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know your mountains 
The north face of Mt. Goethe, 13,240 feet, on the Glacier 

Divide in the High Sierra. A foreground peak to the left is 

just above Goethe Lake. The large moraine formed by the 

glacier is clearly shown. The moraine is really a thick 

tongue of ice completely covered by rock debris. This is 

evident because the tongue of the glacier is seen below 

the front of the moraine above and to the right of the lake. 

See article on page 15. Photo by Tom Ross 



Go, go behind the mountain. 
No matter if you find nothing. 
The treasure is not there anyway; 
it is inside you waiting to be found, 
and it cannot be found in one place. 

Go, go behind the mountain, 
before the mountain disappears 
or before you vanish 
in the mists of obligation, 
with no batteries for the flashlight. 

Go, go behind the mountain, 
but don't follow the valley; 
you've been following it all your life. 
Go over the top, and if you stop 
to look behind, you'll see—nothing. 

Go, go behind the mountain. 
You can't untie the knot, you say. 
Then cut it, leave it dangle, 
wave goodbye to your anchor belay 
and solo climb if you must, but 

Go, go behind the mountain, 
and if all you find is loneliness— 
that is reward enough 
for awhile. 
Go. 

—J. D. Ganci 
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A week before it happened, Glen Denny re-
marked he might not be able to attend the party. 
He wanted to be on top of Half Dome when War-
ren Harding and Galen Rowell arrived there. 
These two were on the unclimbed south face, a 
worthy project, especially for Harding, who has 
a penchant for great smooth walls. 

On the night of the party, a potluck affair, 
Denny showed up, but only for a few hours. A 
storm raged outside our Modesto pad, and it was 
snowing in the mountains. Glen was worried 
about the pair on the Dome. They had already 
passed one night soaked to the skin. Tonight 
would be the second, and the storm was colder 
and stronger than before. Glen left at about 10 
PM, drove 21/2  hours to Yosemite, and then 
hiked 4 miles up into Little Yosemite where he 
could talk to his friends by radio. They were 
unhappy. Warren Harding, the conqueror of El 
Capitan, had already been through many trials 
by fire in the Yosemite heat. Now it was a trial 
by ice. Galen Rowell is a young tiger, with such 
things as the first ascent of the face of the Great 
White Throne to his credit. He attacks rock 
pitches like he wants to knock them down. That 
he is no stranger to wintery conditions is shown  

in his article in the July-Aug. 1968 SUMMIT, 
describing a frigid bivouac. 

They were hanging from pitons placed in a 
ten-foot-high solution pocket learning, as Rowell 
later said, how solution pockets are made. The 
rain and snow the storm was dumping on them 
was nothing compared to the torrent which ran 
into and out of the shallow hole in which they 
were airily ensconced. Galen stood in a pool of 
water in his specially designed hammock-tent, 
with all the down in his footsack fallen and sit-
ting in the water about his ankles. When light 
arrived, they were thoroughly drenched and 
their ropes frozen. Fearful they might not sur-
vive another such night, they radioed for a rope 
from above. 

Denny immediately descended and informed 
the Park Service in the Valley, starting in mo-
tion the well-oiled gears of a planned response. 
Climbers in Camp 4 were contacted and began 
preparations to go up. The helicopter was called 
from Mt. Bullion. And in Modesto, at noon, I 
received a phone call from Pete Pederson, the 
ranger who would head the rescue. Our guests, 
all climbers, had unfortunately just departed, 
but some had left for Yosemite. Liz and I took 
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off for the Valley an hour-and-a-half behind Al 
Steck, who had a big gang with him, including 
Steve Roper, Fritz Weissner, and two climbers 
from Australia. We caught them at El Portal. 
The road above was closed by landslides trig-
gered by the storm. It opened just as we arrived. 

In the meadow by the schoolhouse in the Val-
ley everything was ready to go. Only the chopper 
was missing. The storm had broken, and as the 
minutes passed we searched the ever bluer sky 
for the ungainly bird. As our fidgeting began to 
change to worry, it was suddenly above us, 
swooping in a magnificent graceful arc, as thrill-
ing as the flight of a great bird. Pederson and 
Joe McKeown, a strong climber and seasonal 
ranger, were first wafted upward and deposited 
on the snowy crown of the Dome. Then, like 
spectators at an air show, we witnessed a dra-
matic display of efficiency as the copter came 
down and plucked away a heavy load of equip-
ment, in seconds, without touching the ground. 
It did this twice, and then I went up with Ran-
ger Pete Thompson, a quiet fellow who seemed 
not at all affected by the "drama" of what we 
were doing. He gave the impression of possess-
ing considerable reserves of strength. Our pilot  

was an amiable, open chap, and a very good 
flyer. We ascended slowly, first up the Tenaya 
Valley, then around into Little Yosemite. The 
white forms of Mt. Clark and its brothers 
blasted our eyes as the sun lit them through 
banks of cloud. We stole close by the Dome and 
saw them hanging motionless on the smooth 
wall. Their radio had died after a last garbled 
message, and they didn't know the chopper was 
ferrying men to the top. They had given up hope 
of getting off that night. 

When we arrived on top, Pederson was sorting 
equipment while McKeown worked with fierce 
energy drilling deep holes for 3/8-inch Rawl 
bolts. We carefully uncoiled the 1,200 feet of 
7/16-inch goldline and laid it out in long strips 
like fire hose, ready for the descent. Steck and 
another ranger arrived, and then Kim Schmitz 
and Torn Kimbrough. I wanted to descend im-
mediately on the single rope, but Pederson and 
Steck objected, insisting the greater safety of 
two ropes outweighed the need for speed. I later 
was very happy they had insisted. So we tied 
five 150-foot perlons together and Schmitz 

to next page, please 

ON HALF DOME By Royal Robbins 

3 



handed me the end. It had a tight overhand knot 
in it. "That's the one Madsen got killed on," he 
quietly remarked. Schmitz had been Madsen's 
constant climbing companion for years. Playing 
hard, I asked him if he had any premonitions of 
disaster, and quickly thought, "What a dumb 
remark." I regretted it for hours. 

It was a beautiful night for a rescue. A full 
moon lit the scene so brilliantly we rarely needed 
our lamps. It was only a bit below freezing, per-
haps 25 degrees. But had there been a northeast 
wind, as so often occurs after Sierra storms, it 
might have been 20 degrees colder. 

Soon everything was prepared. Tied to the 
goldline and the perlon, I was lowered slowly 
down the face. And what a face! Great climbing, 
if only there were cracks or holds. But it was 
300 feet before I reached a 12-inch ledge, and 
another 300 before I touched another. Fantastic 
country, with great swells of smooth granite 
sweeping hundreds and hundreds of feet in 
every direction. Loyd Price, sitting by a fire in 
Little Yosemite below us, watched my lamp 
move slowly down the wall, and by radio helped 
direct the descent. 

As I approached, Galen shouted up a greeting. 
Harding was quiet in his tent hammock, em-
barrassed, perhaps. When I arrived he stuck his 
head out and those famous Harding eyes sparkled 
and flashed in the stark moonlit darkness. Bun-
dled up as I was, it was only after several min- 
4  

utes' conversation that he recognized me. He 
immediately cheered up, happy, perhaps, that 
one of his peers had come, rather than an un-
known ranger who might not sympathize. 

Warmed by a fresh down jacket, gloves and 
hot soup, Galen was soon ready to go. He joked 
and seemed quite healthy and in good spirits. He 
tied in to the perlon rope and started jumaring 
up the goldline. Immediately there was trouble, 
for the rope was iced and the jumars wouldn't 
bite. By holding the teeth of the Jumar against 
the rope with his finger, he was able to make 
them grip fitfully, and fuming and thrashing, 
slowly fought his way upward. The deeper fa-
tigue underlying Galen's apparent insouciance 
was revealed in his low frustration tolerance. He 
got just a little bit more angry than he would 
normally have. Added to this were the hearties 
on top trying to do their share by heave-hoing 
on the belay rope, and overdoing it a bit because 
the ropes were so heavy they couldn't tell which 
was rope and which Galen. Occasionally they 
would pull Rowell upward a few inches, suffocat-
ing him. Gasping for breath, he shouted down, 
"No, no," and I immediately radioed up, "Slack, 
slack," and the pressure would for a moment be 
relaxed, allowing him to return to the struggle 
with the icy rope and slippery rock. It was our 
supreme good fortune that the stream which 
caused the icing was hitting the rope only 50 
feet above us, rather than hundreds. When 



Galen reached dry rope he progressed upward 
without more trouble, except for occasionally 
being dragged up by the enthusiasts on top. 

