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North Face of the Grand Teton by Rich Ream. 

Probably one of the most difficult technical 

rescues ever achieved in the United States 

was the evacuation of Gaylord Campbell from 

the North Face of the Grand Teton in Wyom-

ing this summer. Campbell was injured about 

4 P.M. Monday afternoon. Word of the accident 

was received by park rangers at 3 A.M. Tues-

day. The park rescue team arrived at the 

scene at 4 P.M. Tuesday. Campbell's com-

panion, Lorraine Hough, was evacuated Wed-

nesday morning. Campbell was lowered in a 

litter on a cable by short stages a distance 

of 2,000 feet. He was picked up by helio-

copter at 5 P.M. Thursday at the base of 

Teton Glacier. The Grand Teton National 

Park Technical Rescue Team at right are 

Ted Wilson, Pete Sinclair, Ralph Tingey, Mike' 

Ermath, Rick Reese, and Bob Irvine. Leigh 

Ortenburger assisted in the rescue. 
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A!eeMt of 
By Robert Rears 

The four of us lay on our sleeping bags watch-

ing the pale strands of moonlight filter through 

the trees and tried unsuccessfully to sleep. Occa-

sionally one of us would cough or thrash about 

with the result that the harder we tried to relax, 

the tighter we became wound up. We were like 

little kids on Christmas eve, sleepless and ex-

cited, waiting for daylight. 

At the first grey sign of dawn, we arose, fixed 

tea, and started hiking down into one of the 

wildest and most inaccessible river canyons in 

northern California. 

Bald Rock Canyon it is called locally, named 

for the towering two thousand-foot granite dome 

that dominates the gorge formed by the rushing 

waters of the Middle Fork of the Feather River. 

Our destination was the base of the Dome at the 

river's edge and our goal was to be the first to 

climb the two thousand vertical feet along the 

nose of the Dome. The downstream and lower 

side, most of which consists of steeply timbered 

slopes, had been ascended three times previously. 

The first ascent was by Jerry Nelson and myself 

in 1960. The second and third ascents were com-

pleted by Mike McKay and Don Potter in 1964 

and 1965. 
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We descended to the river where we filled our 

water bottles and began our ascent of the nose. 

By the time we had reached the first fourth-class 

slabs five hundred feet above the river we were 

fully awake despite the lack of sleep the night 

before and the already rising temperature. 

We studied the face as we roped up. We had, 

I thought, a good team with better than twenty 

years mountaineering experience among us. The 

climbers were Allen Cunningham, Joe Chiapella, 

and myself of Chico and Frank La Pena of San 

Francisco. Cunningham had learned mountain-

eering in the Italian Dolomites and European 

Alps. Joe, while a relative beginner at climbing, 

to page 4, please 

Bald Rock Dome showing route. 

Circle represents bivouac. The white 

band is the light-colored rock 

that runs in an up-down direction near the 

center of the photo. 

Photo by Al Ian Cunningham 
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The first slabs. 

Frank La Pena climbing, author 

belaying. 

Photo by Nick Ellena 

already had made two ascents of the more diffi-
cult ice climbs on Mt. Shasta as well as numerous 
small but difficult rock ascents in our area. 

Frank, a full-blood Wintoon Indian, had been 

born and raised at the foot of Mt. Shasta and 
was an old hand at mountaineering. I had started 

scrambling in my early teens in the backcountry 

of Idaho and had continued to do so for over a 

decade. 
It was ten A. M. and already very hot when I 

led off on the first rope. We climbed in two ropes 

of two. La Pena and I on the first while Cun-
ningham and Chiapella followed closely on the 

second. 
The lower half of the nose was easier than 

expected and we ascended very rapidly. On the 
eighteenth pitch we traversed to the right of 
the nose and came up against a blank wall. 
Rather than begin bolting across the smooth 
expanse we rappelled 150 feet down to a narrow 
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high-angle chute which ascended the face for 
several hundred feet. The climbing, while still 

not difficult, began to get more strenuous. After 
three more rope lengths we arrived at the first 

really difficult pitch of the climb. 
We decided to form one long rope of four and 

I led off up and over an overhanging crack. La 

Pena then led on up to a sloping ledge, reaching 
it in the last light of day. It was then I discov-
ered that my headlamp wouldn't work and I had 

to clean the pitch in the dark. After reaching 

the ledge we brought up the other two and by 
ten P. M., twelve hours after we started, we 

were all settled down to a quiet moonlight 
bivouac. 

Along with our hardware, food, and water, we 
had also brought a two-way radio and while 
Frank was leading the final pitch to the bivouac 
ledge, Cunningham had called to a party of 
friends camping on the summit and optimistically 



Upper half of 

Bald Rock Dome showing route. Circle 

marks site of bivouac. 

Photo by Robert Rears 

told them we were near the top and going steady. 
Sitting on the cold ledge we realized that we 

would have to finish the climb the next day as 
our water supply rapidly dwindled to only one 
quart of water each. 

The next morning the climbing immediately 
became more difficult. After two pitches we 
came to a prominent white band of rock, which 
though it looked easy from below, proved to be 
the crux of the climb. Midway on the first lead 
across the white band, I watched with some ap-
prehension as Frank drove a dubious knife blade 
beside a wide shallow crack and by jamming his 
body half into the crack, managed to slide down-
ward some fifteen feet to a minute shelf where 
he was again able to continue the traverse. For 
nearly five hours we struggled and sweated our 
way across the white band until we reached a 
large buttress that curved steeply upward to the 
summit. 

The going became very exposed but technically 
easier as we worked our way up the buttress. 
The temperature, which had seemed high the 
day before, now seemed like a furnace making 
every move misery. 

We had rationed our water consumption early 
the second day, so no effort was too great to 
catch the can of beer which our friends on the 
top tossed down to me as I was completing the 
next to the last lead. I caught the first can, 
passed it down to Frank, caught another and 
turned to suggest that we share with the two 
below us only to hear Frank reply that he had 
none left to share. 

Finally at 2:30 P.M. we emerged on the sum-
mit to be greeted by more cold drinks. The climb 
took 29 hours, 15 pitons, and 31 leads to com-
plete. Technically the route rated from easy 
fourth to 5.7 in difficulty and included two 
thousand feet of vertical climbing. 
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For a group of five experienced canyon back-
packers, we were in a very frustrating situation. 
We had spent an entire day hiking along the 
north rim of the Grand Canyon and fighting our 
way through tangled brush, rattlesnake-infested 
scree and frightening descents, only to find our-
selves still hundreds of feet above the floor of 
Crystal Creek Canyon which was our first ob-
jective. From our vantage point on a small ridge 
we still could not see any obvious breaks through 
the imposing Redwall cliff which blocked our 
descent. Sitting around camp that night, Buzz 
Petterson, Bill Sewery, Tom Kreuser, Dave Olson 
and I joked about our predicament and silently 
wondered what we would do if we could not find 
a route down the next day. Thoughts of an ex-
hausting hike back up to the north rim and 
across the plateau to the nearest traveled road, 
fifteen miles away, were not conducive to a good 
nights rest. 

Crystal Creek, a major north rim drainage of 
the Grand Canyon, lies just west of the north 
rim tourist area. It is a permanent stream in its 
lower section and is bounded on the west by 
Point Sublime, Confucius and Mencius Temples; 
and on the east by Tiyo Point, Shiva and Osiris 
Temples. In spite of its nearness to well-traveled 
areas, Crystal Creek Canyon has rarely been 
visited. Previous visits were made by descending 
from the north rim into Dragon Creek which 
joins Crystal Creek about four miles above Crys-
tal Creek's confluence with the Colorado River. 
As far as we knew, no one had ever entered this 
area by descending directly into the upper reach-
es of Crystal Creek, although a number of at-
tempts had been made. We decided to attempt 
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C.A.INTY01\T 
By Donald E. Weaver, Jr. 

such a trek and by the day of departure in late 
May, the venture had grown into a ten-day ex-
pedition which would include some of the rough-
est terrain and hiking conditions existing in the 
Southwest. 

