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Remains By Rex M. Lambert 

Wordsworth said, or was it Coleridge, 
In verse of ancient, English origin, 

That memories are sweeter than experience, 

That time the painful moments dim. 

Memories of mountains, meadows, and canyonlands, 

Of streams, lacy shores of shifting sand, 

Of sweet and scented air finely fanned, 

Across a wild and wondrous, lovely land. 

Memories of frosty fingers and feet, 

Of burning thirst and parched throat, 

Of rope burns, bodies tired and beat, 

And heavy hardware, ponderous packs to tote. 

To climb, to conquer, to fulfill and attain, 

To climb, to fail and falter, without gain, 

And memories soon fade, of suffering and pain, 

Nostalgia and silent stupor, the lonely remains. Across the 

Argentine plains, FitzRoy looms skyward. 

For an account of the third ascent 

by a new route, which involved sitting 

out the weather for two months, see 

article on page three. 
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The Third 

Itoceitt 

ej 

by Dick Dorworth 

Yvon Chouinard 

leading a pitch on 

FitzRoy. 

A long, strenuous approach. 15,000 miles. Ven-
tura, California to Lago Viedma, Argentina. Five 
men in a cramped panel truck for over three 
months. A good time.From there to FitzRoy's sum-
mit took just under two months. A strenuous time. 

FitzRoy is a startling mountain to view at any 
angle. From the Nevada-like Argentine desert Fitz-
Roy dominates its satellites, including the Cerro 
Torre, like Joplin at her best in front of any band. 
That's how we saw FitzRoy first, from a hundred 
miles east in the desert. 

Climbing any mountain was unique to me, a 
novice climber, but my mates more than covered 
my lack of experience. 

Yvon Chouinard, who helped raise climbing 
standards through innovation and quality in the 
equipment he manufactures, technical style, and 
by his part in such first ascents as the North 
America and Muir Walls on El Capitan. 

Chris Jones, the ex-patriot Englishman living in 
San Francisco, whom we met in Lima right after 
his successful first ascent of the Northeast Face of 
Yerupaja. 

Doug Tompkins, who has climbed in the "Gunks," 
the Tetons, the Rockies and the Bugaboos, and 
whose one climb of the year had been the formid-
able Salathe Wall on El Capitan. 

And the incomparable Lito Tejada-Flores, master 
of all trades, including climbing, and our pho-
tographer. For we were in that beautiful, wild 
land not only to climb its dominant piece of rock, 
but to make a movie as important to us as the 
climb, a movie that started in California and needed 
just a few more miles. 

The end of the road. October 26, 1968. We could 
drive no closer to the objective. With Argentine mil-
itary help we were at our supply base the next 
morning. This was the "Parque", the FitzRoy Na-
tional Park, a lone, deserted building, a shed, an 
amazing plastic orange igloo left by the English 
Cerro Torre expedition, a meadow and stream, and 
hundreds of Patagonian sheep. 

First goal: the 5,000 foot East Buttress of Fitz-
Roy. But a close examination of the problem by 
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Chouinard, the obvious and logical leader, con-
vinced him this was the wrong party. 

On the 28th Chris, Yvon and I made a punishing 
walk of eleven hours to the base of the Cerro Torre, 
a canyon away from FitzRoy. We went to see the 
possibilities. We saw. It, too, is unique. On the way 
back Chouinard first spoke of the Terray-Magnone 
route on FitzRoy. Tompkins held out for the East 
Buttress, but that evening the French route was 
our goal. 

It didn't show immediately but Yvon and Chris 
seriously injured their knees on that eleven-hour 
hike. What first seemed fatigue was severe strain 
with cartilage damage. 

On the 29th, using military horses, we estab-
lished base camp in the remains of the 1951-52 
French camp. It took all day in a wet snowstorm. 
Later we covered the distance in three and a half 
hours with loads. Before leaving, we made this trip 
six times. 

The following day Tompkins and Chouinard 
broke trail for nine hours in waist deep snow up to 
the ice cave site at the foot of the great barrier; 
Jones returned to base camp; Lito talked to the 
military about borrowing horses again; and I plun-
dered the remnants of the British Cerro Torre 
Camp. Work had begun. 

