


BIRTHRIGHT by Jeff Reynolds 

I watched myself grow up, go up 

To the joys of mountains, high nights 

There to juxtapose myself 

Frailty amidst their might. 

Having shown, I bade him stay; 

He had learned, as was his right. 

I gave him to the jagged sky 

Since I could never scale those heights. 



ST. JOHN'S HEAD 

St. John's Head is the highest vertical cliff in Britain 

and is located in the Orkney Islands off the northeast 

coast of Scotland. The 1,140-foot cliff was first climbed 

in the spring of 1969 by a team of five Englishmen. 

To begin the ascent, the group had to first thread their 

way through a maze of gullies and overhanging walls to 

the bottom of the cliff. More than two hundred pounds of 

gear was carried on the climb, because of uncertain 

weather here at the edge of the Arctic Circle. Prepared 

to climb even in the teeth of freezing rain (winds ,had 

been recorded at 135 MPH this year on Hoy), the group 

encountered a tropical-arctic sun on the first two days. On 

the third and last day, after spending two nights suspend-

ed in hammocks on the face, the team raced deteriorating 

weather to the summit. 

St. John's Head 

Britain's highest vertical cliff. Arrows 

point to bivouac sites. 
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Alaska is a long way for a Limey, a kind of 
Himalayan trip in the other direction, but Barrie 
Biven and I, with our unlovable English insularity 
reassured ourselves that at least they spoke Eng-
lish up there, and by tortuous means — a Cun-
ard liner packed with attractive girls, a 150-dollar 
'51 Chevvy, and an Independence Day ride on the 
Alaska Railroad — managed to reach Talkeetna 
in the summer of 1962. Two is a slender number 
for climbing in the Alaska Range, and we had 
tried to join forces with a British Services team 
bound for the West Buttress of McKinley. This 
ploy failed but we decided to come anyway, lured 
by a Washburn photograph of the Moose's Tooth, 
and especially by the caption underneath which 
stated that "this beautiful granite and ice peak 
is still unclimbed." Fortunately Don Sheldon, who 
in his double capacity of glacier pilot and Park 
Warden had the power to veto anything he con-
sidered really crazy, was sympathetic and on a 
beautiful fine evening he ferried us one by one in 
his Super Cub to the Ruth Amphitheater. 

Don Sheldon. Mention this man and straight-
away you have a problem: that of conveying to 
those who have not met him what sort of a person 
he is and how much he dominates the Alaskan 
climbing scene. It might be thought that the pilot 
plays only a limited, if important part — he picks 
his weather and takes you in and takes his money 
and then you get on with your climbing. I sup-
pose this is basically true, but Don is much more 
than this; in a region where, summer or winter,  

the storms are as unpredictable and ferocious as 
anywhere on earth, and where access and exit are 
practically impossible except by plane, your pilot 
becomes something more than an aerial cabbie. 
Don, after twenty-five years of bush and glacier 
flying including countless staggering rescues and 
landings on dimes, is a living legend. He is friendly, 
brash, lame, perceptive, and a marvellous story-
teller. His extrovert personality is deceptive; after 
a while you realize that it could be a front to con-
ceal the essential loneliness of his responsibilities. 
He flies around the clock from May to August, 
keeping four planes in the air at once like a kind 
of circus juggler. Noone who has been to Talkeet-
na and perhaps hung around for a day or two wait-
ing for the weather to clear, will forget the sight of 
a silver Cessna power driving away in a cloud of 
dust and then after maybe an abortive probe 
through the murk eighty miles to the north, ang-
ling across the Fairview Hotel roof an hour or two 
later to touch down in the same ruts and come 
taxiing back for the lean lined tired red face to 
break into the wide grin, with the comment: 

"She's all socked in, boys, but maybe we'll get 
her tomorrow!" 

Yes, one depends totally on Don, but he is one 
of the easiest people to depend on, the confidence 
is indestructible and the skill compliments the 
confidence. Even Barrie, who hated flying, said he 
could relax with him. 

I flew first, jammed in the back with boxes and 
packs and a fat bundle which Don said was his 
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emergency gear. "He'd need it if we were stuck," 
I thought, eying his thin trousers and tartan shirt. 
For fifteen minutes he pointed out landmarks in 
the forest below, in the carpet of green which 
looked like the softest of couches, then we crept 
up the Ruth glacier, wandered between the mas-
sive walls of the Great Gorge, and there was the 
Moose's Tooth, with its vast sculptured south face 
and long jagged crest along which we hoped to 
find a way. It wasn't the mountain which was 
big — it was we who were small. In an aircraft, 
which causes a mountain slowly to rotate like a 
giant turning his back, you get the feeling that 
you are a microbe in a rock and ice cosmos, and 
in the case of the Moose's Tooth your sense of 
scale is further distorted because it is such a good-
looking mountain that it could even be an artistic 
model of itself, two feet high. 

Don landed in his favorite spot in the amphi-
theater and I had company for the next couple 
of hours since Boyd Everett's* party was there, 
waiting to be flown out after their success on the 
southeast ridge of McKinley. They unloaded large 
quantities of spare food onto us and told me that 
nobody climbed in the daytime because it was 
too warm, which surprised me — proving how 
naive Barrie and I were. Our gear consisted of a 
Black's tent, about eight times as heavy as a mod-
ern rip-stop, four pitons and a similar number of 
carabiners, one rope about 150 feet long, axes and 
crampons, snowshoes borrowed from Don, and not 
much else. Not that I want to plead hardship. We 
thought that we were fully equipped and, in fact, 
didn't later find ourselves short of anything. I 
think we grumbled that we had too much. We 
nearly didn't bother to bring any pitons and were 
much more worried about the stove, which was 
playing up and had to be completely dismantled 
every couple of hours for cleaning. Our food con-
sisted of a box-full of things grabbed from the 
shelves of an Anchorage supermarket. 

By nine o'clock the other party had been evac-
uated and Barrie and I were ready to start for 
the Moose's Tooth. We were sublimely confident 
and saw only a clear evening sky and a mountain 
which was less than alpine in scale and which had 
*Killed on Dhaulagiri in May, 1969. 
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an obvious route on it, a broad gentle ridge sloping 
up towards the West peak. True it was steeper, 
higher up with a buttress shaped like a Gothic 
window standing in the way, but we assumed we 
could avoid that on the right and get into a couloir 
which cut back to the ridge behind. Only two 
things bothered us. One was that the cornices 
looked pretty big, even from five miles across the 
amphitheater, and the other was the knowledge 
that I hadn't been able to get a really good look 
at the summit ridge from the plane, so that it 
would remain an unknown quantity until we got 
beyond the West Peak. Secretly we cursed the 
twist of geological fate which had thrust the East 
Peak, a mile distant, those few hudred feet higher 
than the West. Part of our confidence, which 
I am ashamed to admit bordered on disrespect, 
stemmed from the knowledge that the Moose's 
Tooth was a mere 10,335 feet high, an altitude 
which in the Alps sprouts flowers and pastures 
and in the Andes cactus in bloom and little Indian 
villages. We knew it was hopelessly illogical to 
think along these lines, but we went on doing it 
for quite a long time. Actually, we had sobered 
up to some extent after leaving Talkeetna, or at 
least Barrie had. On his flight he had asked Don 
to orbit the 12,240-foot Huntington (then un-
climbed) with a view to attempting that. He was 
as horrified by the razor-sharp 6,000-foot ice 
ridges as Don was amused by the idea of our scal-
ing them! 

By 4 a.m. we were bivouacked a thousand feet 
up the west ridge after a night of snowshoeing 
across the amphitheater and working up the ice-
fall defending the base of the ridge. In the heavy 
blue hush of the Alaskan night my thoughts were 
confused. It seemed only minutes since we had 
been drinking schooners of beer in an Anchorage 
bar. If the climbing had been hard there would 
have been more sense of reality but there was a 
deadly ease about it and the long drift across the 
amphitheater and the laborious ascent beyond, 
with time and scale losing their usual hard out-
lines, seemed like a dream, a voyage of King Ar-
thur. When would we wake up to face our destiny? 

Most of the day we slept or dozed, still unwill-
ing somehow to return to a tangible world. This 
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sense of escape which almost amounts to a state 
of indecision, with neither of us getting anxious 
about things facing us in the future, is a character-
istic of the climbing I have done with Barrie. He 
has a quiet temperament and a placid philosophi-
cal nature and we get on very well. Earlier on in 
the trip I used to fret and voice plans and specu-
late and sweat generally as one does normally, 
especially in a larger group, but there's no need 
for this with Barrie. It is almost as if he has been 
programmed. His life tends to be divided into com-
partments, he sleeps, he eats, he climbs, and 
doesn't mix them all up as some people do. I 
found it a new and restful experience and won-
dered whether this wasn't the best way for the 
members of a two-man expedition to operate. As 
far as Barrie was concerned there was no point 
in getting worked up about the Gothic-shaped 
buttress because we weren't there yet, and as I lay 
on that sun-kissed slab low down on the ridge, 
with my ear on the warm granite listening to the 
sounds in the silence — the swish of a grain cf 
snow, the wind rustle on an anorak, the heart-beat 



of the mountain itself — I reflected that this was 
the only way you could be truly conscious of the 
mountain and what it was doing to you. The 
planner, the extrovert, the worrier, tends to drown 
the message — perhaps because he is afraid he 
might not be able to hear it. 

Don flew across that day and we waved cau-
tiously — a big wave, he said, would suggest to 
him that we were in trouble. His plane looked 
fantastic, a splodge of red and yellow swirling like 
an insect across the whale-back ridge. The drone 
reverberated from the peaks and they played 
strange acoustical tricks, first amplifying the 
sound and then cutting it off, almost as though 
the machine had crashed. There was such a sense 
of loneliness when the last echoes had faded 
that I almost wished he had not come. 

