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BAN ON MOUNTAIN CLIMBING IN NEPAL LIFTED 

The ban on mountain climbing in Nepal that was 
imposed in 1964 was lifted by the Nepalese govern-
ment in August, and a great surge of interest in 
climbing the great peaks there is already underway. 
Thirty-eight mountains are on the eligible list. 

These include: Api and Nampa of Byas Rishi Himal; 
Kanjiroba main peak, Kahmara, Jagdula, Patrasi and 

Sisne of Kanjiroba Himal; Dhaulagiri main peak, 

Dhaulagiri II, Dhaulagiri III, Dhaulagiri IV, Dhaula-

giri V, Churen Himal, Putha Hinchuli, Guraj Himal, 

Tukche Peak and Dhampus in the Dhaulagiri Himal 

range, Annapurna I, Annapurna II, Annapurna III, 

Annapurna IV, Glacier Dome, Gangapurna, Annapurna 
south peak, Lamjung Himal, Nilgiri north and Nilgiri 

south in the Annapurna Himal range; Manaslu main 
peak, Manaslu II (Peak No. 29), Dakura, Himalchuli, 
Baudha of the Manaslu Himal; Sagarmatha (Mount 
Everest), Pumori, Nuptse, Lhotse, Makalu I, Kan-
gehungtse (Makalu II). 

Climbers interested in this area should contact the 
Consular Office, American Embassy, Kathmandu,  

Nepal, for further and more complete information. En-
dorsement of each climbing party will be required by 
the government of Nepal. This endorsement must be 

furnished, in the case of Americans, by the American 

Alpine Club, the only national organization recog-

nized by the authorities in Nepal. 

James McCarthy, Secretary of the AAC, writes, "The 
American Alpine Club is prepared to consider endors-
ing expeditions partly or even wholly made up of 
climbers who are not members of the American Alpine 
Club; however, we would appreciate receiving re-
quests for endorsement sufficiently far in advance so 
that the Expeditions Committee can render an intelli-
gent decision as to the competence of the party and 
to their objective. 

"Kindly address all requests for endorsement, in-

cluding as much detail about the climbing history of 

non-members of the American Alpine Club as is 

available, to the Expeditions Committee, American 

Alpine Club, 113 E. 90th St., New York, N.Y. 10028" 
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MT. FORAKER', 

The Talkeetna Ridge on Mt. Foraker showing the camps and route. Photo by Bradford Washburn. 
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"TALKEETNA RIDGE" 
By Warren Bleser 

One of the giants of the Alaska Range, Mount 
Foraker, is the second highest mountain in the 
United States, reaching an altitude of 17,400 feet. 
Perhaps because it is located near Mount McKin-
ley, Foraker has received scant attention from 
mountaineers in the past. Three previous expedi-
tions had climbed to the summit by approaching 
the mountain from the north or east, but the pre-
cipitous southern flanks of the mountain were 
completely untouched. 

On the south side of Foraker three great ridges 
sweep down like huge rivers of ice to the Lacuna 
Glacier ten thousand feet below, each having its 
own highly distinctive character. The central 
southern ridge, in particular, descends in a fine 
classic line. We chose to name it the "Talkeetna" 
because we liked the sound of this Algonquin 
word which, I am told, means "three rivers". 

On July 13, Alex Bertulis, Hans Baer, Pete 
Williamson and myself, having unanimously 
agreed to abandon our attempt to climb the south 
face of Foraker because it proved to be too dan-
gerous, set out to make the first ascent of Talk-
eetna Ridge. 

From a base camp located on the Lacuna Gla-
cier we climbed fifteen hundred feet up a couloir 
to the ridge crest, where a cache was established. 
Moving up along the crest of the ridge we found 
easy rock scrambling, corniced snow, and an occa-
sional high angle pitch of rock or ice. Lacking a 
site wide enough to pitch a tent, Camp 1 con-
sisted at first of just a small snow cave bottom- 

ing on ice, an abode in which Alex and Hans 
passed four days sitting out bad weather. Later 
Camp 1 was enlarged by pitching one of our Alps-
port tents partially over a cornice; tent and occu-
pants were secured to the fixed line. 

The first major obstacle above Camp 1 was a 
500-foot rock wall. Solid granite offered fine 
holds leading upward. Three pitches of 5th class 
rock climbing were followed by several more of 
mixed rock and ice. Delightful climbing! Camp II 
was a well-protected affair with plenty of room 
for two tents, located at 10,500 feet. 

How easy it is to underestimate on a big moun-
tain! Looking up from Camp II, we could see our 

ridge leading up to a second rock band that 
looked easy, and then on up to a headwall of 
vertical ice. "Looks like we can traverse around 
that headwall to the left without trouble. Sure 
looks OK above." Actually, we found ourselves 
confronted with one obstacle after another. The 
second rock band was shorter than the first, but 
more difficult. Again there was vertical rock to 

overcome, and then mixed rock and ice. Above 
the rock band a high angle ridge led upward to 
the base of the headwall. "Holy smokes, the tra-
verse left doesn't go." Dominating our view for 
so long, the headwall was well guarded on the 
flanks and would yield only to a frontal assault. 

Standing on the narrow ridge at the base of 
the wall, we contemplated the sweep of vertical 
ice towering above us. The exposure was extreme. 
Constant melting action of the sun had built up 
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layers of poorly consolidated water ice on the 
surface of the wall. The first pre-requisite for 
upward progress was to find sound ice. Moving 
up the wall, ice screws proved invaluable for 
several aid moves. Near the top probing yielded a 
cavity that soon enlarged into a major crevasse 
within the headwall. We were able to cut a hole 
into the crevasse and chimney up the last 20 feet 
of the climb. 

A sigh of relief upon emerging from the cre-
vasse, the anxious look above, the face register-
ing disappointment at seeing a maze of seracs 
and crevasses blocking the route above. The 
"Easy Traverse" was a stroll along the top of a 
thin detached block of ice, easy except for the 
fact of a crevasse on one side and a dropoff on the 

other. At the far end of this airy walk a delicate 
snow bridge connected to the slope above. Here 
on the return one climber displayed a little too 
much vigor in his leap, missed the landing pad 
entirely, and shot off into space, luckily belayed. 

Above the Easy Traverse difficult snow and 

ice climbing continued to slow our progress. 
Emerging over the top of one long pitch of high 
angle ice - our morale at a low ebb - we were 
amazed at the next obstacle confronting us - wild, 
beautiful, and completely unexpected - a soaring 
formation of snow and ice sweeping up several 
hundred feet to form a pinnacle in the sky - the 
"Rooster's Tail." Being slow learners, we again 
tried to traverse around this formation, until 
finally we accepted the inevitable and headed 
straight up. 

Camp III was located on a fine plateau at 12,-
000 feet. The most distinctive feature of the 
ridge, the "Dome," was located just above camp. 
(This formation could be avoided, for once, by a 
traverse of easy snow slopes to its left.) Up to 
Camp III we had been climbing in a traditional 
expedition style - fixing rope for load carrying, 
ferrying loads, and so on. We had anchored 4,200 
feet of fixed line to the mountain, and had left 
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3,400 feet of line in place for the descent. Above 
Camp III we planned to switch to an alpine style 
of climbing for one final push - to move up con-
tinuously without ferrying loads, one party leap-
frogging the other. We had climbed 5,000 feet 
above the glacier floor and had another 5,000 feet 
to the summit at 17,400 feet. 

On the night of July 23, while Alex and Hans 
slept, Pete and I left camp with the last 800 feet 
of fixed rope. I expected some difficult climbing 
on the ridge beyond the Dome, but little did I 
suspect that for the next twelve hours I would be 
involved in some of the most demanding climbing 
I had ever done. An easy snow walk around the 
Dome brought us face to face with the narrowest, 
most exposed section of our ridge. We dubbed 
this section—razor sharp, highly intricate, cor-
niced—the "Peruvian Way." 

Starting up the first lead, I found that I was 
on a shell of a former snow and ice formation; 
the sun had reduced it to emptiness - a rotten 
skeleton about to fall apart. The corn snow under 
the surface acted like a pile of marbles; under 
foot they tumble and scatter. It was impossible 
to find good ice anywhere, or to get in a solid 
piton or picket for protection. Part way up I 
paused to reconsider. But somehow I just did not 
have the heart to tell Pete we were licked, and 
pushed on. 

The second lead, a long traverse, proved to be 
an even greater problem. The ridge crest was 
much like a double cornice, 2 to 3 feet wide near 
the top, and more narrow below. Expecting that 
the whole formation would break out from under, 
I waltzed across the exposed traverse as daintily 
as possible. Four more leads followed, each a 
crux pitch in itself. At one point part of a cornice 
broke out from under my feet, and I was left 
momentarily clinging to an inserted ice axe. By 
morning we reached the end of the Peruvian 
Way, and had succeeded in anchoring our fixed 
rore securely near the top with aluminum discs. 

Hans and Alex caught up with us and immed- 



iately departed for the summit, carrying bivouac 
gear, 5 days food, shovel, but no tent. They 
climbed steadily for the next 28 hours, finally 
going into bivouac at 15,300 feet - a tremendous 
effort on their part. From communication with 
them by radio, we learned that they climbed some 
30 pitches above the Peruvian Way and had been 
involved in some hard climbing. 

At 9:00 a.m. on the morning of July 24, Pete 
and I left Camp III summit bound. Snow condi-
tions, for once, were excellent. Because we could 
follow the route prepared by the other pair, we 
were able to gain altitude rapidly. Late in the 
afternoon we paused to share a cup of tea with 
Hans and Alex, and then continued up the ever 
more moderate ridge to its top at 16,500. 

While I started the household chores - digging 
a snow hole and preparing supper - Pete, a dy-
namo of power, wandered over to the south sum-
mit. The air was clear and cold; the weather 
would hold. After supper Pete helped me struggle 
out of a pair of frozen boots, and I slid into the 
warmth of a down bag and parka for a fairly 
comfortable night - the only inconvenience being 
the eddying snow blowing in our faces. Later the 
thud of a shovel hitting hard snow led to the 
realization that the other pair had joined us and 
would soon be ensconced in a snow hole a few feet 
away. All was well. 

The stroll over to the main summit, a mile and 
a half of easy walking, was something of an anti-
climax the next morning. On the summit we fol-
lowed the usual routine of admiring the view 
and snapping a few pictures - conditions were 
rather smoggy due to forest fires - and then 
started quickly down. With ten thousand feet of 
down-climbing before us, the time had not yet 
come to celebrate. 