Arising bright and early on the second day of 
our adventure, we shouldered our fifty-pound 
packs and again took up the quest for a feasible 
route through the five hundred feet of red-stain-
ed sandstone which makes up the famous Red-
wall. Traversing south along the west side of 
Crystal Creek Canyon, we passed a number of 
breaks which ended in overhung cliffs. Then, 
unexpectedly, we came upon a break in the Red-
wall which appeared to descend, at a steep angle, 
completely to the base of the crimson cliffs. The 
ramp was steep and brushy but easily negotiated. 
Continuing towards the dry streambed of Crystal 
Creek, we arrived safely at the bottom of the 
terrifying Redwall. 

Our next problem was to find water as quickly 
as possible. Our supply was getting dangerously 
low. Earlier, from the canyon rim, we had seen 
a large grove of cottonwood trees growing on 
the canyon floor about two miles below the point 
of our descent. We hurried down the canyon, 
hoping the trees harbored some sort of spring 
or seep. Our hopes were gloriously rewarded. A 
bubbly spring of cool water emerged briefly from 
the sand. We drank our fill, prepared and glut-
tonously devoured our first solid meal in two 
days and then slumped in the shade of the cotton-
woods for a siesta. 

Reluctantly leaving our desert oasis, we con-
tinued down the dry, rocky creek bed. About one 
mile below the spring, Crystal Creek made its  

much-longed-for appearance. The stream of 
water, although small, lifted our spirits and we 
made rapid progress. The hiking was very easy 
and magnificent canyon vistas greeted us at 
every bend. High above our heads, sun-splashed 
towers and temples rose into the sea-blue sky. 
The desert sun beat down mercilessly, but we 
didn't mind because of the refreshing stream 
flowing at our feet. Indian ruins held our atten-
tion momentarily, but we eagerly continued, 
anxious to see the next panorama. The scene 
brought to mind Thoreau's thought: "The finest 
workers in stone are not copper or steel tools, 
but the gentle touches of air and water working 
at their leisure with a liberal allowance of time." 

Gradually, the canyon walls began to close in. 
We were approaching the narrows. Around a 
sharp bend, the sound of crashing water was 
heard. A short distance further and we were 
standing on the brink of a large cliff with a de-
lightful waterfall cascading down into a dark 
twisting gorge. Tom and Dave began searching 
for a route around the falls and narrows while 
Buzz, assisted by Bill and me, descended into the 
gorge by means of a rope we had brought for 
just this type of situation. Both strategies prov-
ed successful. After completely exploring the 
gorge, Buzz told us to lower his pack down. Bill, 
Dave, Tom and I decided to hike around the ob-
stacles to save time. A short walk across the 
Tonto Plateau, a steep descent on a well-used 
game trail and we joined Buzz on the canyon 
floor where we quickly set up camp. After a 
delicious supper of chicken noodle casserole, 
grape punch and vanilla pudding, we sat around 
a small campfire discussing the events of the last 
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Don Weaver and Buzz Petterson surveying Crystal 
Creek Canyon from the north rim of the Grand Canyon 
in search of a route down to the canyon floor. 

two days, and relaxing. 
The next day we continued making our way 

down Crystal Creek, reaching the junction of 

Crystal and Dragon Creeks well before noon. 

Here we made an unexpected discovery. On a 

small flat at the junction lay a deserted camp. 

One pack frame, two sleeping bags and assorted 

equipment were strewn about. Two, possibly 

three hikers were somewhere in the Crystal 

Creek area. After some speculation about their 

probable route, we left a note of greetings and 

began hiking up Dragon Creek. Investigating a 

nearby glory hole, we discovered an old mining 

claim. A crumbling piece of paper inside a rusty 

tin can announced the claim as belonging to one 

Louis Boucher. The copper mine claim was dated 

1908. Another claim, evidently later, was also 

found nearby. Louis Boucher, one of the earliest 

explorers of the Grand Canyon, seemed to com-

municate with us from out of the past by means 

of a few crumbling bits of handwritten paper. 

Lower Dragon Creek, with its clear stream of 

water and luxuriant vegetation, was an idyllic 

setting. We meandered leisurely upstream until 

we reached the spot where the stream first ap-

peared, a large spring gushing out of an insignifi-

cant gully. Immediately above the spring, the 

canyon narrowed and a number of small cliffs 

prevented further progress. Dumping our packs, 

we scrambled up a gully and emerged on the 

Tonto Plateau. The panorama was breathtaking. 

8 

Dave Olson and Bill Sewery crossing the Tonto Pla-

teau above the narrows of Crystal Creek. The north 
rim is visible in the background. The barely visible 
gorge in the lower right is over 100 feet deo). 

Waist-deep grass covered the plateau. High over-

head, towered Shiva Temple and the Dragon's 

Head. Many miles up the canyon we could see 

where a large side canyon joined with Dragon 

Creek Canyon. The afternoon sun splashed the 

canyon walls with brilliant reds, browns and 

golds. Everything was still but for the waving 

grass, disturbed by a gusty breeze. Gaining a 

good vantage point, we scanned the canyon floor 

for miles upstream. The dry sandy appearance 

indicated we had just passed the last dependable 

water of Dragon Creek. Reluctantly we returned 

to our packs after first exploring the narrow 

gorge which had stopped us an hour before. We 

spent a delightful evening relaxing on the bank 

of Dragon Creek. 
The next morning we retraced our steps and 

reached the now familiar junction of Crystal and 

Dragon Creeks before noon. Passing the still-

deserted camp, we continued on down Crystal 

Creek. Almost immediately we entered the som-

ber black granite of the Colorado River's inner 

gorge. The bleak twisted rocks seemed to brood 

over us and conversation gradually died away. 

One intriguing side canyon with a small trickle 

of water was investigated. Next we passed by a 

series of small pools which had been formed by 

the cutting action of the incessant water flow. 

Two beautiful waterfalls, each about twenty feet 

high, held our attention briefly. The feeling of 

the nearness of the mighty Colorado River drew 



us on. We strained to hear the roar of the tumb-
ling rapids. Then, rounding a bend, a dull rumble 
struck our ears. A little farther and we were 
standing on the edge of the muddy torrent. We 
had reached the Colorado River. Shortly we were 
splashing in the cool water of a secluded cove 
formed by a small sand bar. 

Our joy at reaching the river was short-lived. 
We had intended to cross the river above Crystal 
Rapids, enter Slate Creek Canyon and pioneer a 
new route to the south rim. The scene sprawled 
before us immediately convinced us this would 
be impossible. The mouth of Slate Creek lay well 
below the beginning of Crystal Rapids and sheer 
canyon walls would prevent us from traversing 
along the river's edge. Surveying the river, we 
were dumbstruck at the idea of even trying to 
cross such a swift, seething torrent with nothing 
but our puny air mattresses. 

Early the following morning, Tom, Buzz and I 
hiked and climbed along the river shore to in-
spect the area downstream. We reached Tuna 
Rapids, about a mile below Crystal Rapids, and 
hiked about a mile up Tuna Creek Canyon. Mean-
while, Dave and Bill busied themselves experi-
menting with various river crossing techniques. 
Don Weaver looking up Dragon Creek Canyon from the 
Tonto Plateau directly above the narrows of Dragon 
Creek Canyon. The streambed is completely dry. 

Finally, about noon, we decided to begin our at-
tempt at crossing the river. After testing the 
current, we decided it would be utter folly to 
start the crossing less than one-half mile up-
stream of Crystal Rapids. Slowly we fought our 
way upstream against the stiff current. In some 
spots we could work our way cautiously along 
narrow submerged ledges, in others we pulled 
ourselves along the canyon walls while immersed 
in the freezing water. Often there was no alter-
native but to swim, one at a time, to the next 
ledge or point. After hours of work, we managed 
to reach a beautiful sandy cove about a quarter-
of-a-mile upstream from Crystal Rapids. Cold, 
wet and hungry, we decided to stop and continue 
upriver the next day. 