Fear woke us up at last next night when the 
mountain began to get challenging. If I live to 
be old the one thing which will always haunt me 
about the Moose's Tooth is the exposure, the drop 
down the south face. To fall down it would be so 
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final — and I am not joking. As you gain height 
on the west ridge, so you become aware of the 
immensity of the depths to your right. It is an in-
credible face — I think you can see it from the 
hangar roof at Talkeetna — and it would be 
"home away from home" for a Yosemite man. For 
Barrie and me, trying to find a strictly unexciting 
way to the top of the mountain, it was to become 
a nightmare. 

Our problems began after we had successfully 
traversed around the buttress by an easy slab, 
which was however made unpleasant by ball-bear-
ing grit, no belays (easy dangerous climbing is 
surely worse than hard dangerous climbing be-
cause you press on with the former type but have 
a big consoling think about the latter) and of 
course the abyss. It led to the couloir which a little 
higher up forked and steepened up and was green 
ice. We also knew that any rubbish from the rot-
ting cliffs above would take the bed of the couloir 
like a ball hitting the zero when you've spread all 
your bets from one to thirty-six, so we hurried up 



Moose's Tooth 

summit ridge, view from west 

to east, main summit at 

far end. 

Moose's Tooth, 

view across the gap on the 

summit ridge from which 

we retreated. 

Moose's Tooth —another view of the gap in the summit 

ridge —note our footprints. 



to the fork where there was a little more shelter. 
We had an ice piton — a screw type which has 
now been condemned because it breaks the ice 
out — and it went in like a Royal Robbins rawl-
plug, enabling me to jam up the right hand branch 
without feeling that I was as vulnerable as a G.I. 
in Vietnam with squeaky boots. 

Worse than all this, the fine evening had petered 
out and a layer of cloud had spread across the sky 
like a shroud. Or rather, it had been spread across 
tlw sky. Unlike anywhere else I had climbed, the 
Alaskan weather seemed to have a malevolent per-
sonality, and in the midst of that vast expanse of 
lifeless mountain and glacier it felt as though we, 
the living things, were doing all the provoking, 
and it was therefore our fate which was being de-
liberated. The cloud swamped the mountain and 
of all things, rain began to fall. Beyond the ice 
pitch there was a broad snowslope, pitted and 
soggy and all ready to avalanche. We floundered 
up to the only possible ledge, a rock which would 
accept two backsides and no more, and sat down 
gratefully, uncomfortably aware that if the slope 
above went there was no hope for us. We banged 
in a piton or two, not that this would help us — 
Don Whillans told me that on Gaurisankar after 
his party's fixed ropes had been swept away by 
an avalanche, it was discovered that the pitons 
had been shorn off flush with the rock. . . 

Since we had been banking on being able to 
climb continuously rather than beseige the moun-
tain camp by camp we were ill-equipped for a pro-
longed spell of bad weather. The tent had been 
left in the amphitheater and we had even aban-
doned our sleeping bags on the ledge lower down 
so that we could climb more efficiently. Now we 
bitterly regretted this and huddled under a poly-
thene sheet while the wet penetrated to our bones. 
There was no room to get the stove going so we 
could only chew biscuits and raisins and bits 
of cheese and those tooth-aching, mouth-furring 
sweets which you loathe normally but for some 
reason take with you on a mountain. As the night 
wore on and we slowly congealed in the cold I 
began not to care whether we went up or down; 
nothing was going to be worse than actually start-
ing to move again. 
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At 5 a.m. (was it the second day or the third?) 
the rain eased and although the ground above was 
still cloaked in mist we decided to go on. Sinking 
in dreadfully we wallowed up the slope to the 
crest of the ridge, then began working cautiously 
parallel with the cornice, the size of which there 
was no telling. All went well to a point just below 
the summit of the West Peak, but now there was 
nearly disaster. We came to a strange sickle-
shaped snow overhang — you can see it quite 
clearly in Brad Washburn's pictures — where we 
were forced down to the right, and the only hope 
was to head down for the place where the over-
hang petered out, which was just above the point 
at which the slope underneath became impossibly 
steep and unstable. I was in the lead, horribly cer-
tain that if anything happened, Barrie, with his 
ice axe stuck uselessly in the porridge, would never 
be able to hold me. I waded slowly, sweat pouring 
from me in the concentration of transferring 
weight smoothly from foot to foot, when suddenly 
the slope broke. 

At least that's what I thought happened. But 
miraculously I was still in the same place, stand-
ing simply in a hole up to my neck! My next 
thought was that perhaps I had fallen partially 
through the cornice overhanging the north face, 
which was about 5,000 feet high, but shutting out 
this appalling possibility, I swam to safety and 
before long we were standing on the West Peak, 

nerves badly frayed. 
We knew now that the chances of surviving an-

other half-mile of this type of thing were very re-
mote, but curiosity urged us on. For perhaps three 
hundred yards the ridge was broad and level — 
if anything it sloped depressingly downhill — and 
we picked our way close to the crest of the south 
face, keeping well clear of the immense cornices 
to the left. Then came the inevitable. The ridge 
was gashed by a deep notch, a slice perhaps fifty 
feet deep, and on the other side, stretching away 
into the mist like a scene out of Macbeth, was a 
series of great snow humps and aretes, a grossly 
overloaded edge where loathsome wet snow was 
lying at hideous angles and without visible means 
of support, and the whole mass poised above one 
of the most sensational drops I have ever seen. 



Mount Dan Beard. Our route marked by dotted line. 

Even as the fact that we were defeated was sink-
ing home there was a slipping noise and a large 
section of snow disappeared into the depths with 
hardly a whisper. 

Of course we did the brave thing, we played 
about to see if there was any way down to the gap 
and then we hung around most of the day to see 
if there was going to be any chance of a clear sky 
and a cold night, but the air was clammy and close 
and eventually we wearied of the inactivity and 
the tension of waiting to see if the weather was 
going to grant us the summit or try to wipe us out 
with another storm. We headed back, and for the 
next sixteen hours methodically reversed all the 
ugly places and the slopes down to the amphi-
theater, where the burden of holding our lives in 
both hands was at long last lifted from us. 

As it turned out, it was a most providential 
thing that we were beaten by the bad snow. By 
the time we reached the base camp rain was fall-
ing again, but this time it did not ease up so soon.  

For three days our tent was lashed and bashed 
by waves of wind and water, and this gave us 
plenty of time to work out roughly where we 
would have been caught by the storm, had we de-
cided to press on. Somewhere near the summit of 
the Moose's Tooth. 

It took some time to recover from the mixture 
of disappointment and relief accompanying such 
a failure, but on July 11th we established a camp 
some miles up the northwest fork of the Ruth for 
an attempt on the unclimbed Mount Dan Beard, 
10,260 feet, by its north side. I ought to say "we 
established the camp" since all we did was to 
pack up the tent, carry it up the glacier, and re-
pitch it. A not unimportant reason for choosing 
Mount Dan Beard was the knowledge that Boyd 
Everett had placed his base camp there and had 
invited us to help ourselves to the rations he had 
abandoned. We found a wealth of cheese, choco-
late, salami, and other goodies, and there was even 
a pair of strong wool nether garments which I ap- 
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propriated and christened my "New York trews." 
On this mountain I am happy to say we were 

successful. It was a straightforward climb involv-
ing a lower icef all and a traverse across the north-
west face onto a final ice slope which gave access 
to the summit, and within twenty-four hours we 
were back in the tent having literally rushed up 
and down so as not to be trapped by a storm. 
Some will frown at such tactics, but given a small 
peak and a party of two I am a firm believer in 
not wasting any time if the conditions, the wea-
ther, etc. are right. 

That was the end of the climbing we did, but 
the climax of the trip was, oddly enough, yet to 
come. On return to the amphitheater we told Don, 
who called in with supplies for Mike Banks' party, 
that we wished to forgo the ride back to Talkeet-
na, and would instead walk out, down the Ruth 
and through the forests. It was a finale we had 
been thinking about for some time and we were 
sure it was practicable. I suppose the main pur-
pose of it was to save eighty dollars each. Don, 
when he saw we were serious, grew a bit preoc-
cupied, but he is not very good at standing in the 
way of an enterprise, as perhaps other men in his 
position would quite justifiably have done, and 
one night in late July, with packs containing the  

minimum of food and gear, Barrie and I set off 
down the Great Gorge. 

Those next five days were among the most sat-
isfying of my life. In having to win our way back 
to civilization we had a tremendous sense of pur-
pose, a feeling that on a mountain is rather more 
aesthetic and less easily identified, except perhaps 
in the descent. The images return to me: The 
dungeon-like depths of the Gorge in the exhausted 
light of the early hours, when the peaks seemed 
to stand still even thought we were walking for 
hour after hour. A labyrinth of crevasses in the 
teeming rain, causing the tired brain to believe 
that it had all been manufactured just for you. 
The glacier torrents swirling through their glass 
confines and plunging with awful finality into 
echoing black holes. The moraines — mile after 
mile of stumbling, balancing, sliding. And the ice 
itself, rippled and switchbacked, always drawing 
us south to the dark forest which could be sensed 
rather than seen. 

We lost control of the situation almost as soon 
as we stepped off the ice on the sixth day. We 
found ourselves wrapped in a wet green gloom, 
singing with mosquitoes, through which progress 
was desperately slow and tiring. We had taken 
longer than expected on the glacier and our food 

Barrie Biven 

on first raft in Alder 

Creek shortly 

before sailing. 
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was now running out, and when we came to Alder 
Creek, a tributary of the Tokochitna River, we 
spent twelve numb hours making a raft, using the 
climbing rope as lashings. Within minutes of 
launching, the contraption became jammed im-
movably in boulders, and we spent another day 
struggling through the undergrowth to the Toko-
chitna, where we decided to make another raft. 
We were sure that if we could only reach the 
Chulitna, navigation would become straightfor-
ward, and the railroad would also come within 
reach. 