By November 5th we had made three load-carry-
ing round trips between the green tree-filled river 
running base camp country and the stark, rock-
snow clarity of ice cave land . . . an hour up a steep 
hill to snow line, across the frozen Los Tres Lake 
and up the Rio Blanco Glacier to the Luncheon 
Rock in another hour and a half, eat, drink and 
rest, and another hour to two hours up more 
glacier and the steep snow dome to the great barrier 
and the ice cave. We were installed in a cave, ready 
to assault the Italian Col, following the first ascent 
program of Terray and Magnone as reported by 
Azema in "The Conquest of FitzRoy." 
An ice cave on FitzRoy is infinitely superior to its 
alternatives. The strongest tent would be blown 
apart by the wind, and spending several nights out 
in the weather there lies in the realm of the possible 
where imagination stumbles. 

The 6th we ferried loads to the top of the Piedras  

Blancas Glacier where the French in 1952 had a 
camp, hanging them at the beginning of the first 
pitch. Storming the 7th. We ferried loads, im-
proved and sealed the cave, and retreated. Yvon 
and Chris had knee trouble. Doug walked into his 
fourth crevasse of the week. 

Rain next day. We moved to the French camp of 
1968 (an unsuccessful East Buttress attempt). This 
camp, discovered accidentally while exploring the 
woods, came with an ingenious oven, a roofless log 
house, and a stream close by. A boost to our 
stormed-out spirits and tired bodies. None re-
gretted the opportunity to rest. We hid in our 
shelter from the ever present wind and rain. Oc-
casionally FitzRoy was visible, snow blowing a 
thousand feet up from its summit. Waiting. Encore 
raid on the Cerro Torre Camp. Early rising morn-
ings for a color and light show unlike anything seen 
before. Patagonian sun-up, the FitzRoy a red-
orange monolith dominating all. By this time we 
read weather signs pretty well. We hadn't learned 
about snow clouds peeling off the Italian Col, but 
we knew why it was said: "Red sky at night, Sailor's 
delight; Red sky in morn', Sailors forlorn." 

We read, wrote, bouldered, talked, walked, hud-
dled in the shelter waiting for the rain to stop, and 
we made another supply trip to the Parque. 

In this time I reviewed my thoughts and ideas, 
inventoried my actions and situation. My climbing 
experience (mostly in Yosemite) involved direct 
action . . . one got up in the morning, attacked the 
crags, did what one could and failed at what one 
couldn't, and returned to Camp 4 with crystal clear 
vision of where one was at, in terms of climbing. 
This was different. The game was one of patience. 

To wait without losing cool, to keep in shape with-
out losing reserves, to maintain will without be-
coming an idiot, to avoid lethargy. I was the least 
experienced and skilled at this game, and I relied 
heavily on my mates. Sometime later I understood 
why conversations invariably drifted from abstrac-
tions to foods we didn't have, distant places, past 
and future times, people who weren't there, and the 
superb movie we were making. The patience game 
is devious and sustained. A friendship with Doug 
and an ability on skis (for the movie) had started 
me on this journey to FitzRoy.But what did I seek? 
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Why the introspection? My notes of November 8 
pose a question. . . . 

"Dorworth is alive and well in Argentina. He is 
happy and likes it where he is, but sometimes the 
awareness of his great ignorance gets him down. He 
doesn't even know why he eats certain foods or 
which foods give him the most energy or why. And 
in his present reading (Frazier's "The Golden 
Bough") he discovers that a belief in magic may 
have formed much of what has come to be his 
mind. And he wants enlightenment, the answer, 
the way; and he doesn't even know what these 
things are. How can you find something if you 
don't know what it is you're looking for?" 

Is climbing the answer? The way? The means? An 
interesting diversion? Or the individual equivalent 
of racing to the moon? 

On the 15th Doug and I were caught in the 
Parque by good weather. We returned to base camp. 
Yvon invited us to hike to the first cave. Chris and 
Lito were waiting dinner. A long day. 