Working feverishly, we managed to gain an-
other quarter of a mile the next morning. We 
rearranged our tiny flotilla of air mattresses by 
tying them all together in one large raft. The 
packs, wrapped in tube tents, were then securely 
lashed to the raft. Next everyone tied himself 
to the raft leaving a little slack rope for maneu-
vering. Bill and I, strong swimmers, were in 
front. Tom, Dave and Buzz were behind the raft. 
Bill was tied to the raft with a long rope and 

Tom Kreuser drinking from Dragon Creek's refreshing 
flow. 
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When the raft was within a hundred feet of the 
opposite shore, he was to swim to shore towing 
the line, anchor it to a rock and then let the cur-
rent swing the raft and the rest of the party 
into shore. We hoped to hit shore on a small 
sandy point which we could see about a quarter-
of-a-mile downstream. 

Completing our preparations, we hesitated, gath-
ering our courage, and then, with a whoop, 
launched ourselves into the icy current. Suddenly 

the main current catch es us. We shoot down-
stream at an alarming rate. The shore flashes 

past. Soon we will pass the point and what lies 

below is an ominous question. In a frenzy, Bill 

lunges for a boulder jutting out from the point. 

Somehow he manages to reach it. Clasping his 

arms around it, he prepares for the violent pull 

of the charging raft. Bill hangs on. Slowly the 
raft swings in towards shore. Gasping for 

breath, Dave and I crawl ashore. The heavily-
loaded raft gently nudges into shore. Tom and 

Buzz flounder ashore. Exhausted, everyone col-
lapses on the beach. Minutes pass. Gradually our 

breath returned and slowly the realization came 
that we had crossed the mighty Colorado River 

where others had said it was impossible. We be- 
Don Weaver, Dave Olson, Bill Sewery and Buzz Petter-
son just after crossing the mighty Colorado River. The 
joy is obvious. 

gan to laugh and joke. 
After our excitement had somewhat abated, 

we sorted our gear, ate lunch and in general pre-
pared for what appeared to be a short scramble 
upstream to Boucher Creek. Shouldering our 
packs, we started off. At first we stayed low, 
working our way along the steep slope at the 
river's edge. As time passed, the terrain became 
more difficult and we were gradually forced 
higher. Making our way cautiously along a nar-

row ledge two hundred feet above the river, we 
were confronted with a series of jagged ridges 

rising five hundred feet from the canyon floor. 
A nearby sand bar promised a safe haven from 

the fast approaching darkness. Quickly we de-

scended. Reaching the sandy beach, we wearily 

prepared and ate our evening meal and then vir-

tually collapsed onto the cool sand. 
The morning dawned clear and warm. After a 

hearty breakfast of oatmeal, orange juice, milk 
and sugar, we again moved upriver. This time, 

however, we immediately gained elevation. The 

ascent was quite touchy but we made it without 
mishap. Soon we were traversing along the rim 

of the inner gorge directly below the brown Tap-
eats Sandstone. To our relief, the route proved 

Bill Sewery and Don Weaver climbing the steep inner 
gorge heading towards Boucher Creek. 
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Don Weaver on the Tonto Plateau looking upriver to-
wards Hermit Rapids. 

to be relatively easy although the tremendous 
height was somewhat unnerving. Reaching the 
mouth of Boucher Creek Canyon, we descended 
a steep gully and were soon drinking the refresh-
ing water of Boucher Creek. A short distance 
downstream we were treated to a spectacular 
view of Boucher Rapids. Retracing our steps, we 
headed up Boucher Creek. This was familiar ter-
ritory since we had explored this area in a pre-
vious canyon trip. A short time later we reached 
the ruins of Louis Boucher's camp and prepared 
to spend the night. This historic spot showed no 
sign of human visitation since our previous visit 
six months earlier. 

After a restful night, the party split up into 
two groups for the final jaunt back to civiliza-
tion. Buzz and Bill hiked up the Boucher Trail 
arriving on the south rim late Sunday night. 
Tom, Dave and I hiked part way up the Boucher 
Trail, then picked up the Tonto Trail heading 
towards Hermit Creek. From our lofty position 
over a thousand feet above the river we watched 
two rafts flash down the river and through Her-
mit Rapids. Skirting awesome Travertine Can-
yon we gradually descended into Hermit Creek 
Canyon. Leaving our packs at Hermit Camp, we 

Tom Kreuser looking back into Hermit Creek Canyon 
which we had just ascended to gain the south rim. This 
was the first ascent of ,this route. 

leisurely explored the lower section of Hermit 
Creek. Beautiful waterfalls, lush greenery and 
the thundering fury of Hermit Rapids rewarded 
our efforts. Camp was set up among the tumb-
ling ruins of a tourist camp which had been op-
erated by the Santa Fe Railroad in the 1920's. 

As a fitting end to our canyon adventure we 
decided to make the first ascent of a new route 
to the south rim by climbing directly up Hermit 
Creek Canyon. Bill had previously descended 
this route and had given us the benefit of his 
experience. Upper Hermit Creek resembles a 
tropical paradise. Waterfalls, surrounded by 
dense green thickets, plunge directly into crystal 
clear pools. Red canyon walls tower overhead. 
Fighting our way through the dense under-
growth, we finally reached the headwaters of 
Hermit Creek. From this point the route was 
steep and rocky. At one point we climbed a series 
of ledges, hoisting our packs up one at a time. A 
steep scree slope followed by a short climb 
brought us directly to the Dripping Springs 
Trail. An evening of reminiscing, story-telling 
and a cool restful sleep at Dripping Springs pre-
cluded our triump'hant hike to the south rim the 
following day. 
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There was a great bustle far below us at 

Lukla's bush airfield. Nepal's Royal Flight Twin 

Pioneer was approaching the Solu-Khumbu, Sher-

paland. Flight Lt. Ken Hart briefed me over the 

roar of the engines. "Below us, on the left, you 

will see Namche Bazaar," he said, pointing north 

into a maze of mountains and river gorges. "We 

will fly directly over Khunde and Khumjung 

villages. Look closely, and you'll see Ed Hillary's 

new hospital." 

In minutes we were over the Khunde ridge. 

Villagers and hospital staff stood waving below. 

Down past Khumjung we flew, past an old mon-

astery with its brand new aluminum roof, an-

other gift from Hillary, glinting in the bright 

sun. We turned below Tengboche Monastery, with 

a glimpse of Ama Dablam, Taboche, and Mount 

Everest. Banking over highland pastures, we 

dropped in a slow glide down over the Dudh 

Kosi, the Milky River, to Lukla's field. 

Cheerful Sherpas thronged to unload the plane. 

Other trekking parties were waiting to leave on 
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TO THE EVEREST REGION 
By Donald A. Messerschmidt 
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the return flight to Kathmandu. They boarded 

quickly, and the plane roared down the sloping 

runway, rose, and disappeared into the blue 

Himalayan sky. The throngs disappeared into 

village houses. I joined Pasang Kami, the Sherpa 

I had arranged to guide my one man "expedition" 

to Everest Base Camp, and we began the winding 

one and one-half day journey north to Namche 

Bazaar. 
T'he Dudh Kosi at this latitude flows south-

ward through a beautiful gorge flanked by for-

ests of pine and fir, and a few scattered Sherpa 

villages and fields. The trail winds in and out 

along the hillsides, with a dozen grand views of 

Khumbila, the sacred mountain of the Khumbu 

region, towering ahead. Hand graved mani-walls, 
silent prayers cut in stone, surmounted by tall 

prayer flags, set the tone of the trip. This was 
the land of Lamaist Buddhism . . . at the edge of 
Tibet. 

I walked alone for a time. Soon the grandeur 
of the towering mountains filled me with a deep  

sense of spiritual well being, lightened by the 

sparkling cheerfulness of the Sherpas. 

On Saturday, Christmas Eve, Pasang Kami, 

the porters (including his wife, four months 

pregnant), and I left Namche Bazaar enroute to 

the twin villages of Khumjung and Khunde. 

Though not far in miles, the trail is uphill, a 

steep, arduous climb from 11,300 feet to 12,500 

feet. It took several hours of steady going. 

All along the way we met Sherpa villagers com-

ing down to Namche for the Saturday bazaar. 