As Galen slowly closed the gap between him 
and the warm sleeping bag on top, I listened as 
Warren talked about the climb. There had been 
a lot of strenuous, awkward nailing under the 
great arch, and then about 300 feet of very 
smooth rock just below. That 300 feet was 
mostly artificial, yet only about 16 pitons and 
30 bolts were used. The rest of the aid climbing 
was via hooks drilled into small holes in the rock. 
These hooks were Chouinard Cliffhangers 
ground down to fit into a 14-inch hole. On one 
stretch Harding used 8 of these in a row. 

About an hour later the belay rope came down, 
and Warren tied in. The goldline was lowered 50 
feet more so he could start on a dry rope. He had 
an easier start except that his sodden down 
pants kept falling: down around his ankles, and, 
being lighter than Howell, he was pulled upward 
even more often and forcibly. 

When it was my turn, I waited until the rope 
had been lowered another 50 feet and clamped 
on. I left all their gear hanging on the wall. 
Harding had been adamant that we not spend 
time and trouble in an attempt to recover it. He 
would return later, in good weather, and get it 
himself, from the top. 

It was a long haul up, but when I reached the 
top I felt good. Everyone was in a fine mood. 
We were all happy with a feeling of manly com-
radeship and a job well done. The whole affair 
had come off without a hitch. Perhaps best of 
all, rangers and climbers had worked together 
smoothly and efficiently, and with mutual res-
pect. The Park Service was at its best, with the 
Yosemite officials acting, from beginning to end, 
with ecision, calmness, and good sense. There 
was not a trace of the incipient hysteria so often 
found in events which combine drama with spec-
tacle. And there seemed to be no one eager to 
blow up his self-importance by getting in on the 
scene. 

We coiled the ropes, got all the gear together, 
and attacked the food box. It was army rations, 
but tasted good to us, and there was enough so 
we could be selective. We all glowed with good 
fellowship and with wonder at the beauty of the 
night and mountains. It was the perfect place to 
be on such a night, but we had to keep telling 
ourselves we were on top of Half Dome! It 
seemed so bizarre. Galen and Warren thanked 
us for pulling them off, and we all thanked them 
for the opportunity of such a fine experience. 
They soon passed out, and the three rangers 
retired into the five-man tent with them. We 
others wandered about the wind-blown snow on 
top until we found a bit of gravel swept clean by 
the gales. We sat down and stared for what 
seemed like hours, at the white peaks of the high 
country, illumined by the reflected light of the 
sun. We felt very lucky to be high on Half Dome. 

The morning was brilliant. As we waited for 
the helicopter, Harding stood alone, a bit apart 
from us others, thinking, doubtless, of the fu-
ture and the south face of Half Dome. Harding, 
along with Chouinard and Pratt, is one of the 
great triumvirate of Yosemite Little Men. Each 
has his own special powers, his own special 
climbing personality. Harding's strength lies in 
his bulldog-like tenacity. Once he sinks his teeth 
into a big one, he never lets go. And Howell, too, 
is not given to failure. It is my guess they will 
both return and climb it. 
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UPPER HONEYCOMB GULLEY 

RAPPEL GULLEY 

BOLLARD 

SEA ANCHOR 

An aerial photo of Shiprock, with its cluster of towers shown from the northeast. Located in the sands of New Mexico, 
over a thousand miles from the sea. Shiprock is indeed a ship in Navajo language, and appropriate to the mystic feeling 
of this vast and silent place. Sea names were chosen for the towers to cast a character for the region. Photo by John Young 

P R eAre 
Shiprock stands today as a classic for rock 

climbers throughout the land. Once applauded as 
"America's Toughest Challenge," it's no longer 
the climb it was when crowned with that title in 
1938. Perhaps this is the result of the increasing 
talent of American climbers and their growing 
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list of achievements. Nevertheless, Shiprock was 
a unique climb in the days when few people knew 
anything about the problems of volcanic tuff or 
desert sandstone. In those days, the technique 
of prusicking had not even been introduced in 
American mountaineering. Yet all parties who 
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Shiprock, showing east and northeast faces. Photo by Don Li ska 

FIN 
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,F*  

TUGBOAT 

Ta weR BRETHREN 
By Don Liska 

climb Shiprock today prusik up the pitch known 
as the Rappel Gulley. The pioneers had to use a 
crazy hoist arrangement which they called an 
"elevator." Previously, people just wouldn't climb 
a blank wall—if there was no other way around, 
then that finished the climb. Conspicuously  

enough, it was on Shiprock that the expansion 
bolt as a climbing aid was born. Now, even that 
has passed into the realm of undesirables to be 
used only in emergencies. We've matured greatly 
since 1938, but rising generations of climbers 
still trek to Shiprock as a test of their skill. Even 
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Sextant, one of the three most difficult towers that cluster around Shiprock. The height of this south face above the base 

is about 500 feet. The route ascends the skyline ridge on the right. Descent is by left skyline. Photo by Don Li ska 



today, while many climbers work in far more 
difficult fields, there are still a great number of 
those who never develop to the level that Ship-
rock demands. 

One of the most unusual features about Ship-
rock is its impregnability. As conspicuous as the 
rock is, and as magnetic to visitors as it seems to 
be, it is surprising that more people have not 
been killed on it. This has happened only twice, 
in 1957 and 1965. The reason is that, despite all 
searching, no easier way than the first ascent 
route has ever been found and the first pitch on 
this route (or even its variant) is difficult 
enough so that no one poorly equipped for climb-
ing would ever attempt it, even if they could 
locate it. Above this point, the climbing is easier 
for a short distance, and would lure the unini-
tiated onward. However, Shiprock defends itself 
by even its easiest route with that very first 
pitch. So it remained for over 25 years during 
which time some 300 people ascended the rock, 
with no major changes in the route. Variations 
were added of course, with the ascent of Long's 
Couloir (1952), the first climb of the South Sum-
mit (1955) and of the "Fin" or Ormes Rib 
(1956), discovery of a route around Robinson 
and Dyers' famous "Double Overhang" (1959), 
Harvey Carter's "Masthead Traverse" of th e 
Three Summits (1966) and his "Black Bowl Cut-
off" bypassing the Rappel Gulley (1966). How-
ever, none of these variations fundamentally 
changed the route, which starts up the Black 
Gulley on the west side and finishes in the upper 
Honeycomb Gulley on the east. Then in 1965 
Fred Beckey climbed the Southwest Buttress to 
the South Summit (ACC Journal 1966). This 
buttress rises 1700 feet and is the most classic 
line on Shiprock. As a measure of its difficulty 
compared with the normal route which has been 
climbed in as little as three hours, the Southwest 
Buttress took three weeks. 

This epic achievement signalled the end of 
Shiprock's long reign as the sort of mountain 
that people would climb once by the standard  

route and be satisfied. In my case, I had climbed 
Shiprock three times and had done only two of 
the variations on the standard route before I 
began to realize that there were a host of spec-
tacular towers around Shiprock that had never 
been attempted. Some of these towers show up 
nicely in the aerial photo. The three most diffi-
cult are Outrigger, Sextant, and Spinnaker. 
Others, hard climbs all, are Sea Anchor, Bollard, 
and Crow. Some minor towers of little interest 
to climbers are Tugboat, Macbeth, and a few 
without names. With the exception of the minor 
towers, all the rest have been named in 1968 by 
first ascent parties and sea names were chosen 
to cast a character for the region. Since Shiprock 
is indeed a ship in Navajo legend, this seems 
appropriate to the mystic feeling of this vast 
and silent place, a thousand miles from the sea. 

The first to fall was the most magnificent—
Outrigger, formerly called Tomahawk Spire. At-
tached to the north face of Shiprock the way it 
is, it looks small by comparison but its total rise 
from the north is about 900 feet. It was climbed 
by a Colorado Springs group in the spring of 
1968. When Eric Bjornstad and I joined Harvey 
Carter to attempt a new route on the west face 
of the main rock we didn't know this and Eric 
and I started up the spire from the west. In the 
afternoon of the first day after climbing on aid 
pitons to the limit of a thin crack, we encoun-
tered a bolt and knew that we were too late. On 
returning to camp that evening, Carter arrived 
and informed us of the success of the Colorado 
Springs party. We couldn't help being disap-
pointed that the Spire had been climbed but the 
fact that they called it Outrigger seemed ap-
propriate to Shiprock. 