But raft number two also failed, becoming 
tangled with driftwood and smashed by the cur-
rent, and we found ourselves marooned on a sand-
bar and surrounded by an enormous area of cold 
water and treacherous currents. Here we remained 
for forty-eight hours, trying to decide whether to 
make an attempt to escape or to wait for a res-
cue — which might be a long time coming — and 
after the previous days of action in the mountain 
environment our spirits now sagged and a terrible 
depression set in. Endlessly we discussed the sit-
uation but always came to the same conclusion — 
we were going to need a great deal of luck to 
survive. 

One little incident I remember clearly and now 
realize to have some significance in the context of 
survival. On the second morning on the sandbar, 
after several hours' sleep in the grip of nervous 
and physical exhaustion, I was prodded awake by 
the cold and wet which my body could no longer 
resist without the support of my will. It was grey 
daylight, raining hard, and drips were cascading 
through the leaves of the little shelter we had 
built (we had lost most of our gear when the sec-
ond raft was destroyed) . I was lying on my back, 
my sleeping bag was wet through, my duvet was 
saturated — they might have been dragged out 
of a lake. I moved slightly, and raw damp and 
cold gripped me. Presently I worked my left wrist 
out of the bag and saw through the clammy glass 
of my watch that it was five o'clock. Then I peered 
at the fire — the fire which we had somehow lit 
with our last few dry matches and had nursed 
continuously — and it seemed to be out, a heap 
of charred wet sticks which might possibly be  

blown back to life. But I lay back, suddenly feel-
ing that we were going to lose, however hard we 
tried. 

"What's the use," I thought bitterly. "What's 
the use of worrying about the fire, or anything else 
for that matter? We've tried to get out of this 
miserable situation, tried bloody hard, but it just 
gets worse and worse." 

And I lay there, and my own depression 
trampled me into the sand. 

Then I heard another voice, and it asked a 
question: 

"Are you really giving in?" 

And as I thought of a cynical answer, I felt a 
stubborn little resentment building up inside me. 
It was not concerned with safety or danger, com-
fort or discomfort — it did not really care what 
happened to me; it was simply irritated that I 
had crumpled morally. And this resentment took 
hold of me, and swept away the despair, and 
twisted and prodded inside me, until I ripped out 
of my sleeping bag and knelt by the fire in the 
rain, and blew and blew at the grey ash until a 
wisp of smoke rose, and I went on blowing for five 
minutes until a red ember glowed and a lick of 
flame appeared, and then I collected more drift-
wood, and filled the pan with water and settled it 
on the fire for a hot drink, and I re-dug the S 0 S 
which the water had obliterated in the night. 
Afterwards I sat in the lean-to, wet but warm with 
the exercise, and feeling that I must never give 
way like that again. And I realized then that sur-
vival depends less on the noble qualities of deter-
mination and hope than on simple, bloody-minded 
obstinacy. 

That night the ordeal ended when a plane mak-
ing a grocery run to a settlement up-river miracu-
lously happened to see us. Don came a couple of 
hours later in his float-plane, and managed to ex-
tricate us. It involved some very difficult flying, 
which we looked upon as sensational, but which he 
seemed to regard as routine. 

"Why couldn't you wait for me?" he demanded, 
when we told him that we had been about to go 
for a swim. "I'd have come up the river tomorrow 
mornin'. I figured you'd be starting to get messed 
up around then." 
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The couthieea 9ace 

Through the crackling of the long distance cir-
cuit, I heard Warren Harding's voice ask if I 
wanted to go "f arcing." Warren's well-known pro-
pensity for understatement and his frequent coining 
of new idioms gave me no inkling to what "farcing" 
might refer in this instance. It turned out to mean 
attempting the southwest face of Liberty Cap in 
Yosemite, a fifteen-hundred-foot wall hyphenated 
at midpoint by a totally blank overhang about a 
hundred feet high. Previous parties attempting the 
face had turned back after a close inspection of the 
overhang, not wishing to spend a couple of strenu-
ous days bolting past the obstacle. Warren wanted 
me to join him on the climb the very next weekend. 
Somehow the size, difficulty, and problems of this 
wall seemed minimal as we talked on the telephone. 
The proximity of Half Dome and El Capitan in the 
same area distorted my perspectives as I foolishly 
agreed to Warren's plan. 

The personnel were Joe Faint, Warren and myself 
as climbers, and as many female "low altitude 
porters" as we could recruit to carry loads to the 
base of the wall. We would climb on Saturday, 
leaving a couple of fixed ropes so that we could 
descend to attend an American Alpine Club section 
meeting in Yosemite that night. The next morning 
we would go back on the wall and try to finish it. 
It was to be in Warren's words, "Just farcing 
around . . . a practice climb to get in shape for 
bigger and better things." 

Saturday came and went. We had climbed three 
pitches, attended the AAC meeting and there our 
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plan came to a halt. The wall was certainly more 
of a problem than we expected. The lower pitches 
were mostly direct aid up tedious leaning cracks. 
Our 11 A.M. start hadn't been too helpful either. 
Sunday morning we hiked to the base, but unani-
mously agreed that this wall would not succumb 
to our farcing seige in a weekend. We decided 
instead to try an alpine style effort a week later 
on the three-day Memorial Day weekend. This 
suited our existential minds by relieving the present 
urgency of the nearly one thousand feet of un-
climbed wall bulging overhead as we discussed the 
situation. 

Thursday afternoon I received a phone call from 
a girl who said Warren had called her and asked 
her to call me and tell me to bring bivouac food 
and water. Friday morning found me struggling 
with seventy-five pounds of food, water and climb-
ing gear up the trail to Liberty Cap. It was after-
noon before I finally made it up the ropes toward 
the base of the overhang where Joe was belaying 
Warren. The ninety-degree heat was taking its 
toll, but I resisted the urge to reach into the hauling 
bag and partake of the precious water we would 
need later. 

As I neared the belay point I became aware of 
four eyes staring at me quite strangely. It was the 
same look of incredulity one might receive from a 
high-heeled tourist on a trail when descending 
bedraggled from a multi-bivouac climb. I turned a 
full circle to make sure I wasn't missing something 
or being followed. I seemed quite alone and ordi- 



Joe Faint leading 

on one of the lower pitches. 

libepq Ca 
By Galen Rowell 

nary appearing, even checking to see if my pants 
were unzipped, and yet as I prusiked up with the 
last hauling bag I still perceived stares unfit for a 
leper. That was it! The stares had to do with the 
hauling bags. As I contemplated the olive drab, the 
scribbled common name of a private first-class long 
since returned to suburbia, someone broke the ice 
by asking, "What is all that?" 

I replied that it was food and water as they had 
requested. Warren put his hand to his head and 
said, "Oh, no, I told that girl we needed one more 
gallon of water and a few items of perishable food. 
We already have the bulk of the food and water!" 

As I contemplated the number of wasted foot-
pounds and dollars involved, I watched Warren 
begin an amazing lead. He had nailed up a right-
leaning dihedral and was now at the base of the 
overhanging blank section. He began laboriously 
drilling with a star drill, but stopped when the hole 
was only half an inch deep. He then inserted a 
bathook*  and clipped an aid sling to it, moving up 
on a hook to place another. Soon the number of 
bathooks hanging on the wall increased to seven 
and Warren was finally drilling a deep hole for the 
first honest expansion bolt. As if this weren't 
enough he placed another row of seven bathooks, 
interspaced with a few tied-off pitons he later 
claimed were worse than the bathooks themselves. 
He placed another bolt, then nine more bathooks 
and a couple of pitons, finally reaching the end of 
the headwall having used only two bolts in one 
*Bat hooks: Cliffhangers ground down by Harding to 

fit into a partially drilled bolt hole. 
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hundred feet! The pitch had taken less than six 
hours, which is only a fraction of the time it would 
usually take to place twenty-five bolts on an over-
hang. Day was changing to night by the time we 
reached Warren. Alpen-glow still lit the upper half 
of Nevada Falls long after the valley floor dis-
appeared in shadow. The solitude we had felt 
together on the wall was broken in the last moments 
of dusk as dozens of campfires from Memorial Day 
hikers dotted the scene like 'amber city lights. 

Warren and Joe seemed rather pleased with me 
as we merrily gorged ourselves on the accidentally 
doubled rations of both food and water. The bivouac 
spot was a narrow sloping ramp, which from below 
we thought might be a ledge, but which in actuality 
required direct aid to traverse. Prepared for just 
such a situation we hung our bat tents* out over the 
headwall and quickly dozed off to the rumblings of 
Nevada Falls and our companions' stomachs, both 
in a state of flood. 

Peering our heads out in the morning we watched 
the dawn light throw shadows of Liberty Cap and 
Half Dome against the wall of Glacier Point. The 
oblique rays of the sun soon struck rainbows in the 
spray of Nevada Falls as the yellow glow began to 
pervade the Merced Canyon below us. The warmth 
of the morning air promised more high tempera-
tures and neither Joe nor Warren seemed to be 
complaining about the extra weight of the super-
fluous water I had brought up. 