Saturday is the one day a week when craftsmen 

and Tibetan traders show their wares: boots, 

silverware, brocades, fur caps, and occasional art 

objects. The Kiranti people from the Solu region, 

a few days south of Namche, come to sell or 

trade rice, corn, butter, and other produce. 
In Khunde we stopped by the hospital to say 

"Merry Christmas" to the doctor and his wife 
and others in the Hillary party. That evening 
we all got together for several hours talking 
"mountains" over Christmas brandy. I returned 
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Tibetan Buddhist prayers cut in stone, surmounted by a 
prayer flag send their silent messages toward Khumbila 
Peak, sacred mountain of the Sherpas. 

Pasang Karnes wife stirs rigi-kur (Sherpa potato pan-
cakes) on a hot stone over our camp fire. After frying on 
both sides, rigi-kur are richly garnished with yak cream 
cheese, garlic, peppers, and yak butter. 

Sherpas Celebrate "Childrens' Christmas" 

to the tent under a clear, cold sky, awed by the 
shining moonlit peaks. 

A special "Childrens' Christmas" was held a 
few days later, following the return of the Hil-
lary family from a trip to Everest Base Camp. 
The party was all fun and games for dozens of 
village children. Book-on-head races, egg-on-
spoon relays, and cross-country obstacle runs 
were main events, rousing the gay spontaneity of 
the Sherpas. But the highlight was the arrival 
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of "Father Christmas," riding on a dzopkyo (yak 
crossbreed), bedecked in brilliant red goose down 
parka and pants, with a cotton beard. He tossed 
candies and tiny gifts to all, with a cherry "Ho-
Ho-Ho !" and "Merry Christmas !" 

On to Everest Base Camp 
Wednesday morning, Pasang Kami and I were 

on the trail again, one day to Pangboche village. 
The trail leads down through Khumjung and be-
yond into the gorge of the Dudh Kosi through 
stands of fir, pine, rhododendron, and birch. High 
on a ridge east of the river and under the peak 



of Ama Dablam, is Tengboche Gompa, a Budd-
hist monastery of twenty-five monks presided 
over by a reincarnate Lama. I went on ahead of 
the porters, up the winding ridge trail. Alone, I 
approached the monastery and passed under the 
entrance arch. Not a breath of wind stirred, not 
a person was seen. Yaks dozed in the monastery 
compound. High in the north the snow plume of 
Everest sailed silently eastward, far above the 
Imja Valley. I stood breathless and drank in the 
austere silence and peace of Tengboche. A line 
of verse stalked my memory: 
Ober allen Gipfeln (Over all heights 
Ist Ruh; Is peace; 
In allen Wipfeln In all treetops 
Spurest du You feel 
Kaum einen Hauch; Hardly a breath; 
Die Vogelein Schweigen im Walde. The little birds are 

—Goethe, Eth Gleiches. silent in the forest.) 

We spent only a few minutes at Tengboche, 
then motioned the porters to continue another 
hour upriver to Pangboche. An impending snow-
storm spurred us on in fear that our Base Camp 
trip might be delayed. We would spend more time 
at Tengboche on our return trip. 

For supper in Pangboche we ate rigi-kur 
(Sherpa potato pancakes) , twelve inches in 
diameter, one-half inch thick, fried on a hot 
stone, and richly garnished with yak cream 
cheese, garlic, red peppers, and yak butter. I had 
eaten them in Namche Bazaar, and came to pre-
fer them to the dry, often tasteless packaged 
meats and vegetables which I carried. 

That evening I stood alone in a Pangboche 
field. Slowly the alpenglow, or tomgi-nima to 
Sherpas the Bear's Sun, faded from the peaks. 
Directly east stood Ama Dablam, a towering 
white monument. Ama Dablam, translated, 
means a mother's charm box. Perhaps the fate 
of every expedition to the top of the world lies 
within that charm box, for it is significant that 
the route to Everest passes directly beneath her. 

Northward, beyond the valley of the Imj a, 
stood the tip of Everest jutting above the mas-
sive black wall of the Lhotse-Nuptse ridge. A 
violent snowstorm was sweeping over the sum- 

mits, catching the alpenglow and turning it to a 
most ominous color. Standing at dusk in the dead 
of a cruel Himalayan winter, among the highest 
peaks on earth, one witnesses an endless "end 
of the world" pageant of the elements. "Some 
say the world will end in fire," writes Robert 
Frost. "Some say in ice . . ." 

Thursday saw us out of the reach of habita-
tion, approaching the Khumbu Glacier. We pass-
ed the summer huts of Pheriche and Phulung 
Karpo, Highlands of the White Ox. A few yaks, 
black dots on the brown and white landscape, 
grazed in the valley. One yak herder and his black 
mastiff dog stood watching from the ridge high 

overhead. 
At dusk we were at the two stone huts of 

Duglha, hurriedly collecting yak dung as a snow 
storm swooped in. It snowed all night, while we 
were rolled up warm beside a glowing yak dung 
fire inside. I had a strange feeling that evening, 
as if Duglha held a secret. Earlier, we had dis-
cussed yetis (abominable snowmen), and con-
ceded that their fear and dislike of fire and wood 
smoke would keep them away. (Pasang Kami 
had in fact lighted a tiny fire in the empty sec-
ond hut for just that reason.) Then Sona, one 
of the porters, told a strange story. 

Years before, on a cold, snowy spring morning, 
a Hindu Sadhu (a Holy Man), arrived at Duglha. 
He said he had come to the Himalaya to die. In 
this very cabin the old man sat in the pose of 
contemplation . . . waited . . . died. 

In the morning, the snow was too deep to at-
tempt the climb up to Lobuche along the glacier. 
Instead, Pasang Kami, Sona, and I donned our 
winter gear and goggles and struck out to see the 
ice lake, Tshola Tsho, about two miles away. 
Traversing the northern perimeter of the lake 
we arrived at Tshola Og, a tiny, abandoned sum-
mer settlement. In a hut there we built a fire 
and ate lunch. Outside, the realm of ice and rock 
slept under a quilt of snow. 

Saturday dawned clear at Duglha, and the 
morning sun quickly melted the snow cover. We 
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Ama Dablam, the Mother's Charm Box, towers impasszvely of the lmja Sir Edmund Hillary sips rice beer, a 

Valley and the route to Everest. the childrens' game. 

New Year's Day at Everest Base Camp 

moved on up the Khumbu Valley. Lobuche is the 

last outpost for yak herders. Beyond its one hut 

there is nothing but endless glacial moraine, ice, 

and perilous mountain walls. 
We trekked on through the afternoon to Gorak 

Shep, 17, 061 ft., and pitched our tent beside 

another tiny ice lake. The mountain night de-

scended like a knife about four o'clock. The night 

was New Year's Eve. The temperature dropped 

to 0°F., accompanied by a howling wind and 
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avalanches periodically roaring off the western 

buttress of Nuptse. No one slept well. 

Sunday, New Year's Day 1967, Pasang Kami 

and I stretched our lungs and legs on the tor-

turous route up to Base Camp (17,800 ft.). The 

moraine and a maze of seracs were the most de-

manding obstacles. Pasang Kami knew his way, 

having been to Base Camp innumerable times 

with other parties. In 1965, he climbed with the 

Indian Everest Expedition, making three carries 

to the 26,200 foot South Col. 
What did Base Camp look like? Frankly, a 

appeal 
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.s black against the 

iy from Kala Pattar. 
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A young spectator at the Christmas games. 



Exploring Everest Base Camp Area 

from page sixteen 

garbage dump. Refuse from all the major expe-

ditions lay strewn over the tossed and jumbled 

ice and moraine in an endless eyefull. 
All of that was trivial next to what we had 

really come to see, the great Khumbu Icefall. A 

maze of churning icewalls, crevasses, and seracs 

unimaginably rounded out to the lip of the 
Western Cwm above, with the black face of 

Lhotse Peak, 27,890 ft. as a backdrop beyond. 

