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Lake Promise 

left jumbled out of 

N 

e clirribe a I 
*-th horses 

p to the big slide w ere the rocks would scatter hooves 

like clam shells 
or vise a downhill leg 

.then on foot to the headwal 

through boulder fields of trash ‘ns 

shape 
and houses painted granite upside down. 

Except for belaying calls we climbed in silence 

each one with a reason 
each one with a love for a face 
each one with an intimate hold on the mountain 

and the mountain with its infinite hold on us. 

Rocks and hands aged a little together 

and every time I turned to look down my eyes grew numb. 

We entered a world of condemned stairs 

rotten eves with broken chimneys 

A mar Mot kingdom worked its tiny will among the rocks 

sovereign in its accidental palace 

regal in its fur 
spread out 'sunning like it knew just when the mountain 

next would move 
and kingdom come tumbling down around them; 

Paradise it seems is never finished. 

Will and Luisa led sharing handholds. 

F followed 
fifteen years behind 
just short enough in stride I had to find my own 

up the slabs. 
Yet for once I was glad to be last 

following but by my own design 

watching where I put rny feet instead of looking at them. 

We roped up where the spruce were stopped by a sheer 

crush of cliffs. 
Treetops seemed to leap black and green from the grey 

rock rapids 
like spawning salmon poised on fishtail roots 

refusing to fall 
fixed in the air by the spilkof a stone cascade. 

and a very cold shower 

a couloir. 
Once my reach failed 

dumb waiter; 

then we had rope salad. 

where sung stalled inside 

Will brought me up in the 

It wasn't the top we were affer 
or that omnipotent feel in our toes 

or some of that high church air Will said keeps '-'-a"QoAlit 

from swearing; 
rather we ,found her well below the sum 

tucked in a shoulder pocket 

windless 
noiseless 
a lady'of a lake 

steep and impenetrably, 

maw 



At first I just pretended we weren't there. 
Then I listened at the view 
and sat on a rock and felt the hard silence touch my bones. 
A hand asked to throw stones in the water; 
I refused 
quietly: 
not even pebbles 
I said, 
anyway not here. 
Will and Luisa stood in waiting 
maybe on the lake or on each other 
and spoke in the palm of their hands. 
Probably we sighed. 

Suddenly Luisa gave a yelp and ran running down the 
gravel slope and shrieked for joy across the lake and 
up the final cliffs. 

A hungry swallow dropped into my stomach 
and Will unpacked and uncorked lunch; 
at nine thousand feet the bottle damn near burst. 

Half an hour later she was dozing on his arm 
all but one eye. 
Bernie 
she said 
you must promise one thing now we brought you here: 
never to show our lake to a soul 
except the girl you marry. 
I promised 

and Lu slept 
and then while Will looked down through her hair 
I walked around the lakeshore where the cliffs began 
and tried to find an altarstone among the smoother slabs. 
Moss will do 
I thought, 
for kneeling; 
she likes moss. 
And we can sing in canon with our echoes. 

Later we climbed back down and lost the godliness and 
lost the lake and lost the mountain's mystery. 

Only my beautiful promise and the marmots- still remained; 
when I was seventeen. 

—Bernard Huebner 
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• • • • Elves Chasm 
By Stewart Aitchison 

Photos by the Author 

Hidden in the remote western section of Grand 
Canyon National Park is a beautiful side canyon 
of waterfalls and scarlet Monkeyflowers. This 
delightful spot is aptly named Elves Chasm and 
is the haunt of Bighorn sheep and noisy tree-
frogs. 

To visit this small piece of paradise strong legs 
and a map are essential. The best map available  

is the U.S.G.S topographic quadrangle named 
Havasupai Point. 

Upon arriving at Grand Canyon Village, South 
Rim and obtaining a hiker's permit at the Ranger 
Station, drive westward toward Hermit's Rest. 
One and a quarter miles west of Mohave Point 
turn left onto a dirt road. Go about 500 feet and 
a road will appear on the right - follow it. You 

Bass Canyon. Trail follows bottom east (right) side. Author with skull of Bighorn sheep found in Bass Canyon. 
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should now be traveling along an old telephone 
line. After about 11/0 hours of slow, jolting driv-
ing, pasture Wash Ranger Station will come into 
view.. Turn right (north) here and follow the road 
to Bass Camp at the head of Bass Trail. (Shown 
but not named on map.) 

The Bass Trail is not maintained and has be-
come completely obliterated in spots by deer and 
wild burros; but, using your map and compass 
and looking for the few rock cairns present will 
keep you on course. 

The intersection with the Tonto Trail is very 
inconspicuous. If it cannot be located, walk down 
Bass until you are southeast of Wallace Butte 
then cut cross-country northwest until you cross 
a trail. This trail will either be the Tonto or will  

lead to it. The Tonto is not really one trail any-
more. Today it is a conglomeration of washes, 
game trails, and a dozen hard to find cairns. 

Upon reaching Garnet Canyon, make your own 
way down to its bottom. Continue downstream 
until you are just below the Tonto Platform (the 
plateau the Tonto Trail traverses). To your left 
(south) is seen the contact between the Tapeats 
Sandstone (buff-colored) and schists (black). 
Also, note the talus slope. This is your passage 
way. Follow this slope staying approximately at 
its middle. The Colorado River may be reached 
at several places but it is best to stay on the 
slope. The remaining distance is only three miles 
but extremely rough going and takes about half 
a day to get to Elves Chasm at the mouth of 

Explorer's Monument directly across from Elves Chasm. An overhang provides a nice shelter at Elves Chasm. 
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Royal Arch Creek. A path on the west side of the 
creek leads to a large overhang which provides a 
very efficient shelter. 

One should plan two days to get to Elves 
Chasm and two and a half for the return trip. No 
permanent water is available except at Royal 
Arch Creek. The river can only be reached be-
tween Garnet Canyon and Elves Chasm. Also, the 
river can be reached via Bass Trail if necessary. 
Pools of water found in Garnet and some other 
side canyons were too saline for consumption. I 
carried two gallons at a time and found it satis-
factory for drinking and cooking (dehydrated 
food) for two days. 

The best time of year is probably spring. This 
past April temperatures averaged 600  at night  

and 85° during the day. 
Wildlife is very abundant. Wild burros are 

commonly heard braying in the early morning. 
Many large harmless lizards sun themselves 
along the trail and scamper off at the pounding 
of Vibram soles. A pink Grand Canyon rattle-
snake may be seen but they are rather shy. A 
variety of land and aquatic birds inhabit the 
area. Luckily, insects are not much of a problem; 
although, a few ticks may be encountered. 

For the experienced hiker who enjoys a rugged, 
exciting trip, Elves Chasm should satisfy and 
then some. Once the walking is done, swimming, 
relaxing, eating, and contemplating in the sun-
shine become the main pastimes in this little bit 
of wilderness. 

There are many small waterfalls in Elves Chasm. Scarlet Monkeyflowers acid charm to this bit of wilderness. 
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Fred Beckey climbing 

''Gold/finger," a classic needle in the Sawtooth 

Ridge of the Sierra Nevada, vertical 

on all sides. 

Photo by Joe Brown 

Along the great eastern fault, the creased and 
furrowed faces of the Sierra Nevada rise abruptly 
from relatively level basins and valleys. The 
slopes of the range stand bold and austere, naked 
in the clear air, with the geometry of the earth's 
crust clearly discerned. One particularly bold 
profile of the Sierra, far along toward its north-
ern end, is known as Sawtooth Ridge. Its wildly 
jagged turrets, crests, peaks, and pinnacles speak 
of aloofness, reminiscent of the primitive land 
they transcend, remaining as a monument to the 
ceaseless conflict between earth-shaping forces. 

October, when the valley near Bridgeport was 
flecked with red and gold, brought my first ex-
perience to this attractive setting. An early fall 
of new snow thwarted progress to the highest 
crests and walls of the Ridge, but a fairly dry 
slope led through rock shattered by frost action 
to an incredible unclimbed needle - a single, solid 
block - of granite. Surely it has no likeness in 
Sawtooth Ridge, and perhaps not in the entire 
Sierra. 

Pressed by the confines of short autumn days  

Joe Brown and I hurried up the talus, finally 
finding the going treacherous due to the fluff of 
a very cold half-foot of white powder. The 
needle's appearance rendered it a true classic, 
vertical on all sides with an outward-bound mid-
section. Drawing from the James Bond style of 
adventure, the name "Goldfinger" evolved. A 
finger it is, the white granite tainted with the 
black, orange, and gold of the lichen. 

Making the most of a 125-foot adventure, Joe 
and I took a turn at the climbing each, some of 
which was natural and some mechanical. An en-
terprising use of hardware kept the placements 
at ten pitons and two bolts, one being used to 
circumvent a dangerously loose block. Enterpris-
ing free climbing led to the artificial section, and 
again away from it to the quite spectacular sum-
mit tip, which was attainable by interesting 
moves up a difficult groove. As we left the tip 
en rappel a pre-winter wind brought us the chill 
of the fresh snow around us, reminding us there 
was little time to head for the shadows of the 
valley. 

QOLDFINQER 
By Fred Beckey 
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KAMM 

When John Ebert of Iowa City invited me to 
join his expedition to East Africa and to bring 
my snow and ice climbing gear and come pre-
pared for winter-type climbing I never believed 
that winter mountaineering conditions could be 
a major climbing consideration for peaks on the 
equator. But to have glaciers on the equator was 
indeed a wonder since nowhere else in the world 
is such an unusual combination of conditions 
known. 

Our expedition party totaled 29 members from 
almost every corner of the U.S.A. Most have had 
prior high mountaineering experience on the 
major mountain ranges of the world. 

Shortly after our arrival at Nairobi, Kenya on 
July 29, 1967 our expedition split up into two 
groups: one-half led by Lothar Kolbig, headed 
into the Ruwenzori mountains, a remote, high, 
snow-covered and glaciated range rising on the 
western rim of the Rift Valley on the borders of 
Uganda and the Congo. 

