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A 200-foot sea stack rises sharply off the sea coast of the Britisk 

mainland. John Cleare, an Englishman, describes the first ascent of 

Am Buachaille ("The Herdsman") page 17. 



From the summit 

of Tres Paloma in Baja California's 

rugged San Pedro Martir range, 

looms the mighty 

Picacho del Diablo, monarch of all 

Baja, two airline miles to the 

north. See article page 2. 
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Knapsacking 

EASTWARD FROM THE CREST. "We looked beyond broken ridges and plunging 
rock faces to the soft browns and greys of the San Felipe Desert, with the 
distant glimmer of the Sea of Cortez as nature's backdrop." Photo by Al Schmitz 

SAN FELIPE 
DESERT, EASTERN 
SCARP OF SAN 
PEDRO MAR TIR. 
"Tall, spiny 
Ocotillo, lofty, rugged 
peaks." 
Photo by John Robinson 



n Baja's High Country 

by Arnold Yukelson and John Robinson 

The Desert Peaks Section of the Angeles Chap-
ter, Sierra Club, consists of an unusual group of 
people bent upon an avocation which startles the 
sensibilities of Mr. and Mrs. Average U.S.A. 
These hardy mountaineers delight in climbing 
seemingly inhospitable desert mountains and ex-
ploring the dun-colored desert landscape, all for 
the sheer joy of experiencing this kind of wilder-
ness. In truth many of these desert ranges aren't 
as unfriendly as they appear from a distance. 
Often, stark foothills conceal pleasant evergreen 
surprises behind and above their barren ram-
parts. It is the search for these hidden Shangri-
las, as well as the sheer enjoyment of the desert 
that stimulates these desert climbers. 

It was such a group that gathered at the north 
edge of San Felipe, a small fishing village on the 
gulf coast of Baja California, one morning in 
April. Twenty-seven of us "Desert Peakers" 
planned to spend a good part of our Spring Vaca-
tion exploring a little-known and seldom-visited 
section of this sun-scorched peninsula. Our desti-
nation was the rugged Sierra de San Pedro Mar- 

tir, apex of Baja's long mountain backbone. Spe-
cifically, we hoped for a first ascent of "Tres 
Paloma's" three 9000-foot granite peaks on the 
main crest of the range. 

From the highway a few miles north of town, 
the Sierra was visible on the western skyline, a 
foreboding rampart of spiny peaks and ridges. To 
reach its portals required a 45-mile drive across 
the sand hills and plains of the San Felipe Desert, 
using a network of poor but passable dirt roads 
that criss-cross much of Baja's arid lowlands. 

The pine-clad ridgeline of the San Pedro Martir 
loomed higher and higher as our nine-car caravan 
weaved its way westward across the desert. Near 
the mountains, benefiting from the infrequent 
flash floods that emit from the high country, we 
passed through a veritable desert garden of tall, 
spiny Ocotillo, needle-spiked Cholla, green-barked 
Palo Verde, and shady Ironwood. In spots, multi-
colored wildflowers painted the desert floor. The 
Baja desert may be arid, but it is no wasteland. 

Our sandy ruts finally terminated at the broad 
entrance to Canyon El Cajon, just below the steep 
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ALONG 
ENCHANTED CREEK. 

"The route to the 
peaks took us along Arroyo 

Encantada (Enchanted 
Creek), a playful, idyllic 

stream tumbling down 
a narrow, block-strewn 
granite gorge, replete 

with waterfalls 
and deep, limpid pools." 

Photo by Gene Gail 

lower spurs of the range. Canyon El Cajon is a 
deep, rocky chasm with numerous forks, pene-
trating well back into the eastern escarpment. 
Petroglyphs adorning its sidewalls reveal that 
ancient Indian peoples once frequented the gorge. 
Deeper, more spectacular canyons descend from 
higher parts of the range further north, but only 
El Cajon possesses a trail into the high country 
from the eastern desert side. The trail was built 
by the padres of Mission San Pedro Martir and 
their Indian neophytes almost two centuries ago, 
and is today used to herd cattle to high pasture. 

By midmorning we were plodding up canyon, 
perspiring under the strain of overweight packs. 
Lower Canyon El Cajon is essentially a broad, 
sandy wash, punctuated on occasion by low gran- 

ite cascades and waterfalls. The stream whimsi-
cally disappears and reappears in the sand, per-
forming the trick as if by magic. The trail in this 
part of the canyon is not obvious; it becomes dis-
tinct only in the upper, steeper part of the gorge. 
The crucial point in route-finding is reached two 
and a half miles from the entrance, where the 
canyon forks. The route follows the less obvious 
left branch, going south, then southwest, notice-
ably steepening after five miles. 

After knapsacking some eight miles and 3500 
feet by late afternoon, we came upon a flat pin-
yon-shaded area on the side of the mountain, with 
water trickling from a small spring. It was a fine 
campspot, but unfortunately cattle had previously 
thought so too. After spending some time clearing 
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PARK-LIKE 
FORESTS OF JEFFREY. 
"Once in the high 
country, nature's contrast 
is startling." 
Photo by Gene Gail 

away the cattle feces to make way for our sleep-

ing bags, one wag dubbed the spot "Cowpod 

Notch" (to paraphrase the true designation) . 

Next morning we knapsacked the remaining 

2000 feet of steep trail onto the pine plateau. Once 

in the high country, nature's contrast is startling. 

The thick, nearly-impenetrable tangle of Chap-

arral, Scrub-oak, and Pinyon that blankets the 

higher slopes abruptly gives way to open, park-

like forests of Jeffrey Pine, supplemented here 

and there by stands of Sugar Pine and Cedar. 

A short downhill hike through the tall pines 

brought us, quite suddenly, to spacious, serene 

Santa Rosa Meadow. This huge clearing is one of 

several on the San Pedro Martir plateau that have 

been utilized for summer grazing since mission 

days. The cattle are seasonally driven up steep 

6  

trails from ranches below the western slopes. We 

stopped for lunch beside a cool, trickling stream 

near the southwestern edge of the meadow. Here, 

at almost 7000 feet, the air was crisp and refresh-

ing. The evergreens, the sound of gently-flowing 

water, the rustling of pine needles produced by 

soft breezes—it all seemed strangely out of place 

in the arid Baja California of which we have be-

come accustomed to reading. 

After lunch, most of our group began the long 

cross-country hike to La Encantada (The En-

chanted), another large clearing ten miles north, 

our base camp for the ascent of Tres Palomas. 

Part of the way we followed faint trails leading in 

our desired direction, but invariably these indis-

tinct paths would turn away or simply disappear, 

and we would again be beating a virgin course 



LA ENCANTADA (ENCHANTED MEADOW) from the southeast. "Just before sunset, we spied sprawling La Encantada 

just ahead." Photo by John Robinson 

through the forest, relying on compass bearing. 
The San Pedro Martir is criss-crossed by trails, a 
few of them distinct, most of them barely dis-
cernable. Travellers in this high country must 
know where they are going, how far it is, and 
most important, the true compass direction. 
Those who rely too heavily on trails are bound 
to get lost. 

Six hours of up-and-down struggle finally 
brought us to a ridgetop from which, an hour be-
fore sunset, we spied sprawling La Encantada 
just ahead. A short downhill jaunt and we were 
there, muscles aching from a long day's workout.  

As the rapidly sinking sun painted some nearby 
boulders a brilliant orange, we hurriedly made 
camp on a pine needle-covered flat beside the 
meadow. In the fading twilight, as we relaxed 
alongside our flickering campfire, a sense of iso-
lation and remoteness grew. No marks of civiliza-
tion here only the soft murmuring of the brook, 
the faint night wind, the dim light of the stars. 
This was true primeval wildness, nature in its 
most natural element, as the San Jacinto and 
other California ranges must have appeared a 
century ago. 

After a cold night, we arose early and started 
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WEST FROM 
TRES PALOMAS. 
La Encantada in middle 
distance, La Grulla 
beyond. 
"To the west sprawled the 
vast evergreen tableland 
of the San Pedro 
Martir." 
Photo by Gene Gail 

off for our main objective of the trip—the high-
est of the Tres Palomas (Three Doves) , three 
white granite sisters projecting above the abrupt 
eastern escarpment of the range. It was a pleas-
ure to travel without heavy packs. The route to 
the peaks took us along Arroyo Encantada (En-
chanted Creek), a playful, idyllic stream tumbling 
down a narrow, block-strewn granite gorge, re-
plete with waterfalls and deep, limpid pools. As 
we climbed higher, White Firs and Lodgepolq, 
harbingers of colder elevations, began to appear 
among the predominent Jeffreys. In two hours we 
reached a high meadow just below Middle Pa-
loma, highest of the rocky triplets. A thousand 
feet of fairly difficult scrambling, first through 
underbrush, then over and around steeply in-
clined granite blocks, brought us to the 9250-foot 
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summit. A small piece of broken bottle betrayed 
our hopes for a first ascent. 