Descending the ridge that afternoon rapid pro-
gress was made in the beginning. By evening the 
snow conditions became worse as we reached 
lower altitudes and found a warm wind prevent-
ing freeze-up - not the sort of problem one would  

expect to find at 14,000 feet on a peak close to the 
Arctic Circle. As the snow condititions became 
more precarious, we formed one continuous rope 
of four for greater security. I had one section of 
ridge break out from under me, just regained a 
stance and my composure, then someone else shot 
off the other side. With downward progress 
stalled, it began to look as though we would pass 
time indefinitely - each man relegated to his 
separate little rock perch. But Alex remembered 
a cave just two leads down where he and Hans 
had paused on their way up. After much grovel-
ling around we finally got there - a protected 
position of rock that proved ideal for our pur-
poses. Out came the stove and food. Soon we were 
dining on a fine meal of dehydrated beef, eggs, 
logan bread, and cocoa. It seemed so incongruous 
to be struggling on the exposed ridge one moment, 
and in this lap of luxury the next. 

In the early morning hours conditions im-
proved enough to allow us to continue the des-
cent, but pitches that had been climbed so quickly 
on the ascent presented major obstacles on the 
retreat, as rappel followed rappel. Then the Peru-
vian Way. Even with the fixed rope securely 
anchored at the top, the crossing proved to be an 
arduous undertaking involving a number of spills. 
We arrived back at Camp III at 6:30 a.m. (July 
26) just as the sun began to peek around the 
corner of the mountain. We spread our things to 
dry in the sun and retired with the sweet con-
tentment of victory beginning to ebb into our 
tired bones. Within an hour a heavy wet snow 
began to fall. 

On the afternoon of the third day of continu-
ous wet snowfall, we slowly gathered the gump-
tion to climb into wet clothing and soggy boots 
to continue the descent. By 2:00 p.m. we were 
moving. And Lo! The heavily laden summer 
clouds began to break up. Soon we were descend-
ing the fixed ropes in sunshine - the fresh fallen 
snow blowing in the cold wind - real spring-like 
conditions - the world around us was beautiful. 
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HaVaal: Canyon Oasig 
By Vincent Prichard 

Photos by the Author 

Did you ever swim in a blue-green pool among 
waves generated by a crashing waterfall? (Over-
head, the air is strewn with wispy tufts from 
springtime cottonwoods.) Did you ever follow a 
dusty trail down a narrow gorge fording the 
same stream time and again? (Between fords, 
the red dust works into your soaked tennis shoes, 
and you can hardly wait for the next crossing to 
wash them off.) Did you ever see a stream of 
tinted crystal flow into a main and muddy river,  

clinging to its identity remarkably long until it 
was finally consumed? Did you ever climb up out 
of a tiny gorge set amidst other, larger ones, 
until it vanished in the whole? And then, my 
friend, did you ever sit on soft grass in the still 
of the night and watch a canyon rim shadow im-
perceptibly extinguish the glow of a moonlit cat-
aract? 

If you haven't done these things (and perhaps 
a renewed reward would be greater if you have), 

Beginning 
of the trail just 

below Hualapai Hill-
top, where cars 

are left. The trail 
drops about 

1000 feet in the first 
mile, then levels 

off, dropping only 
another 2000 

feet along the rest 
of the 10-mile route. 
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each such opportunity and many others await you 

in the western end of Grand Canyon National 

Park. There you will find a very small canyon 

called Havasu, cradling a minor paradise of cot-

tonwoods and willows, grape vines and ferns, 

nourished by turquoise Havasu Creek, which 

plunges nearly 200 feet at one point on its peren-

nial course to the Colorado River. 

From their quiet emanation from beneath the 

Colorado Plateau to their reluctant confluence 

with the brown Colorado River, the waters of 

Havasu Creek travel a scant ten miles. But few 

other streams, despite their greater length, can 

claim such a variety of scenery and quality of 

beauty. And this creek is responsible for the 

wonderments along its course. Less than 400 

feet above the stream, desert conditions prevail. 

The cactus and yucca vie with the mescal and 

ocotillo for water from the infrequent rains, and 

each has its own ingenious method of storing and 

conserving the scarce liquid. Not so on the floor 

of Havasu Canyon. There the magic of abundant 

water supports a plethora of lush plantlife that 

can afford broad leaves and delicate features. 

More interesting perhaps than the plants it 

begets is the living stream itself. From the lazy 

eddies of countless pools lingering behind traver-

tine dams to the thundering spectacle of the 200-

foot ribbon known as Mooney Falls, Havasu 

Creek generates-,a number of moods-that is lim—

ited only by the sensitivity of the observer. The 

most striking aspect is the blue-green hue of the 

water. This is most plainly evident if you view 

the water, especially in the large pools beneath 

the falls, from the rim above. Curiously enough, 

if you dip a glass of water out of the stream and 

hold it to the light, the water appears colorless. 

The difference is generally thought to result 

from a combination of light-colored carbonate 

minerals lining the stream bed, green and blue-

green algae growing in the water, and the selec-

tive absorption of light. (1) But, happily, enjoy-

ment of the phenomenon does not depend on  

knowing its cause. 
There are two other major falls (defined as 

exceeding 75 feet in height) in the stream besides 

Mooney. Havasu Falls, a mile upstream from 

Mooney, drops 100 feet into a large pool formed 

behind several travertine dams. These dams build 

up as carbonate minerals dissolved in the water 

precipitate out. The carbonates enter the water 

while it is still underground, flowing for miles 

through limestone, sandstone, and shale. 

For several yards behind the dams, the water 

in the pool is only two or three feet deep—ideal 

for wading. Closer to the falls, the bottom sud-

denly drops off as it is gouged by the churning 

waters. Swimming here will be long remembered. 

Another half-mile upstream is Navajo Falls, 

75 feet high. Offering a more reserved spectacle 

than Havasu or Mooney, it impresses you none-

theless since it is normally the first major falls 

you pass on your way through the canyon. Four 

miles downstream from Mooney is Beaver Falls. 

It resembles a rapids more than a falls, but there 

are several drops of 25 to 30 feet. 
Man has not neglected the splendid environ-

ment that Havasu Canyon offers. There is evi-

dence that human habitation began as early as 

900 A.D. Most probably, these people were the 

ancestors of the Havasupai Indians, who now live 

in the canyon. T'he Havasupai raise agricultural 

products and -cattle and play host to canyon visi-

tors. Their reservation was established in 1882 

and is now wholly contained in Grand Canyon 

National Park. 

Miners have also left their marks on Havasu 

Canyon. "No one ever struck it rich and no one 

ever died by his pick," writes Joseph Wampler 

(2). Several remains of the workings provide 

ample testimony to the zeal of these men who 

scratched the walls of Havasu looking for riches 

or, simply, the adventure of their pursuit. 

One of the remains is very useful still today. 

Where Mooney Falls plunges over its 200-foot 

cliff, further passage down the canyon would be 
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The better of two bridges 

used to cross Havasu Creek about 

a half mile above the 

National Park Service campground. 

Navajo Falls, 

75 feet high, 11/2  miles downstream 

from the Indian village of 

Supai, 1/2  mile above the 

campground, named for Chief 

Navajo of the Havasupai, who died 

in 1898. 



effectively barred for all but technical rock 
climbers were it not for the work of certain min-
ers. Just after the turn of the century, they 
carved a passage down the face of the cliff. They 
built two tunnels and chopped many steps in the 
travertine wall. To make the nearly vertical Stair 
way safer, they drove iron pegs into the wall for 
handholds. Today there is also a chain fixed 
along the route for anxious hands to grab. 

Under the provisions of the National Park Act, 
the miners are now gone forever but the Hava-
supai remain, and they, along with the National 
Park Service, extends a year-round invitation for 
you to visit the canyon of their home. 

When you go, plan to stay several days. You 
will want to stay longer in any case, and you will 
want to return once you have left. If you must 
forego the pleasures and pains of hiking into the 
canyon, the Havasupai will accommodate you 
with their pack mules. 

By either means of transport, the 10-mile trip 
to the National Park Service campground, lo-
cated a half-mile upstream from Mooney Falls, 
will not be soon forgotten. To reach the trailhead 
at Hualapai Hilltop by car, leave U.S. 66 six miles 
east of Peach Springs, Arizona, and drive north 
about 60 miles on a dirt road. From there, the 
trail follows Hualapai Canyon for six miles to its 
juncture with Havasu Canyon. The remaining 
four miles take you through Supai, the Indian 
village, and past Navajo and Havasu Falls. There 
is also a 14-mile route to the campground begin-
ning at Topocoba Hilltop, which is reached from 
Grand Canyon Village. 

Once you are camped in Havasu, there are 
many side trips you can take. Those of particular 
interest include the trip on down the canyon to 
the Colorado River and a tour of the rims above 
Havasu. The first keeps you within the lush 
vegetation beside the creek, and the second giveg 
you an impression of the sun-burnt vastness that 
surrounds Havasu. There are numerous side can-
yons to explore, and you may want to spend a 
day visiting the Havasupai or just swimming and 
relaxing beside one of the large pools. 

Whatever you do, there is one very short trip 

Havasu Falls, 

100 feet high, 2 miles from the 

village, near the campground, once 

called Bridal Veil Falls, 

is the place to go swimming in 

the canyon. 
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you should certainly take. Perhaps your last 

evening in the canyon would be the best time for 

it. After the sun has set and the stars have come 

out, walk down to Mooney Falls and find a com-

fortable spot beside the pool below. If it is warm 

enough, you might swim a while in the dark 

waters. But mainly, just sit and listen to the roar 

of the falls and watch the stream surge down-

ward in the starlight. 

If you are there when the moon is out, you will 

be doubly rewarded. Mooney Falls was named 

after a flamboyant sailor turned miner who lost 

his life while descending the cliff beside the falls. 

But it might have been named just as appropriat-

ely, and considerably more poetically, for the 

mood generated when moonlight touches the 

white waters of the falls and plucks them further 

from the darkened cliff. As the moon orbits and 

the earth revolves, a shadow of the canyon rim 

first covers the pool and then creeps with unseen 

motion up the falls, snuffing the soft and surging 

glow. 

Soon you will want to sleep, for tomorrow's 

trip out of the canyon will be tiring. But the 

stream never sleeps, never tires. As you climb 

the cliffside steps guided by your tiny spears of 

light, the stream rushes on in darkness guided 

by the shape of the land it nourishes. During its 

moment in geologic time, it works constantly to 

produce and sustain the beauty that is Havasu 

Canyon. As you leave the canyon, you need not 

be dismayed; because the beauty will remain for 

Travertine dams 

at the base of Mooney Falls. 

you and others to see again. 

Modern man has the power and often the will 

to alter and destroy such places as Havasu Can-

yon. His technology rapidly exceeds that of na-

ture. But once in a while he pledges to hold back 

that power, to meet nature on her own terms, at 

least in some few small places. Havasu Canyon is 

one of those places, and you and I are much the 

richer for that fact. 

Joseph Wampler, Havasu Canyon (Berkeley: 
1959),p. 10. 