So was the next. Fifteen hours. Breaking trail up 
the Piedras Blancas was extreme labor. The fixed 
pins had pulled and supplies were buried, but each 
played his part. Yvon led the first pitch, a perfect 
nail up to the right of the bergschrund and he and 
Doug fixed five ropes in snow, ice and rock. Jones 
and I dug out the supplies. A perfect day, and Lito 
filmed until the sun went down. Then we ferried 
supplies up the fixed ropes and returned to the cave. 
Yvon could barely walk, and Chris was lame in one 
leg. 

Yvon was unable to work on the 17th. The rest 
of us put in a seventeen-hour day. With Tompkins 
leading, we fixed ropes to the Italian Col, dug a 
tiny ice cave, ferried all the supplies to the cave, 
and got back to the first cave at 10 p.m. I was so 
tired I hallucinated while looking at the stars, 
connecting visually with them and seeing order in 
their explosive patterns in the night. Chouinard, 
whose climbing abilities are dwarfed by his chef 
talents, did not let us down that night. 

The 18th was a turning point. We all went to the 
Italian Col, bringing up the fixed ropes, prepared to 
stay until the issue was decided. Lito, Chris and 
I worked on a new cave one hundred yards west 
of the Col, in the bergschrund of a glacier over- 

looking the Torre canyon. Doug and Yvon went 
to work on the French route, the first pitch re-
cognizable by the coins des bois left by Terray 
and Magnone seventeen years before. 

We had worked half an hour when Yvon showed 
up looking for the medical kit and Lito, the med-
icine man. While enthusiastically chopping steps 
in the ice below the first pitch, he hit himself just 
beside the knee cap with his ice axe.A bad gash 
pumped blood furiously. 

There we were — a third of the way up FitzRoy 
with a half cave, Yvon unable to move and Jones 
having trouble, the afternoon wearing on. We 
scrambled to work on the cave. 

While we were about it, Doug and Lito had a 
look around. Azema describes a black ice gully 
west of the Italian Col. Terray vetoed crossing 
the gully, though climbing appeared promising. 
But they were there in January, early summer, 
and we in November, the heart of spring; and the 
black ice gully was a field of snow. Azema felt a 
route existed on the Southwest face, across the 
ice, beginning in the col between FitzRoy and the 
Aguja de la Silla. Doug and Lito wandered over 
there, climbed a few pitches, and returned full of 
zeal. Azema was a genuis. 

First night in second cave. Yvon in much pain, 
all of us cramped, and snow blowing in through 
holes in the roof. Each man had two ensolite pads, 
a down parka and sleeping bag. Snow covered our 
boots and some down gear. Nothing dries in ice 
caves and we soon acquired the habit of sleeping 
with boots at the foot of our bags, and socks 
wrapped around our upper bodies. 

A Patagonian storm arrived that night. Cold, 
windy and brutal. Weather, men could not survive 
in. For three days we did not go outside except for 
a semi-daily defecation. 

We were out a few hours on the 23rd, drying 
gear in the wind and walking around. Sitting in the 
cave had depleted our conditioning, but Yvon 
was healing quickly. The weather returned, and 
we to the cave. We read the few books available. 
Endless talk of food. We compiled a gastronomic 
guide to the world of our combined experience. We 
ventured out to film storm scenes; the wind knocked 
Yvon and I down, and Lito and I froze our hands 
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in half an hour. But we got some magnificent 
film. We celebrated Thanksgiving. We played word 
and guessing games. We spoke of existentialism 
and other philosophies, including our own. We 
got to know each other. We shared the pattern 
of life like a group of prisoners planning to escape 
and hit the city bank on the way out of town. 

The wind increased. It sounded like an endless 
train right outside the bedroom window. In the 
back of our minds (or is it the collective mind?) 
was the lurking fear that the next car would jump 
the tracks, come through the wall, leave us naked 
and exposed. 