The panorama from Tres Palomas was, to say 
the least, awe-inspiring. Two airline miles north 
loomed mighty Picacho del Diablo (10,154 feet), 
the monarch of all Baja California. Eastward, we 
looked down broken ridges and plunging rock 
faces to the dull browns and grays of the San 
Felipe Desert, and beyond, the hazy blue waters 
of the Sea of Cortez. To the west sprawled the 
vast evergreen tableland of the San Pedro Martir, 
twenty miles wide and forty miles long, with the 
distant glimmer of the Pacific as nature's back-
drop. 

Soon it was time to retreat. Down we scram-
bled, back into the silent forest of conifers, along 
Arroyo Encantada, where several hikers paused 



INDIAN 
PETROGLYPHS, CANYON EL CAJON. 

"Ancient Indian peoples once 
frequented the gorge." 

Photo by John Robinson 

to indulge in a much-needed bath in one of the 
larger pools. That night we camped by a hidden 
water source at the southeastern end of La En-
cantada, and the next morning began the long 
cross-country jaunt back. After a lunch stop at 
Santa Rosa, we bade goodbye to this magnificent 
pine-clad tableland and lunged down the steep El 
Cajon trail. 

By late afternoon we reached familiar Cowpod 
Notch and began setting up our final night's 
camp. Soon we heard yells which we thought were 
greetings. Shortly afterwards the source of the 
sounds came into view—two Mexican cowpokes 
driving a small herd of cattle up the trail. One 
thought was uppermost in our minds as the cattle 
approached. Nightfall was not far off but the 
plateau was. We "Gringos" were squatting on the 
last water and therefore the most logical stopping 
place for the herd. Would the cattle join us for 
the night? Much to our relief the cowpokes con-
tinued driving the herd through the campsite and 
on up the trail. The crisis passed and we settled 
down for an uneventful night. 

Next morning we moved rapidly down canyon, 
reaching the cars by noon. With a tinge of regret, 
we left this Range of the Martyred Saint Peter, 
vowing to return next year. 

The usual approach to the San Pedro Martir 
high country is from the west, via the famed 
Meling Ranch. This is the easiest approach, pro-
viding you possess a hardy four-wheel drive ve-
hicle capable of negotiating the steep, rocky, tor-
tuous "road" from the ranch into the pines. For 
those with automobiles of a more common vin-
tage, the east side of the range offers a closer 
approach, if you don't mind backpacking 5500 
feet to reach the high country. 



The sun is going down. I am not walking or 
climbing, but crawling. The four feet of snow on 
the ground is composed of soft powder with an 
inch-thick hard crust which breaks through 
whenever I try to walk instead of crawl. It is 
winter in the High Sierra and I am alone. Every 
few minutes I yell at the top of my lungs. No 
answer. 

I am looking for a road which runs parallel to 
the rim of Yosemite Valley for many miles. I 
have just completed climbing to the top of Taft 
Point via a steep couloir of snow and ice on its 
east side. Several years ago I had been on the 
first ascent of the vertical north face of Taft 
Point and I remembered that a trail led from the 
top to a road, less than half a mile away. That 
was in summer. Now the trail was well hidden, 
and after five hours of crawling in the snow, the 
road had eluded me completely. 

I am in a serious dilemma. Figuring that I am 
moving at about two-thirds of a foot per second, 
I computed in my head that I have covered about 
two and a half miles towards an objective sup-
posedly one half mile away. My directions are 
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clear, as I can sometimes see Half Dome in the 
distance, and watch where the sun is setting. If 
I reach the road, will it be hard packed by travel, 
or untouched and no more passable than the rest 
of the terrain? It is not open in winter as far as 
Taft Point, but it seems probable that a snow 
vehicle might travel it every few days to bring 
supplies to the caretaker at the Glacier Point 
Hotel, several miles past Taft Point. The road is 
open as far as Badger Pass Ski Area, about five 
miles from Taft Point. My original plan was to 
reach the road and follow it to Badger Pass, 
where I hoped to get a ride back to the valley. I 
do not want to descend by the way I came up or 
by any other direct route to the valley floor be-
cause they are potentially dangerous in the after-
noon, when the sun causes large quantities of 
snow and ice to fall from adjacent faces and 
bound down the couloirs and gullies. 

Shall I go straight ahead into unknown terri-
tory and keep trying to find the road? I know I 
haven't crossed it. Or do I? As my eyes scan the 
white covered forest, looking for a possible road-
bed, or even a snowpole, or a blaze on a tree, I 



er. id 
By Galen Rowell 

think, "Can I be one hundred percent sure that I 
haven't crossed it ?" 

I have to answer, "No." 

Just as I consider turning around, my eyes 
catch a very white band traversing a hill about 
a quarter mile away. My hopes go up. I move as 
fast as I can, crawling, sinking, and thrashing 
towards my goal. Twenty odd minutes later I 
reach my white band. No road. The sun has now 
set, and I fully realize the seriousness of my posi-
tion. Last night on the valley floor the tempera-
ture was twenty degrees. That was at 4000 feet. 
What will it be on this cloudless night at almost 
8000 feet? I had come equipped for a short day's 
outing. My pack contains a climbing rope, hard-
ware, a camera, and luckily my down jacket. I 
turn around and head back in the direction I have 
come, knowing that if I can get back to the rim 
of the valley in the early morning before the 
thaw, a descent will be feasible. 

My down jacket will ensure that I won't freeze 
from the waist up, but my boots, socks and pants 
are completely soaked from the afternoon snow.  

My mittens are worn through on the tips of the 
fingers from crawling. I have no matches, flash-
light, food or water, and I have little possibility 
of building a shelter, because there is enough 
snow to cover all the rocks and wood, but not 
enough packed snow to build a snow shelter. I 
realize I will have to rely on my past experience 
and knowledge of the mountains, my initiative, 
and a great deal of luck. Everything I know or 
suppose about wilderness survival buzzes through 
my head as I search for a bivouac site. 

I recall a summer night, spent at about 12,500 
feet in the southern Sierra when I slept so warm-
ly in a light sleeping bag that I even had to take 
my shirt off in the middle of the night. The out-
side temperature was probably fifty degrees, 
which is unusually high for a mountain night. I 
was thirsty, so I got up and walked about a hun-
dred feet to the base of a large snowfield where 
a stream had been running that afternoon. The 
stream was gone. The base of the snowfield was 
frozen solid and not even a drop of water was in 
the stream bed. I wondered how this could be 
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when I was sure that the air temperature was 
many degrees above freezing. 

After coming home, I found out that snow, 
although reflecting most of the visible light 
which strikes it, is a fantastic absorber o•f infra-
red (heat) radiation. Snow also gives off infra-
red to the sky at night in much larger quantities 
that the surrounding terrain. My southern Sierra 
night had all the necessary qualities for maxi-
mum infra-red radiation. The sky was clear, the 
atmosphere thin, and the wind very slight. This 
explained my wide temperature differentiation 
in a very small area. 

How is this valuable to me in my present 
plight? Anything which blocks the travel of 
infra-red waves will increase the temperature of 
the area underneath it. During the day when the 
waves are traveling towards the earth the oppo-
site effect is obvious. Shade under trees is cooler 
than area exposed to the sky, and cloudy days 
are cooler than sunny ones. Cloudy nights how-
ever, are warmer than clear nights and trees, 
tents, or caves are warmer places to sleep than 
out under the milky way. Cold air being heavier 
than warm air tends to stay at the lowest pos-
sible places, hence ridges may be warmer than 
the more protected gullies between them. Wind, 
however, may upset this, and protection from it 
during a storm must supersede most other con-
siderations. 

Keeping all this in mind, I cross a small ridge 
to the downwind side, and find a site where a 
cluster of trees grow in a somewhat protected 
area. The snow under the trees is only about a 
foot deep. As I watch the darkness gather an 
idea strikes me. Having used nylon hammocks 
on large scale rock climbs where there were no 
ledges, why not improvise one with my climbing 
rope to keep me off the snow? Finding two trees 
about ten feet apart, I tie the rope to both trees, 
so that I have two strands between the trees. By 
taking the loose end and tying knots back and 
forth between the strands, I make a quite service- 
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able hammock. This not only keeps me off the 
snow, but above the layer of cold air which hugs 
the ground. 