The second group under the leadership of John 
Ebert, a veteran guide of 34 previous expeditions, 
had as its objective Mt. Kilimanjaro, Mt. Kenya 
and various big game areas around these tower-
ing peaks. I was glad to have decided to go with 
the second group since I later learned how the 
Ruwenzori group got bogged down in knee-deep 
mud and excessive rain and snowstorms on their 
expedition. 

Equipped with two zebra-camouflaged VW sta-
tion wagons we headed southward into the big 
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game country of Tanzania. John Cooper, engineer 
from NASA's Manned Spacecraft Center, and 
Paul Bloland, Dean of Students from the Univer-
sity of Southern California, volunteered to do the 
driving. Along the rough, dusty and unpaved 
highway we passed multitudes of zebra, ostrich 
and giraffe. Often the road was so rough it made 
little difference whether we drove on it or off, 
since the grasslands were remarkably free of 
chuck holes. 

The first segment of our 1,100-mile journey 
brought us to the rim of the Ngorongoro crater 
which is believed to be the largest extinct vol-
canic crater in the world. It averages 2,000 feet 
deep, ten miles across, and over 100 square miles 
in area, including a large natural lake. It is known 
to have the greatest wildlife concentration in 
the world. 

Soon after sunrise we began our descent into 
this most fantastic natural wonder via a four-
wheel drive Land Rover. This versatile vehicle 
was especially made for safari work in that it was 
provided with a trap door roof in case of a sudden 
attack by wild animals while we were observing 
and photographing the wildlife. In the immense 
vastness of the crater we came upon vast herds 
of gazelle, wildebeest and zebra. Lone hyenas in 
search of defenseless prey roamed everywhere, 
while nunierous proud lions ruled the high open 
grasslands. Surprisingly, these large cats were 
almost totally unconcerned at our presence and 
allowed us to take close-up photographs. I was 



OM THE EQUATOR By Alfred F. Tatyrek 

Photos by the Author 

horrified to see how easily a hiker walking 
through this high grass could walk right onto a 
lion's den and possibly meet with a sudden and 
dreadful death. There was little problem getting 
close-up photos of the rhinoceros, since three 
times we were charged by these enormous and 
terrifying horned creatures. We soon learned, 
however, that by gunning the engine a bit they 
promptly halted their hideous and unprovoked 
attack upon us — probably because they thought 
our vehicle was a larger animal angrily growling 
at them. At the crater's lake we were rewarded 
by the unusual sight of hippopotamus, which are 
rarely seen out of water during daylight. When 
we got closer they yawned and slowly retreated 
back into their watery home. 

At the southern floor of the crater we were 
greeted by the chief of a tribe of Maasai warriors, 
who invited us to visit their village. It was truly 
amazing how in this advanced and fantastic space 
age, when daring men are going to the moon, we 
were visiting primitive humanity whom time has 
forgotten. This primitive human race, who be-
lieve they are God's chosen people, live in homes 
built of mud and cow dung and feed on the blood 
and milk of their cattle. The blood, we learned, 
was obtained at regular intervals by cutting a 
small slit in the cow's throat. The slit was then 
plugged up with some mud. Daily the tribesmen 
go into the wild bush with their long razor-sharp 
spears in search of game. We learned that a 
Maasai boy does not attain his manhood until he  

has killed his first lion with a spear. 

We found these people very friendly, as were 
all Africans we met. I believe they are the most 
polite people I have encountered in my travels. 
Always and everywhere they were greeting us 
with "Jambo ! Jambo !" which means "hello" in 
Kiswahili. They did, however, strongly object to 
our taking their photographs, for they believed 
this was taking part of their soul from them. We 
soon discovered, however, that they were willing 
for us to "take some of their souls" in photos if 
we paid them a few shillings for it. 

In the clear and bright equatorial sunshine of 
the next day we continued our slow struggle 
westward over the very rough and almost non-
existent road to the Serengeti-Game Reserve. By 
noon we had only reached the Olduvai Gorge. 
Here only a few years ago were found the fossil 
remains representing the earliest evidence of 
primitive man, known scientifically as Australo-
pitheus (Zinjathropus) boisei. A local guide 
whom we hired described to us just how and 
where 12 individual skulls were found. 

As we slowly pushed westward in our seeming-
ly endless journey to the Serengeti the punish-
ment to our vehicles became routine. At one point 
one of us noticed a peculiar sound. We had been 
driving on a flat tire and never knew it because 
of the very rough driving! So here we were on 
the border of the Serengeti in the heart of lion 
country and about to fix a flat! But our adven-
tures had only begun when we found our spare 
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The terrifying charge of a rhinoceros in the Ngorongoro Crater. 

The Maasai in the Ngorongoro Crater, a primative humanity whom time has forgotten. 



tire was down. Upon checking our air pump we 
discovered that it had been disassembled. While 
John Cooper, our driver, and others stood watch 
for lions I reassembled it. It still failed to func-
tion because the leather piston ring had long 
dried out and lost its compression. The problem 
was finally solved when one of our members 
donated a tube of glycerine-based hand cream 
which restored the compression of the tire pump 
just long enough to get the spare inflated. And 
so we were off again. 

The clear nights under the southern cross in 
the Serengeti were pleasantly warm and surpris-
ingly free from insects and notably beautiful, 
with the sky filled with countless stars. I had 
planned on sleeping outside under the stars. How-
ever, when I learned from the local game warden 
how two years before a lion had dragged a man 
out of his tent by his head (and killed him) after 
he had unzipped the door of his tent for ventila-
tion, I changed my mind. 

In the Serengeti, like Ngorofigoro, the survival 
of the free was evident in this great stronghold 
of the wild. We came upon a lion feasting over a 
freshly killed gazelle. Numerous lionesses tended 
to their little cubs — sometimes as many as five 
Of these delightful kittens. Suddenly there ap-
peared in a tree two spotted cheetahs which 
leaped to the ground and made off into the high 
grass with .incredible speed and agility. These 
handsome animals are known to be the fastest 
runners in the world — reaching a speed of 60 
miles per hour for short distances. We marveled 
at the endless variety of native wildlife in the 
Serengeti: leopards, waterbuck monkeys, ba-
boons, warthogs, impala and numerous others. 

It was now time to 'leave for the Kilimanjaro 
region but we still had more adventure on the 
bumpy road — this time we almost lost a wheel 
when surprisingly we discovered that the lug-
bolts had just about worn through the wheel rim. 
Still later our tailpipe and muffler were shaken 
off. 

Mt. Kilimanjaro, Africa's highest peak, is one  

of the world's major mountains, which even 
above 16,000 feet covers an area of over 40 square 
miles. Even though our expedition climbed this 
enormous volcano we never did see it from the 
plains — to us it appeared as though the land had 
risen into the clouds. Somewhere behind those 
clouds were the glaciated peaks of Kibo and 
Mawenzi and only 150 miles south of the equator. 
It is known that the glaciers (10 in all) are re-
ceding, not due to warming weather conditions 
but because of increasing volcanic activity within 
this mountain. 

When our party reached Gilman's Point, five 
of us elected to continue the climb to Point Uruhu 
at 19,340 feet, the highest point on Mt. Kiliman-
jaro. This last 700 vertical feet of climbing to 
Uruhu over two glaciers was indeed the most 
difficult three hours of climbing I have ever done. 
There were no real technical problems. However 
we all suffered a great energy expenditure due 
to inadequate acclimatization in a very cold en-
vironment having only 47% of the normal (sea 
level) oxygen supply. This discomfort, however, 
was more than compensated for by the unspoiled 
panorama of clean white sun-fluted ice forma-
tions of the crater's vast glacial system. Our 
Uruhu summit party consisted of John Cooper, 
Jack Henry, Roy Kinzie, Phil Griffin, Issaeli 
Kisaka, our guide, and myself. 

When we reached Kibo Hut on our descent we 
met and talked with the United States Ambassa-
dor to Tanzania, Mr. Burns, and two of his aides, 
who were planning a summit climb for the next 
day. We discussed the organizing of a rescue 
party for an Indian boy who was stranded at the 
18,000-foot level, and whose leg was injured by 
a fall on a snowfield. The boy was brought down 
safely late that evening by several guides and 
porters of Ambassador Burns. 

At the foot of Mt. Kilimanjaro in the 1,100 
square mile Amboseli National Park we encoun-
tered an unforgettable sight - a herd of ele-
phants. We spent considerable time photograph-
ing and studying the feeding habits of these 
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magnificent animals. The tusks of these giants 
weigh from 100 to 200 pounds; the elephants use 

them as weapons, but at the same time they are 
a great danger to themselves: ivory is valuable 

and thousands of elephants are unlawfully killed 
by poachers. 

After a brief stop at Nairobi to reorganize we 

headed northward to Mt. Kenya, Africa's most 

difficult mountain, where only two years before 

harbored one of the last terrorist bands of the 

feared Mau-Mau. This 17,058-foot long extinct 

volcano can be described as a mountain range in 

itself whose many jagged peaks are the lava core 

remnants of the original cinder cone which long 

ago eroded away. Despite the fact that this 

mountain is only two miles south of the equator 

it carries seven glaciers on its precipitous shoul-

ders. By arrangement made months before we 

departed from the U.S.A., we hired the services 

of Dave Lockwood, Africa's foremost alpine 

guide, for this undertaking. A wiry, bearded 

Englishman, Dave was very familiar with the 

mountain and well equipped for this kind of 

safari. His two Land Rovers drove us to the 

mountain's 9,000-foot level. There we transferred 

our equipment and supplies to the pack train of 

zebroids and porters. The zebroid, a cross be-

tween a horse and a zebra, is a pack animal well 

suited to safari and alpine work. 