"The cwm is filled with peace, silence," Pasang 

Kami commented another world, he seemed to 

imply. I gazed, imagining a party of climbers, 

tiny dots, winding up through the Icefall. The 

successful British, Swiss, Americans, and Indians 

had come this way, I thought. But from where 

we stood we could not see Everest's summit, the 

West Ridge, or even the South Col. They were 

blocked by the massive west shoulder. Tomorrow, 

we would climb to Kala Pattar on the south 

shoulder of Pumo Ri west of Base Camp to see 

the complete panorama. 
Only a mile north of Base Camp rise the slopes 

of Lho La, a low, 19,700 foot pass along a cirque 

of bare rock and ice spilling out of Tibet from 

the Rongphu Glacier. Just beyond the pass tow-

ers Changtse Peak, 24,780 ft. 
We eyed Lho La. Only two months before, 

some say, a Chinese Communist patrol crossed 

this pass into the Khumbu. I speculated. Per-

haps, with crampons and rope, it could be done. 

West of Base Camp rises the rounded cone of 

Pumo Ri (23,442 ft.), and beyond it, southwest, 

th,. wide open spaces of the great glacial valley 

of Changri La, a pass leading west towards Gya-

chung Kang Peak. 
On our retreat through the icefield, a throb-

bing headache kicked up. The bright sun on 

glaring ice was hideously intense, although I 
wore goggles. Here and there along the stone 

strewn route we cut a few steps to cross short 
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walls of ice. Loose gravel on the ice made tricky 
footwork at times. At Gorak Shep I nursed the 
headache with aspirin and turned in to sleep as 
the alpenglow faded on Nuptse. 

The next morning we climbed to Kala Pattar, 
the Black Slab, an outcrop 1200 feet above and 

west of our Gorak Shep camp. The ascent was 

sugar coated compared to the Base Camp route. 
The high rolling grasslands dwindled to bright 

lichens on the bare boulders and rock slabs. 

The wind whistled cold as both Pasang Kami 
and I fingered my cameras, tripping shutters in 

a free-for-all of fabulous views. To the east was 

the Everest summit, the West Ridge, the South 

Col, Lhotse, and Nuptse. South of the Khumbu 

Glacier rose Ama Dablam, Kangtega, Tamserku, 

Taboche, and Tsholatse peaks. Westward, out 

over a sheer 1,000 foot vertical drop from our 

perch, spread the glaciers of Changri La. Tower-

ing tranquilly over us, almost at touching dis-

tance it seemed, was the white cone dome of 
Pumo Ri. 

That afternoon we left Gorak Shep for Lo-
buche, bucking a biting wind and fog with long 

shadows all the way. The sun had already set on 

the tiny stone hut when we arrived. Again, a 

wonderfully hot yak dung fire warmed us. 

Supper that evening consisted of Sherpa 
thukpa, a tasty noodle soup. Talk of yetis came 

up again, for one had been heard at Lobuche be-

fore. The night temperature, the coldest recorded 

on the trip, was a bitter —8°F. 

Just before dark, Pasang Kami pointed out a 

rocky pass across the glacier east of Lobuche. 

"Tomorrow, Sah'b," he said, "we will 'cut' the 

Kongma La to Dingboche village. The porters 

will go on down by the regular valley trail." 

Kongma La, the Pass of the Dafia Pheasants 
Kongma La was 18,100 feet high. The ap-

proach and ascent from the west looked steep 

enough, but a far steeper descent from the top 
seemed likely by the shadings on Erwin Schneid-
er's excellent map of the Everest Region. 

We wondered. But willing to take on a new 



Tengboche quietly reflects the serenity and holiness of Khumbila, sacred mountain of the Khumbu Region. 

Lamaist monks of Tengboche Monastery sit in the morning sun after early prayers. 
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Author Shown Rare 900-Year-Old Manuscript 

adventure in the mountains, and eager to ex-
plore new terrain, we set out early Tuesday 
morning, lightly loaded with camera and film 
and only the barest necessities. 

After crossing Khumbu Glacier, we began to 
climb. There was no established route, although 
someone had been that way before and kindly 
left rock markers at intervals. Stopping frequent-
ly to rest, we feasted our eyes on the fine rock 
climbing all about us. In fact, the nineteen and 
twenty thousand foot peaks north and south of 
Kongma La seemed to be easy one day summits 
from the picturesque grassy basin called Ling-
ten at their base. Everywhere, we saw the cluck-
ing coveys of Kongma, Dafia Monal Pheasants, 
Nepal's national bird. 

At two o'clock we reached the pass cairn. The 
map was right the descent was fearfully steep, 
adding a significant challenge to our little ad-
venture. Five hundred feet below was a tiny, 
oval ice lake. Pasang Kami took the descent in 
stride, living up to his renown as a first class 
Sherpa rock climber. Down out of sight he bound-
ed, scuttling over dangerously loose boulders and 
rotten rock, seeking a feasible route. Much slow-
er, I literally felt my way along one or two pos-
sibilities, only to turn back and try another. I 
did not dare follow Pasang Kami directly, for one 
loose rock might set others falling down on him. 

After a little searching above the cliffs, I found 
the best route for me, and proceeded, kicking 
the rotten shale loose and using my hands, ice 
axe, and feet in a don't-dare-pause descent. From 
the steep scree slopes beneath the cliffs, I cut 
diagonally to the lake and met Pasang Kami. We 
wrote our names in big letters in the snow, and 
left quickly. We were late. A light snow was 
falling, through which we could barely make out 
the misty outline of the massive Lhotse-Nuptse 
wall directly over us. Pasang Kami pointed east, 
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toward Baruntse and Makalu peaks, out of sight 
in the storm clouds. "A circus !" he said, refer-
ring to the nearer ridge of skyline crags, pinna-
cles, and balanced rocks. 

Still many hours from Dingboche, high above 
the upper yak pastures, a long line of cliffs drop-
ping two to three hundred feet bisected our way. 
Without a pause to reconsider, we started down. 
Pasang Kami led, on a series of relatively easy 
pitches. Now and then he would scramble up to 
take my ice axe or pack in a tight spot. On every 
grassy ledge I stopped to beat some circulation 
back into freezing fingers. 

By four o'clock we were traversing the steep 
hillside above the Imja Valley. The sun was long 
out of sight. Southward, through the thinning 
storm, spread an awe-inspiring Himalayan pan-
orama: the Imja, Chhukhung, and Ama Dablam 
icefields. 

We topped a small knoll within sight of Ding-
boche, three miles down the broad valley. A quar-
ter of a mile below us, in the juniper scrub, Stood 
Sona in my bright red Everest goose down parka. 
We waved recognition. He had come with a 
thermos of hot tea to meet us. He turned and set 
fire to a juniper bush signaling "All's Well" to 
Pasang Kami's wife in Dingboche, that we had 
arrived safely. 

Tengboche 
The following day we approached Tengboche 

Monastery through light snow flurries. The trail 
wound uphill from Deboche Nunnery through a 
solemn forest of rhododendron and fir. We found 
room with a young monk, as the guest house 
seemed awfully cold and cheerless. 

We had hardly arrived when I was called to 
an audience with the reincarnate Lama of Teng-
boche, Ngawang Tenzing Jonpo. In the tradi-
tional Tibetal-Sherpa fashion of honor and re- 
spect, I presented him with a white khata scarf. 
He motioned that I should sit, and I was served 
salt-butter tea. The Lama's brother, Kalsang, 
joined us, and that evening and for several hours 
the next day, the three of us discussed the plight 



of Tibetan Buddhism. They related impressions 
of the Lama's last visit to Lhasa. "The sad thing 
is," they commented, "Tibetan Buddhism is all 
but gone." 

It has been reported that many of the precious 
and priceless books in Lhasa and in many mon-
asteries have been destroyed by burning. Hun-
dreds of books were thrown into the rivers. 
Others, it is said, were cut up to make mattress 
stuffing for the Communist Chinese soldiers! 

Miraculously, a few of the rare manuscripts 
have been preserved in the border states of Ne-
pal, Sikkim, and Bhutan, and in India with the 
Dalai Lama. Permanent preservation of these 
books is important to Lamaism and to the store 
of human knowledge. The Lama arose and beck-
oned me to come into his private chapel. There 
he withdrew a large, hand-written manuscript 
from the cabinet and opened it ceremoniously 
before me. "This book is nine hundred years 
old," he said quietly. "I brought it back from 
Tibet. We have many others like it; rare, price-
less, found nowhere else. Manuscripts like these 
are disappearing from the monasteries into the 
hands of those who do not care or understand. 
We must preserve what few remain . . ." 