Shivering now that I have stopped moving, I 
put on my down jacket and realize that I am go-
ing to be very cold below the waist unless some-
thing is done. I take off my pants, boots and 
socks, and wring them out as best I can. I re-
move my sweatshirt and put it on upside down 
over my legs like a pair of pants. Now I put my 
pants and socks back on, putting my feet into 
my pack and tying the string. Taking the remain-
ing fifty odd feet of rope and coiling it around 
my legs like a mummy, I use every available piece 
of equipment. After about half an hour in the 
hammock, my feet feel numb and I wiggle my 
toes and exercise as best I can to restore circula-
tion. I know now I must not fall asleep because 
body warmth and circulation decrease in sleep, 
making frostbite more likely. 

Lying awake, I think about many things, but 
my perspective is narrowed to include only things 
relevant to my present position. I do not care to 
think beyond reaching the floor of Yosemite Val-
ley. Problems of business and of the world seem 
petty where one is denied the basic necessities 
of food, shelter, and human companionship. I 
criticize myself for getting into this position, and 
yet I do not feel self pity or regret. I think about 
this morning when I searched the valley to find 
a climbing companion. Failing, I finally drove to 
the base of Taft Point and looked at the steep 
snow couloir bounded on one side by overhang-
ing cliffs, and on the other by almost vertical 
faces well plastered with ice and snow. It had 
not, to my knowledge, been climbed in winter 
conditions, and hypnotically my gaze moved from 
the couloir to the back of my car, where I hur-
riedly threw my gear into a pack, grabbed my 
ice axe and started off through the white forest. 
It took a couple of hours to reach the base of the 
couloir, 1500 feet above the valley. The first 
hundred feet of the couloir were the most diffi- 



cult, and after contemplating a frozen cascade on 
a fifty-degree slab, I chose a steeper but cleaner 
rock wall to the left. I uncoiled my rope and an-
chored it to a tree at the bottom of the face. I 
tied a prusik handle to my waist and attached it 
to the rope for a belay. I started up the face 
placing pitons every ten feet because of the thin 
verglas which at first was not readily apparent. 
I felt less than confident trying to lie-back an 
open book with thin ice glazing the rock on both 
sides. I was regretting choosing this pitch when 
just as a placed a piton at the end of the lie-back 
I heard a loud crack followed by a rumbling 
sound. I looked to my right to see large blocks of 
snow and ice tumbling down the face, landing at 
the bottom around the very spot where ten min-
utes before I had contemplated the frozen water-
fall. After making sure that my pulse was still 
there, I finished the rock pitch without further 
problem and went back down to clean the pitch 
and untie my anchor. 

Above the rock step I entered the couloir prop-
er, and climbed the forty- to fifty-degree hard 
packed snow as rapidly as I could to avoid being 
hit by flying materials from above which occa-
sionally rattled down from the face into the cou-
loir. The snow was beautifully firm, almost never 
allowing my toes to enter more than two inches 
of its domain. A short steep section of water ice 
caused some delay, but above the couloir contin-
ued unbroken until two hundred feet from the 
top I had an unpleasant surprise. My beautiful, 
firm, hard packed snow turned into miserable 
powder. Instead of proudly goose-stepping to the 
summit, I wallowed my way feeling like a hippo-
potamus trying to leave a mud hole. 

Lying in my uncomfortable knotty hammock, 
I fidget around trying not to doze. Reaching in 
my back pocket I pull out my wallet and look at 
all the contents in the moonlight. I pull out a 
credit card and a twenty dollar bill, laughing to 
myself. It could be a million dollars but it can't 
help me here. But I chuckle again. If I do get  

through this all right, the tables will be reversed. 
I am going through an intense, individual experi-
ence which no number of dollars can buy. I feel 
strangely confident in the fact that through this 
experience I am gaining insight into life which 
cannot be obtained in the normal course of civil-
ized society. The will to survive may be man's 
strongest instinct, but it seems more noble in 
this struggle with nature than in the man versus 
man competition which permeates and motivates 
civilization. 

In the later hours the cold still manages to 
seep through my defenses and I occasionally feel 
my teeth chattering quite involuntarily. The thir-
teen hour night moves very slowly, and I conjure 
in my mind what a rescue party might think 
upon finding a human wrapped like a mummy, 
swinging in a cocoon in the trees. Soon the moon-
light is transcended by the logarithmic progres-
sion of light in the eastern sky. I take down my 
hammock and start back towards the valley. The 
frozen crust now supports my weight about half 
of the time, but otherwise I fall through and 
crawl until I can stand again. Reaching the rim 
of the valley in a couple of hours I breathe a sigh 
of relief. I start a sitting glissade down a gully 
about a quarter mile west of Taft Point, often 
stopping to traverse away from cliffs or icy sec-
tions. Finally I reach the bottom of the gully and 
plunge into the forest, moving as fast as I can 
towards the road. I see the road and my car only 
a few hundred feet away. My emotions get the 
best of me and I try to control a fit of laughter 
which seems at the moment quite incongruous. 
Inside Yosemite Lodge I look at a map which 
shows me that the road I was looking for makes 
a right angle jog just before coming abreast of 
Taft Point. I realize that I may have been closely 
paralleling it the whole time! As I eat a hearty 
breakfast in the comfort of the warm cafeteria, 
I recall a very pertinent proverb—"Good judg-
ment comes from experience. Experience comes 
from bad judgment." 
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Dave, overlooking the east side of Mt. Thielsen. Route to Looking back over the long traverse to the start of the 

the ridge is just left and parallel to the ice axe on the climb to the ridge. 
pack. 

MT THIEL5EN AREA 
1411,En 

LikKE 

LEGEND 
ScALe: YziNcm MILE 

RouTC OF TRAY EL: 

7/z6/6,8 F3Y J. 

STATE. 1-1wY 138 

14 



Mt. Thielsen Winter Traverse 
by Dave Clemens and Jim Torrence 

Cold nights, warm days and beautiful clear 
blue Central Oregon skies had been the weather 
pattern for the past week. This morning of March 
31, 1968, was no exception as we readied our 
cross-country skis for an attempt at a winter 
traverse of Mt. Thielsen. 

We had looked longingly at the east side of Mt. 
Thielsen for some four years now and finally 
decided to try ski touring from the east side of 
the mountain, cross over its south ridge, climb 
the summit and then ski to Diamond Lake on the 
west. We knew it would be a strenuous fifteen-
mile trip and, too, felt some uncertainty as to the 
mountaineering condi ti on s we would find. 
Through the binoculars the snow couloir running 
from the east to the col on the south ridge looked 
like a promising route. We hoped it was passable. 

It was just breaking daylight at 6:00 a.m. on a 
cold, blue klister-type morning when we left from 
Summit Rock on State Highway 138. Travelling 
northerly on our cross-country skis with rope, ice 
axes, crampons and other gear in our packs, we 
made our way to the head of Cottonwood Creek 
in the basin on the east side of Mt. Thielsen. This 
called for a gain of some 2,000 feet of elevation in 
six miles. We stopped here for a lunch break to 
enjoy a spectacular view of the rugged east face 
of the mountain. 

We looked at the large overhanging cornices 
that had formed on the south ridge and the slope 
beneath showed signs of recent small avalanches. 
We were aware of the potential danger and had 
planned our trip to reach the south ridge before  

the morning sun had a chance to soften the slopes 
to the danger point. 

Beginning a traverse under the cornices a safe 
distance apart, we soon reached the couloir that 
would be our route to the south shoulder of the 
mountain. During the traverse the sun had 
started to soften the slope and it was necessary 
to be alert for small stones whistling down from 
above. 

We continued climbing on skis until the steep-
ness of the slope forced us to remove our skis and 
rope up. With a series of ice axe belays on an icy, 
100-degree slope, we soon reached the crest of the 
south ridge. By noon we had passed the worst 
avalanche areas. 

We left our skis on the ridge and made our way 
to the summit, 9173 feet, by the conventional 
route. When we signed the register we found we 
were the second party of the year and had been 
preceded earlier in the day by six climbers from 
Eugene, who had come up from Diamond Lake. 

A few minutes to enjoy the scenery of this 
beautiful day and we headed for our skis and the 
fun trip down to Diamond Lake. At 4:00 p.m., ten 
hours and approximately 14 miles from the start, 
we reached the car we had left earlier. We fin-
ished our trip tired but pleased at having com-
pleted what we feel was the first winter traverse 
of Mt. Thielsen from east to west. We celebrated 
the day with a tasty ice cream float at Diamond 
Lake Lodge—a fitting reward for two tired cross-
country ski enthusiasts. 
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Climbed "The Herdsman" 
By John Cleare 

Photos by the Author 

Am Buachaille, (Gaelic translation: The Herds-
man) is a stumpy 200-foot sea-stack off the Suth-
erland coast, some five miles south of Cape 
Wrath, the far nor-westerly point of the British 
mainland. It has become quite a local landmark, 
both to tourists visiting the fine beaches in the 
area and to the trawler-men working from the 
busy little fishing village of Kinlochbervie, a few 
miles to the south. 