Subsequently, as weather slowed the climbing 
on the west face, Eric and I turned our attention 
to other targets. On the east side of Shiprock was 
the Big Flake which shows up so well in most 
picture postcards and was clearly engraved into 
a New Mexico commemorative postage stamp a 
few years ago. We called it Sextant. It has the 
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profile of a gigantic eagle's beak or, mundanely, 
a can opener. The only feasible route, offering 
some sort of a crack and ledge system was also 
the longest, the east ridge. I led the first pitch 
and soon found that the pockets which should 
have allowed free climbing were a lot bigger than 
they seemed from below. Sharp-looking edges 
turned into rounded lips and a breakable crust 
covered the rock. Consequently, the first lead 
required 16 pitons and 3 bolts and was largely 
aid climbing. Eric came up and led a flaky chim-
ney above the belay point. More anchor bolts 
were hammered in for the belayer and I started 
up the third pitch, distinguished by its absence 
of piton cracks for protection, to a comfortable 
ledge about halfway up the rock. 

Our work done for the day, we anchored ropes 
and rappelled off catching a bad hailstorm near 
the bottom. The stones clammered on our hard-
hats as we dove for cover but what they did to 
the main rock was incredible. The east face of 
Shiprock drains largely into the Honeycomb 
Gulley which opens near the base in a narrow 
cleft. Within three minutes the melting hail 
formed a torrent which washed 800 feet down 
the gulley and shot out the base in a great leap-
ing cascade. A lot of junk previously dropped 
down the Honeycomb Gulley by climbing parties 
washed out. The cascade continued quite a while 
after the shower passed as the hail deposited 
above continued to melt. 

The next day, two of our climbing party re-
sumed work on the West Face Route and Eric 
and I, joined by Harvey Carter and Tim Jennings 
went back to finish off Sextant. We jumared to 
the high point and Eric took off on a bottomless 
open book lead using large angles for aid. Above, 
he free-climbed a difficult chimney and signalled 
he had reached a "ledge." I followed and found 
him perched on a tiny nubbin on the sharpest, 
most exposed part of the ridge almost 400 feet 
above the base. To escape this place I leaned 
over the nubbin and started hammering bolts. 
Then, tipping off the nubbin into stirrups I con- 
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tinued a bolt traverse to a broad comfortable 
ledge. We could see the Eagle Beak above us now 
as Carter took over and climbed a shallow chim-
ney which brought us to the start of the final 
lead. Bjornstad, in fine form, started off over 

Bollard, from the north, is only about 70 feet high, but its 
steep and rounded contours make it a wonderful grade six 
climb. Five bolts are in place where the route ascends 
this face. Photo by Don Li ska 



the north face chasm on a traverse to a tiny 
ledge below a slightly overhanging wall. Then, 
incredibly, he very slowly worked his way up 
until he stood on the ledge. Following this, he 
even more slowly straightened up flat against 

Sea Anchor as seen from the west. It is about 180 feet 
high. The route diagonals up right to the chimney in the 
upper center. Macbeth Tower is in the background. 

Photo by Don Liska 

the bulge. We listened to his fingernails scratch-
ing on the scale but he found nothing, not the 
smallest relief to hold on to. He became very 
tense as he began to lower himself again at the 
very narrow edge of balance. A fall would result 
in a bruising pendulum. With a heavy sigh he 
regained a handhold on the ledge and resorted to 
stirrups to finish the traverse. Above this an 
easy scramble brought us to the Eagle's Eye 
and we were on top. I fashioned a small cairn 
out of a piece of porous rock and we began the 
descent as another fierce rainstorm hit Ship-
rock. The wind made the rappel down one of the 
hairiest in my memory and I'll never forget 
the eerie shrieking of that piece of stone as we 
dropped off the summit. Sextant, about 500 feet 
high, had taken two days to climb and had 
proved considerably harder than we had antici-
pated. 

Cheered by our success on Sextant we re-
turned to the west face problem, but weather 
again intervened, and the next day we were back 
in the tower business. This time we went for the 
outlying pitch-black basalt column 180 feet high 
which we called Sea Anchor. It gave the impres-
sion of solidness but we soon found this to be 
false. Carter started up using a tiny gulley on 
the western face and literally ran out of pitons 
trying to protect himself amongst the rotten 
chunks. I took over and ran out of my supply 
negotiating an overhang composed of shoebox-
sized basalt blocks held together with dirt and 
guano. Needless to say, removing pitons was a 
very easy job. Carter then went up and worked 
two hours on the chimney above the bulge, 
finally reaching the top in late afternoon. Eric 
and I joined him loaded with ineffectual pitons. 
We built a huge cairn on top and descended a 
gulley on the east side as far as possible. From 
here we made it down in one long rappel. 

The weather improved finally and we split the 
team between the big project on the west face 
and another tower, for which we now had a con-
suming appetite. Carter, Sibley. and Jennings 
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Spinnaker Tower 

is 600 feet high and 

absolutely vertical 

on all sides. 

This north face shows 

route up dark 

shadowed chimney 

in left center. 

Photo by Don Li ska 
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trekked over to a neat little spire we called Bol-
lard (formerly Tenpin) just beneath the impos-
ing west wall of Spinnaker. Bollard is only about 
70 feet high but its steep and rounded contours 
make it a wonderful grade 6 climb. Naturally, it 
was harder than they anticipated and they 
worked on it for over half-a-day bolting and 
pitoning up the south side. Meanwhile, Eric and 
I went up to the west face to do our bit. We 
worked together for almost eight hours on the 
lower pitches climbing a dirty, scaly crack on 
bongs up to 6 inches. Surface scale is a major 
problem in establishing new routes on or around 
Shiprock. In a way, it's good rock to climb on. 
You have to chip the scale away before placing a 
bolt and you can't trust it very far, but it gives 
you warning by yielding slightly before it breaks 
off. This warning is important and really helps 
the leader, unlike the hard, sharp-edged basalt 
which breaks without warning. The lower cracks 
on the west face had this peculiarity though they 
were no place for a person with dust allergy. The 
West Face Route, called the "Wild West Wall" 
was eventually completed five days later by 
Carter, Jennings and Sibley and is the third 
major route up Shiprock, the second to the 
higher North Summit. 

Weeks went by and unusually cool June 
weather set in, perfect weather for more trips 
to Shiprock. Carter came down from Aspen 
with Mike Cohen and he invited me to join in 
another tower climb. This one was the biggest 
prize left in the area, the Spinnaker Tower. 
Spinnaker is 600 feet high and reaches to just 
10 feet below the top of Outrigger. It is abso-
lutely vertical on all sides but does have some 
deep, wide cracks that run virtually from base 
to top. These are ordinarily, chimneys with 
rounded back walls and very little in the way of 
ledges or even small holds to rely on. We chose 
the deep flute on the north side which appeared 
deeper, darker, and more promising than the 
others but had the usual problem of access. It 
terminated about 30 feet above our approach  

gulley in a rotten blank wall. We elected to climb 
an adjacent flake and then negotiate a bolt 
traverse to gain entrance to the gulley. Carter 
led the first pitch up the headwall of the 
approach gulley. The rock was smooth and hard 
from centuries of rockfall and water. He then 
led the flake using a deep rotten recess. After 
much grit and many grunts I joined him. Good 
protection for the next lead was afforded by the 
tiny ledge that only the two of us could fit onto, 
and I diagonalled off up the blank wall toward 
a ledge about 30 feet above. The pitch consumed 
nine of our precious bolts. Fortunately, no more 
than 10 minutes was required per bolt and in the 
shady chasm it was reasonably cool considering 
it was June at Shiprock. I reached a sloping ledge 
and found that we could now enter the North 
Chimney after a short rappel. Another bolt and 
we were ready. Carter took off up the chimney 
which turned out to be a major structural fault 
in the Spinnaker Tower. It was 50 feet deep in 
places, an eerie crack which impressed us all the 
more because we knew that no man had ever 
seen into it before. We huddled far back amongst 
the guano to avoid richocheting rockfall and 
Carter pushed his lead upward for 150 feet 
more as the crack continued, at times no more 
than 15 inches wide and except for a tiny ledge 
about midway, absolutely holdless and crackless. 
We clung to the surfaces by friction alone. Soon, 
aching stomachs and burning thighs made it 
obvious that this couldn't go on much longer. 
Finally the incredible chimney ended on a broad 
shoulder one pitch below the top. And none too 
soon, for we were done in. The belay up here was 
bombproof but the last lead was a delicate fric-
tion traverse which moved the leader out and 
slightly up making it impossible to retrace a 
misstep without a slip. The long fall would end 
on the floor of a rocky chute since there was also 
no piton protection for the leader and nothing to 
cling to for the time it takes to place a bolt. It 
was a pitch to think about and while thinking I 
found it was my turn to lead. The pitch went, a 

13 



Shiprock continued 

good 5.8 on friction alone. Once past the diffi-
culty I hammered a piton in rather frantically 
and finally felt much better. On the summit we 
took in the view, particularly Outrigger no more 
than 500 feet away and about 10 feet higher. 
Then we looked the other way, down into the 
black gulley and Carter's eyes lit up like Jam 
Crack Joe's. There was another tower down 
there, unclimbed as far as we knew, of pitch 
black basalt and of fine slender profile. We called 
it Crow and abandoned plans to go home that 
evening so we could try our hand at Crow the 
next day. For the present, we enjoyed our spec-
tacular perch on this fine June afternoon, and we 
delayed until dusk before rappelling off. 