Ibid., p. 98. 
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The day I was 

Preek 4,  14,6toeki1 
By Anton Nieberl 

The High Sierra in August — a month of time 
— the John Muir Trail winding like a chain of 
jewels from Yosemite National Park to Mt. Whit-
ney! My good fortune seemed incredible as I 
reflected upon the fact that only a few short 
years before, I had been a homesick newcomer to 
this wonderful land. Like millions of others, I had 
been uprooted and mercilessly swept away from 
my native country by the tempest of history. 
It was in the mountains of the American soil that 
I had at last been able to begin to feel at home 
again. There the confusion of coping with an-
other language was lessened; there I felt most 
strikingly the delicious pleasure of joining new-
found cronies. No barriers of barbed wire or 
abysmal hatreds separated us; we were united 
by our common admiration of the grandeur of 
our mountain world. 

One of my special dreams was about to become 
a reality. As a hiker and amateur photographer, 
the John Muir trail was a mecca. I counted the 
days until I could begin my knapsacking trip like 
a child in breathless anticipation of Christmas. 

Starting in Yosemite Valley, I walked eagerly 
along to Evolution Valley, among the most pic-
turesque in the High Sierra. From there, the 
trail winds up along Evolution Lake, crosses the 
timberline, and continues along Sapphire Lake 
and Wanda Lake through the 12,059-foot Muir 
Pass. 

One night I holed up in Muir Shelter. All 
around me other hikers and climbers were settled 
in; we smiled at each other, exchanged a few 
words, and soon I was adrift in my own special 
dreamland where the mountains were all spec-
tacular, soaring, steep, cloud-touching. 
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In the morning I saw a 13,223-foot unnamed 
peak looming above me, about one and one-half 
miles north, which demanded capture on film. 
Soon I had climbed my peak. The breathtaking, 
sweeping view generously rewarded me for my 
effort. Suddenly, from the south I noticed a spec-
tacular storm moving towards me. What a temp-
tation! I simply had to stop and take a picture. 
But I also heard some distant thundering. I 
paused, undecided. Should I challenge Thor on 
this peak, so inviting for lightning? 

"Oh, take it easy," I thought to myself. "The 
clouds are still a long way off. Why not snap 
some more pictures? This is once in a lifetime !" 

But the mighty Thundergod evidently dis-
agreed with my compromising attitude. To make 
this plain, he sent a stroke of lightning which 
found me as its mark. 

Fortunately, the impact of such a jolt is not 
fully comprehended at the time it hits. There was 
a flash before my eyes, a clash of loud noise 
jangling in my ears, and I felt as if somebody 
had gently tapped me on top of my head. It 
sounds so casual! But a moment later I realized 
what had happened, and I was filled with shock 
and terror. My body felt weak and helpless. Now, 
it seemed a heresy to be alive, and I became 
really numb. 

Seconds passed, and I was still unable to move. 
But with the thought of Rene Descartes' "Cogito, 
ergo sum" I reasoned myself back into the ranks 
of humanity. I would find a way out of this! 

My first impulse was to rush away from the 
merciless lightning. But how? Where? Far below 
I could see a little lake lying bathed in the sun 
and peaceful, but here the dark clouds were 



menacing me. I started quickly down the sharp 
ridge on the south to a 15-foot slender rock spire 
pointing skyward, about 150 vertical feet below. 
As I approached I heard an eerie sound similar 
to a freak radio noise emitting from the rock. 
"Tony, this is just what you don't need right 
now !" I told myself. "Get away from that big 
rock—and fast!" 

Desperately I began to work my way horizon-
tally from the ridge. My legs were dragging like 
dead weights. How could I possibly get out of 
this mess? 

Then Donar decided to teach me an additional 
grim lesson about jurisdiction in his lofty em-
pire. A new ordeal began. As I ran frantically, 
I felt what seemed like a gentle tug on my hair. 
Sparks crackled off the top of my head. Now, 
he was really after me! In my panic, I snatched 
my cap off my head as if the sparks would come 
off with it. I tried to run faster. I had to get 
away! In the very tissues of my desperately 
struggling body, I knew another flash would 
surely reduce me to a charred lump. 

But then I realized that I could not get away 
by running. On such a rocky slope and such a 
mental condition, I could easily break my neck. 
I felt very much alone. I tried to be reasonable. 
"How can one outrun lightning?" I asked myself. 
"It can't be done." 

Maybe I could find a flat rock under which to 
hide. A nice idea but where. "Search," I urged 
myself despairingly. 

Eventually I found a heaven-built, cozy-look-
ing rock and shelter! I would have settled even 
for a lesser one. I made myself believe that Donar 
could no longer hurl pernicious thunderbolts 
against me. I felt as if the Creator had given me 
one more chance. 

Time passed. I could hear rumblings, but it 
seemed as if they were growing more distant. 
Again I felt an itch to see more than just a slit 
view from under the rock. And I could not resist 
the temptation to look on the spectacle. Crawling 
out, I struggled down to a saddle between my  

mountain and 13,124-foot Mt. Huxley to get a 
view of the thunderstorm. 

It was an awesome sight. Spectacular thunder-
heads slashed with silver edges slid swiftly 
northwards. Snow streaked down, changing to 
rain as it neared the earth. Occasional spots of 
this somber world were lighted by golden sun-
shine. I gazed until my curiosity was perfectly 
satisfied. I even snapped some shots with my 
camera. 

By now a certain normalcy should have re-
turned to my mood, but what I really felt was 
much more a helpless tiredness. I wished and 
wished I were already harbored again in the safe, 
splendid Muir Shelter to rest and sleep. But it 
was a long, long way down. To make it worse, 
from beyond the edge of my vision, clouds emit-
ting lightning had begun to move closer to me 
once more. 

Under everyday circumstances, an occurrence 
such as this is just routine. However, I was still 
under the effect of my encounter with the thun-
derbolt. Feeling fright all over again, I began to 
run down. But now disaster almost overtook me. 
With my coordination crippled, I missed by foot-
hold and rolled over. Picking myself up and 
finding that I was fortunately not hurt, I now 
had to settle for a reasonable and safe speed. 
Soon I was at the Muir Shelter where I felt as 
if it were my intimate home. How grateful I was 
to be alive. 

After this terrifying encounter with Thor, I 
went on the next day to finish my knapsacking 
along the unforgettable John Muir Trail. This 
stretch of American earth more than lived up 
to my not-too-modest expectations. But thanks 
to Thor's hostile behavior, there was more ad-
venture in my experience than I had anticipated 
and a new respect for his power was born. 

Readers who are interested in the technical aspects of 
thunderstorms and lightning in the mountains and what to 
do to avoid strikes, are referred to an article entitled 
"Lightning Hazards to Mountaineers" by Alvin Peterson, 
published in the American Alpine Journal, 1962, and re-
printed in SUMMIT, May 1963 by permission of the AAC. 
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Cutting 

In the summer of 1967 we went to Canada. The 

worst part was crossing the border. We got bust-

ed smuggling a jug of yin ordinaire from the 

Golden State. Foolishness. "You know, Mac," 

said the plump, pleasant customs officer, "that's 

not playing the game." Writhing in excruciating 

embarrassment, we admitted that it wasn't. We 

were suitably contrite and he was suitably gen-
erous. After confiscating our wine he let us off 

with a reprimand and warning. 

Chastened, we drove north through rolling hills 

dense with dark conifers. The horizon slowly 

grew as we approached the climax of the Can-

adian Rockies. How unlike the Sierra was this 

land, with its rain forests, thick and wild. No 

open parks here. No groves of splendid giant 

trees. It was rough country—cruel country—

Jack London country. We pierced the inner sanc-

tum of the northern Rockies via a tortuous gorge 

in KootenaR National Park-, The weather -was — 

fine and tourists thick as flies. A super highway 

carried us north along deep, long glacial valleys 

flanked with snow-clad, alpine peaks. By the time 

we reached Assiniboine, clouds covered the sky 

and hid that symmetrical pile of rubble. 

Banff sparkled cheerily through the night and 

rain, with a crisp, clean, friendliness bringing to 

mind pictures of Swiss mountain villages in sum-

mer storm. 

We located the Banff headquarters of the Can-
adian Alpine Club—a sturdy mansion two miles 
from the center of town. Arriving, we found our-

selves in the middle of an internecine battle be- 
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tween the progressive and reactionary forces of 

the respectable CAC. 

Liz and I had come searching for Chouinard, 

but he had just left for the Bugaboos, that legen-

dary area of granite spires and peaks rising from 

vanilla ice cream snowfields. His companions: 

Joe Faint and an IBM brain-drainee from Eng-

land, Chris Jones. These three had already ach-

ieved two spectacular successes this season, 

namely, the first ascent of the north face of 

Assiniboine and a new route on the north face of 

Mount Edith Cavell. These were major routes on 

4,000-foot alpine faces. So Chouinard and his 

friends were the lodge celebrities. But they didn't 

stay long to enjoy the fruits of the conqueror 

they were off to collect another "first." 

We were able, for a reasonable fee, to use the 

down-stairs kitchen facilities and showers of the 

CAC Lodge, as well as browse through the library 

and sit brfort,the fire. 1t was this•sort of "oper-

ing the club to outsiders" that the conservatives 

objected to, as well as any climbing philosophy 

which made a point of searching out difficulty. 

I got the distinct impression the CAC old timers 

regarded north wall exploits like those mentioned 

above in the same light as the Alpine Club, in the 

1930's regarded the young German climbers on 

the Eiger: They must be nuts. 
In the main room hung an old framed photo-

graph of a striking mountain. The picture was 

titled "Mt. Geikie, Ramparts." The fabled Ram-

parts. I had first heard of them upon reading in 
the American Alpine Journal, Fred Beckey's ar- 
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ticle on his ascent of Oubliette. And I now.  re-
membered that Chouinard had mentioned some-

thing about an unclimbed face in there - major, 
alpine, and one of the big prizes remaining in the 
Canadian Rockies. I learned that this picture 
showed the north face, and that it was unclimbed. 
I must try it, but who was there to do it with? 
There was John Hudson. 

I had first heard of Hudson in Art Gran's ac-
counts of climbing in the Canadian Rockies and 
the Tetons. I had noted that Gran was very im-
pressed with his young partner's climbing prow-
ess. I still remember a phrase, "Not bad for a 
sixteen year old." He had climbed the face of Half 

Dome and made the first ascent of the south face 
of Snowpatch Spire in the Bugaboos. Just a week 
before, he had made the first ascent of the west 
face of Geikie. So he was a skillful rock techni-
cian and an old hand in the Canadian Rockies . . . 
an obvious choice as a partner for Geikie. 

John Hudson is a six-foot one-inch freckle-
faced kid, easy going and affable, so much so 
that one wonders what makes him a mountaineer. 
"Where's the fire," I mused. Without thinking it, 
I couldn't help thinking Hudson was not the stuff 
of which real climbers are made. The necessary 
passion seemed lacking. 

The weather turned fine as we left the CAC 
Clubhouse. Liz would remain behind for the 
week. Again we drove up a great open valley 
lined with peaks formerly only names to me: Mt. 
Eisenhower, Brussels, Athabaska, Temple, and  

finally, with the fading rays of the sun shining 
on its white brow, the famous north face of Edith 
Cavell, 4,000 feet of rock, snow and ice, first 
climbed in 1961 by Yvon Chouinard, Fred Beckey, 
and the late Dan Doody. 