We took turns at the 4 a.m. weather check. 
Always the same —grey sky and snow falling down, 
up and sideways in crazy patterns and at high 
speed. We waited. 

On December 2nd supplies ran out. We chose 
retreat in the storm. A classic. Wind. Cold. Snow. 
Iced ropes. Six rappels. Hip-deep fresh snow on 
the glacier. But we made it to the first cave in 
four hours. After an uncomfortable night we con-
tinued to base camp. I fell into two crevasses break-
ing trail, and the route across Los Tres Lake was 
split by open water. Summer was creeping in. Our 
new route around the lake took an extra hour. 

Doug and Lito went out (out: sixty miles to 
the one general store of the area) to buy supplies. 
Twenty days' worth. When that ran out we voted 
to buy more. We would out-patience Patagonian 
weather. We were going to get that mountain; 
but my enthusiasm was running low, my mind 
wandering to problems and places I could not see 
or touch, and I was functioning on duty and old-
fashioned loyalty. 

One day while hiking we saw two Condors. 
"Those birds have real freedom," Yvon said, 
watching them control flight with giant, seldom 
moving wings. I remarked that they had their 
wings and man his mind. And when I thought 
about it later it seemed that what the air currents 
were to the Condor the mountain was to us. A 
matter of control. When I understood that, I felt 
better, committed rather than dutified, though the 
same problems were still manifested. 

Doug and Lito returned. A thief had raided the 
Parque and left everything except all our money. 
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Money was not our concern right then, but how 
foolish to leave all our money down there. 

Dominating all was the FitzRoy. After 15,000 
miles and several months, it was a few thousand 
feet and a couple of days above us  

The weather worsened  
but finally cleared. This time 

Chris, Yvon and Doug were surprised at the 
Parque. The 13th Lito and I had a hard day 
breaking trail to the first cave. The others arrived 
that night. We said 'le grand beau' had arrived. 

We reached the second cave the next day, after 
ten hours of climbing and digging out fixed ropes. 
Tompkins and I were both bruised by falling rocks. 
All boots drenched. Weather perfect. 

Up at 3 a.m. on the 15th. Systems tired and 
slow. We crossed the snowfield on the hanging 
glacier to the Col of the Aguja de la Silla and one 
pitch up the route. A morning of color —yellow 
reflecting rivers in the east and yellow-orange-
red-white-blue sunrise, and purple western sky. 
Looking out across the Continental Ice Cap con-
firmed what we knew about morning colors. Storm. 
Doug and Yvon explored the route. Chris, Lito 
and I returned to the cave. 

Doug and Yvon returned several hours later, 
exuding an enthusiasm which soon filled us all. 
Wonderful to be where we were with such fine 
mates. The route was there, it seemed, and we 
would wait. 

Waiting is the boundaries of the patience game. 
More than anything we wanted FitzRoy for 

Christmas. We were sure of victory once we got 
ahold of the problem, but it was an elusive bitch. 

On the 19th Chouinard drew 3 a.m. doorcheck. 
Light snow, no wind, breaks in the clouds. Yvon, 
an experienced fox, recommended the summit. He 
was voted down. This meant a return to the first 
cave. Once again we were out of food. Half-
way down Yvon's wisdom was apparent. A perfect 
day, too rare to waste ferrying supplies. We re-
turned with ten days' food. Had we blown our 
chance? 

Without our knowledge, Tompkins set the alarm 
ahead an hour; and we were up at 1 a.m. and 
moving by 2:30 a.m. of the longest day of the year 
in the southern hemisphere. We crossed the snow- 



field in darkness and were climbing with first 
light. A beautiful sun-up, not red in the dangerous 
way; incredible colors and shapes in the dawn. 
It was incredible —after thirty days in ice caves 
and nearly two months work we were finally 
moving for the summit. The game became simple 
and clear, tangible. No more boundaries, just the 
mountain and ourselves. The weather had tested 
our patience, and our patience had fortified our 
resolve. 

