canadian Rockies. 
More than 100 passes are described 
and indexed. Unnamed peaks, unless 
they have been ascended, are not 
listed unless their elevation exceeds 
10,000 feet. 

Following the name and elevation of 
each peak is a brief description and 
directions for the climb. However, the 
author points out that this guidebook 
is not intended to describe each and 
every handhold. Its object is to direct 
the climber up the right valley, to the 
correct ridge or face, omitting detail 
that will be out of date when the snow 
has melted back another year. 

An addition to this edition is the use 
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of the NCC (National Climbing Classi-
fication) grading system for some of 
the ascents in the higher ratings. 

Included in the guidebook is an index 
of all the 1.50000 quadrangle maps 
available for the Canadian Rockies, as 
well as information where to order 
them. 

Accidents in North American Moun-
taineering, 1966. American Alpine 
Club. 

This nineteenth annual report of the 
Safety Committee of the A.A.C. in-
cludes sections on standards for hard 

hats, equipment testing, including data 
on ice screw failure. Readers are 
warned to be careful of joining club 
"expeditions" without previous knowl-
edge of the climbing ability of the 
expedition members. The number of 
fatalities continues to increase with 
21 deaths reported for 1965. 

Backpack Cookery. Ruth Mendenhall. 
$1. La Siesta Press, Box 406, Glen-
dale, California 92109. 

Experienced backpackers, as well 
as neophytes, will be interested in 
this realistic booklet on backpack 
cookery. The recipes are unusual and 
simple, and takes into consideration 
the backpacker's limited equipment. 

In one recipe she states, "This meal 
is adaptable. If you are terribly tired 
and not very hungry, eat only the 
soup. If it is pouring rain, if there is 
no wood, or if the fire just won't burn 
—eat the tuna and the raw fruit, drink 
cold water and forget the culinary 
arts." 

Most backpackers will appreciate the 
recipes for one-pot dinners such as 
chicken and mashed potato, tuna-rice, 
split pea with sausage, potato and 
chipped beef, tamale pie, tomato-
corned beef, beef stew, chicken and 
dumplings. How to make an upside-
cake, cookies from a cake mix, tortil-
las from masa, jerky and pan biscuits 
are included. 

$38.50, plus postage, made to order 

One piece upper, all leather 
lined, double stitched soles 

and Vibram soles screwed and 
cemented on. Guaranteed 
satisfactory fit. Write for 

measuring instructions. 
We also have down sleeping 

bags, down jackets, and other 
climbing gear. 

Information mailed on request. 

PETER LIMMER & SONS 
Intervale, New Hampshire 



NORDLINE 

TD04,044. S4e-fo.“Afactte- 
Foam Sleeping Pads 

Down Clothing Shell Clothing 
Lightweight Nylon Tents 

Nylon Packs 

Catalogue Sent on Request 

SPORT 
P.O. Box 1081 

3345 Prairie Boulder 80302 

Tel: 444-1322 

THE PALISADES SIERRA NEVADA CALIFORNIA 

Mountaineering 

Guide Service 
Climbing Camp Sessions 

Guided Climbs 
Equipment Rental 
Instruction 
Glacier Tours 

Supplies 

Big Pine, Calif. 

"NORTHWEST MOUNTAINEERING" 
—a new book —by Seattle author Ed-
ward Rossit. Clearly written climbing 
instructions for beginners and inter-
mediate climbers. Advice on equipment. 
Current climbing techniques as used in 
the Northwest. And many wise and 
witty observations based on Rossit's 
years of experience in the European 
Alps and on the mountains of the great 
American Northwest. Also travel in-
formation and climbing route descrip-
tions for the more popular mountains 
of the Northwest. A fine gift for a 
friend—or for yourself. 206 pages. 
$5.50 at your bookstore, or order 
direct from CAX TON PRESS, Caldwell, 
Idaho 83605. Book will be promptly 
sent post-paid with delivery guaran-
teed. Make check payable to CAXTON 
PRESS. 