As he spoke, quietly and slowly, my mind was 
churning. There I stood, slung with two cameras 
and an answer. Microfilm! A program to micro-
film these rare books would fulfill two needs of 
which the Lama spoke, namely: preservation and 
availability to other lamas and scholars. 

Tengboche is only one of the many depositories 
of the books that have trickled out of Tibet. Is it 
possible to find some interested party to sponsor 
a microfilming program now, immediately, while 
some of these books are still to be found? 

When I was not with the reincarnate Lama, 
I spent hours roaming the hillsides photograph-
ing the monastery. Never had I felt more at ease, 
at peace with the environment, with myself, with 
the people. It was a time for reflection. 

The Lama showed me his flower garden tuck-
ed away in a tiny underground greenhouse, away  

from the killing frost. Pansies and roses bloomed 
brightly. Later, over more tea, we talked of reli-
gion and philosophy, world and local affairs. 

After dark that evening, I walked up to watch 
the night vigil inside the great pagoda temple. 
One tiny butter lamp burned. On either side of 
the cold hall the monks sat bundled in red robes, 
murmuring their prayers. 

Later I slipped into the dark kitchen room, 
and sat with the monks around the dying fire; 
sat watching them eat their stew and bread and 
salt-butter tea. The youngest novices bore the 
brunt of many jokes and pranks; they took it in 
good spirit. As the monks ate and talked and 
laughed, the embers' glow caught their smiling 
faces and red robes. I under'stood little of what 
was being said, but felt a deep sense of 
communion. 

"Much on earth is hidden from us," wrote 
Dostoevski, "but to make up for that, we have 
been given a precious mystic sense of our living 
bond with the other world . . ." Was this the 
"other world," the world of an ancient and mys-
tical religious tradition, the world of Tibet? It 
struck me that Tengboche was one of the last 
living outposts of Tibetan Buddhism. Sitting 
there in the dark, by the glowing logs, I was 
witnessing something rare, wonderful, 
mysterious. 

Thinking back on Tengboche, memories arise 
of rare, beautiful flowers, roses and pansies 
blooming in the dead of winter; of jovial laugh-
ter and solemn prayers of the few monks; of 
peaceful, quiet Tengboche, outpost of an ancient 
mystery; all of this in stark contrast to the 
cruel, cold mountain night. There is food for 
thought in all of this, in the tranquil harmony of 
opposing elements. Therein is the mystic call of 
this Asian top of the world. 

I left Tengboche in the early morning sun, 
with the Lama's parting khata scarf on my neck, 
the haunting gong of the call to prayer ringing 
behind me. Lukla, the return flight, the racing 
tensions of the outside world seemed unreal. 
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Members of a Wy'East Climbers ski touring party approaching the lava observation tower that marks 

the summit of McKenzie Pass. Ross Petrie photo. 
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The stories of Snowshoe Thompson, America's 
first skier, carrying the mail across the Sierras 
during the winter months of the heyday of min-
ing activities of California and Nevada are a 
well-known part of the history of skiing in this 
country. Not so well-known are the stories of his 
counterpart, John T. Craig, who carried the mail 
in a similar manner across the Cascades of Ore-
gon between the Willamette Valley and the east-
ern portion of the state by way of McKenzie 
Pass. During the mid-1800's Craig located and 
built the first wagon road across the pass. This 
road was later used as the basis for the present 
highway. Where Craig's original way crosses 
lava fieds near the summit, the motor highway 
skirts the edges of the flow and portions of the 
wagon road are still clearly visible winding across 
the barren landscape. 
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For several years, Craig carried the mail him-
self, providing an essential link between the 
western and eastern parts of the State. In the 
summer months, the mail was carried by horse 
and wagon and in the winter months, when snow 
blocked the pass, this man of strength shoulder-
ed the load and donned skis or snowshoes. John 
T. Craig died during a snow storm while carry-
ing the mail across McKenzie Pass, and his last 
remains are buried at the spot where he fell, just 
short of the summit. A fitting memorial marks 
the spot adjacent to the present-day highway. 

In spite of the need to keep it open and the 
machines to do it, the McKenzie Pass highway 
is still closed each winter by Oregon's worst 
winter weather. For the cross-country ski en-
thusiast, the snowbound road makes an ideal 
route of travel. The runners can cover the eigh- 



This stone observation post marks the summit of McKenzie Pass. In its exposed position it is a poor 
spot to spend a winter night. Ross Petrie photo. 

IA O 0 ON 01-CIO By Ross Petne 

teen miles between snow gates easily in a few 
hours or the trip can be done as an overnight 
trip at a more leisurely pace with a camp-out 
near the summit. Going from east to west the 
course consists of about three miles of uphill 
(1500'), about eleven miles across the more or 
less flat, and about four miles of downhill 
(2500'). 

During the early 1950's several cross-country 
ski races were run across this route These races 
were complete with official USA mail packets 
and ceremonies. 

Located at the summit of the pass is a stone 
observation tower, a popular spot for summer 
tourists to view the vast lava fields of the area. 
Geologists say these lavas flowed within the past 
500 years. In the winter months, the area is 
buried under ten to fifteen feet of snow. The  

route of travel runs along the edges of the lava 
flow so that on one side lies a barren windswept 
wasteland, while on the other side lies the alpine 
meadow and forest typical of the high Cascades. 
In planning this trip, as in the planning of any 
cross-country ski jaunt, the weather is the first 
consideration. Snow storms in this area can be 
very severe as even John T. Craig found out. 
Making a one-way crossing requires a car shut-
tle; however, other east-west, all-weather high-
ways adjacent to the McKenzie make this a 
readily-solved problem. 

This McKenzie Pass cross-country ski tour is 
one of several such trips being promoted in Ore-
gon. For further Oregon cross-country ski tour-
ing information, contact the Wy'East Climbers, 
c/o Ross Petrie, 4626 N. E. 37th Ave., Portland, 
Oregon 97211. 
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ABOARD UAL 151 FROM O'HARE TO 
SEA-TAC 

By Alan B. Kamman 

Twenty-eight thousand feet — not climbing — 
flying! In between Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 
and Mt. Rainier, Washington. In between zero 
sea -level and a 14,410-foot summit. In between 
a sedentary desk job and a strenuous oxygen-
deficient climb. 

The major problem for a mountaineer on the 
east coast is how to keep fit when the nearest 
hummock over a few thousand feet is a few 
hundred miles away. Weekend excursions to the 
"Gunks" in New York or the White Mountains 
in New Hampshire can only be made rarely be-
cause of family commitments. 

The formula I've worked out to keep the flab-
biness away might be of interest. It's effective, 
but not particularly pleasant. Before you start 
to exercise, plan ahead for next summer's trip, 
and keep dreaming of that objective as you go 
through the dreary routine of preparation. The 
schedule has two major divisions: a prepared 
program, and an informal home-workshop ap-
proach called "Do it the Hard Way." 

My own prepared program starts with finding 
a copy of the Royal Canadian Air Force Exercise 
Book, deleting all exercises calling for lying on 
the stomach and raising chest or legs (now con-
sidered unsafe by most PT experts) , then follow-
ing their instructions for 10 minutes two or 
three times a week. Since you'll be doing addi-
tional work, it's OK to disregard the "everyday" 
rule. 

Second, find a place to run. When my office 
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was in the center of Philadelphia, I devoted two 
or three lunch hours a week to using the track 
at a nearby YMCA. The goal is to gradually work 
up to two miles a period. Last year I ran 111 
miles, and this represented 2886 laps on the oval 
track. Often I became dizzy before I became 
tired. Hearkening to the prerequisite, daydream 
of that objective as you pound around those laps. 
It's the key which makes them bearable. 

In the absence of a YMCA, I have used, at 
various times, the local high school outdoor 
track, a township park with trails and the city's 
sidewalks. I disapprove of the last alternative. 
Your ankles will feel like pin cushions from the 
beating on concrete, and the local constabulary 
gets the idea that you're fleeing from a robbery. 