Jasper, laid out long and narrow along a rail-
road track, is less quaint, more cow-towny than 
Banff. The firehouse is a drab, yellow structure 
behind the City Hall. In the morning we went 
there to sign out with a Jasper Park Ranger. He 
was the hard, self-sufficient sort found on fron-

tiers, and doubtless thought us a bit freaky. But 
there was no hassle, no equipment check, no pry-
ing into our climbing history, no jumping up and 
down on our ice axes, no lurking fine for the 
heinous crime of walking unroped on a glacier. 
We merely told him where we were going and 
when we would return, and that was that. 

Heat marked the beginning of our trek into 
Tonkin Valley. No white fleecies gave shade in 
this, the driest summer in many years. The trail 
cut steeply upward through a dark forest. I grim-
ly plodded, a 65-pound pack weighing on my body 
and John's amazing fitness weighing on my mind. 
I strained to keep apace, telling myself, "I'll make 
up for it on the mountain. It'll bring forth more 
reserves of strength than mere slogging can." 
Thus we continually adjust our outlook to pre-
serve our ego. 

I gritted my teeth and poured on the steam. 
. John didn't even seem to be trying. Soon, ex-

hausted, I suggested another rest. I was having 
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it. I began to hate Hudson. Here I was feeling 
competitive and getting licked. I tried to expel 
this mood of battle and rancor as stupid and un-
worthy, but it kept coming back. 

When we stopped for lunch I accepted John's 
offer to carry the ten-pound tent I had been 
toting . . . the ultimate admittance that I had 
lost on the hike in. Worse, this change didn't 

seem to make any difference I continued stag-

gering while John carried on apparently unaf-
fected. 

We eventually camped in a vast rolling green 

field near the pass. Some burgeoning puffies with 

black bellies came over and dropped rain, but just 

a little, and we passed the night peacefully shel-

tered from the myriad of vicious mosquitoes out-
side our tent. The next day I awoke to the shat-
tering realization that I had left my camera five 
miles down the trail. I set my jaw and took off at 
a trot to find it. John would strike camp and 
relay loads until I returned. 

When I returned, John and the camp were 

gone. I followed the trail expecting to soon find 

my pack. I topped the pass and descended into 

another great open valley. This country is so 

gradual. It takes terribly long to get anywhere. I 

walked and walked. Where was the pack? Where 
was John? I suddenly thought with horror, "May-

be I passed it !" Impossible! And I continued. But 

the same thought kept coming back, except that 

it was changing to I must have passed it. I dread-

ed finding John miles from the pass, saying he 

had left it there. I was getting sicker and sicker 

at my own stupidity when I glanced up, and there 

it was. . . my pack! Partly happy, but aghast and 

dismayed that John could have carried both 
packs so far, I shouldered it and started off, and 
there was John, returning from the last relay, 
his pack over a mile further on. It was beyond 
my comprehension. I was discouraged. 

We slowly dropped down into the Tonkin Val-
ley. Ahead of us, to the south, the Ramparts rose 
in a 4,000-foot facade of rock and ice, a magnifi- 
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cent playground for the alpinist. For that's what 
it was, this alpinism, play, just play. It's a game 

like any other. Play, play, play, just play. At least 
that's what my father-in-law says. 

We camped in a meadow two miles from Geikie. 
In the morning we crossed a soggy meadow and 

then passed over fields of morainal debris toward 

the now sunlit north face. Sunlit . . sunlight . . 

sunlight . . warm . . warm . . melt . . ice . . melt 

. . rocks . . rocks ? . . ROCKS! Down they came in 

a thundering torrent of all sizes, ripping down 

and across a beautiful white snowslope in a long 
couloir. That couloir had been beautiful, but now 

it was abhorrent. It was all too easy to imagine 

what would have happened to our bodies, our 

poor bodies, had we been in that two-faced 
couloir. 

We hiked on, thinking about rocks falling and 

how to avoid them, and discovered a broad couloir 
hidden behind a buttress. This looked better, and 

had less debris at its mouth. 

We bivouacked on the moraine, and started up 

at dawn, two hours too late. I was afraid of the 

steep snow and demanded a rope when John 

would have gone without one. We belayed every 

75 feet. It was slow . . . too slow. With the sun 

now on the slopes above us, we were taking un-

necessary chances we could have avoided with an 

earlier start. The rocks dotting the snow around 

us now took on more significance. From the top 

of the snow we climbed unroped up a steel rubble 

heap. It was delicate and dangerous. One error in 

judgement meant a 1,500-foot fall. John was sad-
dled with our huge, puffy, heavy hauling bag, a 

ridiculous burden to carry in such terrain. 

At last we came onto a rib nosing out from the 
center of the face. Things looked good. There 

were no clouds. We scrambled a thousand feet, 
using the rope here and there for protection, 
until stopped in the early afternoon by an 800-
foot headwall. Here we broke out the etriers and 
started using pitons continuously. The route and 
problems are indistinct in ray mind. There was a 



wet dihedral that didn't welcome the tips of 

pitons, a strenuous, slippery, jam crack, and then 

we bivouacked. More of the same next day . . .all 

good rock climbing on excellent rock. This was 

the area of my speciality and I was finally per-

forming up to snuff. John fumbled one of his 

leads; he got up, but was discouraged and there-

after insisted on going second. I objected to his 

silliness in giving up because he had made a less 

than perfect lead, but he remained firm. Natur-

ally I gloated secretly. 

The pitch which broke the headwall was the 

best. Jamming my hands and boots, I fearfully 

climbed up a crack too large for any of our pitons. 

Higher, there were some beautiful combination 

moves on fine rock, and at the.  top some wild, per-

fect nut placements which took me over the final 

overhangs. 

In the last 700 feet the climbing was easier, but 

alpine. That is, loose rock, snow, and ice. Caution 

was the order of the day, and we turned it on. 

But we were tired, and it was dreadful toiling 

toward the summit in the hot afternoon sun. 

Under our huge, horrible, hauling bag, John 

struggled stoically. 

Shadow was pushing the last golden light from 

the mountain when we found a magnificent flat 

ledge, right on the summit ridge, 30 minutes 

from the top. It was a bad place in a lightning 

storm, but my eyes, scanning the furthest west-

ern horizon, could find no wisps of vapor to feed 

my fearful imagination. Easy as falling off a log 

can I build a thunderstorm out of stratus, a 

cumulonimbus from a mere castellatus. But 

there was nothing to fear, the sky was dead 

clear. All around us, like the white caps of an 

angry ocean frozen in mid-storm, rose a sea of 

peaks, as far as vision could tell. "Boy, John, 

there are a lot of mountains in Canada." "Oh, 

yeh, there are. And this is only a small bit of 

them. Look, there's Robson." It stood alone, and 

like the Matterhorn, dominated its surroundings. 

A fine high peak, often challenged, seldom con- 

quered. 

"Hey, John, this is going to be a great biv-

ouac," I effervesced in happy anticipation. 

"Yeh, yeh, man, everything's too perfect." 

Right again, John. Within an hour a 70-mile 

an hour west wind was tearing across the ridge, 

rushing urgently, like urbanites fleeing the city, 

to get away from the high pressure. It was like 

bivouacking in a rushing river, except we didn't 

get wet. When day came, we brewed tea, less be-

cause we wanted it or needed it than to prove we 

could do so in that impossible wind. When we 

reached the summit, only the wind spoiled a 

perfect day. 

Descending, we belayed carefully down a sinu-

ous snow ridge. . . a world of brilliant white and 

deep blue . . . the rope whipping between the two 

as John flipped it from his path. We reached the 

rocks and continued rapidly down John's new 

route on the west face toward the notch between 

Geikie and Barbican. I was tired but hurried to 

keep up with Hudson, who still carried that ridic-

ulous burden. He moved quickly and without 

apparent effort down the steep rock, while I 

doggedly pushed myself to stay on his tail. "How 

can he go so fast," I wondered. I realized with a 

shock I was taking risks just to go fast. "I'll have 

to watch that," I thought. It wouldn't do getting 

killed competing. We made several rappels and at 

long, long last were at the notch, whence the (to 

me) grim couloir swooped downward. Tired and 

drained of confidence, I made no tacit claims even 

to equality on this terrain, and let John shepherd 

me down. 

Then John walked while I stumbled and lurch-

ed over moraine and meadow to our blue and yel-

low patch in the green sea. It had taken 12 hours 

to descend. 
Next day we went out by a different path, a 

trail which brought us to the foot of the north 

face of Mt. Edith Cavell. "What a wall," I 

thought. "I'd really like to climb that." 

We entered a teahouse which sits by the lake 
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at the base of the face, eager for a brew and some 
of their famous "orange bread." It proved a great 
disappointment, as did the insipid teahouse it-
self, and its surly proprietors. We were happy to 
get away, riding 15 miles down the road with 
some generous and friendly Japanese mountain-
eers to our car. There we found a note from the 
ubiquitous Fred Beckey. He had hiked in 12 miles 
to see us, camped by our tent, and hiked out. Just 
another two days in the life of America's most 
energetic mountaineer, who has for many years 
stridden across the virgin summits of North 
America's mountains as if he had ten league 
boots. 

Back at the CAC Clubhouse the north face of 
Edith Cavell wouldn't leave my imagination. I 
wanted to climb it. I tried to persuade Hudson to 
join me. No dice. He had a date in the Tetons. All 
the other climbers were fast departing for one 
reason or another, and so it happened that I 
found myself in Banff with no climbing partner, 
perfect weather, feeling the siren call of Cavell. 
Fred Beckey was around somewhere, but he came 
and went so quickly I was never sure when he 
was here, when gone. 

Anyway, he wouldn't be interested, having 
made the first ascent. What to do? The answer 
popped into my mind with startling strength and 
conviction: I would do it alone! Of course! My 
heart beat faster. In one blow 4 c-auld --signifi-
cantly reduce my fear of big mountain faces, and 
demolish the theory I was a mere rock specialist, 
even though it was true. I had always felt, deep 
underneath, that the rock gymnist was superior 

to the mountaineer, just as the mountaineer feels 
superior to the rock climber. By pulling off a 
good mountaineering stunt, I could undercut the 
feelings of superiority which mountaineers had, 
and show I was just as good as they except that 
they could still feel superior because I had done 
it for such disgraceful reasons! 

That was it then. This amazing weather was 
too good to waste. I would solo it. 

I quieted Liz's fears with subtle rationaliza-
tions, and we drove north, arriving at the base 
of the wall after dark. Sleep was fitful. At 3 a.m. 
I arose, said goodby to one braver than I, and 
trudged off over the moraine toward the 4,000-
foot hulk. As I cramponed up a steep snow slope, 
a nameless terror welled up inside. I fought to 
keep it down. I could always turn back before it 
got dangerous. 