Last summer, a few days after the "Old Man 
of Hoy" climb, a Scottish newspaper published a 
photograph of Sandwood Bay and Am Buachaille 
and asked when, now that the 'Old Man' had been 
climbed, would climbers turn their attention to 
the other lesser, but still worthy sea-stacks round 
the coasts of Scotland. 

Tom Patey, a doctor in Ullapool, the largest 
village on the northwest coast—a Himalayan 
veteran and possibly Britain's best ice-climber, 
has been specializing in sea-stacks recently. It 
was he who first climbed the 'Old Man of Hoy' in 
'66, and on our return from the Orkneys last sum-
mer after the BBC program in which we had both 
taken part, we went over to Sandwood Bay to 
size up Am Buachaille. Later Patey saw the news-
paper article and rang me in London suggesting 
that we knock it off quickly before someone else 
tried to. I flew up to Inverness and was met by 
Ian Clough, a mountain guide from Glen Coe and 
Eiger North Face veteran who also had been with 
us on the 'Old Man.' 

We knew from our reconnaisance that a chan- 

nel of deep water separated the base of the stack 
from the cliff bottom opposite. This, said Tom, 
was the reason he had borrowed a two-piece alum-
inum ladder. Ian and I felt very foolish tripping 
four miles over the moors from our car, past 
crofters at their peat cuttings, draped in ropes 
and carrying long ladders with not a rock in 
sight! 

We reached the edge of the 300-foot cliffs and 
looked down on Am Buachaille. Tom fixed a rap-
pel rope for the steep upper section of the cliff 
and we lowered and man-handled the ladders 
down. 

It was just before low tide when we reached 
the channel, but it was thirty feet wide, bordered 
by thick beds of swirling sea-weed and with a 
powerful current churning through it. I am a 
good swimmer but I didn't fancy it one tiny bit. 
However, we had the ladders, and lashed end to 
end they just reached across the narrowest part. 
We crossed over, but not without wet feet for the 
ladder flexed badly and the middle was all awash. 
It was obvious they would soon be submerged, so 
we fixed up a tyrolean traverse as far above the 
water as we could, to safeguard our return. 
Clough hauled the ladders back to safety and re-
joined us across the tyrolean. 

From the mainland the stack had looked very 
steep but not too smooth, and from our previous 
experiences on the sea-washed Torridonian Red 
Sandstone of the 'Old Man of Stoer' - a similar 
pinnacle thirty miles south near Lochinvar, we 
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A foreshortened picture of this stumpy se 

60 feet from the top, belaying Clough whO 

was found. 

The first pitch on Am Buachaille led through bulging overhangs on 

excellent holds. Ian Clough, a veteran of the Eiger North Face, is 

climbing. Photo on page 16 shows route on this 200-foot sea stack. 
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rtack shows Patey on the first pitch, about 

just below the ledge where the rusty piton 

Tom Patey fights the "dinner-plates"— fragile-looking horizontal flutes 

—he was off balance and every hold seemed about to snap off in his 

hand. 
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AM BUACHAILLE: ". . tripping over the moors draped in ropes and carrying long ladders with not a rock 
in sight." 

Crossing the channel to reach Am Buachaille — "the ladders flexed badly and the middle was all awash." 
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Seastack climb 
from page 17 

judged the rock to be sound with hidden holds 
and not too difficult—ideal climbing in fact. 

The first pitch seemed to confirm our expecta-
tions. Tom led up through bulging overhangs, but 
the holds were excellent, if a trifle secret, and the 
rock was solid. He reached a good ledge at 80 feet 
and discovered a rusty piton! Someone had been 

here before. 
Tom was aware from his high perch just how 

fast the tide was coming in, and only he knew 
that he couldn't swim! He placed a running belay 
and hurried on. The next few moves were hard, 
a strenuous V.S.*, out and across a wall to the 
right and a mantle-shelf onto the top of an over-
hanging beak. Above this there was a line of 
cracks, but suddenly the rock became very brittle 
and coated with a fine film of sand. Every other 
hold was loose and the climbing rather harrowing, 
but a traverse led to another good ledge. 

When he had belayed, Ian and I followed him 
up. On every little ledge sat a young Fulmar. Now 
this particular bird has a nasty habit of welcom-
ing visitors, when they are really close, with a 
powerful gush of oily yellow puke! The throw can 
be as much as four feet . . . their stomachs are 
vast and their aim first-class! By the time we 
reached Patey we were liberally coated in this 
evil-smelling muck. 

Nicky, Ian's wife, and an expert climber her-
self, had by this time arrived with the tea and 
had climbed down to the cliff bottom opposite. 
She yelled across that the landward end of the 
`tyrolean' rope was awash—the thirty foot chan-
nel had become sixty! 

Patey pushed on, but the wall ahead was steep-
er than it had looked. He tried an obvious crack- 

"V.S."—Very Severe—In the upper levels but 
not at the very top of free climbing difficulty.  

line but it was desparately overhanging and he 
came down. He traversed out left and managed to 
pull out over some very fragile-looking horizontal 
flutes. On the "Old Man of Hoy" Joe Brown had 
called similar dangerous wafer-formations "din-
ner-plates." Patey disappeared upwards out of 
sight. 

Eventually the rope went tight and it was my 
turn to climb. Ian, in a public-spirited gesture to 
save time, had decided to go no further. The pitch 
was most intimidating and on the "dinner-plates" 
everything got caught - my pullover, belt, slings 
and hammer all jammed. I was out of balance and 
every hold seemed about to snap off in my hand. 
After a nasty pull-up over vertical guano there 
was the top, a pile of easy blocks a few feet away. 

But Patey was already fixing his abseil rope 
for the descent. "I canna swim man !" he shouted, 
"must go down at once !" And before I could even 
point my camera he had slid away into space. 

I scrambled to the summit. I had been worried 
by that rusty peg down below but there was no 
sign that anyone had been here before. I built a 
little cairn and took a few pictures before re-
rigging the abseil rope round some less unstable 
looking blocks and making sure I could pull it 
down after me. And then down I went. 

Clough was already at the bottom, and Nicky 
was hauling Tom across the now under-water 
`tyrolean' rope. Ian and I stripped off and packed 
our clothes, gear and cameras into a rucksack. 
Trying to hold a rope up clear of the waves we 
slid it across and it didn't get too wet. Then it 
was a quick plunge across ourselves being hauled 
in by a rope from the far side. We had to abandon 
several pegs and slings under the water. 

"One more virgin summit conquered." That 
was how the OBSERVER finished my story, and 
it did turn out to be true, for someone later con-
fessed to leaving the rusty piton behind; it was 
the limit of their attempt. Anyway, an excellent 
expedition for any future party, but they should 
all be able to swim! 

21 



Above: Climbing the face of The Shield, Sandia Mountains. 

Left: Early spring ascent of The Chimney, Sandia Mountains. 

NEW MEXICO 

Someone once said, "A year's climbing exper-
ience in New Mexico is equal to five years any-
where else." Could be; for the perpetually blue 
skies and continuously mild climate of New Mex-
ico probably provides the Southwestern climber 
five times as many opportunities for pursuing his 
noble pastime than his northern counterpart. 

Throughout the year, while the stormbound 
northern climber sits grumbling before his fire-
place, the merry cry of "Belay on !" and "Climb-
ing!" echoes joyously from New Mexico's sun-
drenched peaks. A climbing season without be-
ginning or end is a utopian dream of many a 
mountaineer. In New Mexico it is a reality. 

The climbing season is officially renewed an-
nually on New Years Day, when the New Mexico 
Mountain Club makes its traditional "Annual 
'Slosh" up La Luz Trail to Sandia Crest. On this 
most dreadful of all mornings, when just getting 
up often requires super-human effort, a stalwart 
band of intrepid souls slog doggedly to the high-
est point in the Sandia range. 

Often the Slosh is just that: a struggle through 
soft snow to a wind-swept rim. But occasionally 
the Sandias remain snow free all winter and, 
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though skiers suffer, rock climbers thrive. Sandia 
rock climbing possibilities are limitless. Close to 
one hundred routes have been done on the jagged 
western escarpment to date and very likely two 
hundred more await discovery. 

From the sustained difficulties of the thous-
and-foot face of the Shield to the single rope 
length of the perfectly symmetrical Candle, the 
Sandias present challenging climbs of infinite 
variety and ascents have been recorded in every 
month of the year. 

Though the Sandias stand close to the sprawl-
ing outskirts of Albuquerque, much of the range 
is still natural enough that inclusion in the Wil-
derness System is being sought for part of it. 