FOR SALE —MOUNTAIN CLIMBING 
SCHOOL. Cabin on 21/2  acres at base 
400-foot wall. Excellent climbing area, 
near Banff townsite. Box 1183, Calgary, 
Alberta, Canada. 

Letters 
Dear Editor: 

I am engaged in a physiologic study 
of high altitude pulmonary edema and 
would like to correspond with climbers 
who have had two or more episodes of 
pulmonary edema during the past five 
years. I hope to obtain information re-
garding symptoms and possible causa-
tive factors. Please write to H. N. 
Hultgren, M.D., Stanford Medical Cen-
ter, Cardiology Division, Palo Alto, 
California 94304. 

H. N. Hultgren, M.D. 
Palo Alto, Calif. 

1967 AFRICAN EXPEDITION (Start-
ing approximately July 27). An expedi-
tion to East Africa including the 
Ruwenzori range, Mt. Kenya and 
Kilimanjaro. Those not wishing to 
climb can explore the game reserves 
and the many scenic attractions. In-
quire for details. John Ebert, Leader. 
Iowa Mountaineers, P.O. Box 163, Iowa 
City, Iowa 52240. 

LONGS PEAK. New, sixth, revised 
edition. 68 pages. 50 illustrations. 100 
routes. Chock-full with interest like a 
chockstone. Available at many moun-
taineering shops or from the author at 
$1.50 plus 154 mailing costs. Also 
Colorado Color Slides. Paul Nesbit, 
711 -Columbia Road, Colorado Springs, 
Colorado 80904. 

FOR SALE: Large, heavy-duty (Eddie 
Bauer), down sleeping bags (2) with 
down hoods, flannel liners, carrying 
bags. Nearly new. $80. each plus 
postage. John Church, 1109 Conger 
Dr., Aiken, S.C. 29801.  

From our Rock Climbing Editor in 
Europe: 
The article on "The Extent and 

Cause of Deterioration of Climbing 
Rope" reinforces the conclusion al-
ready reached by most European, and 
many American, climbers that the 
kernmantle ropes, with their outer 
sheath over an inner core, are super-
ior to the twisted, three-strand nylon 
ropes. 

In recent years kernmantle ropes 
have become more popular with Ameri-
can climbers because they produce 
much less friction through carabiners 
than the twisted ropes. Hence, they 
are helpful in coping with the ever-
lasting problem of rope drag. Now 
there is a more persuasive reason for 
using kernmantle ropes: they appear to 
be safer because the strong inner core 

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

550 S. Figueroa St., 
Los Angeles 17, California 

CLASSIFIED 
Ten cents per word. Payment must be enclosed with all orders. 
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BASIC NOUNTAINEERING 

/-THE ALPS . . . made in Italy by FABIANO 
HANDMADE IMPORTED BOOTS FOR THE OUTDOOR MAN AND WOMAN 

Especially suited for moun-
taineering and rock climbing 

due to hidden welt design. 
Seamless one piece vege-

table oil tanned leather 
uppers. Very narrow welt, 
Exclusive Vibram Montagna 

Design Sole. 5 lbs. 
Men — N — 6 to 14 

L —6 to 12 
Ladies — N — 6_to 11 

M — 5_to 11 

'Prices Slightly Higher in the West. 

Write for Free Brochure 

Dept. S-2, South Station 

FABIAN° SHOE CO., INC. Boston 10, Massachusetts 

STYLE #63 

(#163 FOR 
LADIES) 

$28.95* 
plus 

postage 

THE INCOMPARABLE 

for illustrated brochure, please write: 

KELTY PACK, INC. 
1807 VICTORY BLVD., P.O. BOX 3453 

GLENDALE, CALIFORNIA 91201 

PHONE: 247-3110 (AREA CODE 213) 

We have a complete line of backpacking 

equipment and dehydrated foods in our store. 

pitch your royalight palace 

with 

holubar 

4 lb. Royalight 2-man 

luxury tent, $58.50 

Catalog on request 

H 0 W BA R mountaineering 

E3o-u1d.er, Colorado 80302 

is protected by the sheath from abras-

ion. Abrasion, as the Army report indi-

cates, is a vitally important factor in 

the weakening of twisted nylon ropes. 