At this elevation the vegetation is a lush green 

tropical rain forest and is the habitat of a variety 

of wildlife, including monkeys, leopards and cape 

buffalo. Although we identified fresh tracks of 

the latter two, Dave became seriously concerned 

only about the presence of the cape buffalo since 

they are more dangerous than a lion or tiger, 

their charge being very sudden and unexpected. 

Later we stopped to watch a long column of army 

ants crossing the jungle trail. That evening at 

our 10,400-foot camp Dave treated us to an in-
triguing African dish, Thomson's gazelle. 

By noon of the following day our safari 

reached the southeast rim of the beautiful Mack-
inder Valley where we caught brief glimpses of 
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the prominent peaks of Mt. Kenya, "the shining 

thing." This is a region of mysterious beauty 

where flourish the giant lobelias, groundsels and 
heather, resembling a prehistoric setting in the 

age of dinosaurs. These plants, some of which 

reach a height of over twenty feet, are found 

nowhere else in the world. 

The cold climb to our 14,600-foot camp the 

evening before from the Mackinder Valley to the 

Kami Hut on the north side of Mt. Kenya had 

been long and exhausting for most of us. The 

following day was devoted to rest and admiration 

of the majestic grandeur of the various peaks of 

this great mountain with its white "rivers of 

ice." Dave suggested a climb to one of the nearby 

peaks to get a lofty panorama of the mountain. 

I decided to join him and so we set forth to scale 

the north face of 15,575-foot Point Peter, taking 

with us two 150-foot ropes and a few pitons. In 

about an hour and a half we reached the top of 

the gully at the base of the peak's main tower. 

We roped up and ascended the almost vertical 

rock in slow and deliberate motions, taking alter-

nate leads. The rock was hard and firm and rated 

about 5.2 in technical climbing difficulty. How-

ever, climbing at the rarefied altitude of 15,000 

feet added significantly to the difficulty of the 

climb. In five rope lengths of climbing an assort-

ment of chimneys, vertical cracks and rock faces 

we reached the 15,575-foot summit of Point Peter 

at 4:10 p.m. While eating our lunch we took pic-

tures and admired the impressive sight of the 

many towering pinnacles of the Mt. Kenya range, 

especially the commanding dominance of Batian 

Peak draped with the shining white splendor of 

the Northey and Krapt Glaciers. This one moun-

tain with its sister peaks was so immense that it 

resembled our own Teton Range of western Wyo-

ming. Two 130-foot rappels were required for 
the descent. 

Back in camp Dave surprised us with another 

unusual delicacy, impala goulash, for dinner. It 

was a rare treat and a perfect way to end such a 
fine climbing day. 

to page 14, please 



The Mt. Kenya region is a mysterious land of giant prehistoric grounsels. In the background, Terere Peak, 15,467 feet and 
Sendeo Peak, 15,433 feet. 

We were indeed horrified to see how easily a hiker could walk right into a lion's den in this high grass country of the 
Ngorongoro Crater. 



Ice axe 

belaying was 

required in the 60 

degree snow chute 

to gain the 

upper snowfield 

of Point Lenana. 

Left to right: 

Dave Lockwood, 

Jack Henry and 

Roy Kinzie. 

from page 12 

Our expedition was now faced with the decision 
of whether to attempt to scale the formidable 
heights of Batian Peak or try one of lesser diffi-
culty. All five of us who were considering this 
ascent had had extensive climbing experience in 

such great mountain ranges as those in Alaska, 
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the Alps, the Peruvian Andes and the Rocky 
Mountains of the United States and Canada. We 
had the best alpine guide in Africa and were all 
well equipped. Yet there were perilous difficulties 
we knew we would encounter in overcoming this 
mountain's defenses: almost 2000 vertical feet of 



the route to the summit was a long and intricate 
technical rock and ice climb, probably requiring 
an overnight bivouac at about the 16,000-foot 
level. More important, the weather was uncer-
tain. Each day was like a carbon copy of the day 
before, sunny in the morning and turning cold 
and overcast in the afternoon, with a very real 
threat of a sudden blizzard. In addition we all 
realized that should an unexpected emergency 
arise we would have to depend on ourselves since 

the well organized rescues that are available in 
the United States, Canada and Europe are not 
known in these back regions of Africa. John 
Ebert called for a vote. One by one we unani-
mously agreed that it would be wiser to change 
our objective to the 16,355-foot Point Lenana, 
from which escape would be more certain should 
the weather seriously deteriorate. 

This snowy peak, which commands the western 
perimeter of the Mt. Kenya group, was named 
after a Maasai chief who lived at the base of the 
mountain. It carries the Lewis Glacier which is 
the largest ice mass in the range. 

From our high camp we climbed the boulders 
of the terminal moraine of the Gregory Glacier, 
where we had an excellent view of the precarious 
route on Batian we had abandoned. We ascended 
the Gregory Glacier and in about four hours we 
reached the Kolbe Snowfield just below the sum-
mit block. Here we encountered our only tech-
nical difficulty. Heavy clouds with threatening 

snow flurries began to descend upon us but we 
had already reached the 16,100-foot level, as in-
dicated by my Thommen's pocket altimeter. With 
only about 200 vertical feet to the summit we 
continued the climb. Dave took the lead, cautious-
ly traversing a forbidding icy rock ledge which 
ascended to the abrupt 60° snow chute guarding 
the upper snowfield. Two fixed ropes were se-
cured here. Each climber then clipped into the 
fixed line by means of a carabiner which was 
secured to his waist loop. Thus the traverse was 
accomplished without the need of a belay, saving 
much valuable time. Ice axe belaying was re- 

quired in the snow chute to gain the upper snow-
field. From the upper snowfield we walked to the 
summit dome and for brief moments the warm 
sun seemed to rejoice with us — brilliantly illum-

inating our peak like a great white stage set in a 
theater of clouds. For almost an hour we mar-
veled at the grandeur of endless changes in the 
cloud formations, and admiring the fortress-like 
prominence of Batian and Nelion Peaks. Our sum-
mit party consisted of John Ebert, John Cooper, 
Jack Henry, Roy Kinzie, L. Monheit, Dave Lock-
wood and myself. 

Our descent to camp was cold but without inci-
dent. However, on the following day as we were 
packing out through the Mackinder Valley to 
camp a driving snow and sleet storm overtook 
us at about 13,000 feet. Although it seemed in-

credible that this could happen to us on the equa-
tor, the more than three hours of struggling 
through this penetrating cold misery convinced 
us we were not suffering from hallucinations of 
high altitude sickness. 

Our safari was now ending and we would have 
to return to the U.S.A. We would cherish the 
many wonderful memories of our adventures in 
Africa, the last frontier on earth. In our climbs 
to the highest snow-capped peaks of the "Dark 
Continent" we shared in a treasure that is known 
only to those who have scaled the remote moun-
tain ridges far from a confused civilization. We 
acquired many prized trophies — all on film; we 
experienced every thrill and danger one would en-
counter on a hunting safari using a gun. Indeed 
killing game is no challenge at all when one con-
siders the helplessness of an animal against a 
modern weapon. But of even more concern we 
must become aware of the fact that wildlife is 
one of the most precious resources our Creator 
has given the world and yet it is dangerously 
threatened with extinction. During the last fifty 
years more than 80 species of various wildlife 
have become extinct — never to return and al-
most entirely through man's greed and thought-
lessness. 
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Idyll of the Lakes 
By Vivian Staender 

Photos by Gil Staender 

"Here, Snow. That's a nice doggie. Come on 
now !" coaxed my husband as he gently raised our 
Samoyede up on her feet. "Snow" was fitted 
with a canvas saddle pack loaded with a climbing 
rope and a week's supply of dog food. But she 
was rebelling like a balky mule. 

It was high noon on a hot August day near 
Leavenworth, Washington, at the foot of the 
steep ten-mile trail to Enchantment Lakes, nes-
tled in a remote alpine basin. 

From higher on the trail I was watching a con-
test of obstinacy between a man and his dog, who 
before this day, had enjoyed carefree and work-
free weekends and vacations as she accompanied 
us on joyous rambles and mountain climbs 
throughout the Northwest. The white husky had 
become expert at snow climbing. We envied her 
retractible crampons whenever we struggled with 
freezing fingers to fasten our irons. On descend-
ing snowy slopes she had developed an amusing 
technique of a sitting glissade. The dog was 
rather good at rock climbing, too, cooperated well 
and could assist when we pulled her after us on 
short vertical walls. She was always third on 

the rope. 
"Oh, you're the couple with the white dog!" 

we often heard when we met someone on the 
trail. "I saw a picture of her signing the summit 
book on Mt. Hood." Snow had signed (with paw-
print) a number of Cascade summit books. It 
seemed she was always upstaging us and we were 
irked to be known by our dog. She'd had all that 
fun and fame with no work. Now Gil had decided 
it was time for her to do her share. 

Calling the dog again, Gil shouldered his heavy 
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pack and started climbing toward where I had 
set down my rucksack and was watching with 
amusement. He turned around and saw Snow was 
sitting down where he had left her. Her tongue 
was lolling out and her face wore a pleading ex-
pression. Gil put down his pack and returned to 
the dog. She wagged her tail in the dust. Pa-
tiently he again lifted her to a standing position 
and, speaking softly, petted her. 

"Come now, Snow !" he urged as he retraced his 
steps up the trail, not looking back. But when he 
turned, Snow was sitting down again in rebellion. 

When Gil went back down, I decided to begin 
the long hard trek. We were at 1800 feet elevation 
and our goal was the lakes at 7000 feet, so we 
had nearly a vertical mile to climb. With rock-
climbing hardware and supplies for a week, we 
were heavily loaded. I started slowly. A half mile 
later, I looked back. Gil was coming up with Snow 
obediently carrying her load. His patience had 
won out. 

In spite of heavy packs on the steep rock trail 
in the heat of the afternoon, we enjoyed the 
climb. It was good to be away from the traffic 
and crowds of the city. Views expanded as we 
gained elevation. Ponderosa and firs covered the 
steep slopes while jagged gray rock spires beck-
oned in the distance. 