Third, lift weights for five minutes. When at 
the YMCA, I use their weight-lifting room. I 
also purchased an inexpensive set for my own 
use at home. The Royal Canadian's and running 
do little for the arms, so the weight-lifting rou-
tines should stress those muscles. Most sets come 
with instructions, and all YMCA supervisors can 
give you fundamentals in a short time. 

Fourth, build a platform for leg exercises. The 
idea is to gradually work to the point where you 
can step up and down 100 times with each leg, 
then repeat with a 25-pound pack. The height 
of the platform should be approximately four 
inches above your knee. Since a good rule of 
mountaineering is never to take a step above 
knee height, you'll be prepared for all 
eventualities. 

My platform was constructed out of 3/4-inch 
plywood measuring 12" x 24", and resting on legs 
27" high made of 2" x 3" lumber suitably braced. 



Thoughts on Conditioning.... 

The sequence is as follows: 

Place the left leg on the platform, keeping 

all weight on the right leg (the rest step). 

Lift yourself with the left leg on the plat-

form beside it. Do not help yourself by 

pushing with the right leg or foot. 

Slowly lower the right leg to the floor, main-

taining your balance and forcing the left 

leg to do all the work. 

Bring the left leg down to the floor beside 

the right leg. 
Repeat 10 times with the left. 

Repeat 10 times with the right leg. 

Repeat the sequence each period, starting 

with 40 times for each leg (four sequence 

5's and four sequence 6's). Increase to 100 

times for each leg. 
Add a 25-pound pack (use your weights for 

the pack) and start at 40 steps, increasing 

to your natural limit. 

This is the best single routine I've encountered 

for building leg muscles. It can be performed in 

the house in the winter (watch out for 8-foot 

ceilings if you're 6 feet tall), and in the backyard 

in the summer. 
These four exercises; Royal Canadian, running, 

weight-lifting, stepping — should be done twice 

weekly in the winter and three to four times 

weekly in the summer. This assumes that you 

are preparing for a summer trip. Total time daily 

is approximately a half-hour and you'll prepare 

your body for the work to come. 
Interspersed throughout the year, use the "Do 

it the Hard Way" method. Here, you are limited 

only by your ingenuity. For example, in a humid 

east coast summer, the mountaineers' despair is  

his lawn. Weekly it must be cut. Starting six 

weeks before a climb, I load my cruiser pack with 

a 50-pound bag of rock salt purchased the pre-

vious winter for sidewalk ice. Since it takes about 

two hours to cut my property, I start by wear-

ing the pack for the final 30 minutes, then grad-

ually increase to the full two hours. Finally, I 

find enough to do around the yard to wear it for 

four hours. Four hours at 50 pounds is equivalent 

to a greater time at lesser weight (I climb with 

a pack weighing under 30 pounds). 

During snow-shoveling season (and we were 

inundated this year) I climbed into my high-

altitude togs, cleaned off my long driveway and 

the neighbor's property (for the exercise) , then 

strapped on crampons and proceeded to a steep 

railroad embankment to practice technique. It is 

advisable to keep a copy of the local train sched-

ule on hand since a fall at certain hours could be 

devastating. While Summit's "Letters to the 

Editor" column is limited in lineage, perhaps the 

readers could volunteer their own "Do it the 

Hard Way" suggestions. I, for one, would be in-

tensely interested. 

There is, however, no truly effective prepara-

tion for altitude. Wind-sprints are somewhat 

helpful; Buddha-like breathing less so. My per-

sonal experience is to schedule the holiday so I 

can spend at least one day at about 5000 feet to 

start the acclimatization process. Then, when I 

finally reach my objective, I can forget the drill-

ing, dreary winter and bask in a proverb that 

seems especially applicable to the sport of moun-

taineering: "The harder one works, the luckier 

he gets." 
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Mt. McKinley: The Pioneer Climbs, by Terris Moore. 

Published by the University of Washington Press, 

Seattle, $6.95. 
About half of this book is about Dr. Cook's claim 

for the first ascent in 1906, which will prove extreme-
ly entiresting to the reader who likes all the details 
of a sleuthing mystery or be extremely dull to the 
reader who doesn't like all the details of an obvious 
lie. Well worth the price of the book alone, however, 
is the chapter dealing with an interview of Billy 
Taylor, a member of the Sourdough Expedition that 
made the first ascent of the North Peak. Other fasci-
nating chapters include Judge Wickersham's first 
climbing attempt; the attainment of 20,000 feet by 
Parker and Browne; the first complete ascent by 
Alaskans in 1913, and the pioneer airplane landings 
in 1932. 

The Savory Wild Mushroom, by Margaret McKenny. 
Published by the University of Washington Press, 
Cloth, $5, Paper, $3.95. 

Packed within its 147 pages are 81 illustrations 
(48 in full color) and enough comprehensive informa-
tion that positive identification is practical for the 
casual collector. The book concludes with a section 
on mushroom cookery 

Ropes, Knots and Slings for Climbers, by Walt 
Wheelock. Published by La Siesta Press, Glendale, 
California, $1. 

This revised edition of the 1960 issue includes the 
latest information on knots, swami seats, etc. for the 
technical climber by Royal Robbins. Illustrated by 
Ruth Daly. 

PACK COMFORT 
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why not your hips?" 

Custom Fitted Pack 

Comfort Accessories for 

A16 other Packs 

Do-it-Yourself Pack Kit 

"All Hip Carried" 

ADVENTURE  16 
9722 PRIMROSE DRIVE 

LA MESA, CALIFORNIA 92041 
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I.ae-tters 
Dear Editor: 

Concerning the letter in the July-

August Summit in which Barry Miller 

expresses doubt about the reliability 

of nuts: 

The climbers in our area have also 

been very enthusiastic about the use 

of nuts and slings for protection run-

ners because of the speed of placement 

and removal, and the ethics involved. 

However, we have had better luck than 

Mr. Miller. 

In some instances, our nuts have 

held short falls. We have also used 

them for direct aid, and I do know of 

one instance where a badly placed 

nut did fail while being used in this 

regard. The result was nothing more 

than surprise in this instance. 

The following quote is from Rock 

Climbers in Action in Snowdonia by 

John Cleare and Tony Smythe, an ex-

cellent account of English climbing 

techniques, pages 62-63. 

"Some would say, 'Why bother with 

so many runners, then?" The answer is 

that not only are runners vital on the 

hardest climbs because leaders are 

climbing very close to and sometimes 

beyond their personal limits, but the 

runners themselves have a habit of 

becoming less reliable on the most 

difficult climbs and must therefore be 

multiplied . . . Slings hooked on tiny  

flakes and spikes or threaded through 

holes, knots or bolts jammed in crev-

ices, even loops of wire encircling 

small chockstones, but only three or 

four of the more solid ones are likely 

to withstand the shock of a falling 

leader. Don Roscoe once 'peeled' from 

the move out of the niche. . . and had 

the alarming experience of falling 70 

feet while his runners snapped one 

after the other like a zip fastener. One 

of them held at last, arresting his 

fall, but it might not have done so had 

not the runners above absorbed at 

least part of the shock as they gave 

way. Modern leaders have now come 

to expect that a proportion of the run-

ners they put on will be of little use 

if they fall, but they still put them 

on." 

To me, this excerpt above shows 

how the reliability of nuts can be in-

creased if one wants to take the time 

to place them. I think it is worth the 

time. 

If anyone has some good ideas on 

how to keep slings on nubbins, I'd 

like to read them. About half the time 

I pull my protection slings off as soon 

as I get too high to replace them. I'd 

appreciate any comments. 

Clare E. Pogreba 

Butte, Montana 
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proof fitted fly. 
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Dear Editor: 
It is difficult to comment fairly and 

objectively on the article "The Free-
dom of the Hills" by Carl Bangs in 
the September issue. However, I would 
like to correct the false impression 
given by the author of the difficulties 
encountered on the back side of Twin 
Owls Rock, near Estes Park. 

There are only two inaccurate state-
ments in his account which give a 
false impression, and these could have 
been easily corrected. On page 22, he 
says "on this mountain, the back was 
as perpendicular as the front." And 
later he says "the chimney, it turned 
out, was a vertical crack in the face 
of the cliff." No doubt this must have 
been the way it seemed to the author, 
and had he said so, one could find no 
fault. But as they stand, these seem 
to be factual descriptions, when actu-
ally they are not. 