The tower we had looked at from Spinnaker 
was the big black basalt spire that rises on the 
opposite side of the Black Gulley. The normal 
route up Shiprock passes between the two. It 
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Crow, as seen from the 

West Face campground. This 400-foot basalt 

spire was one of the last major towers 

to be climbed. It was ascended 

by the left skyline ridge and descended 

by the east. 

Photo by Don Usk° 

didn't look like too hard a climb but we remem-
bered Sea Anchor which was also a solid looking 

basalt spire, and we anticipated the worst. The 
next day we started up the most direct way, 
from the lowest point on the west ridge. At the 
top of the first pitch we found an old piton and 
a little farther on, an old "Rebar," the work of 
the pioneers of the 30's, no doubt. Above this 
there were no marks. The climbing was danger-
ous and if anything even worse than on Sea 
Anchor though the angle was less. We reached 
the top by late morning after six leads. No marks 
of previous climbers were on the top either, not 
even a tiny cairn though the top held some fine 
building materials. We proceeded to build a cairn 
that must weigh half a ton and then rappelled 
down the east ridge. 

Crow was the last major tower around the 
base of Shiprock which had been unclimbed. The 
only ones that remain are closely attached to the 
main rock as parts of its ridges and faces. 
Except for new route and variant possibilities, 
most of Shiprock's problems have been solved. 
Even so, for my part TT still return as often as 
I can to climb the main route. Repeated ascents of 
such a classic as this never seem to grow old, and 
American rock climbing is the richer for it. And 
it will be an extra pleasure during those climbs 
to look down on all those now familiar towers 
which went for so many years eclipsed by one 
of the greatest milestone climbs in the history 
of American mountaineering. 



Pictorial 
of the 

GLACIER 
DIVIDE 
Photos by Tom Ross 
Text by Andrew Smatko, M.D. 

Reflection on 

Goethe Lake shows Mt. 

Goethe on the left 

and Peak 13,240 feet on 

the right. 

Goethe Glacier extends 

along this north face 

for more than 

one mile. 

The Glacier Divide in the Sierra Nevada mountains has the 
unique distinction of being both readily accessible, yet remote 
from the usual lines of travel. This rugged, sinuous escarpment 
runs roughly east to west from the main Sierra Crest. It begins 
inauspiciously at the western end of a high plateau bounded at 
the north by Peak 13,160 feet, at the south by Peak 13,400 feet, 
and on the east by the precipitous cliffs of the Crest itself. 

In September, four of us (Bill Schuler, Frank Yates, Rom Ross, 
and Andy Smatko) set out to explore this area. Leaving from 
North Lake roadhead we crossed Piute Pass to reach the Glacier 
Divide. During the following four days, we climbed more than a 
dozen peaks. 

Numerous lakes glitter beautifully on either side of the Divide,  

especially to the north, and the extensive panorama of hundreds 
of prominent Sierra peaks from Mt. Ritter to the north and Mt. 
Williamson on the south can hardly be equalled by any vantage 
point in the Sierra. The two quadrangles are the 15' Mt. Goddard 
and Blackcap Mt. 

On our fourth day we completed the exploration of this precipi-
tous, yet gentle, stark yet rich, forbidding yet enticing 12-mile-
long barrier between Evolution and Piute Creeks. But is it a 
barrier? Does it repel the adventurer? Indeed, not at all, as we 
four will gladly attest. Its fascination lies not only in its peaks 
from which a vast area of the Sierra can be viewed, but the 
Divide, like the Grand Canyon, has its moods tempered by the 
time of day, especially at dawn and dusk. It is friendly, yet 
challenging. One does not have to travel days or weeks to attain 
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Above: Looking across the trench of Evolution Creek from Peak 13,000 feet toward Mt. Goddard just left of center, and 
Mt. McGee just right of center. Right: This dramatic photo of Peak 12,000 feet plus on Glacier Divide gives an idea of 

the steep escarpment of the north side of the divide. Small glaciers fan out from the base of the cliffs. 

these fine attributes as one must do in other ranges. It is but 
one long day's travel away from a roadhead. This explains the 
Divide's physical accessibility. One look at its forbidding ram-
parts may chill the adventurer from attempting intimate contact. 
The north wall, so apparently unrelenting in its verticality, repels 
and keeps the timid from approach. Thus it remains remote, not 
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in distance but in human contacts. It is a beckoning barrier with 
several avenues of easy ingress through which the adventurer can 
pass and gain the heights that looked so inaccessible.The many 
canyons, ridges, cirques, walls and lakes still await and welcome 
the explorer. We shall go back again. It is truly a gentle 
wilderness. 
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This photo is interesting 

from several angles. The peak shown is 

Peak 13,240 feet, west of Mt. Goethe. 

The larger glacier on the left 

qxtends to the circular "kettle" 

lake on the moraine. 

The lake is more than 150 yards across and 

is a murky pea-soup green. 

Kettle Lake lies beneath 

"Peagreen Peak" —named by us because of 

this startling pea-soup lake with its 

floating icebergs. This is a fairly large 

lake, probably 200 yards wide. Neither Tom 

nor 1 have seen lakes of this color 

anywhere in the Sierra. The color is due to 

the heavy suspension of glacial silt, 

plus the silt and ice in its 

floor. This is an unusual picture because 

it shows white floating icebergs in a 

peagreen background. 
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Rules, Reason and 

One wise philosopher once said, "The only 
thing constant is change." This axiom has since 
been one of universal acceptance because of its 
simple obviousness; it is basic beyond contention. 

From here, "change" is one of two things; it 
either leans toward the good, or toward the bad. 
At this point "complexity" enters the scene. 

When civilizations are confronted by change 
they are simultaneously, and inextricably, faced 
with responsibility.  ... a responsibility to act pos-
itively in order to at least maintain the current 
level of civilization, or preferably, of course, to 
rise above the current level. Enduring civiliza-
tion is based on the careful protection of its 
foundations. Here, we will study some of these 
foundations and see how the eroding or enhanc-
ing elements of inevitable change affect them. 

Civilizations are based on certain orderliness 
and rationale; not carelessness and radicalism. 
Civilizations will flourish when its citizens pro-
mote it with constructive, intelligent acts of citi-
zenship; when they demonstrate a better pro-
gram than the current one; when they docu-
ment the right ways from the wrong ways as 
gained over a long period of learning through 
experience. 
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We document our learning so that current and 
future society may benefit from our learning 
experience; so they needn't retrace our steps 
only to arrive at the point where we left off and 
they started. 

From these experiences, rules of civilized con-
duct are derived. Th ey are not necessarily estab-
lished for the convenience, freedom, or pleasure 
of the individual, or small group of individuals, 
but for the good of the whole society. As a 
result, on occasion, these individuals might feel 
that a portion of their personal freedom has 
been denied them. But, the rules, again, are 
necessarily set up to relate to the good of the 
whole; the scope of the majority — an act which 
demonstrates our democratic system and its 
stature as the world's best social system. 

A rule can be a number of things, depending 
upon its environment and the strength of its 
founders. In some places, a rule is only a hope-
ful suggestion of conduct. In others it is a man-
datory requirement. In either case, the degree of 
restriction must be based on specific circum-
stances and sound reasoning, and brought into 
being for the benefit of society; not for the 
benefit of those charged with enforcing the rule. 



Responsibility .an answer to the article, "Time for a Change," by Robbins 

By RICHARD PARGETER 
Safety Education Director, Mountain Rescue Council 

To illustrate a comparison, I will impose on 
two perennial victims of public tirade concern-
ing regulation policy. They are, in this case, the 
National Forest Service and the National Park 
Service. The Forest Service has far more land 
to administer than the Park Service. However, 
it does not have proportionately that many more 
employees than the Park Service. Consequently, 
the Forest Service does not have the muscle to 
enforce the would-be rules of safety and respon-
sibility, and must be satisfied only with sug-
gestive rules. Rules with no teeth. 