We plodded upward. A rattlesnake slithered 
across the trail ahead of us. Hummingbirds zip-
ped past. With a buzzzz, a hummer hung sus-
pended for a moment close to my red hat, then 
satisfied that it was not a flower, flashed its 
iridescent gorget and was gone. We stopped often 
to drink from the clear cool streams. The dog 

to page 18, please 



. . .a cobalt lake, set 

like a jewell in silvery granite cliffs 

. . .each lake was on its 

separate shelf. 



There was no sign that anyone had camped here before. We were in a fairyland too beautiful to be real. 

seemed resigned to her new duty and padded 
good-naturedly between us. 

Eighty hot switchbacks later, we reached 
Nada-Hart Lakes, snuggled between high-angled 
tree-covered ridges. We were halfway. We 
stopped for the night. 

I put down my heavy pack and felt like I was 
walking on air. We lifted the pack off the dog, 
giving her a pat. She had been patient and cheer-
ful for the whole trip after the initial balking. 
Enthusiastically she explored nooks and crannies 
around camp, while Gil and I washed our feet in 
the lake. 

In bright sunshine the next morning we con- 
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tinued our journey up a zigzagging trail through 
large boulders. Gil and the dog spotted a chip-
munk sitting on a rock ahead. Then a sudden blur 
of dark brown fur. A fisher appeared out of the 
rocks and, with a couple of incredibly swift leaps, 
caught the unfortunate chipmunk, which had 
been intent on the dog. In an instant the fisher 
was gone with its prey. A rare treat to see the 
grace and fantastic speed of this larger member 
of the weasel family. 

Forty minutes later we reached Snow Lakes 
on the next bench, set in glacier-scarred granite 
and hemmed in with rocky walls on either side. A 
serrated ridge loomed up to our right. Our des- 



Beneath a high rocky ridge topped by awesome spires we chose our campsite. 

tination was beyond this hanging valley to still 
higher benches above. 

The two Snow Lakes were separated by a 100-
foot long concrete dam built by the Washington 
Game Commission to hold cool water for a trout 
hatchery far below. The trail continued along the 
opposite shore. To reach it our route led precar-
iously across on the narrow rim of the dam where 
five-inch deep water plunged over into a cauldron 
below. 

The water surging past my feet made me dizzy 
when I treaded my way across on the narrow 
dam, but my heavy pack kept me from slipping. 
The dog followed. 

"Whoa! There goes the dog !" yelled Gil. I 
jerked around in time to see Snow-dog slipping 
toward the edge. She teetered. If she went over 
encumbered with her pack, she would surely 
drown. I held my breath while she scratched for 
footing on the concrete. She clawed her way to 
safety just when I thought she was going over 
the brink. What relief to have her safely reach 
my side on the opposite shore. Gil joined us. 

Our packs on our back, we three were soon 
swinging happily through the trees on a smooth 
level trail along the lake. The trail narrowed and 
began winding through a dense stand of small 
lodgepole pines. Then no more trail. The trees 
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We built 
a small "stove" 
. . . placed 
some rocks for 
table and stools 
and dubbed 
it 
"Flintstone Camp. PP 

were so close together that the dog's pack im-
peded her progress. She could not judge which 
places were too narrow and, once started, refused 
to back up, but stubbornly kept trying to force 
her way through. Each time her pack caught, she 
growled in irritation and seemed to place the 
blame on the trees. She bared her teeth in a 
snarl and kept pushing with all her might until 
we went over to show her another way. 

We reached an old avalanche site with a ter-
rible tangle of crossed logs and brush to block 
our way. We floundered in the maze of debris. 
We tried first one way then another, sometimes 
climbing over, often removing our packs to crawl 
under the logs on our hands and knees. The dog 
had to have help constantly. Once we struggled 
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for half an hour and found we had progressed 
scarcely 100 feet. We tried another way. When 
we finally reached the head of the lake, it looked 
better and we thought our troubles were over. 
We followed upstream but it was still rough go-
ing. We encountered more trees down and I was 
beginning to wonder if this trip was worth the 
trouble. 

The dog had such a hard time with her pack, 
Gil relieved her of it and added it to his own. 
Being free of her load at last, Snow gleefully 
bounded ahead, tail wagging over her back. She 
eagerly sniffed around the logs and rocks. Far 
away at the head of the valley many waterfalls 
cascaded down from the rim above and I longed 
to be there. We hoisted our big packs up some 



steep rock ledges. 
"Oh, no! Look at the dog!" Gil wailed. 
Snow came whimpering, her face a pincushion 

of porcupine quills. The spines protruded from 
between her eyes and all around, but luckily none 
had hit her eyeballs. Her open mouth was bristl-
ing inside with the wicked needles. She moaned 

pathetically. 
While I held the miserable dog, Gil used pliers 

to pull out the quills one by one. Those in her 
cheeks he pulled through from inside her mouth. 
The dog let out a wail of woe with each yank of 
the pliers. It took an hour of torture to remove 
nearly 100 quills. I was still wondering if this 

trip was worth it. 
My thin shoulders were raw and sore from my 

straps when we heaved up our packs and resumed 
climbing. The unfortunate dog tagged at our 
heels. 

About 4:00 p.m we climbed over the rim. Be-
fore our eyes was the most beautiful cobalt lake, 
set like a jewel in silvery granite cliffs. It was the 
loveliest lake we had ever seen. 

"It was worth it. This is worth every bit of the 
trouble and more !" I exclaimed. Suddenly I 
wasn't tired. We were in a fairyland too beautiful 
to be real. We put down our loads and clambered 
over cliffs to view more enchanting lakes. How 
aptly they were named. They were cobalt, tur-
quoise and emerald—looked so clean with immac-
ulate granite shore. Each was on its separate 
shelf with a few larches and contorted Whitebark 
Pines, bonzai-ed by the winds. 

Beneath a high rocky ridge topped by awe-
some spires piercing the sky, we chose our camp 
site beside a small shallow lake. There was no 
sign that anyone had camped here before. It was 
unbelievable. Was there really such an unspoiled 
place in this crowded world? We vowed not to 
mar its beauty. 

Quickly we erected our mountain tent, built a 
small "stove" from thin granite slabs, placed 
some rocks for table and stools and dubbed it 
"Flintstone Camp." We put dehydrated food in  

our soot-blackened cookpot and soon had it bub-
bling. 

"Last one in the lake is a dirty sock !" 
We plunged into the sparkling cold lake near 

camp and found a smooth rock bottom like a 
concrete swimming pool. When we stepped out on 
clean polished steps to dress in warm clothing, we 
were hungry as bears. 

We ate dinner, watching the shimmering re-
flections of a full yellow moon rising over our 
little lake. Ah, ecstasy! We were in another world 
—Valhalla! 

Our idyll lasted for five days. We were com-
pletely alone as we clambered over granite, ex-
ploring the area around the lakes and climbing 
some peaks. The dog curled up at the base of the 
pinnacles we scaled. Rock climbing was a pure 
delight with good solid granite—a contrast from 
the fracturing volcanic rock we had grown ac-
customed to. 

One day when we were climbing West Peak 
above camp, we looked down into another valley. 
Far below we saw some minute people—like ants 
—at the edge of a lake. 

"Those fellows don't have swim suits," Gil in-
formed me with a mischievous grin. 

"They don't ?" I asked with raised eyebrows 
(I'm near-sighted). 

"Yooh00000 !" I called loudly, keeping my voice 
high-pitched and feminine. Then three tiny fig-
ures raced like mad for the trees. They never saw 
us on the pinnacle. 

We climbed more peaks. With the dog on a 
leash, we sneaked up on Mountain Goats, made 
friends with marmots and Gil had fun fishing. 
Each evening while dinner was cooking, we took 
dips in the cool clean lake. 

Too soon the day arrived when we had to leave 
this enchanting place to return to reality. We 
erased all signs of where we had camped and, 
with loaded rucksacks, stood on the rim over-
looking our route down. We turned around for 
another long look at the incomparable cluster of 
lakes and prayed they would never be spoiled. 
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Salcantay from Soray Pass. 

OVER SORAY PASS 
By George A. Gerhold 

Photos by Judy Gerhold 
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Readers of Summit have already been intro-
duced, at least vicariously, to the joys of hiking 
in the Andes (June '68). That article, which con-
tains much useful information, contains passing 
reference to hikes in the Cuzco area. The crossing 
of the Cordillera Vilcabamba via Soray Pass 
(Puerta Soirococha) is a practical choice which 

includes much of the variety available in the 
area. The author was part of a group of thirty on 
a Sierra club outing which made this trip. The 
details of that group's arrangements are not 
likely to be useful to individuals, so the pre-Cuzco 
description will be of a hypothetical minimum 
cost trip. 

Charter flights to Peru are almost non-exist-
ent, so the only chance for a bargain is Copisa 
Airlines (Building C, 3 Miami International Air-
port) which offers a Miami-Iquitos round trip 
for less than $200. On the return trip you will 
have to share the plane with monkeys and snakes, 
but not intimately. The present weekly service 
may improve dramatically in about a year when 
the jet runway is finished in Iquitos. A stopover 
here is unavoidable, but this gives you a chance 
to sample the jungle and to lose all that pre-con-

ditioning you didn't quite get around to anyway. 
Jungle hikes around Iquitos are pointless, but 
there are several agencies with camps down the 
Amazon. Their offerings of "authentic" Indians 
vary widely; my choice is Explorama (not part 
of the minimum cost trip) which also offers a 
great luncheon of sanitized native foods at the 
government hotel. None of the camps can offer 
much chance of seeing animals. These can only be 
seen at the animal dealers in town; the Anti-
Vivisection League would clean up with a recruit-
ing table at the exits of these. 