When the Sandias do become too cold and in-
hospitable, climbers frequently head for the color-
ful Rio Puerco Valley to bask on the warm sum-
mits of the volcanic plugs there. Here, in a fan-
tastic, unreal, almost lunar landscape, the necks 
of ancient volcanoes rise above a sere and deso-
late desert floor. Cabezon dominates the region 
and is most frequently climbed but Cereo Guada-
lupe and Senora peak also command attention. 



Middle Truchas Peak in Pecos Wilderness Area. Climber leading the Oven route on Cabezon's south face. 

-where the climbing never ends 
By Jack Kutz 

Photos by the Author 

In southern New Mexico, the sky is pierced by 
the saw-toothed silhouette of the Organ Moun-
tains. Wildly rugged, hot and dry, these incom-
parable peaks offer superb rock climbing, amid 
splendid isolation. The Organs are the natural 
habitat of the Southwestern Mountaineers, a 
small group of rock climbers whose efforts have 
produced well over a hundred routes. 

The once "Secret City" of Los Alamos also 
boasts a small but active climbing community and 
the cool woods around the towering Brazos Cliffs 
often ring with the sound of their pitons. 

Climbing clubs are present on the campuses of 
both the University of New Mexico in Albuquer-
que and New Mexico Tech in Soccorro. Being, for 
the most part, foot loose and fancy free, these 
young climbers confine their climbing not only to 
New Mexico but frequently range into Old Mexico 
as well. 

In the high country of northern New Mexico, 
many great peaks rise above timberline, amid 
alpine forests, green meadows and shining lakes. 
Though largely non-technical in nature, the moun-
tains of the Pecos and Wheeler Wilderness Areas 
offer high ridges to walk and views the human  

eye can scarcely encompass. 
Beautiful in summer, they become breathtak-

ing in winter. Though the snows are deep, tem-
peratures seldom drop below zero and winter 
ascents are very rewarding. Camping on the sum-
mits sometimes adds a novel if icy touch. 

Of course, no discussion of New Mexico climb-
ing is complete without a mention of the states 
most famous landmark, Shiprock. Revered by 
Navajos and climbers alike, the Rock is certainly 
one of the most beautiful pinnacles on the Ameri-
can continent and ascent of its legendary walls is 
a never-to-be-forgotten experience. Even a biv-
ouac on Shiprock can be a pleasant event, as one 
stretches out on the warm rock above the Honey-
comb Gulley and watches the soft desert colors 
fade into night. 

Probably the biggest problem the New Mexico 
climber faces is choosing the type of climb he 
wants to do. Sunny desert rock may lure him at 
the same time shadowy snow-filled couloirs also 
beckon, perhaps only a few driving hours apart. 

But in the Land of Manana, there is always 
tomorrow. If we didn't do it today. . . well, maybe 
m anana. 
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Crabtree 
Revisited 

Wm. Penn Tuttle, Jr. By Richard L. Hester 

During the past few years there have been 

recurring rumors concerning the Crabtree Patrol 

Station and its association with a high-country 

accidental death and burial of the victim near 

the Ranger cabin. 
For the benefit of those who read "Summit" 

and have heard these rumors, the following des-

cription of the circumstances seems to be in 

order: 
There is a grave near Crabtree Station - as far 

as is known, it is the only one within the precise 

present limits of Sequoia National Park. It does 
belong to a victim of a high-country accident. 

This was a fall from the north face of Mt. Russell 

in 1946. Russell is a twinned peak about 14,000' 

high and just north of Whitney. 

During the latter part of the summer of 1946 

the Mt. Whitney back country was slowly open-

ing up again following an almost complete four-

year shut-down during World War II. No trails 

were yet available to stock from the Owens Valley 
side of the Park, although trail crew dynamite 

blasts echoed throughout the area all summer 

long. 
Early that August, the Crabtree Ranger had 
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just made a hundred-mile circuit with horse and 

pack mules over the six widely-scattered high 

mountain passes in his territory to collect trail 

sheets from registers. These sheets contained 

entries of travelers passing through either hik-

ing or packing. The USNPS still expends yearly 

allotment of monies to its many separate wilder-

ness areas based on this type of information. 

That same week a group of three young men 

were backpacking, fishing and mountain climbing 

in the vicinity of Wales and Wallace lakes - about 

twelve miles by trail from Crabtree Station — 

William Penn Tuttle, Jr., Mark Tuttle, his bro-

ther, and Sam Siegle. 
Penn and Sam had received PhD degrees in 

chemistry from UCLA earlier that summer. 

The Crabtree Ranger arrived at the Lower 

Kern District Station from his long trip the same 

evening Sam and Mark called from the emergency 
telephone at Junction Meadows in the Middle 

Kern area and reported Penn missing. 
Penn was last seen climbing Mt. Russell alone 

at 4:30 the previous afternoon. The Kern Ranger 

called the Forest Service at Tunnel Meadows to 



alert the Owens Valley people to the possibility 
that Penn may have climbed down into that side 
of the peak. 

The Crabtree Ranger again saddled his horse, 
packed his mules in the dark and headed for 
Junction Meadow, sixteen miles north into the 
Kern Canyon, where he had agreed to meet Mark 
and Sam the next morning at 7:00. While he made 
the pitch-black trek up the Kern, the others made 
a quick trip back to the base camp to check on the 
possible return of Penn. 

Meeting as scheduled at Junction, the Crabtree 
Ranger called the Lower Kern Station for a final 
check in case Penn had reported in from the 
Owens Valley side. But no news. No alternative 
left but to search. The Kern Ranger then elected 
to help in the search and prepared to leave and 
join up. 

Mark and Sam called in the evening after 
Penn's first day missing. The search for him be-
gan then at 7:00 a.m. the following day. The 
Crabtree Ranger followed Sam and Mark to their 
base camp below Wallace Lake, put his stock to 
drift there and left Mark to keep watch for either 
Penn or the Kern Ranger. 

With Sam, who had last seen Penn, the ranger 
started on foot to the base of Mt. Russell near the 
edge of Lake Tulainyo. Tulainyo is one of the 
highest lakes in the California Sierra. The two 
skirted Russell on the way to the lake, traversing 
scree slopes along the base of the north face. 

Leaving Sam with rations and a sleeping bag, 
the ranger proceeded to climb Russell following 
Sam's description of where he had last heard 
Penn call from near the top. 

He took an easy route of little exposure which 
followed the cirque spine between Whitney Creek 
and Wallace Creek drainages. This route was 
south of Tulainyo Lake and led directly to both of 
Russell's twin peaks. The footprints he located he 
knew were Penn's because there had been a hard 
rain three days before with no known attempt to 
climb Russell before or since Penn's. 

Penn did register on both peaks - the easterly 
one, a Sierra Club metal box; the west peak regis-
ter belonged to the California Alpine Club. In each 
instance Penn wrote he was preparing to go down 
the north face - alone - starting down about 4:30 
in the afternoon. He was leaving at most an hour 
an a half of daylight - and no moon! 

The ranger tracked Penn about one-third of the 
way down the north face then abruptly lost all 
signs of prints either in snow patches or in the 
drifts of loose decomposed granite. 

At this point he began carefully searching with 
his binoculars along the base of the mountain and 
was horrified to almost immediately recognize a 
body sprawled over the rubble at the foot of the 
north face, and only a few hundred feet above the 
route he and Sam had traveled earlier that morn-
ing on the way to Tulainyo. 

The mind plays tricks under circumstances like 
this and he would swear the body moved slightly 
several times - but a reasonable appraisal of the 
fall line assured him this was mental abberation 
at its worst. 

After several attempts to safely descend the 
north face alone, he gave it up as a bad prospect 
and proceeded to return the way he had come. 
This decision was made after one disturbing 
moment while he was hanging fully extended 
from a finger-tip hold preparing for a three-foot 
drop onto a one-foot wide ledge with no visible 
side holds available for stabilizing himself once 
he let go. 

It was nearly 4:30. He pulled himself up tiredly, 
painfully and carefully; retraced his steps, re-
registered at one of the peaks and gave a brief 
accounting of the incident - each of his entries 
being immediately below those made by Penn 
two days earlier. 

Near sundown, the ranger met Sam Siegle who 
was fitfully waiting near a snowbank at Tulainyo 
Lake; he broke the then obvious sad news. They 
climbed to the spot where Penn lay. 

He had fallen nearly 800 feet straight down - 
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spinning and bouncing off projecting rocks - 
landed face and head down - sprawling in a nat-
ural position for one who sleeps on his stomach. 

Little remained of his face; the soles and heels 
of his Army boots had spun off. There was a 
splatter zone about six yards in circumference. 

Sam and the ranger zipped Penn into the sleep-
ing bag. The sun was going down; they said a 
brief Lord's Prayer beside Penn - both headed 
sadly back to camp in the dark. 