Yvon and Doug exchanged leads, tying off ropes 
for the rest of us. Lito followed, more or less 
independent, free to film. Jones and I came last, 
keeping the leaders supplied with ropes. In several 
places everyone moved together, fourth class. After 
thirteen pitches of excellent climbing (and stren-
uous jumaring) we reached the rim of the Super 
Couloir. It was four in the afternoon and most 
discouraging. 

The Fitz' loomed above, the summit snowfields 
clear and near; but the goal was across the Super 
Couloir. Above, to the east, were ice-coated over-
hangs. Out of the question to descend into the 
Couloir and climb out the other side. Clouds 
rolled by like sea mist, covering all, then passing, 
leaving blue sky and sun and wild mountain 
scenery —airplane views of some of the earth's 
most stark, inhospitable land. The huge snowfields 
of the continental ice cap and the Cerro Torre 
stole the show. 

A brief rest and a few bleak moments. Tompkins 
rappelled into a ledge system on the south wall of 
the couloir. It was five in the afternoon. We were 
grateful for twenty hours of daylight in that part 
of the world at that time of year. Doug made a 
brilliant lead, moving up the couloir in an ice 
chimney and on a.  hoar frost-covered face. On this 
pitch we found a rappel sling and wedge left by our 
friend Jose Fonrouge (at that moment making a 
new route on the Poincenot, though we didn't 
know it) after the second ascent of FitzRoy. Good 
to find the trace of a friend at that particular point. 

After that was a section of fourth and easy 
fifth class, and then Yvon led the seventeenth 
pitch, a very difficult overhanging crack plastered 
with wind-hardened hoar frost. A hard traverse, 
moving east, a rappel, and a short jam crack, the  

eighteenth and final pitch, brought us to the upper 
snow slopes of FitzRoy. All that remained was a 
forty five-minute hike in broken rock and snow 
to the summit. 

8 p.m. December 20, 1968. The summit of 
FitzRoy. We stashed a container of photos and 
notes in a cairn at the summit. It is an inhospitable 
place, and we left after fifteen minutes of frantic 
film making. 

Descending was another story. We moved until 
2:30 a.m., making some scary rappels into un-
known territory. It was dark, windy, sometimes 
snowing and very cold. We had been moving hard 
for twenty four hours, and our instincts were 
dulled, our minds no longer able to control our 
actions with precision. Accordingly, we bivouacked 
on a ledge until daylight, 5 a.m., huddling together, 
shivering, wiggling toes and dozing. 

With light we continued. By this time our ability 
to work smoothly and together had deteriorated 
immensely, and we arrived at the second cave at 
10 a. m. exhausted, dehydrated and scattered. 

The next twenty four hours were spent drinking 
tea, lemon jello and ovomaltine, eating every-
thing in sight, and sleeping. Doug, Yvon and I 
suffered superficial frostbite, and we kept waking 
up with no sensation in hands and feet. Brisk 
rubbing. Sensation. Sleep. 

We continued down to the first ice cave on the 
22nd, and from there to the Parque on Christmas 
Eve. Christmas day we got back to our car and 
began the journey home. 

We came to FitzRoy, made the third ascent by 
a new route, we all got to the summit, and we 
finished our movie. We accomplished what we 
wanted. 

Words are incomplete mediums of communi-
cation, much as we love them. There is no way to 
know how it was except to have been there, and 
the experience lasts in its fullness only as long as 
the experience. Afterwards, something remains 
beside the memory, but it is something else than 
the experience. It is like food for the spirit —it 
nourishes, giving strength for another day. 

Just before the summit, when we knew it was in 
the bag, Chouinard summed it up, "Well, now we 
have earned our freedom for awhile." 
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Changing Weather 
Parked two miles north of Twin Lakes, David 

Boles and I read the large weathered sign posted 
there. "Mt. Elbert, 14,431 feet, highest point in 
Colorado. Most of Colorado's 54 peaks over 14,000 
feet can be seen from the summit." 

"It doesn't look too far," remarked Dave. 
"Maybe we'll have time to climb Mt. Massive, 
also." 

The two sister mountains squatted fat and white 
along the western boundary of a long, flat valley. 
Their enormity did seem to diminish the distance. 
Certainly an easy hike! 