There are, and have been for years, rumors of 
a direct Iquitos-Cuzco flight. This is not a pleas-
ing prospect for the Lima hotel owners, but the 
new airport and new blood in the tourist bureau 
may yet prevail. In the meantime you must fly 
to Lima. Contrary to what you may have read in  

travel magazines, the planes are pressurized. 
Their reports of spectacular scenery are accurate, 
but they really apply to the return flight. From 
Iquitos the planes can climb for two hours before 

reaching the crest, so they fly a direct line, usu-
ally in afternoon clouds. On the return the abrupt 
rise forces the planes to follow the valleys and 
passes further north; the Lanca flight skirted 
the Cordillera Husyhuash with Yerupaja and 
Jirishhanca clearly visible; the Faucet flight 
passed slightly lower peaks but compensated with 
terraced valleys and the excitement of barely 
clearing the pass. Incidentally, a pretty face in 
the party can sometimes get cameras into the 
Lanca cockpit. Regardless of the flight, the north 
side of the plane has the best scenery. 

Similar comments apply on the Lima-Cuzco 
flight. Unpressurized cabins are ancient history 
(Faucet flies a 727), and all the mountains are on 
the east side. The mind boggles at the thought of 
a half-filled plane with all the passengers moun-
taineers. Soray Pass is almost visible from the 
plane as it descends. The pass lies between Hu-
mantay (19,420 ft.) and Salcantay (20,580 ft.). 
Although the latter is the highest in the range, 
it is the former which is easily recognized from 
the plane (at least in retrospect). 

Cuzco and its surroundings have been des-
cribed in detail in every travel book written on 
Peru or western South America. The density of 
fantasy and mis-information contained in these 
accounts is exceeded only by that in the same 
authors' writing on Manchu Picchu. It would be 
presumptuous to enter my own puny distortions 
in such a league, so I omit them entirely. Other 
than sightseeing there are a few things a hiker 
may wish to do here such as store excess baggage 
at his hotel and purchase a large supply of Lomo-

til (no prescription needed). A supply of coca 
leaves will help counteract any altitude sickness. 
Finally one might wish to contact Senor Julio 
Sotomayor in the government tourist office. We 
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flumantay from Soray at sunset. 

were extremely fortunate that Julio led our par-
ty; he is an example of much of that which is 
encouraging for the future in Peru, and he is 
immensely tolerant of the foibles of American 
tourists. He is one possible source of information 
on unusual transportation and pack animal rates. 
I only hope that having said this does not call a 
plague of tourists down on his shoulders. 

The trail over Soray Pass begins at Mollepata, 
a small village several hours drive northeast of 
Cuzco. A taxi would be the best transportation 
for a small group as the combination of unstop-
able public transportation and the scenery will 
produce a serious case of frustration in the pho-
tographers of the party. Private transportation 
also makes it possible to visit the Inca ruins at 
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Limatam'bo enroute. At Limatam'bo we abandon 
the hypothetical trip and join the Sierra club 
group in their private bus for the climb to Molle-
pata. If the phrase "private bus'? calls to mind a 
multi-colored body welded onto a springless truck 
frame, you already know the area. 

The road from the Apurimac River below Lim-
atambo to Mollepata ends with a typical Andean 
series of narrow switchbacks, the type where all 
the passengers have white knuckles from holding 
on. Our arrival in Mollepata (9000 ft.) immed-
iately attracted all the school children, which in 
the Andes means at least half the town. This 
complicated the baggage handling, but it pro-
vided a certain expeditionary flavor for our start. 



After the unloading, our bus driver rested up for 
his drive down the cliff and back to Cuzco by con-

suming five liters of beer in an hour. Arrange-
ments had been made for three groups to eat and 
sleep in the homes of the mayor and his brother. 
Later discussions with other groups centered on 
questions of the most primitive sanitary facilities 
and the most gracious hosts. We felt we were 
double winners. Highlights of the evening were 
the recorded Indian music, the potato soup and 
cheese, and the unexpected entrance of a pet goat. 

Early the next morning I discovered that I was 
going to hike with the standard tourists' disease, 
a classic case of poor timing. My performance 
that morning was just further evidence of what 
our hosts already knew; these crazy gringos were  

never going to make it over that pass. I guess we 
didn't compare too favorably with the expeditions 
which had passed through here. Anyway, our 
hosts were terribly sympathetic and provided 
some special tea and sent along the plant for addi-
tional dosages. Fortunately for several of us we 
had brought extra Lomotil, and this saved the 
trip. There were extra horses available ($1.25 
per day round trip) , but my aversion to the 
beasts prevailed, and I stubbornly refused to ride. 

After leaving our duffle bags at the hacienda 
for the pack train, we began hiking towards an 
obvious saddle in the ridge above town. This 
section is fairly heavily farmed so there were 
many natives on the trail. In contrast to those in 
Cuzco these people were quite friendly. Buenas 

Minor peaks close to Salcantay from Soray Pass. 



dias became such a habit that I never adjusted 
to tardes and noches later on. Because of a late 
start we only reached the saddle at lunchtime. We 
then left the main trail and by a climbing tra-
verse up the right side reached the valley below 
Humantay which was visible from the plane. At 
this point my stomach asserted itself, and I 
mounted a horse which one of the saner members 
of the group had brought along. The altitude was 
also taking effect, and the guides and horses 
quickly left all but the strongest hikers behind. 
The guides seemed to know the way, but only one 

of them spoke enough Spanish to tell anyone 
about it. He wanted to stop short of the planned 
campsite because darkness was approaching fast-
er than the stragglers were. This was a real pro-
blem because flat spaces suitable for camping 
were few and far between. However, we all made 
it into Soray (12,000 ft.) just as darkness fell. 
Although it appears on maps as a village, Soray is 
only a large pasture and a couple of huts. It was 
the most scenic campsite on the trip; the south 
face of Humantay dominated the area, and the 
upper half of Salcantay was visible up a side 
valley. 

Fog filled the valleys the next morning, but it 
began to lift even before we left camp. The way 
led directly towards Salcantay, but the steepness 
of the valley walls cut off all views. In three 
hours we reached a hanging valley bounded by 
an old moraine. For the first time we were above 
the cow line, but instead of cow pads we encount-
ered an amazing variety of prickly grasses. Mea-
dow lying is not a recommended sport in the 
Andes. A short climb up the left of the moraine 

brought us to the pass (15,020 ft.). It is probably 
impossible to describe high mountain scenery 
with words, and photographs are only less inade-
quate. The unclimbed south face of Salcantay 
loomed above us, too close even for a wide angle 
lens. A ridge running east from the summit was 
decked with numerous glaciers and apparently 
nameless peaks. Humantay was hidden behind a 
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tiny rock peak. Our luck with the weather held, 
and the afternoon clouds timed their arrival per-
fectly. It was clear at the pass, but the clouds 
kept the afternoon sun off the face of Humantay, 
and this eliminated the rockfall which was a real 
danger along this section of trail. We camped at 
the first large flat below the pass. This was the 
home of one of the packers; his family greeted 
us with steaming boiled potatoes with hot sauce. 
They also provided wood for a fire and coca for 
tea. After sunset the clouds again opened and 
revealed a new side of Humantay. At various 
times in the last two days we had seen evidence 
of the old Inca road over the pass. Several books 
on the Incas claim that this is the highest road in 
Peru, but these reports are all based on an alti-
meter reading by the archeologist von Hagan 
which was wildly in error (2000 ft.). 

An hour below this camp we entered the forest. 
The opposite shady slope was almost jungle, but 
our side was mainly shrubbery with many 
strange flowers. There were occasional views of 
the mountains, both distant views of the Puma-
sillo group and close ones of the peaks west of 
Salcantay. The combination of downhill and accli-
matization put us into camp by lunchtime. All 
three of the possible campsites were infested with 

insects; one had water, one had a view, but we 
took the one with a breeze. The early stop gave 
us a chance to watch the arrival of the pack train. 
These horses were wild and had to be blindfolded 
for unloading. We also were able to soak the 
dried food properly for the first time. 

All that remained was an easy two-day hike to 
the railroad at Huadquina. This simple hike down 
the river was frequently interrupted by short 
steep climbs around cliffs. Camp on the fourth 
day was low enough for snakes in the brush and 
baths in the river. We learned at camp that we 
had passed one of the most unsavory characters 
in Peru on the trail. He looked like a minor ban-

dido in a fourth rate western movie, but he is 
definitely not minor there. By hook and crook, 



Human toy 

at sunrise from second 

campsite. 

legal maneuvers, and a large private army he has 
carved out an empire which extends from Huad-
quina almost to Abancay. Welshing out of debts, 
which are of course designed to be eternal, is 
usually a fatal disease for the Indians. Gringos 
like us were completely safe as he wants no at-
tention from outside. 

On the last day we passed through a populated 
area. Plantation seems hardly the correct word to 
describe the tiny patches of bananas and coffee 
which clung to the hillsides. The trail soon broad-
ened into a road, and after some confusion about 
trails (the road has a gate on it which should be 
ignored), we arrived in lluadquina. Here we 
faced the greatest obstacle of the trip, a suspen-
sion bridge. It was a weird combination of steel 
cable, railroad rails, and thin wooden crosspieces. 
Our confidence was not increased by the signifi-
cant incidence of broken crosspieces. 

During the two-hour wait for the train we  

made severe inroads into the local beer supply. 
No money changed hands, and I fear that Julio 
paid for it all. We gave the packers their tips 
here. They had done a magnificent job, superior 
to any the experienced packtrippers had seen in 
this country, and completely free of the troubles 
many expeditions to Peru have reported. Several 
of the men had given up their horses so gringos 
could ride, and we often saw them carrying two 
or three extra rucksacks. Because of all this the 

tips were equal to three days pay. They immed-
iately responded with several more rounds of 
beer and by setting off packages of firecrackers 
which the local children tried to stamp out bare-
footed. A train arrived, and the chicha (local 
beer) saleswomen came out in force. Each had a 
bucket and four glasses. After drinking, for 
which you were allowed about 30 seconds, the 
glass was passed back out the window with the 
money inside. A quick wipe around the rim with 



7  PATENT PENDING 

THE DOLT COBRAS 
 EXTRAORDINARY SKYHOOKS AS USED ON EL CAPITAN. 