Arrival at the party's base camp was bad 
enough because Penn's brother, although expect-
ing the worst was really not prepared to accept 
the fact. The Lower Kern Ranger had arrived 
and supper was ready - weary bones and little 
sleep put most everyone to bed immediately and 
some minds spent the rest of the night spinning 
off high mountains. 

Early next morning, mules and rangers col-
lected Penn and traveled the twelve miles back to 
Crabtree Station and the nearest phone. 

Penn, encased in a sleeping bag, wrapped in 
service tarp, was placed in a steel wire alpine 
stretcher basket and set under a large log next to 
a case of dynamite behind the station. 

Early on the fourth day, Mark called his par-
ents in Dover, New Hampshire from the Crabtree 
Station phone to request permission to have Penn 
buried at Crabtree. This permission was the only 
stipulation requested by the Superintendent of 
the Park. The parents consented during a heart-
rending one-way and partially relayed conversa-
tion on the emergency line - which really was con-
nected to the outside world but with unbelievably 
poor reception. 

On the fifth day the grave was finished - the 
events having been decided in favor of burial at 
Crabtree because no Owens Valley trail was yet 
open to stock, ordinarily a one-day trip; the other 
alternative was a three-day haul out to Giant 
Forest in the opposite direction. 

With a body already five days old the decision 
was logical enough and perhaps personally pref- 
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erable to all concerned, including Penn, and es-
pecially Mark. 

The site was chosen by the Crabtree Ranger. It 
was a knoll, completely hidden and considerably 
away from any trail but still but a few hundred 
yards from the station. 

At Penn's feet rose the majestic west face of 
Mt. Whitney with its flutes and chimneys clearly 
visible. Mt. Hitchcock on his right, Mt. Young on 
his left and a view of Middle Crabtree meadow at 
his head. Wildflowers grow nearby in abundance. 

Twenty sticks of dynamite blasted his grave in 
soft, then pure hard granite. He was buried on the 
evening of the fifth day as the sun went down. 
Services were attended to by the Lower Kern 
District Ranger Gordon Wallace; present were 
his wife Mary, Mark, Sam, the Crabtree Ranger 
and a variety of smaller wildlife. 

A moving and heartfelt service was given by 
Wallace who "commended Penn to the earth he 
loved; and in a place any mountaineer would wish 
to rest; as the Lord once again reclaimed another 
of his own." 

A carved pine cross with Penn's name, date of 
birth and death still stands squarely upon the 
grave, and after twenty-two years is quite legible; 
the gravesite completely unmolested and for the 
most part quite unknown except for perhaps the 
summer rangers who do tend the grave along 
with the intermittent visitations of the other 
Ranger who searched for, found and helped bury 
him. 

Fresh wild flowers and crisp pine bough 
wreaths are the occasional silent evidence that 
the Ranger has passed by again. 

You can't find this place without specific direc-
tions or a great deal of searching. You can be 
looking straight at it and not see it. But you can 
always ask the Crabtree Ranger. He will know. 

The above account is perfectly true and the 
research on its story has been well done. I know, 
for I was the Crabtree Patrol Ranger for 1946 
and 1947. 



MADE FOR 
MOUNTAIN 
MASTERY... 

Actually, that's what Voyageur boots are all about. 

We set out to make the finest line of climbing boots 
going. First we asked expert mountaineers what they 
wanted in a boot. Then we put our decades of quality 
bootmaking know-how to work. 

The result: Rugged Voyageur boots—made to stand 
up to the most torturous climbing conditions. Using du-
rable, water-repellent leathers and tough Vibram soles. 
With trouble-free hardware, plus a special sole exten-
sion to prevent dangerous foot-twisting. 

There's built-in comfort, too. A unique back-seam 
eliminates tendon pressure. A snug ankle collar keeps 
out dust, snow, trail debris. And Voyageurs feature the 
"American Mountaineer's Fit" — they're made on Amer-
ican lasts to American standards to fit American feet. 

Add it all up and you've got new, fully-field-tested 
Voyageur boots. Made by master craftsmen to help you 
master the mightiest of mountains! 

"GRETCHEN" 6219 LADIES' 
—Full grain natural Palomino 
leather, padded leather-lined 
bellows tongue, fully leather 
lined. 

"RAINIER" 6277— Full grain 
Cayuse leather, padded bellows 
tongue, fully leather lined. 

"WHITNEY" 6276— Natural 
Rough-Out leather, padded 
tongue, fully leather lined. 

A Division of the 
Red Wing Shoe Company 
113 Main Street 
Red Wing, Minnesota 55066 



HIGHLAND 
Oktijetieia 

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 

SIERRA DESIONS 
(ALPINE EQUIPMENT) 

4TH & ADDISON STS. 
BERKELEY 
CALIFORNIA 94710 
FREE CATALOG 

PACKG EAR • TENTS • DOWN CLOTHING 

AND SLEEPING BAGS 

LIGHTWEIGHT EQUIPMENT FOR 

THE BACKPACKER AND MOUNTAINEER 

Aloaniaiweeitinf 9#tc. 

P.O. Box .306 

Cambridge, Mass. 02.139 

CATALOGUE AVAlLASLE UPON REQUEST 

Store.: 1247 Commonwealth Ave. 

Allston, Mass. 617 -254 -6677 

REVIEWS- 
TRIPS AND TRAILS, 2; Family Camps, Short Hikes and 

View Roads in the South Cascades and Mt. Ranier. Photos 

by Bob and Ira Spring, text by E. M. Sterling, maps by 

Marge Mueller. 232 pages, 7 x 81/2", paperbound, $4.95. 

The Mountaineers, Seattle. 

Following up the first "Trips and Trails" vol-
ume, the acclaimed family guide to scenic camp-
ing areas and short trips in the North Cascades 
and Olympics published last year, "Trips and 
Trails, 2" covers the rest of the Washington 
mountain areas—the South Cascades and Mt. 
Rainier National Park. 

Highlights include the American River area, 
the Tieton and Naches river valleys, the Lake 
Takhlakh area near Mt. Adams, and the pumice-
covered hillsides and sparkling lakes near Mt. St. 
Helens, as well as all the short hikes and view-
points in Mt. Rainier Park. 

Crisp black-and-white photos show the scenic 
lakes, waterfalls, ice caves, forest settings, min-
ing sites and lookouts that abound just short 
walks from campgrounds. Special maps locate 
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Custom-made 

BINDERS 

for your copies of 

SUMMIT 

Dark green leatherette with gold 
lettering. Each binder holds a 
year's issues. $3 each, postpaid 
in U.S. 20% discount on 2 or more 
to same address. On California 

orders add 5% sales tax. 

Order From: SUMMIT, P.O. Box 
1889, Big Bear Lake, Calif. 92315. 

TRAIL KING PACK 
by 

UNIVERSAL 

Heliarc Welded Frame 
Double Divided Side Pockets 
O.D. Waterproof Nylon 
Nylon Waistband 
Talon Brass Zippers 

Available through Quality 
Sporting Goods Stores Everywhere 

Universal Field Equipment Co. 
P.O. Box 984, Riverside, Calif. 92502 $29.95 

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

send for catalog 

mountaineering specialists 

camping areas and scenic spots nearby, and each 
campground and its facilities is described. A 
special feature of this second volume is the coding 
of certain hikes as especially suitable for families 
with small children—the shorter, easier trips to 
start on. Also, number of trips involving logging 
or back roads are coded to separate the "good" 
roads from the "bump surface" ones. 

The two "Trips and Trails" volumes continue 
the format of picture-map-description for each 
trip initiated with The Mountaineers' popular 
hiking guide, "100 Hikes in Western Washington." 

GROWING PAINS. . . 

Periodically, it has been necessary to enlarge 
SUMMIT's printing plant to take care of additional 
subscriptions. Now, in order to increase the quality 
of SUMMIT and run more color pages, new printing 
equipment will be installed in time for the October 

issue. To help meet the initial cost, a special ten 

years for $30 (new or renewal) subscription offer is 

being made until the end of the year. Mail to SUMMIT, 

Box 1889, Big Bear Lake, Calif. 92315. The staff 

hopes our readers will like the improvement.  
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It's another product of 

by RICHARD PONTVERT S. A. 
38 - IZEAUX - FRANCE 

EDGING... 
FRICTION 

The "YOSEMITE" makes the 
most of your technique. 

ROYAL ROBBINS 
TECHNICAL ADVISOR 
has designed a rock shoe giving 
security on small holds and 
tenacity on friction slabs. 

Galibier 
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LOOKING FOR THE BEST? 
THE NEW LIGHTWEIGHT 

CHROME - MOLY CRAMPON 

—COMBINING THE LATEST 

DESIGN FEATURES WITH 

FINE U.S. CRAFTSMANSHIP 

—TESTED BY R.E.I. 