The Park Service, with more personnel as 
compared to its gross acreage, can be more suc-
cessful in rule enforcement. They have more 
personnel per acre because they have more citi-
zens per acre to be responsible for. And, the 
Park Ranger's duties include not only protecting 
the citizens from the parkland, but also protect-
ing the park from the citizens. Some typical rules 
they enforce are: do not walk on glaciers un-
roped ; sign in and sign out on back-country or 
climbing trips; don't smoke while traveling; and, 
stay on the trail. These are a few of the im-
portant ones. They are made for the protec-
tion of society and society's environment. 

Some don't like any rules. They seem to ab-
hor rules just for the sake of abhoring them. 
To them, the rules are the barbed wire fences 
between them and the unlimited freedom they 
seek; freedom from the mundane, monotonous 
claustrophobia that is our day to day human pre-
dicament. Rules like; STOP, GO; come to work 
at 7:30 and go home at 4 :00 ; speed limit 35; 
NO LEFT TURN. 

These are the rules that make living civilized; 
the rules that we must patiently accept and sup-
port as part of our chosen way of life; the rules 
that will continue to gain in importance in pro-
portion to our sobering birth explosion. An ex-
plosion, incidentally, that if allowed to continue 
at the present rate, will give the world a popula-
tion of 6 billion in the year 2000; a population of 
25 billion in the year 2070. If you think that 
your freedom is restricted today, be thankful 
you won't be living in 2070. But your grand-
children's children may be. How about thinking 
of them? How are they going to be able to cope 
with their magnified predicament if a certain 
measure of acceptance of the rules of civiliza-
tion isn't inbred into them; if we don't set the 
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example all the way down the line? We have the 
baton in this track meet, let's not drop it. 

Under such worsening circumstances, it is 
obviously natural for man to seek the wilder-
ness as a contrast to his self-made predicament. 
Call it contrast or call it escape. Whatever you 
call it, you still have unseverable ties with 
society, and responsibilities toward that society. 

THE FREEDOM WITHOUT RESPONSIBILITY TYPE 

Let us listen in on a conversation between a 
Freedom Without Responsibility type of indi-
vidual and some obvious opposites. There are 
four, in this small representation of society, and 
they are on the mountain. They are not ethereal 
beings in an ethereal environment, in this near 
heaven. They are not escapees from their physi-
cally restrictive Earth. They are all subject to 
the penalties of their own physical misconduct. 
Being a like-it-or-not part of the physical Earth, 
they are likewise, an irrevocable part of the 
human society. Society being basically the WEB 
that binds together all members of the civilized 
genus man. No pioneer, or explorer (mountain 
climber?), has ever gone forth on his excursion 
free of the unseverable, invisible lanyard of 
responsibility that bound him to his human 
society. We must all eventually realize this fact. 

The conversation begins when a "freewalker" 
and three roped climbers meet on the middle of a 
moderately flat, snow covered glacier on a Wash-
ington mountain. They are above the firn limit 
of the glacier, which means that they are walking 
on the last winter's snow and not directly on the 
actual ice of the glacier. The snow has hidden all 
but the larger crevasses. (It's the little ones that get 
people.) The leader of the roped climbers and the 
freewolker exchange greetings. 

After a brief, but polite, verbal exchange with the 
freewalker, the rope leader discusses some of the 
implications of walking on glaciers unroped to a 
companion. Then, considering that the climbing 
plans of his own party might necessarily be altered 
by a solo climber's crevasse fall, he says, "You're 
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not shozving much re.sponsibilitr glacier-walking 
yourself." 

"Responsibility to whom?" says the freewalker. 
"Responsibility to society, that's who," says the 

rope leader. 
"But I don't have to be responsible to society up 

here in the mountains," says the freewalker. "Be-
sides, I'm up here to get away from society, and 
act and do anything as I please!" 

"But," says the leader, "you're not alone on this 
Earth, so even up here on the mountain you have 
ties with society that can't be cut. Whether you 
especially like ,it or not, your unlimited freedom is 
restricted in that sense, as is mine and everybody 
else's. 

Then, the freewalker says, "Yeah, you squares 
from The Establishment are always trying to tell 
me what I can and can't do! Look, you say that 
I'm still attached to society, but from here, and at 
this elevation, I can see for miles and can't see any 
representatives from society except you three! And 
now, I wish that I hadn't seen you." 

The leader, with a bemused expression, looked 
up after making a small, but dark, hole in the 
snow with the shaft of his ice axe. He said, 
"Would you be saying the same thing to us if you'd 
fallen in the crevasse I just found?" 

"What crevasse?" asked the freewalker. "I don't 
see any crevasse for a hundred yards!" 

"The crevasse that you and I are almost falling 
in," said the leader. He pointed to the small, dark 
blue hole only twelve inches to the right of his foot. 

"That's a crevasse!?" the freewalker asked in-
credulously. "If that's a crevasse, you guys should 
unrope too!" I admit that I'm skinny, but I'm not 
THAT skinny. Who could fall in there?" 

The leader said, "Watch." 
He was on a tight belay now, by his number two 

rope mate, who knelt with a boot-axe belay, from 
about twenty feet away. After the usual rope team 
signals, the leader widened the ice axe shaft-size hole 
to a man-size hole. It was quite easy, because the 
snow was fairly soft and only about a foot deep. 
Below. . . was blue-blackness. An abyss. 



The freewalker stared goggle-eyed at it. He said 
nothing, but tensely stepped backward. The leader 
told him not to move, as he, himself, stepped six 
feet back from the hole. After checking his belayer, 
he walked with a natural stride toward the hole 
again, only this time a couple of feet to its right. 
Suddenly, he lurched forward as his right leg went 
down and out of sight! As his leg went down, he 
instinctively fell forward into the ice axe self-arrest 
position. By now, his whole lower half was out of 
sight! But the motion had stopped. His arrest, but 
especially his belayer, had been efficient. 

Now, he looked like a man stuck in a snow-
bound manhole. But, for practical purposes, this 
manhole didn't have a bottom! In a matter of 
seconds, with the effective use of his crampon front 
points and good ice axe handling, he was out of 
the crevasse. 

He then said, "You didn't know there was a 
crevasse there any more than the rest of us did. 
Don't you suppose that you could have fallen in as 
easily as I did? There's only one catch (other than 
the bottom of the crevasse): you wouldn't have had 
the benefit of a sound rope and a good belayer, 
then WE, society, would have been obliged to try 
to haul you out, or go for help. Funny thing, we 
like freedom too: we like to climb to the summit 
and back without being interrupted by having to 
alleviate someone else's trouble. But, we took the 
time, with open minds, to learn how to REALLY be 
free in the mountains and before we started to 
climb. This is freedom of the hills. And the possi-
bility that we'll get in trouble and bother or injure 
someone else is far less. Would you like to rope up 
and continue to the summit with us?" 

This story was made up around the actions of 
real-life characters. Doesn't it seem that moun-
taineering has enough challenges and dangers 
already that we can do little about? What we 
can do is learn the dangers so that we can react 
in the safest manner when confronted by them. 
This is what makes it fun; when we can confront 
danger and commune with it in an intelligent 
way. 

Why then, do some persist in going beyond 
the point of obvious common sense? Why do they 
persist in putting their bodies through exercises 
that will afford them little renown, but, will 
most surely throw long shadows of doubt upon 
the quality of their mental equipment? 

It would be different, if they didn't know any 
better, like the novice tourists that sometimes 
stray onto the glaciers of Rainier. If "The 
Establishment" didn't present rules of conduct, 
warning signs, and other warning media, to 
bring attention to the dangers, the death and 
injury rate, due to crevasse falls alone in the 
high density tourist areas, would be tragically 
higher. It would probably be as high as in 
Europe, where one finds much more freedom to 
climb as he, the individual, chooses. And, if this 
amounts to only one more death, because of 
slack rules, it is certainly still an unnecessary 
and tragic loss. 

THE LOSER'S GAME 
In climbing, I have often tried to define the 

line where bravery and skill end and mental 
incompetence begins. Many of us know, through 
our own learning experience, that these factors 
sometimes become hard to distinguish from one 
another. Where this situation exists, we might 
have an excuse to hide behind after we've 
stumbled into trouble. 

However, when the line is easily defined, 
through our learning the do's and don'ts, we are 
inexcusably playing the loser's game called 
Mountain Russian Roulette. A few examples of 
this interesting game are as follows: climbing 
under active, or sporadically active icefalls ; un-
roped glacier walking; persisting toward the 
summit in deteriorating or already very bad 
weather; or when a party member is obviously 
becoming sick. 