THERE ARE THREE 

THE CURLY TAILED COBRA 
(for slight overhangs) 

THE SHORT TAILED COBRA 
(to reach across) 

THE LONG TAILED COBRA 
(for the ultimate) 

If you are well informed, then the word "skyhook" will kindle memories of great Yosemite 
climbs. Climbs where upward progress is by tooth and nail. And when the cracks peter out 

and nails become useless, it's teeth. And the teeth are polished steel, and the steel is tough 
and strong. Steel that is a COBRA. Steel that grinds and creaks behind blank flakes and 
tiny ledges. And the COBRA holds you up and you reach with yet another COBRA for a 
second hook in the sky  

$7.50 each. That's all a COBRA costs. It comes with the DOLT LIMITED BREAKAGE 

GUARANTEE. You get so very much for so little. If you want a COBRA gold plated and 
mounted on a hand rubbed rosewood block, the price is $25.00. A matched set of three 
climbing COBRAS is $35.00. They are made from STARDOLT 5, a consumable electrode 
vacuum melted aerospace super steel. That's the way it has to be to satisfy BILL DOLT. 
And you know only too well when you're 2,000 feet up, why BILL DOLT makes the best 
equipment for real mountaineers. 

0 1968 Copyright The Dolt Companies All right reserved 

Prices subject to change without notice 

AT YOUR LOCAL SHOP OR FROM 

B I LL D 0 IT BOX 5579 • SANTA MONICA, CALIFORNIA 90405 U.S.A. 

28 



grri. 1615 university ave., berkeley, calif., 94703 

send for catalog 

mountaineering specialists 

Over Soray Pass 

from page 27 

a filthy rag and it was ready for a refill. It takes 
a great deal of faith in the antiseptic properties 
of mild alcohol to drink chicha. 

We finally completed our extended, well-lubri-
cated farewell to the packers and boarded our 
self-propelled railroad car. Huadquina is only ten 
miles below Mancha Picchu, and it is inconceiv-
able that anyone would pass it up. The tiny hotel 
was full, but amazingly enough, camping is al-
lowed in the ruins. Meals are available at the 
hotel. Our arrival at Mancha Picchu was an entry 
into the standard tourist circuit and thus is a 
suitable spot to end this description. 

There are a few suggestions which may be of 
use. Another day on the trail would allow more 
time in the high mountains. The weather here is 
less dependable than in the Cordillera Blanca, so 
the extra day might be crucial. Two extra days 
would allow a visit to the Pumasillo group from 
the third camp. If packers are to be used extra 
candy will be useful, and extra food will not be 
wasted. Some provision for pure water is essen-
tial; a filtration system would be preferable to 
H al az one. 

SIERRA DESIONS 
( ALPINE EQUIPMENT) 
4TH & ADDISON STS. 
BERKELEY 
CALIFORNIA 94710 
FREE CATALOG 

PACKGEAR .TENTS. DOWN CLOTHING 
AND SLEEPING BAGS 

There are other possible hikes in the area. A 
good conditioner would be to camp in the ruins at 
Pisac which contain the finest stonework in the 
Cuzco area. The ruins are an hour above town; 
campers should carry water. A longer hike is 
from 011antaytambo to Manchu Picchu along the 
old Inca road. Although it is overgrown in places, 
it is passable. There are several ruined villages 
along the way. Regardless of your choice it will 
be difficult to resist the mountains, the archeo-
logy, and the natives of this region. 
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Doata Foote:ea 
MAKE THEM YOURSELF 

Ripstop Uppers 

Waterproof Nylon Sole 

Sponge Ensolite Insole 

No Cold Seams 

Ankle Elastic to 
keep 'em up 

Prime Goose Down 

Red, Navy & Medium Blue 

$5.25 POSTPAID 

Send size and OUTLINE 

OVER SOCKS 

Send for our free Catalog of 

other do-it-yourself kits 

Dept. 12, Box 1378 
Boulder, Colorado 80302 

NEW BISHOP TENTS 
pick your price, 

pick your features 

Each tent is 5' x 7', can sleep three. 

BISHOP Camp-Rite Tent $49.50. 
`Aluminum A frame with canted ends 

for extra room. Waterproof cotton 
poplin catenary cut to eliminate 
wrinkles and sagging. 

Weight: 9 lbs. 4 oz. Tent 

BISHOP Pack-Lite Tent $99.50. Same 
basic design as Camp-Rite, except 
made from lightweight rip-stop Ny-
lon. Price includes totally water-
proof fitted fly. 

Weight: 7 lbs. 8 oz. Tent/Fly 

BISHOP Ultimate Tent $179.00. Fea-
tures exo-skeletal Blanchard-de-
signed frame. Nearly vertical walls. 
Many sophisticated features. Same 
basic tent used on American Ever-
est Expedition. Price includes wa-
terproof fitted fly. 

Weight: 9 lbs. 3 oz. Tent/Fly 
Available without fly for $119.50. 

Write for free brochure and complete specifica-
tions. Mention which tent you're interested in. 

BISHOP'S ULTIMATE OUTDOOR EQUIPMENT 

Dept. 22, 6804 Millwood Road 
Bethesda, Maryland 20034 
Telephone: 301-652-0156 

DOLTCHOCKS ARE THE HOTTEST NUTS 

These are the TRUNUTS* made by DOLT. They are finished to perfection 
so that nylon sling-loops will not be cut. TRUNUTS can be set with your 
piton hammer without damaging the sling. TRUNUTS are lightweight 
and are sized in increments of 1 6 inch for versatility. The material is high 
strength aluminum alloy. They are made in the U.S.A. 

TRU NUT #1 1/2" 40c ea. 
TRUNUT #2 C 6 " 45c ea. 
TRUNUT #3 5/s"  50c ea. 

TRUNUT #4 146" 60c ea. 
TRUNUT #5 3/4" 70c ea. 
TRUNUT #6 75c ea. 

TRUNUT #7 Vs" 80c ea. 
TRUNUT #8 1i'6  85c ea. 
TRUNUT #9 1" 90c ea. 

The only nuts we sell are DOLTS' because they are the best there are. 

Prices subject to change without notice 

"Trademark of 
The Dolt 
Companies 

WE PAY POSTAGE. 
California residents add 5% sales tax. WEST RIDGE Send check or money order to: 

sorry we have no catalogue 

mountaineering 
12010 WEST PICO BLVD., LOS ANGELES 90064/Phone 477-5250 
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The Best for Holiday Giving 

BASIC MOUNTAINEERING 
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 

JARVI N EN 
OLYMPIC AND WORLD CHAMPION 

C) ERIKOISKILPA 
Flexible and ligtt special racing ski 

The basic structure combines '4-in  
balsa, pine, birch and hickory in 28 
laminations. desianed and tested 
by world's top 'cross-country aUe-S 

Sizes 160-215 cm, width at tip 52 mm 
TUNTURI 

A cross-country ski of hickory, 
birch and fir in 28 laminations. 
This ski has been designed for 
completely carefree, relaxing ski jg 
touring. Sizes 140-215 cm, 
width at tip 63 mm 

KILPA—  POPULAR 
A truly perfect and inexpensive 
cross-country ski of birch and fir 
in 22 laminations. This is an 
ideal ski for youngsters and 
beginners. Sizes 140-215 cm 
width at tip 63 mm 

I. 
We are proud of our record and op 
the fact that among world's best 
skiers, to whom equipment is vitally C  
important, so many prefer as. 

— 21 OLYMPIC GOLD MEDALS - 3 
— 36 WORLD CHAMPIONSHIP GOLD-

- MEDALS — 0 
WILDERNESS 0 

1310-0 COMMONWEALTH AVE. BOSTON 

1-liking'Cli bing Hu ing Hiking CO bing Hunting Hiking Climbing Hunting 

5 
C) 

SEND 
FOR 
FREE 
CATALOG 

LA 
IS 225 buiciwio BuivH6uilunH buiqwio 6,14 

225 STRATHCONA AV. OTTAWA CANADA5 

930 FORD ST. OGDENSBURG N.Y. 

LITE TENTS 

DOWN BAGS 

FOAM MATS 

PACK SACKS 
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ULTRA LIGHT TENTS AND SLEEPING BAGS 
5' Wide X 10' Long, 2 Man tent, only 

2 lbs. with poles. 
Deluxe Triple Bag: Comfortable 

from —20°F. to +60°F. with 31/4  
lbs. Down, Total weight 41/2  
lbs., only $136. 

Std. 21/4  lb. Down bags, 
weigh only 3.1 lbs. 

Write for brochure for info 
on other models and 
custom equipment. 

Dear Editor: 

Royal Robbins in his strong opposition to 

authority (November 1968 SUMMIT) forgot 

to mention other equally "unreasonable" 

policies of the Park Service at Mt. Rainier. 

The rangers are even more zealous in en-

forcing a 35 mph speed limit on park roads, 

even along the steep canyons. Much to the 

disgust of cyclists, they prohibit motorized 

vehicles on the trails and routes to high 

camps. They don't allow tourists to land 

in helicopters on Steamboat Prow, Liberty 

Ridge, or even on the summit. 

While Mr. Robbins shouts for his individ-

ual freedom, he forgets that in a democracy 

you have to have some regulations to safe-

guard the majority. If he would take the 

trouble to see what the problems are, he 

would see the folly of his article and 

might, if in their shoes, enforce even more 

stringent rules. 

Mt. Rainier National Park has over a 

million visitors a year. Over ten thousand 

people hike to the Ice Caves every year. 