PERSONNEL ON 

THE SLOPES OF 

MT. RAINIER 

17 SIZES: 4 THROUGH 13 

LARGEST PAIR WEIGHS ONLY 1 LB. 1 OZ. 

10 POINTS—FRONT POINTS SLANTED 
 

15.95 

10 POINTS—VERTICAL 15.95 

12 POINTS—FRONT POINTS HORIZONTAL 
 

16.95 

OUTSTANDING QUALITY AT CO-OP PRICES! 

PATRONAGE DIVIDENDS TO MEMBERS 

FREE 68-PAGE COLOR CATALOG ON REQUEST. 

RECREATIONAL EQUIPMENT INC. 
1525 1 1 th Ave. Dept. S, Seattle, Wash. 98122 
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First Aid Reprint 
The chapter on first aid procedures 

from the second edition of "Freedom 

of the Hills" has been reprinted, com-

plete, in a miniaturized version de-

signed to fit in first aid kits carried in 

packs, cars, boats, etc. It is available 

from The Mountaineers, P.O. Box 122, 

Seattle, Washington 98111, 45¢ plus 

pOstage. 

A Great "Hippie" 
The problem of bearded, ill-kempt 

penniless migrants in Yosemite Valley 

is hardly a new one. As early as 1872, 

authorities and serious scientists had 

the same worry. One such character, 

whose mainstays were tea, bread and 

grass, walked the area for decades. 

The tea he drank, crusts of bread he 

lived on, and the grass was his place 

to sleep. 

Scientists derided his theory that 

the great valley was glacial in origin 

(since adopted as true) and pillars of 

the moral community described him as 

a shiftless n'er-do-well. After his 

literary and scientific achievements 

made him famous, he became the 

founder of the Sierra Club and one of 

our country's greatest naturalists. His 

name, of course, was John Muir. —L. 

Grett in the Los Angeles Time. 

Sonic Booms 
Considerable damage has occurred 

recently in National Monuments due 

to sonic booms. In Canyon de Chelly 

an ancient Indian dwelling was de-

molished when a large portion of an 

overhanging cliff fell following a 

sonic boom. Rare sandstone formations 

in Bryce Canyon have been severely 

damaged. A rockfall of 66,000 tons 

occurred in Mesa Verde after the 

passage of two jet planes traveling at 

supersonic speeds. A rock slide from 

a canyon wall of the Navajo National 

Monument has just occurred. In Death 

Valley, 323 sonic booms were counted 

in a six-month period ending in 

February, 1968, with 68 of them con-

sidered to be serious enough to cause 

weakening and demolition of geologic 
features. 

Sonic booms can be avoided over 

these fragile areas. Both Sweden and 

Canada have passed legislation 

against sonic booms. 

Tragedy in the Flatirons 
Only two days before he would have 

received a medical degree, John C. 

Amesse, 26, fell to his death in the 

Flatirons near Boulder, Colorado, on 

June 5th. He had wanted to join an 
Army mountaineering unit as a doctor. 

He was climbing with a close friend 

and classmate, Alfred Anderson, when 

he fell. They had placed a rope around 
a boulder, apparently for a rappel, and 
the rope slipped. Amesse went back 

up the cliff to reposition the ropes, and 
Anderson said the next thing he knew 
his partner had fallen past him. 



WARMLITE STEPHENSON'S 
23206 Hatteras St. 

Woodland Hills, Calif. 91364 

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. 

WILDERNESS 
LARGEST and MOST COMPLETE 

SELECTION OF 

BACKPACKS — FOODS 

COOKING GEAR — MOUNTAIN— 

EERING HARDWARE — BOOKS 

CLOTHING — X—COUNTRY SKI 

SUPPLIES 

BOOTS 8c CUSTOM—MADE MOCS 

Discounts larger than patronage. 

Refunds for Clubs — Expeditions 

1310-A COMMONWEALTH AVE., BOSTON 

169 FOURTH ST., PROVIDENCE, R.I. 
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BOX 1228 
JACKSON HOLE 
WYOMING 83001 

continued 

Preventing Theft 
This spring 26 Mountaineers hiked 

in the vicinity of Rampart Ridge in 

Washington. When, at four o'clock, they 

returned to their cars they found that 

five locked automobiles had been 

broken into, four wallets containing 

money, credit cards, and other personal 

effects had been removed. 

Since most groups publicize their 

hikes and give directions to where 

they will park, this may be the be-

ginning of a serious problem. The 

following are a few suggestions 

which might help other hikers prevent 

a similar occurrence: 

Don't take large sums of money 

on hikes. 

Carry wallets on person during 

hike. 

Do not leave valuables visible 

in vehicle, or better yet, lock them in 

the car trunk. 

Be familiar with your insurance 

coverage. Is it adequate? 

One Falls, Two' Rescued 
Mountain Guide Guidi3 Franchino 

watched in horror as his client slipped 

into a crevasse near Chamonix, France. 

He immediately lowered a rope to the 

trapped man. Imagine his surprise when 

the figure that climbed over the lip of 

crevasse was that of another man! He 

was followed moments later by Guido's 

client. 
"I'd been in there for an hour when 

he fell in," the stranger explained. 

Knots in Kernmantel 

Some knots have been found to be 

very unreliable in certain kernmantel 

ropes. In some instances it has been 

impossible to form a secure Tarbuck 

knot, and it has been reported that a 

bowline secured by two additional 

half-hitches came undone and allowed 

the rope to fall out of the leader's 

waist karabiner. This behavior is 

caused by the rope having a greatly 

reduced flexibility when it is bent 

over a diameter approaching its own. 
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RUGGED... 
The man—the mountain—the gear. The man 
climbed the mountain because it was there 
To take on this special challenge, only the 
best equipment would do. He chose the best. 

Tents • Sleeping Bags • Packs 

GO RIGHT — GO LIGHT! For free 
catalog and name of nearest dealer write 

ox 1081 • Boulder, Colorado 80302-- 

people who 
compare 

buy 14olubar! 
The Tarbuck and bowline knots appear 

to be most susceptible and the double 

figure-of-eight knot the most reliable 

for such ropes. Climbers should check 

the knotability of kernmantel ropes 

when considering their purchase. —F. 

Solari in "Mountaineering," official 

journal of the British Mountaineering 

Council. 

Rappel Warning 
From "Les Alpes" comes a word of 

caution to climbers about rappels, es-

pecially free rappels of any length 

without a belay rope. An accident oc-

curred to a climber on the Aiguille de 

Roc while . he was descending the 

overhanging part of the long rappel to 

the Breche. He was using one of the 

traditional methods, in which the rope 

passes under the thigh or through a 

carabiner and then over one shoulder, 

the forward hand maintaining balance, 

while the backward hand provides the 

brake on the slack rope. The climber 

in question felt a pain above the 

collar bone, at the place where the 

rope passing over his left shoulder 

compressed the root of the neck. One 

or two seconds later, his left arm was 

completely paralyzed. He had to be 

evacuated by a rescue party and the 

arm did not recover for several weeks. 

In this case, the main nerves to the 

arm (brachial plexus) were severely 

compressed by the rope above the 

collar bone, at the point where they 

are fairly near the surface and rela-

tively unprotected. Especially in a 

thin person, compression can easily 

produce paralysis which, though not 

long-lasting, can for a time involve 

the whole arm. When using this method 

of rappelling, the climber should make 

sure the region above the collar bone 

well-protected. 

tking'Cli !Ding Hu ing Hiking Cli bing Hunting Hiking Climbing Huntinl 

LITE TENTS 

DOWN BAGS 
5 

Pg° FOAM MATS 

FREE PACK SACKS ,T 
CATALOG 

Strong statement? You bet. But 
we can back it up. Compare qual-
ity. We use finest nylon for 
extreme lightweight, AA Prime 
European goose down. Compare 
durability. We use ravel-proof 
seams, extra care from our hand-
made, limited production methods. 
Compare price. We are consistent-
ly at or below others, and we have 
a better product to boot! Holubar 
cares . . . because care makes a 
big difference! 

Find out for yourself about Holu-
bar and the big difference. Write 
for free catalog to Holubar, Dept. 
ST-6, Box 7, Boulder, Colorado 
80302. 

2 

f IOLA 225 STRATHCONA AV. OTTAWA CANADA =- 

930 FORD ST. OGDENSBURG N.Y. , i 
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se you demand the finest... 
the reliable 

aLimidi 25 oz. 