And with that optimistic thought, we ate a quick 
lunch, hoisted our packs and tramped up the road 
leading to the Mt. Elbert Trail. Going was slow 
through four inches of snow, and two hours and 
only two miles later we were ready to make camp. 
Darkness fell and with it the temperature. It was 
sheer pleasure to eat and then crawl into our sleep-
ing bags while twilight still hung in the west. 

The next morning delicate ice crystals lined the 
inside of the tent, testifying to a very cold night. 
Progress was slow, but the alpine scenery dispelled 
any tedium. While we rested at the end of one 

David Boles 
and the beginning of 
Mt. Elbert Trail. Mt. Elbert 
in distance. 
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on Mt. Elbert by Stewart Aitchison 

Photos by the Author 

particularly long switchback, a snowshoe hare broke the tent and sent tiny crystals dancing through the 
the stillness with several broad plunges across the chilled air. Soon the aroma of chili and salami 
powder. The hare suddenly stopped and inspected filled the tent. Stuffed and satisfied, we snuggled 
what he must have thought were two very strange deep into our bags and set ourselves for another 
creatures. long winter's night. Sleep evaded us as we antici- 

We pitched the tent above timberline. Mt. Elbert pated the final assault the next day. It was to be a 
still towered above us. Our view was magnificent. day of adventure, challenge, and triumph. 
To the north, Leadville sparkled like a huge Christ- Morning came and along with it a storm. The 
mas tree against a vast carpet of white. Twin Lakes flakes fell and so did our hopes and expectations. 
reflected the midnight-blue sky and an almost full Finishing our oatmeal and a handful of gorp (a 
moon peeked over an eastern mountain range. As mixture of nuts, raisins, and chocolate), we strug- 
the sun sank behind Elbert, a slight breeze billowed gled with our frozen boots and stomped outside to 

Southwest ridge 
from the summit of 

Mt. Elbert. 
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David Boles 

and our highest camp. 

Twin Lakes in 

distance. 

survey our objective. Luckily, it was a light snow 
consisting of a flake here and there, with lots of fog. 
Although Elbert was hidden, the trail was marked 
with rock cairns, so we grabbed our cameras and 
started for the summit. 

It was frustrating not being able to see the goal. 
On we trudged. I was soon in a hypnotic state 
aware of only what I had to do to keep moving. 
Step, step, dig in ice axe, don't slip. These were the 
thoughts plaguing my mind. The cold seeped 
through my boots, and I began to lift two blocks 
of ice instead of feet. My companion volunteered 
to let me place the blocks, minus boots, on his 
stomach. Life rapidly returned to my frigid feet. 

We pressed on. Such slow steps. The watch 
showed morning had passed and afternoon was 
upon us, but in the misty half-light time was of 
no importance. We seldom spoke and then only in 
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whispers, almost afraid to disturb the overwhelming 
silence. 

Suddenly, quite without warning, there was the 
top. In a surge of excitement, we scrambled toward 
the summit. For a moment, the sun drilled through 
the clouds and patches of blue were scattered 
around us. A few hurried photos and an unsuccessful 
search for the snowbound register brought the 
realization that we had accomplished our goal. We 
were atop the highest point in the American Rock-
ies; and although our lateral view was blocked by 
mountains of cloud vapor, there was something 
tantalizing and electric about our lofty position. 

Much too soon it was time to retreat back into 
the unreal world of haze and blowing snow. Travel 
was swift and glissading helped relieve the boredom 
of the long trek. The half-buried tent was a welcome 
sight. Before long, the roar of the tiny Swedish 



Our camp 

during the Thanksgiving 

snowstorm. 

Svea stove was radiating from inside. Supper was 
a bit of a nuisance in that the beans had frozen 
solid within the can. After a restless few hours' 
sleep, I noticed moonlight sifting through the nylon 
roof. To our astonishment the storm was over. Mt. 
Elbert glowed in the pale yellow light. How baffling 
and unpredictable mountain weather can be! 