Successes under these conditions do not neces-
sarily represent the great skill of an individual 
or party. They do show that he, or they, were 
lucky; that they were new route or peak bag-
gers, (which is excellent, if Mountain Russian 
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from page 23 

Roulette was not a factor). But what happens 
when they lose the game? Will their epitaph 
boast their great skill, or will it be more honest? 
Will it say that theirs was only luck, not skill, 
and bad luck at that? I, personally, don't want 
my gravestone to even hint that I died because 
of a luck factor. 

There is a comparison that I have always 
applied to the game of unroped glacier walking. 
It can compare to the man who walks down the 
sidewalk blindfolded. He walks with a long, 
steady climber's stride, and he's holding a hair-
triggered revolver in firing position against his 
temple. The peculiar thing about sidewalks is 
that they have curbs that you can step off with 
a jolt. Especially when you're blindfolded. But, 
what about the gun? BANG! I wonder how 
many would consider that there was luck factor 
here, against how many would consider some-
thing else? I think that the coroner would list 
the death as suicide. 

Unroped glacier walking must be common-
place in Europe the way they laugh at our rope 
use, but I find it astonishingly stupid anywhere. 

Rules are a standard of responsible conduct  

for a particular environment. Whether we're in 
the mountains or the city, we are responsible 
for our conduct and the effect that it might 
have upon others. At rules, some people yell, 
"Police State," and say their freedom is being 
denied them in our free country. They are in-
sulted, rather than humbled, by a minimal fine 
for violating a common sense regulation in a 
national park against unroped glacier walking. I 
wonder if they ever considered themselves 
lucky that they were stopped before they fell 

to page 28, ease 
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in? The fine is always far less than 
the cost of rescue or recovery, or of 
hospital or funeral expense. And what 
about the bother and inconvenience to 
others? 

Here is where the individualist owes 
responsibility and consideration to his 
own kind. Here is where individual 
responsibility takes precedence over a 
personal pining for "freedom." 

In the case of the freewalking man 
who has just fallen into an icy tomb, 
he finds (luckily) that he has two 
things in his favor: first, he is some-
how alive, though he could just as 
easily have been dead; second, though 
he probaby doesn't know it, someone 
on the glacier's edge saw him lose 
his freedom, and went for help. 

Now, what is this help going to 
amount to? Among others, it's going 
to amount to many men, being dis-
rupted for many hours, to extract this 
thoughtless and careless individual 
from his predicament. 

These men will do it because they 
are the most capable, as with the 
mountain rescue units; or, they will 
do it because they are not only cap-
able, but because they are profes-
sionals, and this only one of their  

many responsibilities, as with the 
park rangers. 

They will also do it out of a deep 
sense of compassion; compassion not 
only for the guy in the hole, but for 
the sake of those that need and love 
him. 

Too often, those who demand free-
dom, impose upon the freedom and 
feelings of others. Do they have the 
right? This cannot be construed as 
freedom — just selfishness. No indi-
vidual, within a society, has the free-
dom to partake in actions that would 
adversely affect the freedom or gen-
eral well-being, of his fellows. 

I wonder if the man in the crevasse 
will be glad to see his rescuers? Is it 
human nature not to? Not unless he 
had morbid intentions. He'll have time 
to think down there — until his brain 
gets numb — about trouble. 

Do you suppose he will walk again, 
unroped, on a glacier? Walk, thumb-
ing his nose at regulations against his 
"freedom?" 

Rules help us enjoy the mountains, 
so that we can love them even more, 
so that we can tell grand stories to 
wide-eyed grandchidren. 

Why should they ask for death? 
Isn't that suicide? If it is, indeed, 
suicide, why must they make the 
beautiful mountains a factor in their 
demise? Why don't they go some- 

where else to do it? Of course, this 
parallels the problem of where are we 
going to dump the city garbage; no-
body wants it. 
PARK SEEKS ADVICE 
The national parks ask advice when 
rules are to be made. As a park is 
a part of a community, its policy 
makers ask the advice of those in the 
community who are deemed authori-
tative and responsible. In this case, 
Rainier Park went to the long estab-
lished clubs for advice. They wanted 
sound opinion for the formulation of 
necessary climbing rules. 

It is these clubs, and I wish to 
emphasize The Mountaineers (I am 
not a member), that have undertaken 
the responsibility to learn, civilize, 
and document the ways of climbing; 
recording the right from the wrong 
way; showing many thousands how to 
enjoy the mountains to the utmost in 
safety and with responsibility to them-
selves, the countryside, and to others. 
They are the great pools of experts 
that a sensitive and intelligent park 
service looks to for specific assistance. 
Only a police state would deny itself 
such assistance. Yes — let there be as 
few rules as possible; only the ones 
that SOCIETY needs. 
FREEDOM VERSUS 
RESPONSIBILITY 

In Royal Robbins' interesting 
article, "T-I-M-E for a Change," he 
stressed "freedom" time and again. He 
stressed the freedom that is a 
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fornia and the West —plus many other 
specialties. New, used, and rare. Single 
fine items and libraries bought. 

535 N. LARCHMONT BLVD. 
LOS ANGELES, CALIF. 90004 
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climber's basic right. But not once, 
did Mr. Robbins, an excellent climber 
in his own right, mention the defi-
nite responsibilities and considerations 
the climber has toward the society in 
which he is an inextricable part. 

In this writing, I want to ensure 
that the word "society" is not mis-
construed by some to specifically 
mean the social system of our nation. 
It applies where any group of people 
join together for the common good of 
all who wish to be part of that group. 
The dictionary defines "society" as, 
"The system of community life in 
which individuals form a continuous 
and regulatory association for their 
mutual benefit and protection." 

In his book, "The Mature Mind," 
H. A. Overstreet discusses responsi-
bility. He says, "... one of the strong 
ties that must progressively link the 
individual to his world is that of re-
sponsibility." Later on he states, "Ma-
ture responsibility involves both a 
willing participation in the chores of 
life and a creative participation in the 
bettering of life." 

Society, which includes the Climb-
ing Society, has no place for the 
climber who sticks out his lower lip 
and makes demands which are against 
the well-being of his society; like a 
child who throws a tantrum because 
he didn't get his own diverse way, and 
should have been summarily spanked. 
Those, who were not spanked as 
children, are likely to be the ones who 
are troubling society in the moun- 

tains, and elsewhere, today. 
WHO ARE THE 
INCOMPETENTS? 

We are all incompetent somewhere 
along the line. This covers a broad 
range from the obvious novice to the 
questionable expert. The novice is 
usually no problem, if he seeks out 
ways and rules first. His humility 
keeps him safe, at least until he starts 
to gain knowledge. (The second-year 
climber is usually the one that gets 
into trouble). It is the "expert," who 
thinks that his accomplishments put 
him beyond the scope of mere rules.  

It is this fellow who often commits 
the serious error. 

The following is a classic example 
of the "judgment" that the Park Ser-
vice can expect by allowing the "ex-
perienced" climbers to climb in the 
park unroped on glaciers, as Mr. 
Robbins would allow. 

Jacques Batkin felt the freedom of 
unroped walking on McKinley's great, 
flat Kahiltna Glacier. "Farine," as 
his friends called him, was as broadly 
experienced in mountaineering as 
were his seven companions. Their na-
tional origins ranged from Japan and 

to next page, please 
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New Zealand, through the United 
States, to several in Europe. It should 
seem quite reasonable to conclude 
then, that with such an accumulation 
of talented experience there would be 
no room left for basic and fatal error. 
This error prevailed however, and the 
price of Batkin's brief individual 
"freedom" was his life. He fell and 
died ... alone ... fifty feet below the 
lip of a hidden crevasse. Also a result-
ant part of that brief individual free-
dom was the grief of companions, 
friends and relatives, not to mention 
another tragedy for the history of 
climbing. 

If this was freedom, it was such 
with irresponsibility toward common-
sense voluntary rules of conduct. The 
whole group was guilty, because they 
all agreed to walk, unroped, for that 
sense of freedom. Here was the golden 
opportunity for VOLUNTARY com-
pliance with basic climbing rules, 
where no official "police state" rules 
had been established. This flagrance 
is one of the reasons, incidentally, 
why rules with teeth are drawn up 
for an area. Because some individuals 
won't accept the responsibility to 
avoid the consequences of certain ex-
tremes. And death is pretty extreme, 
as viewed by society. 