The "chimney" on the back side is 
less than vertical and is climbed every 
year by members of hiking clubs with  

no previous climbing experience. Routes 
on the front side are considered diffi-
cult by expert rock climbers, and are 
properly avoided by hikers or inexperi-
enced climbers. 

Despite these small faults, the arti-
cle is well-written and thought-provok-
ing. Instructors in mountaineering need 
to gage the experience of their pupils 
and proceed accordingly. One can find 
humility in the mountains, and this 
tends to make one a better person. In 
overcoming his natural fears, the begin-
ner is kin to the expert. Amen! 

Bob Beatty 
Boulder, Colorado 

Dear Editor: 
At present I reckon my hard hat 

(Buco) to be worth $1063.00. Added to 
the original cost of $13.00 (discount 
price) are the estimated costs of the 
following occurrences: The hard hat 
stopped a sharp-edged hunk of quartz-
ite, two-thirds the size of a brick, in 

DAWSON'S BOOK SHOP 

1967 list of new and out-of- 
print mountaineering books now 
available. Sent free on request. 

550 South Figueroa Street 
Los Angeles, California 90017 
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l_ietters 
an area where the rock quality is 
generally excellent. Since the rock 
fell some thirty feet it is not unreason-
able to estimate the hard hat averted 
the usual $1000.00 funeral price. At a 
later date said hat caught a smaller 
rock, saving a laceration-stitching fee 
of $25.00. Again, another sewing job 
of $25.00 was avoided when the back 
of my head struck a protruding rock in 
the course of taking a leader fall. 

Thus, my decision to wear a hard hat 
(regardless of heat, etc.) rests on hard-
headed empiricism, rather than the 
pseudoesthetic sophistries woven a-
round the over-projection of anthropo-
morphic values into mountains. 

As far as comfort, one gets used to 
wearing a hard hat in the same manner 
any material acquisition into one's 
routine becomes a habit—by mere 
repetition. After all, one gets used to 
other forms of awkward discomfort 
when climbing, such as strings of 
clanking iron and slings and stirrups, 
which when finding themselves in the 
wrong places provoke all sorts of 
oaths. 

And to prevent further and unneces-
sary oath production, and surgical 
skullduggery, I will continue said 
cranial prophylaxis. 

Nancy Savage 
Eugene, Oregon 

Dear Editor: 
It hardly needs saying that the climb-

ing at Tahquitz (Southern California) 

in the last three years has been ex-
tremely intense. There are now more 
5.10 routes on the rock than routes of 
any other difficulty; more and more aid 
routes are now 5th class, with only 
nine aid routes remaining; the original 
supplement to the guide is already out-

dated; and, in characteristic fashion, 
there is now a route of more concen-
trated difficulty than the Jonah route 
described by Mike Cohen in Summit 
(July-Aug.) as "the culmination of our 
Tahquitz experience." I am referring 
to a free variation of Chingadera done 
a few months ago by Mark Powell and 

Bob Kamps. While Jonah has a number 
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of 5.9 and 5.10 pitches —and the 
pitches are now agreed upon as 5.10, 

which hopefully clears up the uncer-

tainty footnoted in the article's "topo" 

—and the Chingadera has only one 

pitch of 5.10, the climbing in this one 

pitch involves two or three successive 

5.10 moves and a series of 5.9 moves. 

After some initial 5.7 difficulties, the 

climbing is never under 5.8 and the 
majority of it is 5.9. One must person-

ally experience such a pitch to de-
scribe it, but after those 100 or so feet 
Pat Calus and I felt very close to 

raving maniacs. 

As a final note, the difficulty of ac-

curately rating climbs at Tahquitz is 
still present but not so severe. By 

asking the question: "Was that nearer 

in difficulty to, say, The Big Daddy 

(an agreed upon 5.10) or, say, The 

Rack (a standard 5.9)" a great deal of 

the difficulty is cleared up. Such com-

parisons should be made with climbs 

of similar nature, of course, so that a 

small holds climb of established diffi-
culty is not used as a reference for d 

crack climb. Even using this method, 

however, one route remains hovering 

between 5.10 and 5.11. This is The 
Sham, which is in obvious need of 

other climbers' opinions. There is at 

least one climb in Yosemite sharing 

this same problem: not that that con-

soles, but no matter how fiendish the 

Tahquitz rating problem, we can say 

it is not unique. 

Tom Higgins 

Sherman Oaks, Calif. 

Dear Editor: 

Vaile and Amster (Summit, July-

August, p. 10) have explained scien-
tifically why the Bleuet stove starts 

with a roar and finishes with a whimp-

er, but this is easily remedied. A half-

ounce of aluminum foil will solve the 

problem. If heat is put into the butane 

can at the same rate it is lost by vap-

orization, the stove will roar at its 

maximum output for the entire life of 
the cartridge. A shield of aluminum 
foil will reflect heat from the burner 
back to the can, keeping it at the right 
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temperature. Under still, warm air con-

ditions, or for simmering, the half-

shield will be enough; in cold, windy 

air, the full shield may be needed. Us-

ing such a shield, the stove heats 

water much faster, thereby increasing 

overall efficiency by lowering total 

heat Joss from the pot while it is being 

heated. The cartridge will "burn out" 

much faster, but more useful heating 

will have been achieved. 

WARNING: Do not let the can become 

more than warm to the touch—about as 

warm as it might get sitting in a desert 

sun. With a full shield and the stove 

full on, the can may become overheated 

in around 10 minutes, and although I 

have not experimented to determine 

the final outcome, it would likely be a 

bang. Obviously, this technique must 

be used with some care and common 

sense, but it is not inherently danger-

ous. 

Vaile and Amster's statement ". . . 

the heat delivered by the Bleuet, in 4 

hours, was only about 30% more than 

the heat delivered by the Svea in 11/2  

hours. This despite the fact that the 

Bleuet burned about 70% more weight 

of fuel than the Svea." is a bit mis-

leading. With the fuels having the same 

energy/weight to within 2%, and as-

suming equal combustion efficiency, 

the heat delivered to the pot will be 

directly proportional to the weight of 

fuel burned. The problem here is that 

although the Bleuet must have deliv-

ered 70% more heat to the pot, it de-

livered it so slowly that a great amount 

of the heat escaped, reducing the 

effective heat delivered to only 30% 

additional. 

With the self-chilling problem solved, 

how does the Bleuet stack up? The 

cartridge is heavy, weighing nearly 

half as much as the butane it contains. 

Gasoline can be carried more efficient-

ly, with the container weighing be-

tween 1/6 and 1/4 of the weight of the  

fuel. Although this could be crucial on 

an expedition, I do not see it as impor-

tant on a climb of 2 weeks or less. On 

a 2-man climb of 2 weeks, the most 

that would be saved in container 

weight would be a total of 12 oz.—

many would consider this a fair price 

for the convenience of butane. And I 

will risk the wrath of my fellow con-

servationists to venture that mountain-

eers in a position to have to weigh 

every ounce will have little difficulty 

in disposing of an empty butane car-

tridge effectively. . . 

With this simple modification to pre-

vent self-chilling, I think the Bleuet 

can be highly recommended for moun-

taineering use under all conditions. 

John Armitage 

London, England 

Dear Editor: 

Reply to John Armitage's letter. 

If we could go camping with John 

Armitage we would look forward with 

pleasure to strong discussions and 

argument. We think we would find no 

basic disagreement on matters of 

scientific fact, some room for argument 

about the English language as a ve-

hicle for precise communications, and 

some vigorous discussion on matters 

of opinion regarding convenience 

versus weight, and the morality of dis-

carding scrapped containers. 

The fact remains, however, that the 

unmodified Bleuet will not perform as 

implied in the advertising. Further-

more, we all seem to agree that it suf-

fers a weight disadvantage and we 

leave it to the individual to balance 

this against possible advantages ac-

cruing from ready ignition. 

R. B. Vaile, Jr. 

A. B. Amster 

Menlo Park, Calif. 
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