The following day was crisp and clear. Elbert 
beckoned; however, we had no more time to climb 
again. Reluctantly, we packed and headed home. 
Now only a few color slides and a touch of frostbite 
are the only physical remains of the journey, but 
the pleasant and the not-so-pleasant memories 
etched on my mind will resist the erosion of time 
forever. 

For others considering a trip of this nature, I 
should like to point out that weather in the Rockies 
can be quite severe. Our trip was undertaken over  

the Thanksgiving holiday, and temperatures ranged 
from 12° F below to 30°  F above. The snow was 
negotiable without snowshoes or skis, but this was 
unusual for this time of year. An ice axe was useful 
and crampons were almost needed for a few short 
stretches. 

For your own safety I suggest you contact the 
Leadville District Ranger's office or the Sheriff's 
office before leaving on your climb, and report in 
upon your return. A map is available from the 
ranger's office. The Mt. Elbert Quadrangle can be 
bought from the U.S. Geological Survey, Denver, 
Colorado. However, the roads and trails shown on 
the topo map have changed since the survey back 
in 1935. 

Taking our time, we spent approximately a total 
of nine hours to ascend and four to return. A sum-
mer trip over the same route takes only four to 
seven hours round trip. 
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High camp on Little Tahoma. Mt. Rainier and Ingraham 
Glacier in the background. 

Gary Tate and Jerry Smith 
on the Cowlitz Glacier. Little Tahoma in 
the background. 

by Torn Falley 

Photos by the Author 

In the shadow of Mt. Rainier rise three precip-
itous walls that form the sharp 11,117-foot summit 
of Little Tahoma, the third highest peak in the 
state of Washington. Almost completely encircled 
by glaciers, the approach in winter can be some-
what difficult. 

In January of 1968 we formed our small party — 
Jerry Smith, Gary Tate, and myself —and the first 
weekend in February we took off. Conditions were 
almost ideal, for the snow was wind-packed enough  

so that snowshoes and skis were not needed. How-
ever, the dark sky in the southwest caused us some 
concern as we gained elevation. Taking a lunch 
break at 8500 feet after the trek up the Muir Snow-
field, we watched a cloud cap play around the sum-
mit of Rainier, while off to our right across the 
Cowlitz and Ingraham glaciers lay our objective — 
its great size hidden by the distance and the dwarf-
ing effect of Rainier towering overhead. Donning 
crampons we roped up and started a traverse below 
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Anvil Rock out onto the Cowlitz. Dropping down 
several hundred feet onto the glacier proper we 
found going much harder as the snow was deeper 
and the crevasses were poorly bridged by soft snow. 
After a hot trudge in the hollow of the glacier, we 
reached the rocky cleaver between the Cowlitz and 
the Ingraham. Our intended high campsite lay on 
the other side of the Ingraham, more than a mile 
away. We discussed the possibility of camping here 
and starting very early, but indecision won out and 
we continued in a somewhat erratic manner, glanc-
ing back at the stumbling zig-zagging of our track 
through the soft snow. We reached a sharp hogback 
of snow leading toward the ridge crest. Using the 
front points of our crampons on the steep hard ice, 
we finally rounded the rock. After negotiating a 
rotten chimney with my big pack somewhat worse 
for the wear, I belayed the others up. 

The skies had miraculously cleared now and we 
started leveling a tent platform on very hard ice. 
Anchoring the guy lines to rocks and ice screws, we 
set to the task of cooking dinner. Smith and I stood 
outside in the crisp, calm air studying our route, 
or at least what we could see of it. We felt ex-
tremely lucky to have been able to push our high 
camp this far, almost twice as close as on two 
previous attempts. And yet, the distance and size 
of our loads left us exhausted. Realizing that a good 
part of our summit day tomorrow would have to 
be spent on our descent back to civilization, we 
decided to climb at night. Right after dinner Smith, 
Tate, and I crawled into the sack to savor an hour's 
sleep. As the only possessor of a watch, I was 
delegated to stay awake and guard the time. Soon 
Smith was snoring loudly while Tate and I stared 
at the tent walls. 