Batkin's death is one where "judg-
ment" shoud have been programmed 
in, but wasn't. Naked freedom pre-
vailed, and death took its cue. 

This climbing party's broad exper-
ience failed again three days later, 
when another member fell forty feet 
into another crevasse. The victim was 
roped this time, however. But, why a 
forty-foot fall? Anybody roped up and 
falling that far is as guilty of poor rope 
management as his rope mate, who in 
this case, happened to be the 
LEADER. Just being roped up is ob-
viously not enough. Each climber 
must, of course, be so spaced that 
there is no slack rope between them; 
that they carry no coils of rope in 
their grasp. To drop forty feet into a 
crevasse, two of the rope mates must 
have been walking nearly side-by-
side. In reading the account of this, 
the first winter ascent of Mt. McKin-
ley, in the 1968 American Alpine 
Journal, one would be led to believe 
that this, indeed, was the situation. 

If two cases of bad judgment by 
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broadly experienced climbers on a 
single, officially unregulated, trip 
were not enough, try this as an ad-
dendum: it took several private air-
planes, a T-33 jet, and two army 
helicopters backed by thirteen moun-
tain rescue personnel from Washing-
ton and a similar number from 
Alaska to find the widely separated 
party and pluck them back to civiliza-
tion. Segments of the Blomberg party 
didn't know whether their counter-
parts were alive or dead. VOLUN-
TARY RULE: Do not separate a 
party of that size. (It's not really wise 
to separate any party of reasonable 
size.) 

For contrast, another recent case 
involved a party of two with almost 
no experience in the mountains. These 
young men started out to climb Mt. 
St. Helens, a glacial volcanic peak in 
southwestern Washington. They 
walked right past the Forest Service 
sign at the end of the road that 
STRONGLY recommended that par-
ties be roped while climbing and that 
they have adequate knowledge of 
glacial travel. Nothing mandatory 
here, strictly voluntary. 

At 7,000 feet up on the glacier, the 
man with the rope coiled and slung 
over his shoulder fell forty feet into 
a hidden crevasse. Amazingly, he was 
uninjured! If he had been injured, 
coupled with the seven hours he had 
to wait for rescue, he might have died. 

Anyway, the deed had been done, 
and an intricate chain of events was 
under way. Many organizations, paid 
and volunteer, left whatever else they 
were doing and went to the aid of this 
man. This was society at work. Throw 
some severe weather on top of this 
situation, and then consider the very 
possible added consequences. 

For those that don't know, rescue 
activity is far from the safest pas-
time. For one man's ignorance, or 
aloofness, to a basic rule of social 
common sense, another.  may be in-
jured, or die, while attempting to 
help him. Is ignorance or aloofness ex-
cusable in either case? 

If you were injured by a falling 
rock while climbing a mountain of 
good reputation no one would hesitate 
for a moment in rushing to your aid. 
These incidents do happen, and you 
would receive competent aid and sin-
cere compassion. However, if the re-
port says that you were nearly ob- 

literated by rock and ice fall while 
climbing on Mt. Rainier's notorious 
Willis Wall, think again. That is 
where compassion decides to stay at 
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home. I have a wife and two small 
kids. Many members of the council 
have similar situations, and some with 
more children. The park rangers are 

to next page, please 
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no different. You would probably stay 
on The Wall, injuries and all, at least 
till the next avalanche finished the 
job its predecessor didn't complete the 
first time. And after such an exhibi-
tion of the Mountain's unpredictable 
violence, it is even conceivable that 
your emergency support party would 
reconsider its function. They wouldn't 

be cowards, they'd just be newly en-
dowed with enlightened vision. After 
all, you didn't go up "The Wall" ig-
norant of its reputation. You already 
knew that you were playing that old 
game again—Mountain Russian 
Roulette. 

In Europe, those that don't make it 
are sometimes left hanging. Remem-
ber the Eiger? Then think of the Wil-
lis Wall. It's our Eiger. Think of the 
consequences of your total freedom. 
Your freedom without responsibility. 
A responsible society cares — to a 
point. So should you. 
COST OF RESCUE 

No one has told me the cost of a 
rescue in Europe by professionals. I 
think it would be far less than here,  

and I'll tell you why I think so. 
Europe has very little to compare 
with what we call "wilderness," with 
the special problems that are part of 
our wilderness rescues. The towns, 
with their availability of manpower, 
are in very close proximity to the 
Alps. Travel time to the accident 
scene should be much less there, con-
sidering closeness and absence of 
wilderness entanglements. Have you 
ever been on a rescue in the North-
west? 

Consider portal to portal pay for a 
rescuer in the Northwest. The pay 
rate should be at least $5.00 per hour, 
plus travel expense and equipment 
allowance. Let's say that it takes a 
team of eighteen men two hours to 
drive to the trailhead. It takes them 
another three hours by trail, probably 
a poor one, to reach the base of the 
mountain below the accident scene. 
It takes another two hours of miser-
able, wet bushwhacking several thous-
and feet up the steep mountainside 
to arrive at the injured victim. By 
then, it's getting dark, so everybody 
stays with the victim through the 
night. To try to move him down at 
night would only severely complicate  

the problem. The night is nine hours 
long. 

The next day, it takes at least twice 
as long to get the victim back to the 
road as it took the teams to get to 
the victim the previous day. From the 
roadhead, it takes them another two 
hours to get home. 

If we multiply the twenty-eight 
hours of lapsed time, times the num-
ber of professional rescuers, times the 
going rate per hour, the bill you'd 
pay would be about $2,500. This 
would only cover the field personnel. 
It would not cover travel expense and 
equipment costs, and operations like 
this are very unsympathetic toward 
equipment. 

Personally, I would not be a profes-
sional rescuer at $5.00 an hour. Most 
of my contemporaries wouldn't either. 
There are much easier ways of 
making a living. We, who have been 

at it for quite awhile, know that 
rescue and recovery are by far the 
hardest work any of us have ever 
done. And we do know what work is. 
Many devoted MR C men, like myself, 
were brought up making sweet music 

with a logger's cross-cut saw and a 
sledge hammer and steel wedges. If 
people begin to think that paid pro-
fessionals are the answer, they had 
better consider paying at least $10.00 
an hour. When a person can make 
$5.00 an hour at the local airplane 
factory, sitting at a desk, he's not 
about to work four times as hard for 
the same amount. Another interest-
ing consideration: after the third res-
cue at $5.00 an hour, the whole team 
would probably be out on strike when 
your rescue call came in. Profes-
sionals, NO: compassion, YES. 

Total freedom without responsi-
bility is a renouncement of civilized 
society; disownment; adopting the un-
known, the opposite of civilization — 
the wilderness. To enter therein, and 
remain; to shun mankind henceforth. 
"Sasquatch," the legendary ape-man 
of the northern Pacific Coast, might 
have been such an individual. 

But, I'll bet even he and his have 
social rules; maybe even rules against 
unroped glacier walking! I wonder 
what their penalties are? Maybe the 
convicted would have to wash and 
shave for a month! Nuts, everywhere 
you go: RULES, RULES, COMMON 
SENSE RULES. 
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T_Jetters 
Dear Editor: 

The literature of Shiprock contains some 
classic accounts, beginning with the mas-
terpieces of Ormes and of Brower (in the 
Saturday Evening Post!) and including the 
writings of Roper, Deal, and Liska in 
SUMMIT. However, there are some serious 
gaps in the record which is based primarily 
on the reconstruction of the summit register 
by Hoeman, Deal, and Carter. The original 
records are lost for the first seventy-odd 
ascents and are preserved only since Vin 
Hoeman placed the present register in 
December, 1962. 
The Los Alamos Mountaineers are collect-

ing information in an attempt to fill the gap 
and would greatly appreciate hearing from 
anyone who can shed light on the remain-
ing mysteries. A few of these are: 

Who made the 12 attempts prior to the 
Sierra Club first ascent (mentioned by 
Bestor Robinson in his 1940 article in the 
American Alpine Journal)? We know only 
of the CMC climbs under Ormes. 

What is the history of attempts on the 
lower Honeycomb Gulley entrance in the 
East Face? We recently found a careful 
cache of home-made pitons, blacksmithed 
from ribbed reinforcing bar, under the first 
severe overhangs in the gulley floor some 
200 feet above the talus. 

What about the story of the first ascent 
of the South Summit and about the discov-
ery of the step-around which avoids the 
double overhangs? We know names and 
dates only. 

And, of course, does any one know where 
the missing registers are, particularly the 
Sierra Club original? 