On the rock, I couldn't find my way in the 
darkness, so I sat and waited an hour, staring 
into the black eastern sky as it slowly paled to-
ward dawn. I broke the grip of a dreadful lassi-
tude and climbed on. Over and over in my mind 
kept going the words Dennis Eberl had written 
of the second ascent: "We found good holds all 
the way to the Angel Glacier." These words were 
like a tune I couldn't shake from my mind. But 
they helped still my fear. In two spots the holds 
weren't so good, and in fact I had to wake up and 
pay attention to keep in control some very real 
danger. 

Gratifyingly soon I reached the gently sloping 
rounded rock from which the steep flank of the 
glacier was shrinking. Without meaning to I had 
memorized every word of Dennis's short article. 
He and his companion, Grey Thompson, had 
roped up for two pitches of ice climbing here. 
Getting on the glacier didn't look bad, but ice has 
a way of -looking easier and shorter than it is. I 
found myself delicately balanced 100 feet up, 

learning ice climbing fast. "Keep cool, Robbins, 
keep cool. Concentrate absolutely on what you are 
doing." The convoluted ice was steep in short 
sections, where I chopped handholds as well as 
footholds. I should have belayed myself, but I 
feared the time loss. I wanted to get as high as 
possible before the wall, warmed by the sun, 
started shedding its loose stones like beads of 
sweat. 

There were few crevasses in the glacier and 
the snow was firm. With the full sun glaring 
menacingly on me, I forced myself across that 
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white desert and up the steep snow to the moat, 
where I was lost for a half hour wandering in a 

labyrinth of crevasses and snow bridges. All 

about me lay rocks that had bombarded the gla-

cier. I finally escaped from the maze, and grabbed 

the rock with eager fingers. I was home! I re-

moved my crampons and quickly scrambled up-

ward. Except for occasional loose rock the climb-

ing was fun and I moved fast, meeting little snow 

or ice. Conditions were so good I felt guilty. I was 

in the warm sunlight on a rib between two icier, 

more pitiless facets of the north face. I belayed 

myself on two hard sections. The rock was ex-

cellent. 
Gaining height rapidly, I marveled at my good 

fortune. Suddenly, 600 feet from the top, it end-

ed. Above me was a steep ice slope wearing a thin 

coat of snow, worn through in many places. This 

slope extended across the entire north face, and 

to a man of the hot Yosemite rocks, looked ap-

palling. Stifling a feeling of dread in the pit of my 

stomach, I mechanically started up. The snow 

was loose mush, half a yard deep. At first I pro-

tected myself by running a doubled rope through 

a piton in some rocks and "rappelling" upward. 

Soon my rope ran out and I stood in the porridge 

of cold crystals immobilized by my isolation and 

vulnerability. It was dangerous. Should I go 

down? Yet it was so far down, and the top so 

invitingly close. I must make it. I would go on a 

little further, at least. I finally began to move, 

climbing slowly in a trance of concentration. It 

was all up to me. I would survive if I had the will 

and control to keep from making one hurried or 

panicky move. Our animal nature rebels against 

such intolerable burdens placed upon it by an 

egoistic mind. But my ego would be served. The 

slope steepened and I became almost ill with 

anxiety. I tried to stomp footholds, but the snow 
kept shuffling off beneath my feet. I must go 

slowly. I must not hurry. This is what climbing is 
about. 

As the slope slowly steepened the snow grew  

more rotten. I had just decided to burrow down 
and sink an ice screw when I entered shadow and 

the snow turned hard. I kicked steps and they 

held! Everything was going to be alright! I con-

tinued cautiously, an ice axe in my left hand, and 

a North Wall Hammer in my right, both attached 

to my waist with slings. Before each step I sank 

both as far as possible, hoping that if I slipped 

they would act as belays. 

Nearing the summit rocks, the snow ran out. 

I screwed in some protection and chopped steps 

to the rock. Rock? Not like any rock I had ever 

seen. It was just a pile of chips barely pressed 

together. I had been eager to gain the rock, for 

I felt that no matter how bad it was, that being 

rock I could somehow handle it. But I had never 

seen anything like this. The next 200 feet, like 

the slope below, required iron self-discipline and 

unflagging alertness. I belayed myself, but the 

pitons were few and far between. The terrain 

demanded careful technique and proper form. I 

had to climb as if a fall didn't matter, but I knew 

it did. In that 200 feet hardly a hold could be 

trusted. It would be so easy to surrender to the 

impulse to hurry a bit, to get off the damn thing. 

My poor animal part, being held in iron control 

by that tyrant of a will . . . but for its own good! 

I climbed the last ten-foot snow wall unbelayed, 

realizing with horror, as I rolled onto the summit, 

that it might have given way and taken me with 

it. So my urge to hurry had almost got me after 

all. 
I was on top at one P.M., having spent four 

hours on the last 600 feet. I felt proud and very 

tigerish about north walls now. On the descent, 

my soul strutting with imbecile overconfidence 

very nearly led me into a foolish error of judge-

ment, when I stepped onto a short ice slope and 

almost went to the rocks at the bottom. Happy 

that no one had seen this asinine trick, I contin-
ued more carefully, realizing once again that 
mountaineers aren't made in a day, even a solo 
north wall day. 
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A cool breeze swept down on us as we hiked 
across the flat pampas. Ahead, the huge mass 
of El Misti blotted out the stars over a large 
portion of the sky, while behind the street lights 
of Arequipa glowed brightly against a flat back-
ground. Long before we had reached the cinder 
slopes of the volcano the sky faded, first to blue 
and then to a pale orange as the first days of 
morning were caught by the neighboring hills. 
Nearly two miles above us the summit snow-
fields of Misti received their share of the sun's 
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rays and glimmered as a thousand crystals beck-
oning us upward. 

Several days earlier Dick Birnie, a geology 
student at Dartmouth, and I had travelled to 
this region in order to study the fumarolic activ-
ity of volcanoes in southern Peru under the 
auspices of the Explorers Club and the Harvard 
Travellers Club. Dr. Alberto Parodi, working at 
Arequipa's University of San Augustin, has long 
been active in the study of El Misti and its 
sister volcanoes, which ring Arequipa. We now 



Composite of photographs taken from the summit of El Misti (19,098 feet) shows the younger cinder cone to which the pres-
ent fumarolic activity is confined. Inner cone is approximately a quarter mile in diameter. 
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wanted to make more detailed observations of 
the minerology and summit fumarolic activity. 
Fred Ayres, a chemist at Reed College, has done 
some chromatographic analyses of the crater 
fumaroles on Mt. Hood, Oregon, and now joined 
us to collect some gas and condensate specimens 
on Misti. 

The previous afternoon Ayres, Birnie and I 
had stood with Parodi on the campus of San 
Augustin gazing at the white summit of El 
Misti. Lying as it does between the coast and  

sierra of Peru at nearly 8,000 feet Arequipa 
enjoys a nearly ideal climate with an average 
temperature of about 60° and total annual rain-
fall of about four inches, so the sky is usually 
cloudless and overcoats are unknown. In short 
order Parodi suggested the best route for our 
"ascent" and arranged for several of his stu-
dents to accompany us. The "climb" requires no 
rope or other technical gear, though as we later 
found on the glazed summit slopes an ice ax and 
crampons may he desirable in the interests of 
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safety. 
Now as we stood in the damp morning air on 

the very flank of El Misti the mountain seemed 

much higher than it had the previous day and 

if anything seemed to expand with each step 

upward we took. In our rucksacks we carried 

supplies and water to last us the four days we 

planned to take to the summit and return. Parodi 

had cautioned us that between Arequipa and the 

summit of Misti there would be no water. 

As the day grew older we encountered flocks 

of sheep in some manner finding enough grass 

on the pampas to continue their existence, while 

still later we passed a deserted herders hut 

which would be reoccupied during the wet sea-

son when water was available. We were now on 

the cinder and scree slopes of Misti herself and 

the altitude, our lack of acclimatization, the in-

tense solar radiation and the parched surface on 

which we slid backward a half step for each we 

made, all transpired to cause us to have phan-

tasies of Coca Cola bottles and chocolate malts, 

or simply to imagine we saw water flowing over 

rocks above us. 
Our Peruvian friends, much better acclima-

tized than their "gringo" companions, were im-

patient to reach the summit. Yet when in the 

late afternoon we halted our climb and pitched 

camp I think they were as glad to halt as we 

were. In any event, one of them, Alex, asked me 

if I would give him some pills for "soroche," the 

Spanish word for mountain sickness. After 

stomping out an almost flat platform we set out 

our Bauer sleephig bags and put the Peruvians 

with their blankets between us for warmth. To 

the northwest features on the side of 19,931-

foot Chachani changed shape a thousand times 

as their shadows lengthened and died, while the 

headlights of a car travelling from Arequipa to 

Canaguas seemed to take an eternity to traverse 

the pass between Misti and Chachani. I thought 

of Arequipa and the valley of the Rio de Chile, 

an oasis in Peru's great coastal desert dependent 

on the water which makes its way westward 

Sheepherders' huts on the slopes of El Misti Volcano, 

Peru, are abandoned during the dry season when nearest 

water is ice on the summit some 9000 feet above. The 

snow-clad summit of neighboring Chachani (19,931 feet) 

appears in the background. 
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Author's party stands 
at edge of inner crater on 

Ubinas (18,282 feet) which is 
located in the sierra 

east of Arequipa. The trip to 
the crater is an easy day's 

outing from the 
15,000-foot altiplano. A 

descent into the inner crater 
will require ropes for 

the exit, as the cinder slopes 
lie virtually at the angle 

of repose. 

from the interior and the small amount of pre-
cipitation caught by the lofty volcanic summits. 

We had read a great deal about the volcanic 
activity of this region before arriving in Peru, 
and in Arequipa we had seen signs that they 
were still rebuilding from the earthquakes of 
1958 and 1960. Several beautiful white churches 
built of the soft white volcanic tuff locally 
termed "sillar" stood partially gutted as they 
had been especially vulnerable to the quakes. Our 
hosts in Arequipa had said that small earth-
quakes are virtually a weekly if not daily occur-
rence in town, and we had already felt several 
tremors. After each I had looked up at the sum-
mit of El Misti, and imagined that I could see 
some change in the activity of steam issuing 
from the vents in the summit crater. 

Fortunately Misti's sequence of eruptions is 
at present a tame one; the last recorded eruption 
in 1949 consisted of only mild explosions accom-
panied by clouds of ash which slowly settled 
down on the city below. Yet ever wary of Misti 
I found that Arequipians, too, nod toward El 
Misti whenever there is a minor quake, uncertain 
whether the mountain may not be getting ready 
to blow off its head. 