Piton Hammer 
III Drop forged chrome-moly steel head 
II 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 

IN Other sizes and weights available 

Carabiner 
hole for 
extracting 
pitons 

Pick serrations with string 
grip piton when prying out of biners 

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

00 EAST JEWELL AVE. • DENVER, COLO. 80222 

Tents Sleeping Bags 

Down Jackets Vests 

itu SHOIP 

Area Code 603/745-2767 

fkimekter 

ROCK CLIMBERS 

BACKPACKERS 

CAMPERS 

FISHERMEN 

SKIERS 

THE INCOMPARABLE 

KELTYL  

Down Sweaters 

Rain Gear 

FROSTLINE Kits 

Write for free Catalog 

FROSTLINE, Dept. 12, Box 1378, Boulder, Colorado 80302 

MAIN STREET, NO. WOODSTOCK, NEW HAMPSHIRE 03262 

Letters 

Dear Editor: 

I read in your issue of November, 

1967, an article by John Pickard, "The 

Keyhole Slot Hanger." Since February, 

1967, I have been making these hang-

ers which he describes. In May, 1967, 

I wrote a general article on expansion 

bolts, an article in which I included 

information and a picture of this 

hanger. This article was published in 

Les Alpes, a Swiss revue. These 

hangers are called "plaquette uni-

verselle de s4curit" ('pus'). They 
are on sale in sport stores here at 

about 30 cents. They will hold about 

1,000 pounds. 

If you are interested in news or 

technical articles, I recommend Les 

Alpes, the revue of the Alpine Club 

of Switzerland. 

Bruno Schaerrer 

25 Grandes Communes 

1213 Onex 

Suisse (Geneve) 

Dear Editor: 

One of your issues under a first aid 

procedure says (I) start victim breath-

ing then check and stop bleeding. First 

Aid demands bleeding (major) be 
stopped, then start victim breathing. A 

man can last at least 4 minutes with-

out brain damage, but without blood 

he is gone. 

Howard Baker 

New York, New York 

(Editor's Note: In our July, 1965 is-

sue, "Mountaineering Medicine" by 

Dr. Fred 7. Darvill, page 4, he states: 

"The control of significant hemorrhage 

(bleeding) is urgent and takes prece-

dence over treatment for any other 

problem (save cessation of respiration 

which should be managed simul-

taneously). 

0 DOLT 
BUYDOLT 
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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 2131 

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 
U LTRALIG HT GEAR 

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 
or 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. 17, 6804 Millwood Road 
Bethesda, Maryland 20034 
Telephone: 301-652-0156 

Dear Editor: 

In regards to your magazine, I have 

nothing but the highest admiration for 

your journalistic quality. However, 

there seems to be a slight shortcoming 

in your photography. Dust, exposure 

problems, and development techniques 

all enter into the pictures that are 

published in your magazine. 

Being an experienced professional 

I realize that these are delicate buga-

boos that enter into all photographic 

forms. And being a climber who has 

shots from the Alps to Yosemite, I 

realize also the definite disadvantages 

in shooting far away from civilization 

and darkroom. However, these problems 

can be solved, and I believe you to be 

a qualified meeting place of the minds 

and while I confess that I don't have 

all the answers I can find them out 

quite easily. Anyone who is interested 

enough to write a letter to you about 

a particular problem in photography 

will get a published answer from me 

the following month. 

Larry Clayton 

Colorado Springs, Colo. 
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$ UMMIT ORDER FORM 
ADDRESS: P.O. BOX 1889, BIG BEAR LAKE, CALIF. 92315 

Please send SUMMIT for the term indicated to: 

NAME  1 Year Li $ 6 

STREET  2 Years ri  $ 9 

CITY  3 Years [1 $12 

STATE ZIP  5 Yearsn$ 18 
I:I MONEY ENCLOSED 0 BILL ME LATER 

As famous as the Alps themselves! 

EDWARDO 
SKI TOURING BOOT 

Style No. 290 

Sizes: N. M. L. 4Y2 to 14 

$24.95 pLItucisg. 
Cross Country Boot, $23.95 

Prices Slightly Higher in the West. 

This boot is 4 inches high for freedom of movement and support. Roomy toe, 
trim fitting instep, snug fitting heel. FEATURES Goodyear welt, sewn with 
nylon thread for strength. Fully insulated throughout for warmth. Medium oil 
tanned uppers, black with red trim. Foam padded water-tight bellows tongue. 
Reinforced steel binding plates at toes. Overall thickness of 5/8 inch on 
sole and welt to fit all bindings. Excellent heel grip for down hill runs. 

"ghe 04eptf " Handmade in Italy for the 
Outdoor Man and Woman . 

Write for Free Brochure 

FABIANO SHOE CO lb/ • BOSTON 10, MASS. 
DEPT. A-2, SO. STATION INC 

FRIENDLY ALPINE CLIMBING 
America's finest. . 

in the Palisades of the High Sierra 

Announcing our 9 varied seminars for the summer of 1968: 
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 1968 schedule. 
Bob Swift • Steve Roper • Chuck Pratt 

Allen Steck • Don Jensen *Frank Sarnquist 

MOUNTAINEERING GUIDE SERVICE 
P.O. Box 327, Biq Pine, California 93513 
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ODDS & ENDS 
Twenty cents per word. Payment in advance. 

CLIMBS IN THE CASCADES AND 

OLYMPICS tailored to your schedule. 

Climbing partners available, from our 

roster of Seattle climbers, all experi-

enced leaders of Washington state 

glacier and rock climbs. Pick your 

mountain, and ask Elizabeth Cuadra, 

THE SUMMIT REGISTER, 12416 Deer-

brook Lane, Los Angeles 90049, (213) 

472-8201. 

DOUGAL HASTON is instructing at 

International School of Mountaineering 

in Leysin, Switzerland, NOW. Pros-

pectus and brochure, 1854 Leysin, 1 

Switzerland. 

ROCK SCHOOLS: Slide sets illustrat-

ing rock climbing from basics to most 

advanced. Accepted teaching aid by 

over 40 schools in U.S. and England. 

Frost Films, Box 1378, Boulder, Colo. 

LIGHT-WEIGHT BINOCULARS: New, 

more powerful models just introduced! 

Tiny size, feather-weight. Carry them 

everywhere. Send 25t stamps or coin 
for new handbook, "How to Select 

Binoculars," including catalog describ-

ing binoculars for climbing, hiking, 

nature study and sports. Prices start 

at $16.95. HOUSE OF BINOCULARS, 

P.O. Box 22, Palo Alto, Calif. 94302 

FOR SALE: 35mm Slides of the 

Pacific Northwest Mountains, $2.50 

per set of 10. Sets are (1) Mt. Rainier; 

(2) Mt. Olympus; (3) Cascades; (4) St. 

Helens and Mt. Baker. Robert Topolse, 

Box 1832, Coral Gables, Florida 33134. 

FOR SALE: Complete sets of 1967 

issues of SUMMIT, unbound, $6 each 

postpaid. Send check or money order to 

SUMMIT, P.O. Box 1889, Big Bear 

Lake, California 92315. 

DAWSON'S BOOK SHOP 
Mountain World 1966 — 67 

Now Available 

$7.95 postpaid 
(in California add 49ct tax) 

535N. Larchmont Blvd. 
Los Angeles, California 90004 
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ROPES 
for 

MOUNTAINEERING 
Why do more than half of all Continental European mountaineers 
choose EDELRID kernmantle rope? 
EDELRID rope is designed, manufactured, and tested to the most 
modern technical specifications, to ensure maximum safety. EDELRID 
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: 

First kernmantle climbing rope of PER LO N 
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 EDELRID rope sold must be perfect. Not even a single hidden knotted strand is permitted even though it 
would be undetectable by the purchaser. With EDELRID, 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 EDELRID 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 

IF you ARE A TypicAl 
bAckpAckER, you'RE pRETTy UNUSUAL. 
Your backpack should conform to your particular needs. That's why we 
build Himalayan Contour Paks to adjust six important ways. And epoxy 
bonds, instead of welds, give the frame a unique resilience—when your 
body turns a little, the frame gives a little. fl  Get information on the 
full line of Himalayan equipment—Everest Paks, packbags, sleeping bags, 
tents, and many other hiking accessories. Ask your Himalayan dealer or 
write us for a free catalog. 

HIMALAYAN 
INDUSTRIES 

Consumer Products Division 
Please direct all correspondence regarding Himalayan equipment to: 

BEAR ARCHERY COMPANY, Rural Route One, Grayling, Michigan 49738, Dept. S-7 



Custom-mak BINDERS 
for your copies of "Summit' 

Dark green leatherette with gold lettering. Each binder holds a year's issues. 

$3 each binder, postpaid in the U.S. 20% discount 

on 2 or more binders to same address. On Cali-

fornia orders add 5% sales tax. 

ORDER FROM: 

SUMMIT 

P.O. Box 1889 

Big Bear Lake, Calif. 92315 