Several thousand climb to Camp Muir, and 

uncounted hundreds hike along other park 

trails. A good share of these people are 

wearing shorts and street shoes. They 

have never hiked before and don't know a 

snow patch from a live glacier. With this 

many neophytes around, surely the park is 

justified in having a few s.afety regulations. 

I doubt, Mr. Robbins, that rangers have 
broken very many ice axes. Considering 

the simple test they give, an ice axe that 

is broken must have been in bad shape and 

been a hazard to its user and his compan-

ions. 

In crying about his "loss" of freedom in 

the crowded national parks, Mr. Robbins 

overlooks the hundreds of wilderness 

peaks in the Northwest and Alaska where 

everyone, no matter what his ability, is 

free to climb when he likes and how he 

likes. The national parks don't even repre-

sent the best climbing. 

Mr. Robbins' point of paid rescue insur-

ance is well taken. I have never heard a 

volunteer complain of the cost of a rescue, 

but if you add up the loss of work time, it 

must run well over a thousand dollars for 

an average rescue, which is, of course, 

gladly donated. However, many rescues 

are done by helicopters. If privately owned, 

they cost five hundred to a thousand dol-

lars (or more) for a rescue and do have to 

be paid. As long as Mr. Robbins has 

brought it up, why doesn't he look into 

getting an insurance company to under-

write a rescue policy. 

Setting up a system of paid rescuers in 

this country wouldn't be easy. In Europe, 

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

535 N. LARCHMONT BLVD. 
LOS ANGELES, CALIF. 90004 

WARMLITE 

with many professional guides, this is 

relatively simple, but he should realize it 

would be far more difficult in the United 

States. If Mr. Robbins really thinks a paid 

system of rescuers would work better than 

rangers and volunteers, he should under-

take the job of setting up such a system. 

What happens when the next generation 

feels they are being imposed on and refuse 

to page 32, please 

STEPHENSON'S 
23206 Hatteras St. 

Woodland Hills, Calif. 91364 

31 



,t-t CROSS COUNTRY 
SKIING IS FUN! 

Great Family Sport! 
LARGEST SELECTION OF CROSS 

COUNTRY AND SKI MOUNTAIN-
EERING EQUIPMENT, BOOTS & 

CLOTHING. 

SKIS: Splitkein, Skimaster, Jarvinen, Sandstrom, Bonna, Karhu 

BOOTS: Lake Placid, Eiger, Karhu 

BINDINGS: Roteffella, iota, Tempo, Mora, Eiger Touring 

POLES: Jofa, Jarvinen, VM Fiber 

WAXES: Swix, Rex, Roda CLOTHING & ACCESSORIES 

See your local ski shop or contact 

EIGER MOUNTAIN SPORTS 
P.O. Box 161, Montrose, California 91020 (213) 249-0304 

people who 
compare 
...buy Holubar 

they see the difference our hand-
made, limited production makes. 

The MOUNTAIN PARKA, widely acclaimed as the 
best available, combines handsome styling, com-
plete weather protection, versatility and service-
ability with the finest NP-22 nylon to give a 
parka you'll be proud to own. For men and 
women, sizes S. M, L, and XL. Blue-green: 
$28.50 ppd. Red: $29.75 ppd. XL add $3. 
Weighs only 21 oz. 

See the complete line of Holubar bags, packs, 
parkas, and outdoor gear in the FREE 52-page 
catalog. Write Dept. ST-12 Box 7, Boulder, 
Colorado 80302. 

DENVER STORE: 280 Columbine Street 
BOULDER STORE: 1030 13th Street 

Thrtuirali. 
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1_1 et t er s 
continued 

to buy insurance? Will his organization re-
fuse to help persons who can't pay or will 
they become volunteers? 
Although I am disgusted with Mr. Robbins' 

article, I agree that freedom is one of the 
greatest rewards of mountaineering. How-
ever. I'll look for mine outside the national 
parks. 

I compliment SUMMIT Magazine for main-
taining the "freedom of the press" and 
allowing free expression of everyone's 
views even though I think Mr. Robbins is 
very wrong. 

Ira L. Spring 
Edmonds, Washington 

Dear Editor: 
You are to be congratulated for printing 

Royal Robbins' article, "Time for a 
Change" in the November issue of SUMMIT. 
And a bravo to Robbins for daring to chal-
lenge the shibboleth of "Safety First." 
His message of "Freedom First" is one 
that has needed to be said for a long time. 
Woodrow Wilson Sayre said it, briefly, in 
"Four Against Everest." With the publi-
cation of Robbins' persuasive article per-
haps the large climbing organizations will 
get the message, reassess their positions 
and, hopefully, use whatever influence 
they might have with the National Park 
Service to get them to relax or to abolish 
their climbing regulations. This may be a 
long uphill struggle, but freedom is worth 
it. 

Wilbur Arnold 
Pueblo, Colorado 

Dear Editor: 
Please accept my congratulations on 

Royal Robbins' piece in the November 
issue. It is indeed high time for Americans 
in general — not only mountaineers —to 
take a long, hard look at the proliferation 
of "big brotherism" on our administrative 
scene. 

The group certainly has a moral right to 
protect itself and its individual members 
from dangerous or irresponsible acts on 
the part of individuals, BUT IT HAS NO 
SUCH RIGHT TO PROTECT AN INDIVID-
UAL FROM HIMSELF. John Locke, whose 
political philosophy deeply influenced the 
authors of the U.S. Constitution, is very 
specific on this point. 

Thus the state may properly enjoin me 
from driving recklessly, from throwing 
lighted cigarettes out my car's window, or 
from shooting in an unsafe direction, but 
it may NOT morally command me to give 
up smoking, or wear a crash helmet, or 
rope up on a glacier, NO MATTER HOW 
EXCELLENT SUCH PRECAUTIONS MAY 
SEEM BOTH TO IT AND TO ME. 

A principle is involved here, and one 



asstirafice 
of the best quality, 

best protection and the 
best line of outdoor gear 

for the professional or 
the novice. The full line for 

'69 from Alp Sport is yours... 
Tents ... Sleeping Bags ... 

Back Packs ... Clothing. 
Rest assured that you're 

getting the finest — 

ALP SPORT 
Go right — Go light. For illustrated 

brochure and name of nearest dealer, write: 
Alp Sport,, Dept. 12, Box 1081, Boulder, Colo. 80302. 

that every citizen, legislator, and bureau-

crat should keep firmly in mind. As Mr. 

Robbins points out, freedom must always 

take precedence over safety. 

Jeff Cooper 

Big Bear Lake, Calif. 

Climber Robbins: 

Your article "Time for a Change" in the 

November 1968 issue causes me much 

concern. Much of your article is sound, in-

cluding the position of the late Clifton 

Fladmark. 

First concern: I wonder if you fully rea-

lize that in your position of Guru to the 

vast rock climbing clan how many com-

pletely incompetent and nerveless follow-

ers there are just waiting to emulate you 

in hanging, by any old piece of clothes 

line, exhilaratingly free on some mountain 

wall? Maybe in Yosemite they can't climb 

high enough to get hurt, but in the Pacific 

Northwest mountains death may even visit 

the trail walker who isn't prepared for the 

dangers of hyperthermia. Much more so the 

climber on our less stable walls and pin-

nacle. Perhaps regulation is needed until 

reason is proven. 

Second concern: You espouse the cause 

of Freedom; in this case, freedom from 

regulation. You say, "When safety clashes 

with freedom, a reverence for freedom 

should guide. . ." Would you also say that 

when sanitation and freedom clash, freedom 

is still to be revered? Our wonderful hills 

and mountains are becoming garbage dumps, 

because many feel free to litter as they 

go. Freedom to me is something to be won 

and re-won by responsible action. Let's 

find ways to prove our responsibility first, 

then freedom from regulation will come 

naturally. 

Third concern: It is suggested that in-

surance will pay the cost of rescue opera-

tions and, as in Europe, provide profes-

sional rescue teams. But when the pros 

bring out the dead they are no less dead. 

And insurance will not cure the fear of the 

mountains that may develop from some 

mountain accident. God preserve us from 

the thought that some day there may be a 

machine at the beginning of each trail into 

the high country from which, for so many 

quarters, the climber may write his own 

policy complete with envelope for mailing 

back to his family. 

I became a subscriber to SUMMIT in 1957 

and have kept every issue since. You and 

the others responsible for this great pub-

lication are to be congratulated. I have 

great respect for your leadership of our 

sport. Please lead us to the kind of re-

sponsible action in the hills that will earn 

us the freedom from regulation we all would 

agree is desirable. But until such freedom 

is earned, let's not encourage our younger, 

more exuberant climbers to ignore regula-

tions, however restrictive. 

Ralph H. Shumm 

Forest Grove, Oregon 

se you demand the finest. 
the reliable 

atimii 25 oz. 
Piton Hammer 

Drop forged chrome-moly steel head 
Perfect balance 
111/4" shaft—allowing for necessary 
extra reach. 

II Made from thick wall, heat treated 
chrome-moly tubing 
Shock absorbing rubber grip 
Unconditionally guaranteed against 
breakage for one full year after date 
of purchase 
Other sizes and weights available 

Carabiner 
hole for 
extracting 
pitons 
with string 
of biners 

At all better dealers. Write for catalog of rock 
climbers line of pitons, carabiners, holsters, rings, 
brakebars and ice axes. 

0 EAST JEWELL AVE. • DENVER, COLO. 80222 

Pick serrations 
grip piton when prying out 
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GERRY GEAR GOES 
ANYWHERE...ANY WAY! 
How do you want to go? On foot? On skis? On horse-
back? On a bicycle? In a canoe? By plane? 

With Gerry Gear the choice is yours. We keep you com-
fortable anywhere any way. 

Our complete line of ultralight outdoor gear includes 
some exciting new products like a Bicycle Pack, a Horse 
Pack and a Tote Box that's adaptable to backpacking, 
canoe portaging, or plane trips. We even have a pack 
for your dog. 