I led the next pitch up an uninteresting dihedral 
to a ledge at the base of a quite interesting, wildly 
leaning corner. Joe led this awkward open-book as 
Warren, the perfect example of a hot weather tour-
ist in his Hawaiian shirt and dark glasses, joined me 
in good-natured jeering with Joe as the target. At 
one spot we watched only his legs flailing in the air 
when his upper body was jammed sideways into a 
crack to try to place a bong in the back of a flaring 
hole. We tried to convince him that he was in the 
mouth of a granite monster and about to be swal-
lowed, but Joe refused to be intimidated. I soon lost 
my frivolity when I left the comfort of the ledge to 
prusik up to Joe. I was spinning lazy circles in the 

*Bat tents: Harding designed, single point suspen-
sion, fully enclosed, semi-waterproof tent-
hammocks. 
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sky about ten feet from the wall until just before 
I came over the lip to Joe, sure that if anything 
were dropped it would land hundreds of yards from 
the cliff somewhere on the trail to Nevada Falls. 
Warren took off free climbing up flakes, but soon 
reached a steeper section where he nailed away 
quietly for an hour or so before announcing he was 
on a huge ledge. I rapidly cleaned Warren's pitch, 
since almost none of the pitons required more than 
a single blow to remove from the peculiar crack 
which he had so calmly followed. 

I led up a diversified section which included a 
flaring chimney, a bong crack, several bat hooks 
and a bolt, a traverse on tied-off pins, and finally 
a fifth class romp to a tree growing in a crack. 
Several hundred feet more of broken climbing 
brought us to a huge ledge which traverses the 
entire width of the face just beneath the summit. 
In the warm glow of the sunset Warren led up a 
steepening corner toward the summit. What we 
thought was a blank section proved climbable on 
face holds and soon Warren waved down to us from 
what appeared to be the summit. I cleaned the 
pitch up to Warren and found myself at the base of 
a long and crackless fifty degree slab leading into 
third class climbing near the summit. I tried the 
slab at several places, not having the confidence to 
extend myself above the very mediocre belay an-
chors and cursing the fact that the bolt kit was 
down on the ledge with Joe. I traversed about a 
hundred feet to the right on small holds and micro-
flakes trying to find a way up or around the slab. 
Soon darkness crept up on me until I could hardly 
see the holds in front of my eyes. Tying off the 
rope to a fair piton and clipping a carabiner on the 
rope to reverse the traverse I delicately headed 
back to Warren. Halfway back my weight pulled 
out one of my mediocre intermediate pitons and 
after tying the whole mess of ropes and anchors 
together we were both very comforted to rappel to 
the safety of the big ledge with Joe. 

While Joe and I lavished in comfort on the ledge, 
Warren preferred to sleep in his bat tent draped 
over the edge. In the morning we had another 
Roman orgy on the remaining food and water before 
returning to the task above. After prusiking back to 
our high point and placing a bolt for safety, I led 
up via 5.8 friction to a tree which marked the end 



of the roped climbing. By nine in the morning we 
were standing on the summit with eyes turned 
toward the south face of Half Dome which the 
three of us hope to climb this fall. In this sense 
Liberty Cap was a practice climb as Warren had 
suggested. But viewed realistically it is a Grade VI 
climb comparable to the northwest face of Half 
Dome. 

Although it made no new breakthroughs in tech-
nique or equipment —all of our esoteria had been 
used before —it did prove one thing to us: An 
increased ration of food and water on a climb makes 
one function noticeably better both during and 
after the fact. We felt none of the usual thirsts that 
climbers on multi-day climbs know so well. We 
didn't drink huge amounts of liquids on the day 
after the climb as I have previously done on long 
climbs. The feeling of finishing a climb in this kind 
of condition is certainly worth the extra weight 
involved. 

We will also remember Liberty Cap as being 
centered in an area of great beauty. Not just the 
kind of beauty one sees looking across the valley 
from El Capitan, which is indeed beautiful in its 
own right, but a great multifarious sampling of 
nature is involved. I have fleeting memories of 
rainbows starting above Nevada Falls in the still-
pinkish glow of the sunrise and gradually descend-
ing the Merced Canyon over Vernal Falls only to 
disappear as the river rounds a corner into the 
main valley . . . of Nevada Falls, rupturing out of 
the white river only to plunge into a pit of mist 
entangled in a verdant forest of ferns and firs,. . . 
of the sheer faces of Liberty Cap, Mt. Broderick 
and Half Dome marching in procession to the north 
. . . of the High Sierra in spring as seen from the 
summit, fountainhead of the Merced Glacier which 
overran Liberty Cap long after the advent of man 
in North America. 

Liberty Cap, that grand hulking survivor of four 
glaciations, will hardly note that fleeting instant 
in her lifetime in which three microcosmic men stuck 
pins in her boldest flank and stood on her crown 
before merging back into the myriads in the valley 
below. The antithesis is also true. Those three mor-
tals will long note and remember the time spent on 
her flanks, for human life seems at its best when 
struggling with nature, not with other men. 

Warren Harding 

traversing on the headwall 
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This spectacular 

view into the canyon 

containing the Davis Lakes 

and North Goddard Creek 

was offered from 

the summit of Peak 13,020. 

On the left is 

Peak 12,913 and on the 

right is Mt. McGee, 

12,969 feet. 

Tietotad 
California's Goddard Divide and its surrounding 

area is truly spectacular in its special blending of 
rugged, sheer peaks, with three major glaciers and 
several small glacierettes, and with large lakes that 
soften the stark landscape above timberline. The 
divide itself is largely composed of dark meta-
morphic rock which looms rather menacingly above 
the icy glaciers. However, we found that traversing 
this divide was far from a forbidding experience. 

Climbing eighteen peaks along or near the God-
dard Divide was our experience (Bill Schuler, Dr. 
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Andy Smatko, and Tom Ross) during a period of 

nine days this past September. The area offers both 
challenging and quite easy climbing, and spectacu-
lar sights. The harshness of the divide itself is 
relieved by the gentle influence of large and lovely 
lakes, including Helen and Wanda Lakes, named 
in honor of the daughters of John Muir, the beauti-
ful Sapphire and Evolution Lakes, and the Davis 
Lake chain. The views offered from the divide 
range from the Hermit, Mount McGee, and the 
massive flat-topped Mount Darwin to the north, 



From Peak 13,020, 

looking east, is this view of the 

Goddard Divide and one 

of its large glaciers. Mt. Aggasiz 

and the Palisades can be seen 

in the distance. 

et the gocklakd MitActe By Tom Ross 

to Black Giant Mountain, Mount Powell and 
Thompson, and the Palisades to the east, with a 
wide panorama into the Ionian Basin to the west 
that contains the striking Mounts Sylla and Charyb-
dis. In addition to nine unnamed peaks, of which 
we achieved a first ascent on Peak 13,020, we 
enjoyed these views as we climbed Mounts Spencer, 
Huxley, Powell and West Powell, Goddard, Mc-
Duffle, Black Giant, The Hermit, and Hungry 
Packer and Echo Peaks. 

We found that the Goddard Divide not only  

lends itself to interesting and upon occasion, rugged 
climbing, but also to striking opportunities given 
by nature to capture beauty and the reality of 
wilderness experience to the man with a camera. 

The pictures of this pictorial tell the story of 
our trip better than word, as it is the sight of this 
big country that truly conveys the beauty and 
wildness waiting to be enjoyed here. The pictures 
are presented in hope of sharing with others the 
freedom and solitude we experienced as we climbed 
the summits along the Goddard Divide. 
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Mt. Goddard, 13,568 feet, looms forbiddingly in this view from Peak 12,960. Peak 13,020 is on the left. 
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In this photo, a 

thunderstorm is coming in over 

Mt. McGee. One of the 

Davis Lakes is in 

the foreground. 

From the summit of the newly named Mt. Solomons, 13,016 feet, we looked down on the beautiful Wanda Lake, 
as a thunderstorm was arriving. The John Muir Trail winds its way along the right edge of the lake. 



Early morning light 

deftly defines the rocky slopes of 

Mt. Sylla, 12,939 feet, and its 

glacier on the left. The 

photo was taken from the pass just 

west of Mt. Solomons and 

shows the headwaters of the 

Ionian Basin and an 

unnamed lake. 

This photo from 

Mt. Solomons, shows Mt. Charybdis, 

13,091 feet, the easiest route 

on which is class three, 

and its numerous glacierettes which 

blanket the northwest side 

of the mountain and create the 

large moraine on the 

right base of the peak. On the left 

is Mt. McDuffie, 

13,271 feet. 



Late afternoon light 

creates these shadows on Mt. 

McDuffie and Peak 13,046, on the 

left. This view from Peak 

12,880 also shows a big 

thunderstorm building up in the 

distance over the crest. 

Early morning light 

creates this serene scene of 

Mt. Solomons and an unnamed lake 

east of the Muir Hut and 

just below 

Black Giant Pass. 



STATE 
The author on the summit of Wheeler Peak, New Mexico. 

 

"You mean to say that you came all the way 
from California just to climb that little hill?" 

"Yes, sir. That one and a few others." 
"Well, if it means that much to you, go to it." 
I wandered through the barnyard and went over 

a barbed wire fence into the bean patch. A short 
walk brought me to what appeared to be the highest 
point in the field. Taking out my hand level, I 
began to take sightings in all directions. Ah, there's 
a slightly higher point about a hundred feet over to 
the west. More sightings from the new location 
confirmed that I was truly at the high point. 

And thus at 2:35 in the afternoon of July 18, 1969 
near the small community of Lynn, I reached the 
highest elevation point in the state of Indiana! 
35 down and 13 to go! 

On May 23rd I had left Los Angeles with hopes of 
becoming the first person to reach the "state sum-
mits" or high points of each of the 48 contiguous 
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states, within a single year. The late Vin Hoeman 
had bagged all of them and so had George Peters. 
However, each of them had taken years to achieve 
their goal. I wanted to do it in one grand swoop! 

My first port-of-call was Texas and on May 25th 
I went up Guadalupe Peak. At 8,751 feet it was to 
be the highest point I would reach until I returned 
to New Mexico at the end of July. After scrambling 
and boulder hopping up Guadalupe I proceed north 
along the eastern slope of the Rockies. Oklahoma, 
Kansas, Nebraska and the Dakotas were easily 
reached during the remainder of May. 