Their uneasiness is not without basis for the 
Indians still tell stories of explosions several 
centuries ago. In February of 1600 Huaynapu-
tina volcano some forty miles to the east of 
Arequipa was completely destroyed in an explos-
ive eruption. Pedro de Vivar, a soldier recording 
the events of the cataclysm, stated that it was 
accompanied by a tremendous earthquake which 
leveled many buildings and that ash rained down 
on the countryside for weeks. Remnants of that 
ash still blanket many of the hills in the Are-
quipa region. 

Feeling much better after a night of uneasy 
sleep we continued over loose scree slopes the 
next morning. Dave Reagan, a geologist with 
the Peace Corps whom I have omitted mention-
ing to now, literally bounded up the mountain-
side ahead of us for he had spent much time 
surveying in the sierra. Long before noon we 
reached the hard ice which blanketed much of 
the summit slopes and crossed it to reach the 
large iron cross which marks El Misti's summit. 
A wooden sign below the cross reads: "Senor El 
Misti, Protector of Arequipa." From the summit 
we marvelled at the panorama. The summit 
crater consists of an older outer rim half-a-mile 
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in diameter and several hundred feet in depth, 

inside of which is a younger, black cinder cone. 

This younger cone was formed by the last erupt-

ive activity and is a quarter mile in diameter. It 

is slightly eccentric with respect to the outer 

cone and merges with the outer rim on the west 

side of the crater. 
On this first climb we found ourselves too 

lacking in acclimatization and supplies (mainly 

water) to attempt the descent into the crater. 

But a week later Dick and I, now alone and with 

full packs, again reached the summit and care-

fully picked our way along the wall of the outer 

crater to a campsite in the saddle between the 

summit and cinder cone. Our camp was cold and 

bleak and the wind blew loose cinders in our 

faces. Dick decided to unfold an emergency 

"space blanket," which he appropriately enough 

had brought along for extra warmth but all our 

numb fingers could manage to make out of the 

package was a mass of shredded aluminum foil. 
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Finally secure in our sleeping bags we felt ob-

ligated to melt some water over our Bleuet 

stoves for lemonade and to thaw out our tuna 

fish but we had little appetite for more. 

The following morning the distinct odor of 

hydrogen sulphide presented itself even before 

we reached the rim of the inner crater. From 

the rim we saw the crater floor some five hun-

dred feet below. Steam issued from vents in the 

crater wall and most of the crater floor, which 

is several hundred feet in diameter. As we 

cautiously picked our way down the frozen walls 

of the inner crater it became apparent that the 

crater floor was a slag-like dome. 

Breaking open some of the formations we 

found them to be composed of sulphates or 

flakes of native sulphur. The earlier analyses by 

R. Gonzales at San Augustin had identified the 

other constituents of the dome to be soluble 

sulphates of calcium, ammonium and aluminum; 

chlorides and traces of borates, magnesium and 



Anticuchos, a kebab of marinated beef heart, is a Peruvian 
specialty and extremely delectable, especially when 
dipped in a fiery sauce of aji, an orange-red pepper. 

Dick Birnie prepares to sample condensate from the 
fumaroles in El Misti's crater. Frequently thin col-
umns of steam from these vents can be seen below 
from the town of Arequipa. 

trivalent iron. 
Our gas and condensate-sampling apparatus 

consisted of a small battery-operated pump by 
which the fumarole vapors were channeled into 
a set of tubing to condense and the condensate 
was then allowed to flow into collection bottles. 
The gas-sampling equipment was constructed by 
Fred Ayres and was composed of long evacuated 
glass tubes filled with desiccated silica gel. The 
vacuum was broken by inserting the tip of a tube 
into a gas vent and puncturing the seal. Gases 
and vapors then entered the tube and were taken 
up by the gel. After collection the tubes were 
immediately sealed with a heated plastic com-
pound, later to be reopened in the laboratory. 

Our descent from El Misti was uneventful, but 
as this second trip had taken us eight days in-
cluding several carries of equipment and water, 
we were very dehydrated, quickly downing sev-
eral quarts of cola which had been stashed at our 
first campsite. Back in Arequipa our host Al- 

berto Parodi helped to arrange several other 
field trips for us. In the company of Parodi and 
his students we visited Ubinas, an 18,300-foot 
strato volcano located on the altiplano east of 
Arequipa. Our original intentions of entering the 
inner crater were quickly changed when we had 
a look at its steep sides and reflected that we had 
not brought our climbing rope with us. 

Southern Peru possesses many other volcanic 
cones besides the ones which we visited—Huay-
naputina, Ampato and Coropuna to name a few. 
While they cannot offer the secure vertical slabs 
of a Sierran peak or the precarious crevass walls 
of a Mt. Rainier and although they are dry, 
dusty and (in mountaineering terms, I suppose) 
a bit unesthetic there is the pleasure of watch-
ing a sunrise cross the pampas and seeing the 
whole world far below one's feet, there is the 
excitement of reaching the summit and not being 
done with the climb for a whole crater to explore 
lies at your feet, 
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A view of the North Sister in Oregon. The Northwest Ridge is on the skyline to the right. Villard Glacier appears right 
center, East Arete left center, and Southeast Ridge on left skyline. Thayer Glacier is out of view behind the East Arete. 
The Early Morning Couloir is directly below the highest visible point. Prouty Pinnacle does not show on this photo. 

Oregon's 
As a prominent peak in Oregon's high Cas-

cades it is only natural that there were numerous 
first ascent claims on North Sister, 10,085'. Some 
were as early as 1860 while later ones came in 
the 1880's. 

Actually the summit was under attack by the 
Mazamas in 1903. It was during this effort that 
Rodney L. Glisan and E. H. Loomis reached a 
summit by way of the long north ridge, not rea-
lizing until they had attained their goal that the 
other pinnacle was higher. The summit they 
reached now bears the name Glisan Peak, while 
the higher south summit is known as Prouty 
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Pinnacle. 
The first authentic ascent was made solo by 

Harley H. Prouty during the course of a Mazama 
outing of 1910. Considering those early times, his, 
mountaineering feat is quite remarkable, in that 
he had already, on the same day, made an ascent 
of Middle Sister, and was obliged to do consider-
able exploring of North Sister before finding the 
route that brought him success. Several days 
after his first ascent Prouty led the first "offi-
cial" club ascent. The climbers were understand-
ably impressed with their triumph on the "Black 
Beast" and this inspired the following poetical 



Climber approaches the saddle between the two summits of the North Sister. Gilson is on the left and Prouty, the higher 
of the two summits, Is on the right. 

North Sister By Nicholas A. Dodge 
Photos by John D. Lindstrom 

endeavor: 
THE MAZAMA KIDS 

We call ourselves Mazama Kids 

No tenderfoots are we. 

We take our alpenstocks in hand 

And climb the Sisters Three. 

We hike along from North to South, 

And camp on Prouty's Peak, 

And we feed on bacon, prunes, and beans 

And Knapton's old flapjacks. 

North Sister 
August 19, 1910 

The first ascent being in 1910, the second took  

place in 1914. Further ascents happened in 1916, 
'22, and '23. By the end of the 1929 climbing sea-
son 181 signatures appeared in the summit regis-
ter, 30 which were women. From 1929 an account-
ing of ascent becomes a monotonous recital of 
larger and larger numbers. 

Most climbs of the "North" are made from the 
saddle at the head of Collier Glacier, thence 
across the upper scree slopes to the chute leading 
up the west face of the summit pinnacle. Occa-
sionally, imaginative contemporary parties from 
Eugene will take on the Villard Glacier Route or 
the Bauman brothers will do a semi-suicidal as- 

27 



adrnond USIU 

us 
FOanj 

A 
Eugone A 

• 

51stera 
BrokenTop 

Bac-hater- 

Bend 

Middle Sis.A 
El. 10047 

Fingarttcl 
• 

VICANITY SKETCH- 

NORTH SISTER El. 10,085 

Showlri9 Mdjot- (Ridge Systems 
Scala 1: G2 SOO 

cent of some crumbly headwall (eg. the Linn 

Glacier headwall). Our ascent up the east face in 

June, 1968 was geared toward satisfying explor-

atory curiosities. 
The great east face of North Sister is dissected 

by three ribbons of ice; to the north, the Villard 

Glacier; on the south, the diminutive Thayer 

Glacier and in the center, a long stagnant glacial 

remnant which we called the "Early Morning 

Couloir." (It is appropriately named for the time 

of day one should be in this natural bowling 

alley). On either side crumbly aretes typify the 

uncertain volcanic lavas that hold the mountain 

together. 

Having a good night's rest beneath the pines 

at the headwaters of Soap Creek, Jerry Calbaum 

and I made exceptional progress in this couloir 

until we reached "breakfast rock," about 2,000 

vertical feet above the runout. After a quick 

snack and some thoughtful comments on what 

was ahead, we bid goodbye to this sanctuary and 

proceeded up the snow to the base of Glisan 

Peak's headwall. (On this route Prouty Pinnacle 

is hidden by Glisan Peak because the former is 

only higher by about 50 feet. Consequently, the 

true summit is never seen until Glisan Peak is 

climbed.) The headwall proved to be quite sound, 

and after a tricky start with a couple of pins, we 

gained more confidence on the blocky basaltic 
andesite. Three rope-lengths later, we topped out 

on the shoulder of Glisan Peak with the traverse 
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and final assault on Prouty remaining to be done. 

The final 100 vertical feet were done with some 

hesitation but eventually we stood at the summit 

box. 
The original plan was to descend via the stand-

ard route but on observing its iced-up condition 

a unanimous vote was cast for a retreat "from 

whence we came." After rapelling down into the 

saddle between Prouty and Glisan Peaks there 

are two logical choices, (1) traverse north below 

Glisan Peak and thence down the easy N.E. 

'slopes or, (2) a direct descent via the Thayer 

Glacier which winds its way out of sight at the 

bottom of a huge bowl. This bowl necks down to 

a couloir about 50 feet wide and it cannot be 

ascertained from the saddle whether an avenue 

of snow exists down to the old moraine. Because 

a direct descent is the most tempting we took to 

the uncertain and considered possible penalties of 

scrambling down rotten rock. Reflecting on our 

descent the route is quite feasible during early 

summer but rockfall hazard proved to be more 

than this writer cares to sustain again. 

Certainly there is no question that the Early 

Morning Couloir route is one of classic elegance. 

It has the subtle variations of terrain, exposure, 

and view spaces that a good climb should have. 
Remarkably, the rock is sound where exposure 

and steepness are greatest, and it is nowhere ex-

cessively difficult. For us it will remain as a 

bright memory while treading the trail to other 
high peaks. 



REVIEWS 
A SHORT WALK IN THE HINDU KUSH by Eric 

Newby. 248 pp., 15 photos, 3 maps. A Penguin Book, 
1968. (First published by Secker & Warburg, 1958.) 

Why bother to review a second rate book of 
some years old. It is neither classic or spectac-
ular. Once read, it probably will become dusty 
and never cracked again. Its value is that it has 
in print a story and "message" of the type us-
ually spread orally and hence the more easily 
overlooked. The mountaineering establishment 
finds the Newby approach to tackling a 6,000-
meter peak repugnant. I like it. And, it exposes 
a truth about sacred cows. 