See it all at your nearest Gerry dealer. Or write direct to 
Colorado Outdoor 
Sports Corp., Dept. 
61 Box 5544, Denver, 
Colo. 80217. 

Made in the Rockies by people who know the outdoors. 

GERRY 
ULTRALIGHT GEAR 

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) 

34 

l_letters 

Dear Editor: 

In June of 1967 two friends and I were 

forbidden by a park ranger to climb Longs 

Peak because we had only one 150-foot 

rope, one ice axe, and one pair of cramp-

ons among us. The mountain was far too 

iced up we were told. We were also denied 

the right to go look for ourselves since 

that would be of no use, as we couldn't 

climb to the summit. The three of us de-

toured around the headquarters and climbed 

the peak using none of the equipment we 

had. 

Less than a month later I was caught 

after soloing the east face of Ypsilon. When 

asked if I knew the Park's regulation con-

cerning no solo technical climbing, I re-

plied that it wasn't technical as I didn't 

use my rope, and left before the ranger 

could reply. 

It is for the above reasons that I endorse 

Mr. Robbins' article "Time for a Change" 

in the November 1968 issue of SUMMIT. 

Gary Neptune 

Lubbock, Texas 

Dear Editor: 

The article by Anton Nieberl "The Day 

I Was Struck By Lightning" (October 1968) 

raises an interesting issue about how much 

warning one really has before being hit by 

lightning. Whenever I have read of a party 

that has been hit the report always empha-

sizes that there was no warning at all. On 

the other hand, numerous reports are found 

in the mountaineering literature of the 

rocks buzzing, hair standing on end, and 

sparks flying from ice axes, pitons, etc. 

Surprisingly enough, the latter type of 

report never ends with a bolt of lightning. 

It seems very likely that the very activity, 

i.e., the buzzing, etc., that can be so 

terrifying, is actually an indication that 

one is rather safe. It may mean that the 

charge difference between ground and 

cloud is being equalized by the observed 

phenomena. On the other hand when there 

is no leakage a huge charge differential 

may be building up, followed by a bolt. My 

point will be difficult to prove because 

most experimentalists in this subject tell 

no tales, but a scientific approach is 

pos sible. 

It should not be prohibitively expensive 

to place an appropriate electrical device 

on a summit to record both gradual dis-

charge and bolts. Clearly some sort of 

circuit breaker must be included to prevent 

the bolts from vaporizing the equipment. A 

recorder could then trace out the current 

on a strip chart which could be recovered 



FRIENDLY ALPINE CLIMBING 
America's finest. . . 

in the Palisades of the High Sierra 

Announcing our 10 varied seminars for the summer of 1969: 
each a week of fun, fellowship of wilderness and the rope 
—comprehensive mountaineering experience for the novice, 
and continuing a unique climbing leadership program for the 
proficient—also guided climbs of your choice throughout 
the Sierra. Write for our brochure and 1969 schedule. 

Bob Swift • Steve Roper • Chuck Pratt 
Don Jensen • Doug Robinson • Kalden Sherpa 

MOUNTAINEERING GUIDE SERVICE 
P.O. Box 327, Big Pine, California 93513 
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THE NEW LIGHTWEIGHT 

CHROME - MOLY CRAMPON 
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DESIGN FEATURES WITH 

FINE U.S. CRAFTSMANSHIP 

TESTED BY R.E.I. 

PERSONNEL ON 

THE SLOPES OF 

MT. RAINIER 

17 SIZES: 4 THROUGH 13 
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and changed on a weekly or monthly basis. 
I would not be surprised if the experiment 

showed very low discharging before bolts 

and few, if any, when a strong coronal 
discharge is active. 

George Wallerstein 

Seattle, Washington 

Dear Editor: 

Perhaps Mr. Winnett was a bit hasty in 

his letter (October issue) concerning "How 

to Estimate Hiking Time." 

Mr. Waddell's chart predicts a time of 

6.8 hours for a level 31 mile cross-country 

hike if one has attained the "15" condition 

line. The 1964 Olympic 50,000 meter 
(31.07 mile) walk was won with a time of 

4.2 hours. The 2.6 hour difference seems 

more than adequate to account for rough 

versus smooth surfaces. 

If you are on the "15" condition line 

consider Olympic walking. 

Del Myers 

State College, Penna. 

Dear Editor: 

Climbers may soon lose some of their 

freedom in Pinnacles National Monument, 

not due to ranger policies, but rather due 

to continual governipent cutback in funds. 

The monument is now closed on Tuesdays 

and Wednesdays, climbers are therefore 

limited to five-day stays. Within.  the next 

few years all campgrounds will close; 

private ones outside the monument will 

charge two or three dollars per night. The 

Balconies section is off limits to everyone 

in order to protect nesting sites of the 

rare peregrine falcon. The High Peaks 

section, with some of the best climbs in 

the monument, may also go to the birds 

due to inadequate trail maintenance funds. 

(The climbers must bear part of the re-
sponsibility for the litter and the erosion 

problems here.) 

When the staff of five is cut down to 
three this spring (the naturalist and admin-

istrative officer positions will be dropped), 

the monument will acquire a city park at-

mosphere with city park regulations. All 

climbers interested in keeping Pinnacles 

as a climbing area should write their con-

gressman. Appropriations are sorely needed. 

Jeff Schaffer 

Berkeley, Calif. 

Dear Editor: 

The following method of cleaning sleep-

ing bags is submitted in the hope that it 

may help prevent future deaths due to the 

poisonous chemicals used in commercial 

dry cleaning methods. Wash by hand in 
cold water with Woolite. Dry in automatic 

dryer at low heat until completely dry and 
full loft has been restored (at least several 

hours). 

Bob Smith 

Columbus, Ohio 
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THE A.E.F. ROCK 
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STYLE #365 
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ODDS & ENDS 
IOWA MOUNTAINEERS PERUVIAN 

EXPEDITION. Leaving July 5, 1969. 
Basecamp in Quebrada Quilcayhuampa 
of the Cordillera Blanca. Huascaran 
may also be an objective. Others may 
participate in unique adventurous 
sightseeing with some climbing, if 
desired. Leaders: John Ebert and 

Harold Walton. Address: P.O. Box 163, 
Iowa City, Iowa 52240. 

COLORADO MOUNTAIN CLUB is 
sponsoring a trip to East Africa to see 
animals and climb Kilimanjaro and in 
the Ruwenzori. Five weeks at low 
price. Seriously interested send $1.00 
to Dale Johnson, 1965 Dartmouth Ave., 
Boulder, Colorado 80302 for full infor-
mation. 

CLIMBERS WANTED for pruning crew. 
Make $4 per hour, season Jan. 1-- . May. 
I will train. Time off for climbing 
arranged. Bruce Beck, RFD 1, Franklin, 
New Hampshire 03235. 

PIN BINS are piton carriers that work. 
For brochure write: Forrest Mountain-. 
eering, 4421 E. 26th Avenue, Denver, 
Colorado 80207. 

FOR SALE: Little used Klepper 
Aerius foldboat with complete acces-
sories. $400.00. Phone (415) 283-6854. 

DO YOU FIND YOURSELF WITHOUT 
A CALENDAR FOR 1969? We have a 

limited number of Daley's 1969 Calen-

dar of American Mountaineering avail-
able. $3.00 postpaid and tax. Daley's 

Calendar, P.O. Box 1213, Berkeley, 
California 94701. 

TIRED OF crampon-strap freezeup, 
buckles that don't work, constant ad-
justment? Problems solved! NEO-
PRENE-NYLON straps adjust and stay 
tight with easy-acting buckles in firm 
round holes. Easy removal from cramp-

on if desired. 4 for $3.50 

ANNOYED BY snowshoe bindings 
stretching, snowshoe turning sideways, 
bindings icing up and turning hard 
when dry? End all this tomorrow with 
NEOPRENE-NYLON bindings! $7.00. 
ONE-YEAR GUARANTEE. Prices 

POSTPAID. Sample for 6,t stamp. Beck 
Outdoor Projects, RFD 1, Franklin, 
N.H. 03235. 
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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 

"Lazy Backpacker Brand" 

Open: Mon.- Fri. 10 a.m. to 5:30 p.m. 7 p.m. to 9 p.m. 
Sat. 9 a.m. to 4 p.m. Closed Sundays 

-WEST RIDGE 
mountaneedng 

12010 west eiSo on9.:1?,APt•Ic?," 4/1 s  .r• 

Weight at 
starting point 

Freely hanging 
part of rope 

Bypass carablner 
i- _ 

2.5 m + Elongation 

Weight 
after fall 

ROPES 
for 

MOUNTAINEERING 
Why do more than half of all Continental European mountaineers 
choose ED E LR I D kernmantle rope? 
ED ELRI D rope is designed, manufactured, and tested to the most. 
modern technical specifications, to ensure maximum safety. ED ELRID 
engineers are also experienced and expert climbers, and know what a 
climber wants in a rope for maximum convenience as well as safety. 
ED ELRI D has pioneered many advances: 

Fixed part 
of rope 

Fixing point 

First kernmantle climbing rope of PERLON 
First rope to pass the U I AA impact requirement 
First rope with 48 strand mantle, for better "feel" 
First braided Bicolor construction for two-rope leading and knot-free rappelling 

Each ED ELRID rope sold must be perfect. Not even a single hidden knotted strand is permitted even though it 
would be undetectable by the purchaser. With ED E LR I D, there is only one quality for a climbing rope: as perfect as 
technology and skill can make it. EDELRID ropes are available clorored white, blue, red and gold. On special order, 
any length can be supplied, and special Bicolor constructions can be made up. 

For 66-page ED ELRI D technical and descriptive booklet 
„A Guide to Mountaineering Ropes" send stamped self-addressed envelope to: 
EIGER Mountain Sports, P.O. Box 161, MONTROSE / Calif. 91020 
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