June was a big month for me in terms of number 
of summits bagged, as I reached 22 within the 30 
days. The general area covered during the month 
was the Midwest, the South and the Eastern Sea-
board up to Maine. No technical climbing was 
required, but route finding was a definite problem 
in some instances. For example, after wandering 



SUMMIT PEAK BAGGING 

By Frank Ashley 

through Upper Michigan woods and swamps for 
two days I found it necessary to enlist the aid of 
a local school teacher to guide me to Mt. Curwood. 
The state summits of Louisiana, Florida, Maryland 
and Connecticut offered equally challenging tests 
of my route finding skills. In Connecticut I flunked 
part of the course when I took a bad compass read-
ing and ended up in New York State! 

After a few days of relaxation at a friend's home 
on the Maine Coast I began my westward trek. 
On July 8th I went up Mt. Katandin, one of my 
favorite mountains, via the Abel Slide Trail. Katah-
din is famous for being the northern terminus of 
the Appalachian Trail. Two days later I went up 
New Hampshire's Mt. Washington in a rain and 
hail storm. Mt. Washington can be extremely 
dangerous. All potential climbers should develop 
a great sense of respect for this "little" 6,288-foot 
peak after learning that more people have died on  

it than any other mountain in the country, and 
possibly in the world! 

The Long Trail took me to the summit of Mt. 
Mansfield. New York's Mt. Marcy was grabbed 
the following day. Then a long drive over to Camp-
bell Hill and a long discussion with the FBI before 
I could enter the radar station at the top of Ohio. 
The Indiana caper was followed by Illinois and 
Iowa after a short layover in the jungles of Chicago. 
After Iowa the fun and games were over and I had 
to get down to some serious backpacking and 
climbing. 

Although known primarily for great skiing, the 
area north of Taos, New Mexico offers some fine 
hiking and climbing. I was forced back from Wheeler 
by an electrical storm on my first attempt, when 
only about 300 vertical feet from the summit. The 
following day I was back at it and was rewarded by 
a spectacular view from the summit. Mt. Elbert 
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Oklahoma 

Black Mesa 
4,973 

Kentucky 

Black Mtn. 4,145  

Clingmans Dome 
Tennessee 

New Jersey 
1,803 

Delaware 
442 

4/as/7i/igloo 
Mt. 

Rainier Montana 

Granite Peak 12,799 

Idaho 

Borah Pk. 
Wyoming  

12,662 
Gannett Pk. 13,785 

Oregon 
Mt. H
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Nevada Indiana 

Alabama 

Cheaha 
Mtn. 

2,407 

Utah 
Boundary Pk. 

13,140 

Mt. Whitney 

14,495 

California 

Colorado 
Kings Pk. 
13,528 Mt. Elbert 14,433 

New Mexico 

Wheeler Pk. 
13,161 

Arizona 

Humphreys Pk. 

12,633 

was next in line and I reached the summit in a 
whiteout, accompanied by a cute blond from Texas. 
We were not rewarded by a view of most of Colo-
rado's 14,000-foot peaks for which Elbert is so 
famous. Next I soloed Kings Peak in Utah after a 
15-mile hike in to the base. There I found Vin 
Hoeman's entry in the register as well as the names 
of the peakbagging Gillette family from Salt Lake 
City. 

Gannett Peak, in the Wind River Country of 
Wyoming, was almost my undoing. I aborted my 
first solo attempt after hiking in 30 miles and finding 
only bad weather and rotten ice. So, back out the 
30 miles to the roadhead and up to Jenny Lake in 
the Tetons where at a later date I talked a couple 
of climbers into going back with me. Back to Pine-
dale and the 30-mile hike in to the basecamp. On 
this second attempt I made the summit without 
undue difficulty. 

I met Tom Kimbrough, a well-known Valley 
climber, at Jenny Lake and he agreed to go into  

Montana's Beartooth Range to climb Granite with 
me. After making the climb and packing out of the 
area we both made solemn oaths to return to this 
outstanding unspoiled climbing area as soon as 
possible. 

A few days later I soloed Idaho's "boring Borah," 
after which Barry Nash and I made an uneventful 
ascent of Rainier. Switching partners, I went up 
Mt. Hood with Les Stockton. Boundary Peak and 
Mt. Whitney were soloed in one day each, without 
incident other than being buzzed by Air Force jet 
fighters while going up Whitney. Ah, the hazards 
of mountaineering! 

Humphreys Peak, near Flagstaff, was to be my 
final. Guided by members of the Southern Arizona 
Hiking Club and accompanied by my wife and 
daughter, I reached State Summit #48 in a com-
plete whiteout. A few handshakes, a couple of 
kisses, a big belt of wine, and it was all over! 

Was I happy? 
You better believe it! 



STATE SUMMITS 

State High Point Elevation Remarks 

Alabama Cheaha Mtn. 2,407 Drive up. 
Alaska Mt. McKinley 20,320 Maybe next year .... 
Arizona Humphreys Pk. 12,633 All day hike from Lockett Meadows. 
Arkansas Magazine Mtn. 2,753 Half mile walk through thick underbrush. 
California Mt. Whitney 14,495 
Colorado Mt. Elbert 14,433 Trail starts at county dump! 
Connecticut Mt. Frissell 2,380 Only state high point on side of mountain. 

(on S. slope) 
Delaware Unnamed 442 On main street of town! 

(in Brandywine) 
Florida Unnamed 345 Lowest state summit! 

(near Lakewood) 
Georgia Brasstown Bald 4,784 
Hawaii Mauna Kea 13,796 
Idaho Borah Pk. 12,662 Very loose and sharp rock. 
Illinois Scales Mound 1,235 Farmer charges visitors a dollar to go on land. 
Indiana Unnamed 1,257 Have fun finding this one! 

(near Lynn) 
Iowa Ocheyedan Mound 1,675 Some believe that Medana in SW part of state is higher. 
Kansas Mt. Sunflower 4,039 50 feet from Colorado state line. 
Kentucky Black Mtn. 4,145 
Louisiana Driskill Mtn. 535 Not cairned. Jungle-like surroundings. 
Maine Mt. Katandin 5,268 Most beautiful mountain east of the Rockies. 
Maryland Backbone Mtn. 3,360 Take topo map and compass when going up this one. 
Massachusetts Mt. Greylock 3,491 Large monument at summit. 
Michigan Mt. Curwood 1,980 Hire guide for this one! 
Minnesota Eagle Mtn. 2,301 Swampy trail. 
Mississippi Woodall Mtn. 806 Drive up. 
Missouri Taum Sauk Mtn. 1,772 
Montana Granite Peak 12,799 Has unclimbed Class 4 ridge. 
Nebraska Unnamed 5,426 

(near Kimball) 
Nevada Boundary Pk. 13,140 A true "desert peak." 
New Hampshire Mt. Washington 6,288 A mean mountain. 
New Jersey High Point 1,803 Drive up in a state park. 
New Mexico Wheeler Pk. 13,161 
New York Mt. Marcy 5,344 Well maintained trail to summit. 
N. Carolina Mt. Mitchell 6,684 Highest point east of the Mississippi. 
North Dakota White Butte 3,506 
Ohio Campbell Hill 1,550 Radar station. 
Oklahoma Black Mesa 4,973 
Oregon Mt. Hood 11,235 
Pennsylvania Mt. Davis 3,213 Drive up. 
Rhode Island Jerimoth Hill 812 Short walk from highway. 
S. Carolina Sassafras Mtn. 3,560 Drive up. 
South Dakota Harney Peak 7,242 Beautiful summit lookout tower. 
Tennessee Clingmans Dome 6,643 Most visited of all state summits. 
Texas Guadalupe Pk. 8,751 
Utah Kings Pk. 13,528 Only about 25 persons reach summit each year. 
Vermont Mt. Mansfield 4,393 
Virginia Mt. Rogers 5,729 
Washington Mt. Rainier 14,410 
West Virginia Spruce Knob 4,862 Near Seneca Rocks. 
Wisconsin Timms Hill 1,952 
Wyoming Gannett Pk. 13,785 Most difficult to reach and climb. 
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LITTLE YOHO VALLEY SKI TOURING. Mar 21-28. 
Powder snow skiing in Canada's President Range. In co-
operation with Hans Gmoser. 
BUGABOO HELICOPTER SKIING. Apr 4-11. The most 
fabulous powder skiing you will ever enjoy. In cooperation 
with Hans Gmoser. 
HAUTE ROUTE SKI TOUR. Apr 18-May 9. Touring on 
the crest of the Alps from Chamonix to Saas Fee. Ascent of 
Mt. Blanc. 
MT. MCKINLEY EXPEDITION. June/July. Ascent of the 
highest peak in North America. 

CLIMBING IN THE FRENCH ALPS. Our own chalet in 
Chamonix. Climbing and biking. Two 3-week trips leaving 
July 12 and August 1. 

TREKKING AND CLIMBING IN KASHMIR. July, 25 
days. Western Himalaya east of Srinagar. 

MONARCH ICE CAP. Mountaineering expedition to Coast 
Range of B. C. In cooperation with Sierra Club. July 18-Aug 8. 

NORTH ANNAPURNA CLIMBING TREK. Ascents up 
to 19,500 ft. Base Camp at 1950 French site (approach via 
Miristi Ithola). Dec. 

PALISADE SCHOOL OF MOUNTAINEERING 
Bob Swift, Steve Roper, Don Jensen 

6 seminars for the summer of 1970 in the High Sierra near 
Big Pine... each a week of fun, fellowship of wilderness and 
the rope. 2 advanced sessions for those interested in Yosemite 
big-wall climbing techniques. Comprehensive mountaineering 
experience for the novice, and continuing a unique climbing 
leadership program for the proficient. 1970 brochure available. 