Newby is an adventurous Britisher who be-
came filled with the peculiar malaise of his home 
islands and demanded of himself travel to exotic 
lands. His choice was Nuristan in northeastern 
Afganistan bordering on Russia, China, and Pak-
istan. The whole thing about as simple as that. 
The Afgan sensitivity towards and protection of 
Nuristan makes the special visa to this area 
hard to come by. So Newby and his companion 
compounded their adventure by saying they 
wanted to climb "X" mountain. Their innocent 
voyeurism then seemed to have some purpose 
acceptable to bureaucrats. The tail then wagged 
the dog. Neither man was a climber. They en-
gaged a guide for a weekend in Wales and had 
more fun than education. There is a beautiful 
commentary on mountaineering suppliers who 
never tumbled to Newby's ignorance because it 
was too beyond their scope that anyone would 
amass such gear without knowing how to use it. 
His first glacial ice on his first mountain was his 
first experience with crampons and it all hap- 

pened in the Hindu Kush. 
Newby did his whole tour with blister-bloodied 

feet and wrote a pleasant, entertaining story. I 
read it on the plane returning from a successful 
expedition to the Kush and finished the book 
with the distinct impression Newby deserved to 
get to his summit, which he did not, far more 
than our expedition signally marked by a surplus 
of talent and money far exceeding the calibre of 
the peak we climbed. 

This little book, more genuinely than Sayre's 
Four Against Everest, is a statement: the moun-
tains are for everyone. Freedom of the hills 
means freedom (period). The institutional, merit 
badge approach of the Clubs is for the birds. 
Want to climb? Then climb! Rash advice? I think 
not. 

Newby shows more sense than Sayre. The need 
to write the philosophy of mountaineering is not 
there. Neither is the immature arrogance of live, 
climb, and let die so obvious in Sayre. As Newby 
and his friend took their SHORT WALK IN THE 
HINDU RUSH (no walks are short) they knew 
they were inexperienced and carried all respons-
ibility on their own shoulders. The Hindu Kush 
is stacked full with fine mountains, unclimbed 
wild summits of any description. Their size and 
accessability is ideally suited to small teams of 
good friends. Don't be misled. This is not a useful 
book it does not inform you. It is a simple story 
almost anyone could live and tell if he just both-
ered to get out and move as did Newby. The 
humor is there too. These two blokes approached 
the Everest Foundation for a grant! 

—Charles Holmes Groesbeek 
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By Royal Robbins 

Climber Falls 3000 feet on El Capitan 

At about 8 A.M., on the 16th of October, 1968, 

Jim Madsen, one of America's strongest and most 

brilliant young climbers, was killed in a fall from 

the top of El iCapitan.  Madsen had hiked to the 

top of El Capitan with Lloyd Price and two park 

rangers to check on the condition of Chuck Pratt 

and Chris Fredericks, who had been temporarily 

stalled on the Dihedral Wall by a three-day 

storm. While Price and the rangers waited on top, 

Jim began the first of several rappels in an 

attempt to get within shouting distance of the 

pair below. What happened next is not certain, 

but informed conjecture suggests the following: 

using a carabiner brake, he rappelled to the end 

of his rope (probably 11 mm) where he had al-

ready tied an overhand knot to keep himself 

from going off the end (standard procedure in 

such cases). With the knot jammed in the cara-

biner brake, he manuevered back and forth 

across the wall attempting to fix an anchor for 

the next rappel. Incredibly, the knot passed 

through the brake, and he fell 3,000 feet. 

Thus died one of the most amazing climbers I 

have ever had the privilege to meet. Madsen was 

an absolute giant of energy and strength, as well 

as size. In a few short years he made a deep im-

pression on the Yosemite scene, climbing the  

hardest routes with great assurance and un- 

believable speed. Had he lived and climbed, he 

doubtless would have written an important chap-

ter in the history of American mountaineering, 

and probably of world mountaineering. 

In Yosemite Valley, five persons have died on 

climbs serious enough to demand a rope. Four of 

these were rappelling accidents. It would be easy, 

with the aid of hindsight, to say, "If Jim had 

done this, or if he had done that, he would be 

alive today." Easy, and irrelevant. Let us not 

sully his memory with quibbling,—but rather 

remember he was a great force when he was 

among us, and now he is gone. 

El Capitan: Some 1968 Ascents 

As of mid-October, the south buttress (Nose) 

of El Capitan had been climbed five times in the 

year 1968, bringing the total ascents to 17. The 

first ascent of the year was done in May by Jim 

Logan and Wayne Goss, both from Colorado. 

Shortly after, the second non-exclusively Amer-

ican ascent was made by Jose Luis Fonrouge, 

the outstanding Argentine mountaineer who 

made the second ascent of that Patagonia hulk, 

Fitzroy, by a new and difficult route. His partner 

was Rick Sylvester, a young American from New 

York. The first "foreign" ascent of El Capitan 
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had already been made by the French climbers, 

Jacques Dupont and Andre Gauci, in 1966. The 
15th ascent of the Nose was made in June, 1968, 
by Jim Bridwell and Bill Stanton. Also in June, 
Mick Burke, the tiger of Manchester, made the 
first British ascent with his young British 
friend, Rog Wood. Among other things, Burke 
has climbed the north face of the Matterhorn in 
winter. A very fast ascent of 21/2  days was made 
in August, by Jim Madsen, of Seattle, and Mike 
Covington, of Boulder, Colorado. Madsen thus 
became the only man to have climbed the Nose 
twice. Although not actually qualifying as an 
ascent, a film of climbing the south buttress was 
made this spring by Glenn Denny, Richard Mc-
Cracken, Gary Colliver, Lito Tejada-Flores, et al. 
This was a tremendous effort and should yield 
a fine film. As a footnote to this south buttress 
activity and successes, we note that the ratio of 
attempts to successes was about eight to one. 

Other 1968 ascents of El Capitan not previous-
ly reported in Summit: the 6th' ascent of the 
Salathe Wall, June 1968, by T. M. Herbert, Doug 
Tompkins, and Yvon Chouinard ; the second as-
cent of the North American Wall, in September, 
by Don Lauria and Dennis Hennek, 5 days (first 
ascent took nine) ; the fifth ascent of the Dihe-
dral Wall by Chuck Pratt and Chris Fredericks, 
in October. This late season ascent became rather 
an epic when a three-day storm caught the pair 
700 feet below the top. They finally fought their 
way to the summit late on the 7th day, and 
learned only then that Madsen had fallen past 
them early that morning. 

El Capitan: Jumar Accident 

On August 29, 1968, Mike Covington was sit-
ting on Sickle Ledge, 500 feet up the south but-
tress of El Capitan. He was watching his partner, 
Tom Gerauv,hty, who followed, with Jumars, the  
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pitch of Sickle Ledge. Tom was just beginning 
the diagonal prusik to the Ledge. Covington saw 
him clip one Jumar onto the diagonal rope and 
then the other, all the while supporting his 
weight from that same rope by holding on with 

one hand. Geraughty suddenly disappeared down-
ward. Covington found himself staring at a ledge 
far below, thinking with horror, "That's what 

he'll hit." Happily, he didn't hit it. 
Geraughty's Jumars had fallen off the fixed 

line, and he had fallen 100 . feet, slowing his de-

scent by desperately gripping the rope in his 
hands. Fortunately, he was tied to the end of 

that rope, and there he stopped, with the skin 
hanging in shreds from the palms of his hands. 

Using his thumbs and the tips of his fingers, he 
replaced the Jumars and slowly ascended to Cov-
ington. With Covington's help, he descended the 
nearly ledgeless wall, from one hanging rappel 

point to another until they reached the ground.  

Geraughty received serious rope burns on his 
hands, and probably won't be able to climb again 
this year, but otherwise is alright. 

This accident is instructive because it reveals 
an insidious safety problem connected with the 
use of Jumar clamps. This is the problem of 
making certain that the Jumars are properly 

affixed to the rope, especially on diagonal prusiks. 

Jim McCarthy noted this problem in the 1964 
American Alpine Journal, in his article on the 
southeast face of Proboscis: "I discovered a dis-

turbing tendency on the part of the Jumar de-
vices to slip off a diagonal line." 

I doubt that a Jumar, properly attached, can 

slip off a line even as thin as 5/16 of an inch in 
diameter. In my. opinion, what happened in 
Geraughty's case, and to McCarthy, is that the 

Jumars appeared to be attached to the rope, 
when in fact they were not. The safety trigger 
on the Jumar must be in full safety position to 
insure the clamp will stay on the rope. If the 

Jumar is put on at an angle to the rope, the safe- 
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ty trigger may be prevented from working prop-
erly, allowing the clamp to slip off. It is particu-
larly easy to allow this to happen on diagonal 
prusiks. My advice is, first of all, to avoid diag-
onal prusiks. This can be done by letting one's 
self out horizontally with an extra rope until it 
is possible to go up vertically. If it is necessary 
to prusik diagonally, double check the triggers to 
assure they are on safety. If in doubt, use a pru-
sik knot to back up the mechanical gadgets. 
Geraughty usually does this, but this time, alas, 
he didn't. 

Two other things might be considered. One is 
that this accident wouldn't have happened if 
instead of holding on with his hand while trans-
ferring both Jumars, Tom had put his weight on 
the first Jumar before transferring the second. 
He would have found out quickly and safely that 
something was amiss. The other consideration is 
that his life was saved by being tied to the end 
of the rope. 
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A tubular, lightweight and strong 

brakebar for oval carabiners. 
All edges finished to prevent 

cutting of rope. They are really 

fantastic. 

$1.75 

A MASTER DESIGN by DOLT 
Lightest of the PULLEYDOLTS 
Superbly finished/has no sharp 
edges. Plastic pulleywheel is 
tough and gives minimum friction. 

DOLTHANGER 

NO. 1/4  HK 

Typically called a kehole hanger 
Slip it over a bolt/snap in a 

biner/you're there. Edges finished 
so it will not cut rappell sling. 

High strength alloy steel. 
$1.25 

$4.25 

PULLYDOLT NO. 1SL 

$3.75 

PULLYDOLT NO. 2 
For rock and crevasse rescue and 
hauling of sacks on long climbs. 
Beautifully designed and masterfully 
finished. Fully housed pulley. Wide 

sides keep rope away from rock and lend 

support on snow. 

DOLTBAR 

At your local shop or from DOLT, Box 5579, Santa Monica, Calif. 90405 U.S.A. 
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The Best for Holiday Giving 

BASIC HOUNTAINEERING 
126 pages of instructions in safe 

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

Include 52.00. 

Sierra Club, San Diego Chap. •B 
P.O. Box 525, San Diego, California 

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-10 Box 7, Boulder, 

Colorado 80302. 