The kemmantle climbing ropes have 

the disadvantage of being expensive 

for they are presently manufactured 

only in Europe and must be imported. 

Rope manufacturers in the United 

States might do well to develop domes-

tic ropes of kernmantle construction, 

for the advantages of greater efficiency 

and greater safety will convince 

American climbers that the extra cost 

is worth paying. 

Royal Robbins 

Leysin, Switzerland 

Dear Editor: 

a feature of your magazine which 

we would like to see become regular, 

perhaps quarterly, is the resume by 

Royal Robbins of recent climbing 

activity in Yosemite. If possible, we 

would like to see such a feature ex-

panded to include all the important 

areas of the United States. 

Eric Beck, Berkeley, Calif. 

James Bridwell, San Jose, Calif. 

Learn and Prepare Today 

for Your Trip Tomorrow 

126 pages of instructions in safe 
mountaineering. 

If not available in book or mountaineer-
ing stores near you, write us direct. 

Include $2.00. 

Sierra Club, San Diego Chap. B 
P.O. Box 525, San Diego, California 
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you'll be seeing a lot of this trademark. 

Look for the DOLT trademark on the two most fantastic hammer holsters ever made for rock climbers 

Weight Color Character Material Contribution 
Model B 11/2 0z. Ebony Firm Heavy Solid Nylon Steel Rivets Model W 1 oz. Translucent Brown Semi-flexible Light Solid Nylon Steel Rivets 

Both models are guaranteed. The DOLT holster is a must for climbers who need 
the best. It won't become water soaked when you climb in rain or snow. The 
DOLT holster gives you the fastest and easiest draw imaginable. In a pinch you 
don't have to fight to get your hammer out or in because the loop stays open and 
the nylon minimizes friction. Don't under estimate the importance of your hammer 
holster. Replace your sloppy leather holster with a snappy DOLT nylon holster. 
You'll be happy you did. It fits all hammers. Guys go for Model B. Gals go for 
Model W. But everybody who likes to climb as light as possible go for Model W. 

Dealers: Don't Delay. Order or Write Today. 

Holsters made in the USA by: 
the DOLT • Box 2726 • Santa Monica, California 90405 

See the DOLT super holsters at the following shops: 

ARIZONA: Phoenix, High Adventure Headquarters 
CALIFORNIA: 

Berkeley, The Ski Hut 
Inglewood, Jonas Ski & Hike 
La Canada, The Sport Chalet 
Los Angeles, West Ridge Mountaineering 
Palo Alto, The North Face 
Riverside, Highland Outfitters 
San Francisco, Gerry Mountain Sports 

The North Face 
Woodland Hills, Sports, Ltd. 

COLORADO: Boulder, Gerry 

Holubar Mountaineering 

CONNECTICUT: Hartford, Veterans Sport Shop 
MASSACHUSETTS, Cambridge, Mountaineering Supply 
NEW HAMPSHIRE: Intervale, Peter Limmer & Sons 
NEW YORK: Keene, Skyline Outfitters 

New York, Camp & Trail Outfitters 
Ogdensburgh, Black's 

OREGON: Portland, Cloud Cap Chalet 
Ul AH: Ogden, Perkins Ltd. 

Salt Lake City, The Mountaineer 
WASHINGTON: Seattle, Alpine Hut 

Recreational Equipment, Inc. 
WASHINGTON, D.C.: Potomac Mountaineering Supply 
WYOMING: Jackson, Powderhorn Mountaineering 

Climbers: Write to DOLT if your dealer doesn't have the DOLT holsters. 
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HIGHLAND 
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Lightweight Camping Specialists ... 

The largest and most complete camping and 

mountaineering store in Southern California. 

Let us help you with your lightweight equipment needs at 

our new location: 3579 Eighth Street (upstairs), Riverside, 

California, or 

or 

Write for our free catalog: 

P.O. Box 121, Riverside, California 

Open days 

and evenings. 

Closed 

Sunday and 

Monday. "Lazy Backpacker Brand" 

for good advice 

come to West Ridge. 

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 