MOUNTAIN TRAVEL (USA) 
Brochures sent 6201 Medau Place 
on request Oakland, Calif. 94611 

(415) 339-8310 

HIGHLAND 
CalAtteAs 

Lightweight Camping Specialists . . . 

The largest and most complete camping and 

mountaineering store in Southern California. 

Let us help you with your lightweight equipment needs at 

our new location: 3579 Eighth Street (upstairs), Riverside, 

California, or 
Or 

Write for our free catalog: 

P.O. Box 121, Riverside, California 

"Lazy Backpacker Brand" 

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

C IRS M 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 

Breitenbach Body Recovered 

When Jake Breitenbach, a member of the 1963 

American Everest Expedition, was buried under tons 

of snow and ice when an icefall collapsed it was im-

possible to recover the body. The 1969 Japanese 

Reconnaissance Expedition to Everest found a body 

in the Khumbu Icefall with watch, radio and camera. 
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Barry Bishop, already in Nepal, flew in by heli-

copter to Namche Bazar and Norman Dyhrenfurth who 

was trekking to Everest hiked up to join Barry. They 

identified Jake's body, presumably from the articles 

found on it, and the remains were buried at Thang-

boche in Buddhist and Christian ceremonies on 

October 16, 1969. The American Alpine Club ad-

vanced the money to the Department of State for the 

helicopter and has been receiving donations from 

Jake's friends to cover it. 

1898 Pitons Found in Tetons 

Using photographs taken in 1898, Leigh and Irene 

Ortenburger discovered the campsite of the Owen, 

Spalding, Peterson, Shive party which climbed the 

Grand Teton in 1898. At the campsite they found 27 

of the pitons carried, but not used, by the Owen 

party. These may be the earliest pitons made in the 

United States. While in the Tetons, Leigh completed 

his 22nd distinct route on the Grand via the Stettner 

Couloir and the Northeast Chimney routes. 
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New Cascade Guide 

In preparing a new, illustrated climbing and alpine 
guide to the Cascade Range, Fred Beckey is anxious 
to receive information of historical interest, related 
to climbing and alpine cross-country treks, that has 
not been recorded in standard climbing publications 
and journals. This includes first ascents, new routes, 
and route variations. At the same time any comments 
toward the correction of material published in previ-

ous guides or books is desired. Send notes to Fred 

Beckey, Cascade Guidebook, The Mountaineers, P.O. 
Box 122, Seattle, Washington 98111. 

Protection for Ropes 

You can now eliminate the age-old frayed rope end 

problem by using "Whip-End" rope end sealer that 

will last the life of the rope. Some of the uses of 

the red-colored sealer: can be used to mark the 

center of your line, sealing in splices, and painting 

on rope section to prevent chaffing. A brush can be 

used to coat a ring on part of the line before cutting 

and prevent unraveling. 4 oz. can sells for $2.98 

from the Marine Development and Research Corp., 

381 Park Ave., South, New York, N.Y. 10016. 
—MRA Newsletter 

New Backpacking Foods 

Individual casserole dishes, "Tea Kettle" brand 
produced by Oregon Freeze Dry Foods, Inc., Albany, 
Oregon, have recently appeared in supermarkets. 
They consist of Freeze-dried meat and vegetables in 
aluminum foil pan and are prepared by simply adding 
hot water. Varieties offered are Beef Almodine, 
Chunk Chicken, Ham and Green Beans. Tuna a la 
Neptune and Turkey Tetrazzini. Two per adult are 
recommended; it's expensive but certainly conveni- 
ent.. —The Mugelnoos 

Mountain Rescue Convention 

The 1969 convention of the Mountain Rescue Asso-

ciation will be held in Seattle, Washington November 

28-29. Speaker at the Banquet will be Dr. Willi 

Unsoeld. Location will be the Washington Plaza 
Hotel. 

New Mazama President 

John Salisbury was elected to the Presidency of 
the Mazamas in October. The other officers elected 

were Carmie R. Dafoe, Vice President; Kenneth M. 

Winters, Treasurer; Albert B. Coombs, Recording 

Secretary and Roy Kinzie, Membership Secretary. 
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specialists in backpacking 
and mountaineering equipment 

06+ 
send for catalog 

SKI Hui- 1615 university ave., 
berkeley, calif. 94703 

CLIMBING 

ROPE 
150 ft. GOLDLINE (7/16") $22.00 

$1.25 Postage (California residents add 5% Sales Tax) 

SIERRA DESIGNS • 4th & Addison Sts. • Berekley, Calif. 94710 



R. L. HARRISON & CO. LTD. 
BINNS PLACE, MANCHESTER, M458P 

England 

We are proud to announce that the 

vEnTILE clothing 

used in the 

BRITISH TRANS ARCTIC 

EXPEDITION (Wally Herbert) 

was produced by us. 

VEr1TILE clothing of our 

manufacture can be obtained from 

RECREATIONAL EQUIPMENT, INC. 
1525 1 1 th AVENUE, SEATTLE, WASHINGTON 98122 

ITTLEPEGV 
IN BRONZE $1.79 

STERLING SILVER $7.95 

14 CARAT GOLD $42.00 

PLATINUM $455.00 

14 CARAT GOLDPIN $51.00 

GOLDDIAMONDPIN 
(prices quoted) 

Offer good in the U.S.A. only. 

Prices subject to change 

without notice. 

BILL DOLT 
Box 5579 

Santa Monica, Calif. 90405 

Ice Axes • Pitons 

Light Weight 
Crampons 

Karabiners 

Climbing 
Hammers 

800 
nanga parbat 
Very light 

expedition 
model with slim 
broad pick. Teeth 
on underside run 

to end of pick. 
Karabiner hole. Adze 

is curved with serr-
ated cutting edge. 

AVAILABLE LENGTHS: 
Even inches 24" -  42" 
ASH HANDLE=$16.95 ppd 

HICKORY HANDLE=$20.95 

WILDERNESS HOUSE 
1306 CommonWealth Ave. 

Boston, Mass. 02134 
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COLORADO 

DOWN PARKA 

The COLORADO DOWN PARKA 
gives you warmth against cold 
and wind without bulk. Ripstop 
Nylon with a double row of snap 
closures, extra long sleeves and 
elastic cuffs with elastic and 
drawstring at the bottom. Down-
filled pockets with snaps. Prime 
AA Northern Goose Down through-
out. Blue, in four sizes. $58. 
Write for your free copy of the Holubar 
Mountaineering catalog. Dept. 51-11, Box 
7, Boulder, Colorado 80302. 
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A 

"AMERICAN ALPINE JOURNAL, 1969." 

Published by the American Alpine Club, 

113 E. 90th St., New York, N.Y. $5. 

Delayed because of the death of its 

printer, the 1969 Journal contains a feast 

of good writing on mountaineering. Some of 

the highlight articles include FitzRoy, 

1968; Mount Foraker's South Ridge; The 

West Ridge of Mount Fairweather; The 

Kenai Peninsula, Alaska; North Cascades 

National Park; Solo of El Capitan; First 

• • 

Winter Ascent of North Face, Grand Teton; 

Ice Climbing Technique on the Great 

Faces. 

"YOU'RE STANDING ON MY FINGERS!" 

by H. Warren Lewis. Published by Howell-

North Books, Berkeley, Calif., 965.95. 75 

illustrations. 

Lewis relates his experiences while 

climbing with his family (wife, son, daugh-

ter) all over the United States and Canada. 

Good reading. 

"WE CLIMB HIGH" by John D. Scott. 

Published by -the Mazamas on the day of 

their 75th Anniversary, July 19, 1969. Con-

tains a thumbnail chronology of the 

Mazamas from their beginning in 1894 

through 1964. A chronology of the Mazamas 

could have been compiled by many a writer, 

but only one man could have written it with 

such a combination of grace, humor, inti-

mate knowledge and unflagging liveliness. 

That man is John D. Scott, a member of the 

club since 1920 whose primary interest 

has always been climbing. He served as 

President in 1928-29 and edited 16 editions 

of the Mazama Annual, one of the outstand-

ing mountaineering journals in the U.S. 

DAWSON'S BOOK SHOP 
Sierra Club publications, mountains, 
mountaineering, deserts, history of 
California 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 

Statement of Ownership, Management and 
Circulation (Act of October 23, 1962; Sec-
tion 4369, Title 39, United Stated Code). 
Filing Date: September 26, 1969. Title of 
publication: Summit. Frequency of issue: 
Monthly, except February and August. Lo-
cation of known office of publication: Met-
calf Creek Tract No. 44, San Bernardino 
Nat'l. Forest, San Bernardino County, Cali-
fornia 92315. Location of general business 
office of the publishers: Same as above. 
Co-publishers: J.M. Crenshaw, P.O. Box 
1889, Big Bear Lake, Calif. 92315 and 
H.V.J. Kilness, P.O. Box 1889, Big Bear 
Lake, Calif. 92315. Co-editors: Same as 
above. Managing Editor: None. Owners: 
J.M. Crenshaw, P.O. Box 1889, Big Bear 
Lake, Calif. 92315 and H.V.J. Kilness, 
P.O. Box 1889, Big Bear Lake, Calif. 
92315. Known bondholders, mortgagees, 
and other security holders owning or hold-
ing 1 percent or more of total amount of 
bonds, mortgages or other securities: None. 
Total no. of copies printed: (1) 6000, (2) 
6400. Paid circulation: Sales through deal-
ers and carriers, street lcendors and coun-
ter sales: (1) 680, (2) 750. Mail subscrip-
tions: (1) San... (2) 5541. Total paid circu-
lation: (1) 5900, (2) 6291. Free distribution: 
None. Total distribution: (1) 5900, (2) 6291. 
Office use, left-over, unaccounted, spoiled 
after printing: (1) 100, (2) 109. Total (1) 
6000, (2) 6400. (1) Average no. of copies 
each issue during preceding 12 months. (2) 
Single issue nearest to filing date. 
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Hirsch-Weis/ 
White Stag, 5203 

S.E. Johnson Creek 
Blvd., Portland. Ore-

gon 97206,Dept.SMT 6 

Letters ous program in our area, including rock 

climbing, backpacking, and this winter we 

hope to practice snow and ice technique 

and conduct some snowshoeing trips. 