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

Letters 

Dear Editor: 

Re your July/August Summit, page 
34, one of your other Swiss readers 
writes: "If you are interested in news 
or technical articles, I recommend Les 
Alpes, the Revue of the Alpine Club 
of Switzerland." To this I would like 
to add: 

Subscription price for Les Alpes for 
foreign countries is 24 Swiss Francs 
per year (about $5.60 U.S.). Address 
Club Alpin Suisse (Swiss Alpine Club), 
Comite-  Central, 8029 Turich, Switzer-
erland. 

P. Juillerat 
Switzerland 

Dear Editor: 

In "How to Estimate Hiking Time," 
by Gordon Waddell (September issue), 
if one is on the "15" condition line, 
he can walk: 

13 miles at a rate of 5.9 mph 
20 miles at a rate of 5.2 mph 
27 miles at a rate of 4.8 mph 
I call that running, and I doubt it. 

Thomas Winnett 
Berkeley, Calif. 

se you demand the finest... 
the reliable 

IMIL 25 oz. 
Piton Hammer 

II Drop forged chrome-moly steel head 
al Perfect balance 

111/4" shaft—allowing for necessary 
extra reach. 
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. 

00 EAST JEWELL AVE. • DENVER, COLO. 80222 

Pick serrations 
grip piton when prying out 
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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 



ihkekter SKI SHOP. 
Arens COCIO 603/746-2767 

ROCK CLIMBERS 

BACKPACKERS 

CAMPERS 

FISHERMEN 

SKIERS 

THE INCOMPARABLE 

ACIFITCP—ark. 

15.95 

15.95 

16.95 

10 POINTS—FRONT POINTS SLANTED  

10 POINTS—VERTICAL  

12 POINTS—FRONT POINTS HORIZONTAL  

MAIN STREET, NO. WOODSTOCK, NEW HAMPSHIRE 03262 

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. 

OUTSTANDING QUALITY AT CO-OP PRICES! 

PATRONAGE DIVIDENDS TO MEMBERS 

FREE 68-PAGE COLOR CATALOG ON REQUEST. 

RECREATIONAL EQUIPMENT INC. 
p 1525 1 1 th Ave. Dept. S, Seattle, Wash. 98122 

Dear Editor: 
I offer the following experience in 

hope that it may save someone else 
from a very unpleasant and possibly 
fatal accident. 

We tend to think of falls as the chief 
hazard of rock climbing. One day last 
month I accomplished a rather strenu-
ous climb in nearby Pennsylvania. 
Having emptied my canteen (it was a 
very hot day) during the ascent, I 
obtained a spare aluminum flask from 
my pack to toast my triumph in, as I 
thought, water. One long drink served 
to empty perhaps half of the pint flask, 
when to my horror, I realized that I 
was drinking a popular brand of white 
gasoline. 

The point I wish to make is that 
modern deodorized fuels are almost 
tasteless and can lead to worse re-
sults than some falls. I •was fortunate 
in that I was able to make the approxi-
mately one hour trip out to the road 
and a short drive to a hospital before 
losing consciousness. (My two com-
panions, my sons, are capable climb-
ers but neither is a driver.) 

I was also fortunate in being trans-
ported to a modern university medical 
center where the cardiac, cerebral, 
and pulmonary complications could be 
controlled. 
I realize I violated several basic 

safety rules and am embarrassed to 
describe this, but feel it should be 
reported as a hazard. 

Dudley L. King, M.D. 
E. Aurora, N.Y. 
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COME TO WEST RIDGE 
AND SEE THE WORLD'S LARGEST SELECTION OF 

DOLTCHOCKS THOUSANDS IN STOCK 

LOPCHOCK" 

HIPCHOCK" 

KERNLCHOCK" 

CORNCHOCK" 

TEECHOCK" 

NARROCHOCK" 

*TRADEMARKS OF DOLT 

BASHCHOCK* 

TINYCHOCK" 

BLOCKCHOCK" 

THINCHOCK" 

CABLECHOCK" 

NUGGETCHOCK" 

SADDLECHOCK" 

GUMCHOCK" 

SUPERCHOCK* 

TRUNUT" 

NUTCHOCK" 

BELLCHOCK" 

 

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 

Dear Editor: 
I wonder if you or readers of Summit 

could help me locate some information. 
Lately, I have become quite curious 
about when sleeping bags and primus 
stoves were first invented, since these 
items have played key roles in con-
temporary mountaineering on high 
peaks. 

Albert C. Claus 
Mt. Prospect, Ill. 

Dear Editor: 
With reference to Dr. Wilkerson's let-

ter in the September issue, I have read 
the book he mentions which is cer-
tainly pertinent for England, but would 
be a formidable, undertaking for the 
United States where there are so many 
climbing areas. 

Dr. Wilkerson's book Medicine for 
Mountaineering (this was incorrectly 
titled as Mountaineering Medicine in  

your article) is the acknowledged 
standard textbook for medical moun-
tain problems without question. How-
ever, because of its completeness and 
size, it is less than easily portable. 
My booklet on Mountaineering Medi-
cine, which weighs 1/2  ounces and 
easily fits in the first aid kit, is 
available to give all pertinent instruc-
tion for first aid for outdoorsmen in 
the field. It is availa de through 
Skagit Mountain Rescue Unit, P.O. 
Box 2, Mount Vernon, Washington. 

Mountain Rescue Techniques pub-
lished by the Seattle Mountaineers 
contains in booklet form most of the 
techniques for mountain rescue. It alsQ 
contains mountaineering medicine, in-
structions, but the medical data there-
in is not as complete as in my booklet 
or Dr. Wilkerson's book. 

I think a regional booklet containing 
instructions for mountaineering and 
caving safety, lists of mountain rescue 
stations, etc. would be moxt appropri-
ate, but a book giving this type of 
information covering the entire United 
States, I fear, would be formidably 
bulky and heavy and preclude most of 
us carrying it in our pack. 

With this regional booklet and a copy 
of Mountaineering Medicine in the 
pack and with Dr. Wilkerson's book at 
home for reference, the average moun-
taineer or outdoorsman would be well 
prepared to cope with any emergency. 

Fred T. Darvill, M.D. 
Mount Vernon, Wash. 

bin g Hu in Hiking CH bin!, Hunting Hiking Climbing Hunting 

5" 
0 

SEND 
FOR 
FREE 
CAT 

930 FORD ST. OGDENSBURG N.Y. 

225 STRATHCONA AV. OTTAWA CANADAar 
ou00nAw0 1 UN4J ,WWW 6UKIWW) 6wVH 6wWnH 6.1,1 . qO 64k 

LITE TENTS 

DOWN BAGS 

FOAM MATS 

PACK SACKS T 

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

12 • P.O. Box 1081 • Boulder, Colorado 80302 

DAWSON'S BOOK SHOP 
Mountain World 1966 — 67 

Now Available 
$7.95 postpaid 

(in California add 490 tax) 
535 N. Larchmont Blvd. 

Los Angeles, California 90004 
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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 213) 

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 
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Dear Editor: 
The apparent concern by David 

Roberts in your June issue about 
names of Alaska's mountains brings 
to mind the continuing efforts of 
Austin Post (who had nothing to do 
with submitting the Riesenstein hoax 
mentioned) to officially establish the 
name of Kichatna Spires vice the bland 
and overused "Cathedral" Spires. 
Post has spent several years annually 
photographing glaciered mountains from 
the Cascades through Alaska, and 
after careful research has suggested 
many names that have become official. 
Clearly, "Kichatna" has a more de-
scriptive and generic background; how 
many "Cathedral" rocks, spires, and 
peaks are there? 

With the exception of the north ori-
entation on the well drawn map, the 
article is one of the finest and best 
illustrated Summit has printed for 
some time. 

Jim Stuart 
Tacoma, Washington 

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 no. 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. 20,6804 Millwood Road 
Bethesda, Maryland 20034 
Telephone: 301-652-0156 



CASSIN Aluminum LOCKGATE 

CARABINER —4600* ts 

Each: $2.75 or 10 for $23.00 

STUBAI Steel LOCKGATE 

CARABINER — 11,000k ts 

Each: $3.95 or 10 for $35.00 

CASSIN Aluminum D-SHAPE 

CARABINER —4600g- ts 

Each: $2.00 or 10 for $15.00 

All prices postpaid! 

COMMONWEALTH AVE., BOSTON 

WILDERNESS 
e. . 

-Ay 

1310-A 

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. 

As famous as the Alps themselves! 

I. BAMBINI (For Children) 

Style No. 89 

Child's sizes 81/2  to 13 

8%2 to 101/2  — $10.95 

11 to 13 — $11.95 "stag.  

*Prices Slightly Higher in the West. 

Lightweight, scuff resistant reversed crorn tanned full leather'. One 

piece Vibram Roccia Cole and Heel. Close trimming to upper makes 

for sure footing for tiny feet. Nylon thread throughout. Brown leather. 

"ghe &tei, Handmade in Italy for the 
Outdoor Man and Woman . 

Write for Free Brochure 

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

ODDS & ENDS 
Twenty cents per word. Payment in advance. 

LIFE-LONG XMAS GIFTS! Every 

outdoorsman appreciates a fine pair of 

binoculars. Send postcard for Christ-

mas catalog featuring new light-weight 

models. HOUSE OF BINOCULARS, 

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

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. 

LAC DES ARCS—Rock Climbing 

School—FOR LEASE. Located 10 

miles outside Banff National Park near 

Trans-Canada Highway. Only re spans 

parties need apply. Write KAHL, Box 

1183, Calgary, Alberta, Canada. 

CLIMBING BUMS WANTED! Apple 

pruning crew now forming. Gung-ho 

tree climbing. Excellent piece rates, 

November-May. Bruce Beck, RFD 1, 

Franklin, N.H. 03235. 

DOUGAL HASTON is instructing at 

International School of Mountaineering 

in Leysin, Switzerland, NOW. Pros-

pectus and brochure, 1854 Leysin, 1, 

Switzerland. 

PIN BINS are piton carriers that 

work. For brochure write: Forrest 

Mountaineering, 4431 E. 26th Avenue 

Denver, Colorado 80207. 

LIGHTWEIGHT equipment for back-

packing, mountaineering, camping, ca-

noeing. Down sleeping bags, tents, 

boots, food. Complete line of cross 

Country and Touring Skis. Free Cata-

log. Moor (Se Mountain, Dept. 19, 14 

Main Street, Concord, Mass. 01742. 
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WEST RIDGE 
mountaineering 

12010 west pico blvd, los ongeles phone. 477-5250 

Weight at 

starting point 

Freely hanging 

part of rope 

Bypass carablner 

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? 
EDELR I D rope is designed, manufactured, and tested to the most 
modern technical specifications, to ensure maximum safety. ED ELRI D 
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 P ER LO N 
First rope to pass the U IAA 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 ELR I D rope sold must be perfect. Not even a single hidden knotted strand is permitted even though it 
would be undetectable by the purchaser. With EDE 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/ Calit 91020 



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 