Ernest C. Anderson 
Los Alamos Mountaineers 
1610 S. Sage 
Los Alamos, N.M. 87544 

Dear Editor: 
I read, with considerable interest, Stewart 

Aitchison's article on Elves Chasm, and 
agree it is a most worthwhile spot to visit. 
However, if a person is lacking the 5 days 
required for this route, but possesses some 
climbing skill and a 50-foot rope, the round 
trip can be accomplished in 3 days. 

The route used is an ancient Indian route 
which Harvey Butchart, Jorgan Visbak, Bill 
Moos, Art Foran and I retraced from rim to 
river last Thanksgiving. The rope is re-
quired where a primitive pole ladder was 
used. The route also allows a short side 
trip to the natural bridge over Royal Arch 
Creek. 

Anyone interested in details of the route 
may feel free to write me for information. 

Clarence E. "Doc" Ellis 
546D Sturtevant 
Sierra Madre, Ca. 91024 
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Letters 

Dear Editor: 

In the October, 1968 issue of SUMMIT 

Royal Robbins described the accident 

which took the life of Jim Madsen. It ap-

pears that no one knows exactly what 

happened, and the description of the acci-

dent assumed that the knot passed through 

the carabiner brake. Another mode of 

failure can occur when a carabiner brake is 

used. 

If two carabiners are used for the brake, 

one attached to the Swami seat (anchor 

carabiner) and the other one (brake cara-

biner) across the anchor carabiner, the 

gate of the anchor carabiner can open. It 

happened to me on a rappel and the rappel 

rope would have popped out if I had not 

spotted the failure. The same type of fail-

ure happened to a friend of mine, Bob Hall, 

while he was rappelling. The gate of Bob's 

carabiner failed when it opened—fortunate-

ly he was near the ground when it happened 

and he was not hurt. 

This mode of failure can be prevented on 

rappels by using a brake bar across the 

anchor carabiner or by using a safety cara-

biner for the anchor carabiner. The former 

solution obviously would not be suitable 

for supporting a jammed knot while the 

latter would. 

Edward Nester 

Hightstown, New Jersey 

Dear Editor: 

Three cheers for Royal Robbins "Time 

for a Change" (SUMMIT, Nov., 1968). 

Climbing is not the only activity under 

increasing restrictions in National Parks. 

All forms of land and water recreation tak-

ing place outside of graded, paved, and 

fenced "improved" areas are being dis-

couraged by a multitude of regulations. 

State governments are beginning to follow 

this philosophy in their recreation areas. 

This trend, which will soon turn our parks 

into zoos, will not be reversed unless all 

of us make our opposition known. 

Chas. Wettling 

Anchorage, Alaska 

Dear Editor: 

Hooray for Royal Robbins! His article, 

"Cutting Canadian Capers" in the October 

issue is one of the most heroic and enter-

taining mountaineering episodes that your 

magazine has published. We enjoyed it 

immensely. 

Nicholas & Kathryn Dodge 

Portland, Oregon 
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Dear Editor: 
I am engaged in writing a new alpine 

guide to the Cascade Mountains of Wash-
ington. It will be published in two volumes, 

be based on the most recent road, trail, 
plus climbing information and evaluation. 
Routes will be charted carefully on a great 

variety of oblique aerial photographs of 
all sections of the range, to give compre-
hensive route information. 

Fred Beckey 
Los Angeles, Calif. 

In the summer of 1968, John Marts of 

Seattle, Washington, had what Chris Wren, 

in the American Alpine Club Newsletter, 

calls "probably the best season ever had 

by an American in the Alps." We asked 

John for information about his ascents, as 

well as other Alpine events of 1968, and he 

sent us a letter from which we excerpt the 

following: 

"I'm a bit overawed by the attention given 
my modest alpine season. 

"Safety precautions are, as you know 

less lax in Europe than in the states, and 

the climbers are more willing to take risks, 

involved with increased objective hazards. 

I had not expected that when one had good 
weather, you were expected to run in as 
many routes as possible. This is consider-

ably different from the Yosemite attitude. 

"As to the climbing record I'm happy, but 
I don't think it needs special accolade. 

"Some of the climbs I did in the Mont 

Blanc Massif were: 

So. Face of the Feu, 11/4  days, S. Davis 

4th ascent, July 1 - 2. 

Bonatti Pillar, S. Davis, July 8 - 9. 

No. Face Chardonnet, 31/2  hours, Paul 

Braithewaite, Tony Nichols, July 27. 

Walker Spur, 11/2  days, Paul Braithewaite 

of Manchester, England. Bivouacked at 

base of Tour Rouge and finished in 

what I considered a bad storm. Quite an 

epic. Especially the descent. 

"As to other alpine accomplishments, I 

think the Czechs deserve special notice 

for a new route on the Pte. Young of the 

Jorasses; a party of five up the Shroud 

with a direct finish (4 days), and the ascent 
of the Eckfiler Buttress to the snow ridge 

in the severe August 1 storm where they 

subsequently perished. Paul Braithewaite 

and Richard McCarty did the Graversetti 
Pillar on Mt. Blanc which many consider 

to be equal to or more difficult than the 
Walker Spur. A new route was established 
on the Grand Capucin by yet another de-

termined Czech party, and four Yugoslays 
did the Walker. The Japanese were in usual 
strength and enjoyed fine climbs on the 
Walker and the Bonatti. 

"All in all, I was very much impressed 

by the climbing activity, as the weather, 
except for three, short, nice spells, was 
miserable. 

John Marts 

Seattle, Washington" 



MAIN STREET, NO. WOODSTOCK, NEW HAMPSHIRE 03262 

THE INCOMPARABLE 

.101,1LIMPack. 

ROCK CLIMBERS 

BACKPACKERS 

CAMPERS 

FISHERMEN 

SKIERS 

As famous as the Alps themselves! 

THE LISA 
(For Men & Women) 

STYLE -#63 

SIZES: N —4 to 14 
M — 4 to 14 
L —4 to 14 

$29.95 pfg" 
Prices Slightly Higher in the West. 

Especially suited for mountaineering and rock climbing due to hidden welt 
design. A quality mountaineering boot constructed for your protection. Seam-
less one-piece vegetable oil tanned leather uppers. Very narrow welt and 
Exclusive patented Vibram Montagna Design Sole. Weight — 5 lbs. 

"ghe etepo 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. 

uninlir ORDER FORM 
ADDRESS: P.O. BOX 1889, BIG BEAR LAKE, CALIF. 92315 

Please send SUMMIT for the term indicated to: 

NAME  1 Year  $ 6 

STREET  2 Years ri  $ 9 

CITY  3 'Years [l $12 

STATE ZIP  5 Years 1-7  $ 18 
LT MONEY ENCLOSED D BILL ME LATER 

36 

Cc.d• 603/745-2767 

ahNehter HO 
ODDS & ENDS 

Twenty cents per word. Payment in advance. 

EXPERIENCED OUTDOORSMEN — 
EDUCATORS: Summer staff positions 
available in rugged, challenging out-
door program for young men and adults. 
Mountain-oriented activities: expedi-
tioning, climbing, rafting, rescue train-
ing. Write Director, N.C. OUTWARD 
BOUND School, Box 817, Morganton, 
N.C. 28655 

CLIMB MT. McKINLEY!! Ray Genet 
and Associates are now organizing ex-
peditions to Alaska's 20,320-foot peak. 
Also planned are climbs on Mt. Foraker, 
Mt. Hunter, and on other exciting 
peaks. For price list and requirements, 
send information to: Ray Genet, Alaska 
Mountain Guides, Box 48, Anchorage. 
(Phone: 277-4924 — 272-2966) 

EUROPEAN HIKING FOR COLLEGE 
CREDIT: 6 weeks (July 9 - Aug. 22) 
Hiking and Sightseeing: Austria, Swit-
zerland, Germany, France, Ireland. 
Write: Ruth Jewell, Olympic College, 
Bremerton, Washington 98310. 

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. 

FOR SALE: Unused Millet Ski-Moun-
tain rucksack $15, slightly used Karri-
mor "Alpiniste" $10. D. Kelly, 1311 
Maple, Evanston, Illinois. 

CRAMPON STRAPS, SNOWSHOE 
BINDINGS: custom articles of neoprene 
nylon for the mountaineer. Free bro-
chure and sample. Beck Outdoor Pro-
jects, RFD 1, Franklin, N.H. 03235. 

FOR SALE: Complete sets of 1968 
issues of SUMMIT, unbound, $6 post-
paid. Send check or money order to 
SUMMIT, P.O. Box 1889, Big Bear 
Lake, California 92315. 



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 
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