We are an independent organization, and 

plan to have an expedition type climbing 

trip in the Maroon Bells Snowmass area of 

Colorado the first two weeks in August of 

1970. This will be for experienced climb-

ers only. Approximate cost for this trip 

Dear Editor: 

Many textbooks on physics, geology, and 

meteorology would have to be re-written if 

your cover picture on the October issue 

were an honest representation of the 

ascent. 

Fortunately for the scholars, but unfortu-

nately for you and your readers who expect 

more, the cover picture is a phony. 

Walter Starr 

Palo Alto, Calif. 

(Editor's Note: The cover for the October 

issue was made from the above 33mm 

transparency.) 

The only way you can 
find out what's "perfect" 
for your kind of camping 
is to examine the sizes, 
fabrics and features of 
several trail tents. You 
can check the widest 
selection of quality 
tents at your Hirsch-Weis 
or White Stag camping 
equipment dealer. 
where you see the 
Sign of the Stag. 

the Explorer 
Great for 2 or 3 hikers. Pima nylon 
fabric, inside T-ridge frame, protective 
canopy with zip ventilator, waterproof 
floor, 6" up walls, zippered door and 
netting. 71/2 'x 71/2 ', with 6' 2" ridge 
height. Only 101/2  lbs. complete. 
Pearl green. Model 7420-8. 

the Timberline 
Complete protection for 1 or 2 hikers. Silver blue 
ripstop nylon, with waterproof floor, 6" up walls. 
Ice axe loops make tent roomier. Storm cover zips 
closed completely, or can be left partially open for 
ventilation. Weighs only 3 lbs. 14 oz. complete with 
pole. Model 7355. Also available, Model 7355-1 
Timberline fly, waterproof nylon, for stormy weather 
protection 

the 
Perfect 

trail tent? 

Dear Editor: 

In reading through the excellent October 

issue, I came across the Ed Leeper ad 

selling a S15.95 piton that he writes is 

just as good as the old, low-cost model on 

which improvements were impossible. 

It took a few readings of the Leeper ad 

before I realized that this was no simple 

put-on, but a dig at another well-known 

manufacturer of hardware who advertises 

in SUMMIT. 

I don't know why Mr. Leeper chooses 

such methods to advertise his product, or 

why you chose to run it. Unless I com-

pletely misunderstood the ad and its pur-

pose, it seems a big waste of a half-page 

that could have been devoted to more 

worthwhile information or advertising. 

Norman Kingsley 

Los Angeles, Calif. 

Dear Editor: 

We of the Ledge Rats, a new climbing 

club which has grown out of the outings 

program of the Greater Baltimore Sierra 

Club Group, thought you might like to know 

of our existence and that we have a vigor- 

the Olympus 

Ideal for pack trips, 
portages or base 

camps.Roomy 7'x 7' 
floor with 6' center 
height. Pima nylon, 

with waterproof 
floor. Rear window, 

aluminum poles. 
Zippered netting 

and flaps.Weight 
with poles and 
stakes 18 lbs. 
Model 1500-7. 

the Trail King 

Fully waterproof vinyl-coated nylon 
fabric. Ventilating windows on sides 

with rain protection flaps on outside. 
Extra window on rear wall. Front 

storm flaps can be tied out or back. 
Three-zipper netting. Weight, with 

poles and stakes, 4 lbs., 15 oz. 
IVdel 7356. 

White Stag. #Address 
City State Zip 

EMI 

High in front so you can sit 
up inside. Pima nylon walls, 
waterproof floor, rear 
window. Front storm flaps 
tie out or back. 6 lbs., 10 oz. 
complete with poles and 
stakes. Model 7352. 

Hirsch 
Weis ' Name  

the Hi-Lo 

the Sierra 
Economy priced, this tent is 
made of water-resistant 
poplin. Waterproof floor. 
Zippered netting and 
flaps. Weight with 
poles and stakes, 
5 lbs., 15 oz. 
Model 7354. 
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The perfectly balanced 

25 oz. Rock Climber 

Piton 
Hammer 

m Drop forged chrome-
moly steel head 

111/4" shaft — 
for extra reach 

E Thick-wall, heat treated 
chrome-moly tubing 

Shock absorbing 
rubber grip 

Other sizes and 
weights available 

Superb in function and quality 

All Metal 

Ice Axe 
Head is forged chrome-
nnoly steel, machined, 
tempered and 
sharpened 

Curved adz with deep, 
thin chisel point pick 

m Aluminum shaft coated 
with epoxy finish 

im Easily replaceable 
chrome-moly spike 

Lengths: 20", 24", 32", 
34", 36", 38", 40" 

All CMi products are unconditionally guaranteed against 
breakage for one full year after date of purchase. 

At all better dealers. Write for catalog of rock 
climbers equipment. 

Letters 
will be 5125, not including transportation. 

Anyone interested should contact me for 

further information. 

The majority of our members are over 21, 

and are either professional people or are in 

the academic world as teachers or as 

students. Membership is $2 a year. 

W. M. Robinson, Jr. 

3012 Abell Ave. 

Baltimore, Md. 

Dear Editor: 

I would like to submit the following infor-

mation to supplement the October 1969 

issue, the Scree section dealing with 

climbs this summer in the Canadian Rock-

ies (p. 32): 

Alvin McLane and John Ohrenschall re-

peated the Hourglass Route on the south 

side of Mt. Robson. 

John C. Ohrenschall 

Reno, Nevada 

Dear Editor: 

The Chicago Mountaineering Club held 

its biennial Western Outing in the Grena-

dier Range of southwestern Colorado from 

MOUNTAIN SAFETY RESEARCH, INC. 

MSR CLIMBING ROPE 
MSR 10.5 mm climbing rope is braided kernmantel (core and sheath) construction. It is made of high tenacity, high softening point (430°F) 
nylon 707. It has good shock and energy absorbing properties due to intentional and beneficial 15% shrinkage during manufacture which is 
available as stretch later without loss of strength during a fall. 

The MSR-10.5 rope is a multi-fall rope, providing there is no obvious damage. After loading to 2640 pounds, its length restores in just a few 
minutes to the original within 5%. The internal strands are not damaged by repeated 2640-pound loads. Ultimate breaking strength using 
P-Fl knots, 4600 pounds. 

This rope is smoother than European kernmantel ropes, a feature which is an advantage for decreased friction through a series of carabiners, 
and a disadvantage when using the rope for hauling-up of packs by direct hand grip. Further, a six-ring prusik instead of a four-ring prusik 
is required for more energetic climbers. The rope is also more flexible, having a stiffness factor of 60 as compared with 110 for certain 
European kernmantel ropes. Some people don't like this easier handling, but most do. The low-load stretch at 200 pounds is 6.5%, which is 
medium for climbing ropes. 

The braid is longer, which makes the normal fuzz due to wear more apparent; however, the strength holds up well. But please note that 
life insurance premiums wear out and have to be renewed; the same holds true for ropes. 

Weight, 4.5 pounds/100 ft. Color yellow-orange, with red center and ends. 80, 100, 120, 150, 165, 300 ft. standard lengths. Priced to all at 
wholesale, 170/ft., plus $1 uniform postage Rockies and west, $1.50 other areas, plus 4.5% tax Washington State only. 

UNPROCESSED ROPE 
You can also process your own rope by boiling it for 40 minutes, using Rit dyes in your own color combination. Unprocessed white rope, 
110/ft., plus postage and tax. Weight 3.9 pounds/100 ft. Allow for 15% shrinkage. Instructions included. The processing is very simple 
and is standard practice in the nylon industry. Ref: Handbook of Textile Fibers, Part 2, Pp 268 and 294, by Cook (Merrow Publishing Co., 
England). 

Mountain Safety Research, Inc. 
(Dept. S) 631 South 96th Street 

Seattle, Washington, 98108 
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MORE TIME MAN MONEY? 
Make your own 

Quality Outdoor Gear 

Nylon Ripstops 

Goose Down 

Nylon Zippers 

Illustrated Step-
by-Step I nstructions 

DEPT. 12 BOX 1378 
BOULDER, COLORADO 80302 

free catalog 

_p.A1.144 

August 11 to August 22. The outing was 

very capably packed in and catered by 

V.J. Hays of Timberline Outfitters. The 

food and the facilities set up by him were 
first-rate. 

Our only problem was the distance to the 

more interesting peaks from our camp-
ground in Elk Creek Valley. Ten Mile 
Creek Valley is a good deal closer, but 

the trail has not been maintained and is 
in very poor shape. The trails from Elk 

Creek to these peaks are not too good and 

much bushwhacking was necessary before 

the routes became obvious. They appear to 

be old miner's trails and are not known 

even to the local rangers. 

We would recommend the area and the 

packer very highly, but it should be borne 

in mind that bivouacs are essential for 

climbs in the main part of the range. 

The only sour note of the outing was the 

sight of motorcycles tooling along the 

Continental Divide. In this area the Divide 

is a broad ridge easily accessible to and 

traversible by jeeps and motorcycles. Even 
worse was the sight of their tracks from 

the Divide down to the shores of Eldorado 

Lake, abominations to all lovers of the 

mountain world. 

Jack Weisman, Outing Ch. 

Chicago Mountaineering Club 

GIFT BOOKS FOR 
MEDICINE FOR MOUNTAINEERING 
Handbook for treatment of accidents, 
illnesses in remote areas when no doc-
tor is available. Compiled by climber-
physicians, emphasizes high - altitude 
problems. Includes material on diagno-
sis, treatment, of traumatic and en-
vironmental diseases and illnesses, re-
flecting experiences on Himalayan, other 
expeditions. 350 pages. $7.50 

MOUNTAINEERING: The Freedom of the 
Hills 
Second edition of world-famous hand-
book of climbing, outdoor fundamentals. 
Complete, up to date. Covers equipment. 
camping, cuisine, mountain navigation, 
roped climbing, pitoncraft, rappels, be-
laying, arrests, snow and glacier travel, 
first aid, rescue, etc. Appendix contains 
semi-expedition menus. 430 pages. 

$7.50 
ROUTES AND ROCKS: Hiker's Guide to North Cascades from 
Glacier Peak to Lake Chelan. Covers trails, high routes, campsites, 
viewpoints. Includes 3 detailed contour maps. $5 
GUIDE TO LEAVENWORTH ROCK CLIMBING AREAS by Beckey and 
Bjornstad. Includes Tumwater Canyon, Snow Creek Wall, Pesh- 
astin Pinnacles. $2.75 

OUTDOOR PEOPLE 
Routes and Rocks in the 
MT. CHALLENGER QUADRANGLE 

Guide to spectacular Picket Range of the North 

Cascades, describing high routes and trails 

into, through Pickets and adjoining Custer 

Ridge. Contains modified U.S.G.S. Mt. Challenger 

topographic quad with special overprint of 

trails, high routes, traverses. 47 pages, 

19-r'x26" map. $2.95 

TRAIL COUNTRY 

Interesting, accurate guide to Olympic National 

Park, describing conditions, points of interest 

on every trail, including ocean beach strip. 

Presents Park's geology, life zones, wildlife, 

primitive inhabitants, history. By Robert L. 

Wood, who has hiked virtually every foot of 
trail in the Park. 298 pages. $6.95 

THE NORTH CASCADES—Displays 68 classic photos by Tom Miller 
of cold ice, grand cliffs, warm heather—from Glacier Peak to 
Shuksan in the heart of the new North Cascades National Park. 
Beautifully printed by sheet-fed gravure on big 10x12" pages. 
Sketch maps from same angle. Text describes personal im- 
pressions of region. $12.50 '.( 

(Add .18 per copy shipping; .25 for handling on Canadian, foreign orders.) At mountaineering stores, or by mail from 

The Mountaineers • P. 0. Box 122 • Seattle, Wash. 98111 
'4•'.  • • •' ••••••.-. *rwoor.... ; •••-• re, 4̂''4 41 • • 
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BACKPACKING • MOUNTAINEERING 

WILTON, CONN. 06897 

ihkeirier 
CKI SHOP 
OPEN 7 DAYS A WEEK 

9 to 9 ALL YEAR 

Tel. 603-745-2767 

A distinctive SKI & MOUNTAINEERING 

shop. Authentic equipment. Quality 

apparel with a sports flair. Rentals, 

repairs, refinishing. Large selection of 

dehydrated foods. We handle Alp 

Sport • Chouinard • Cmi • Gerry 

Head skis • Kelty packs • Sierra 

Designs & many other leading brands. 

On Main St. (Center of Town) 

NORTH WOODSTOCK, New Hampshire 03262 Come in and browse 

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 S2.00. 

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

NEW BISHOP TENTS 
pick your price, 

pick your features 

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

BISHOP Camp-Rite Tent $49.50. 
Aluminum A frame with canted ends 
for extra room. Waterproof cotton 
poplin catenary cut to eliminate 
wrinkles and sagging. 

Weight: 9 lbs. 4 oz. Tent 

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

Weight: 7 lbs. 8 oz. Tent/Fly 

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

Weight: 9 lbs. 3 or. 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. 21, 6804 Millwood Road 
Bethesda, Maryland 20034 
Telephone: 301-652-0156 

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. 
1525 1 1 th Ave. Dept. S, Seattle, Wash. 98122 
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10 POINTS—FRONT POINTS SLANTED  15.95 

10 POINTS—VERTICAL  15.95 

12 POINTS—FRONT POINTS HORIZONTAL  16.95 



E ALPS 
BY FABIANO 

THE EDWARDO 
SKI TOURING BOOT 

Style #290 (Black/Red Stripes) 

SIZES N. M. L-41/2  to 15 

"ghe oiepo” 
Handmade in Italy for the Outdoor Man 
and Woman with Discriminating Taste. 

THE SUSAN 
CROSS COUNTRY PACER 
Style #400 (Black/Brown Stripes) 

SIZES N. M. L. —41/2  to 15 

Send for free brochure with many other 

technical mountaineering styles and name of 

of your nearest dealer. 

FABIANO SHOE CO., INC. 
DEPARTMENT A-2 — SOUTH STATION 
BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS 02210 
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GERRY GEAR GOES 
ANYWHERE...ANY WAY! 
How do you want to go? On foot? On skis? On horse-

back? On a bicycle? In a canoe? By plane? 

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

Our complete line of ultralight outdoor gear includes 

some exciting new products like a Bicycle Pack, a Horse 

Pack and a Tote Box that's adaptable to backpacking, 

canoe portaging, or plane trips. We even have a pack 

for your dog. 

See it all at your nearest Gerry dealer. Or write direct to 

Colorado Outdoor 
Sports Corp., Dept. 
61 Box 5544, Denver, 
Colo. 80217. 

Made in the Rockies by people who know the outdoors. 

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

Please send SUMMIT /or the terra indicated to: 

NAME    1 Year _  $6 

STREET  2 Years j  $9 
CITY  3 Years[ I$12 
STATE ZIP  5 Years E $18 

1: .MONEY ENCLOSED C BILL ME LATER 
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GERRY 
ULTRALIGHT GEAR 

ODDS & ENDS 
Twenty cents per word. Payment in 

advance. 

1970 EUROPEAN ALPINE OUTING. July 

25 to August 15. Fly from New York to 

Munich, then travel in Volkswagen busses 

and climb and hike in the major Alpine 

countries of Europe. Small groups will have 

a choice of regions and countries. Informal-

ity and flexibility will be stressed; at-

tempts on major peaks assured; native 

mountaineers will help lead and add to the 

enjoyment. Inquire for details if sincerely 

interested. IOWA MOUNTAINEERS, P.O. 

Box 163, Iowa City, Iowa 52240. 

CLIMB MT. McKINLEY! Applications are 

being accepted for upcoming spring and 

summer 1970 expeditions to Alaska's 

20,320-foot Peak. Write: Ray Genet, "Alas-

ka Mountain Guides," Box 48, Anchorage. 

ALASKA WINTER CLIMB! Anyone wish-

ing to join interesting winter expeditions, 

write to Ray Genet, Box 48, Anchorage. 

ALASKA CLIMBING EXPEDITIONS! Mt. 

McKinley — Hunter — Foraker, etc. For re-

liable glacier and bush flying at reason-

able cost, contact: Hudson Air Service, 

Talkeetna, Alaska 99676. Phone 7332121. 

LONGWARE CHROMOLY HARDWARE. 

Prices significantly reduced. Dealer in-

quiries invited. Mountain Travel, 6201 

Medau Place, Oakland, Ca. 94611. 

WE'RE STILL HERE manufacturing the 

best crampon straps on the market ($6.00). 

Our snowshoe bindings are superior, too. 

Standard size $7, large size $7.25. Free' 

catalog. BECK OUTDOOR PROJECTS, 

RFD 1, Franklin, N.H. 03235. 

FOR SALE: Himalayan Packframe with 

sack, $45; Lowa Eiger Winter boots, $50; 

both used once, good condition. Bob Taylor, 

1450 E. 2070 N., Provo, Utah 84601. 
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Take the toughest 
climbs in stride with 
Raichle Mountain Boots. 
Serious climbers have outfitted with Raichle 
climbing and hiking boots for over 60 years. 
Made by Swiss bootmakers, they offer close 
edge trim for better control and safety; 
a hard, rounded toe for kicking steps and 
greater comfort in descent; plus wickless 
nylon stitching for extra water resistance. 
Vibram soles. Steel shank. Styles for ex-
perienced mountaineers and recreational 
hikers from $19.00. Write for free folder and 
name of your nearest 
outfitter. Distributed 
by G.H. Bass & Co., 
Wilton, Maine 04294. 

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

ROPES 
for 

MOUNTAINEERING 
Why do more than half of all Continental European mountaineers 
choose ED ELRID kernmantle rope? 
ED ELRID 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. 

For 66-page ED ELRI D technical and descriptive booklet 
„A Guide to Mountaineering Ropes" send stamped self-addressed envelope to: 

ferio* EIGER moutain sports corp. 

P.O. Box 161, MONTROSE/ Calif. 91020 



Our new Voyageur hiking and camping 
line — for both boys and girls, of all ages 
— that is, is indeed, quite a line. 

In cunning design, by the American, French, 
German, Austrian and Swiss mountain 
men who help us with the neat cut of our 

boots — but, underneath it all, 
we build them on American lasts, 
to fit American feet. Because that's 

what most of our customers were 
born with, and are most comfortable in. 

These Voyageur hiker and campers 
are as durable as their big-brother 

mountaineering and climbing boots. With 
built-in comfort for a 30-mile day. And a 
fit for your feet you'll swear by, not at. 

Come try on a pair and discover a 
boot line that doesn't hand you one. 
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