After our usual disorganized hassle, we emerged 
from our cocoon to a surrealistic snowscape glisten-
ing under the erie light of the moon. The night was 
a calm, but a cold 0 degrees as we traversed down 
around a large buttress onto the main portion of the 
Whitman Glacier. Breaking trail in the steep soft 
snow was laborious work. Changing leads frequently 
we seemed to be making excellent time. At 9:30, 
only an hour out, we estimated another 45 minutes 
to the summit. The foreshortening was very decep-
tive and another hour crept by. The angle was now 
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near 40 degrees, its unrelenting steepness giving 
no chance for rest. Up a chute and around a rock 
buttress, then up an ice-filled gully, finally to reach 
the icy summit snowfield some 250 feet below the 
summit. Leading up an ice and rock filled gully, 
I finally attained the summit ridge as the others 
followed. We were all drunk with tiredness from 
our continuous grind from Paradise. Balancing 
along the ice-covered ridge, over one false summit 
after another, we finally reached the summit pin-
nacle at about 1:00 a.m. on Sunday morning, 
February 11. The night was cold, windless, and 
unearthly still. Shimmering in the ghostly moon-
light above us was Rainier; dropping away at our 
feet was the Emmons glacier; off to the northwest 
glowed the lights of Seattle. The incredible magni-
tude of beauty the full moon shed on the mountain 
was lost to expression in feeling rather than mean-
ingless words. 

Worried about descending the steep ice gully 
below, we considered bivouacking near the summit, 
but alas there was no place to sit down, anywhere. 
Down, slowly down. Somehow negotiating the 
tricky ice gully, plunging downward, we reached 
camp totally exhausted. Tate crawled into his bag 
while Smith and I, very dehydrated, melted snow 
and watched the moon set over Columbia Crest. 

Dragging our bodies out of bed the next morning 
we proceeded to eat our two days' extra supply of 
food for breakfast. We packed up camp and reached 
Paradise under clear skies at about 3:30 in the 
afternoon, ending one of the most beautiful and 
satisfying climbs imaginable. 

Cowlitz Cleaver 

and Gibraltar Rock. Looking up Cowlitz 

Glacier toward Mt. Rainier. 





16 South Early Winter Spire: East Buttress Direct. Circles indicate bivouacs. Photo by Len Miller 



Liberty Bell Massif: Left to right: South and North Early Winter Spires, Lexington, Concord, Liberty Bell. Photo by D. Leen 

Washingtonians have much to boast about when 
it comes to rugged mountains and lots to complain 
about when it comes to bushwacking. Now that a 
new cross-state highway is nearing completion 
through the North Cascades, many fine routes are 
being put up on some of the more spectacular faces 
that once were little known but to a handful of 
climbers. One such area is the Liberty Bell Massif  

in the northeastern Cascades which is fast becoming 
the most popular rock climbing area in the State. 

In the early summer of 1967, Fred Beckey, Dave 
Wagner and I completed one of the last remaining 
first ascent routes on Liberty Bell itself. The next 
next day we took a leisurely hike around to the 
east side of the massif to investigate the unclimbed 
east face of the South Early Winter Spire. Powerful 

to page 20, please 

EARLY WINTER SPIRE 
by Douglas Leen 
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Fred Beckey 

on summit. Burgundy 

Towers in 

background. 

Photo by D. Leen 

binoculars disproved the rumor that the center face 
was devoid of cracks but we weren't convinced of 
the quality of the granite until Fred and I returned 
a year later and climbed to the base of the blank 
section. 

Two class four and five pitches brought us to the 
beginning of the direct aid. From there Fred led 
the first pitch ending in a hanging belay. From there 
I continued almost entirely on bong-bongs and one 
well placed nut to a spacious ledge. The next pitch 
went mixed free and aid with one bolt placed to 
pendulum around a huge suspicious-looking block 
that seemingly defied gravity. The next lead took 
two standard angles tipped into weathered holes 
combined with some tricky free climbing until bolts 
were required to reach the key crack up the east 
buttress. Thus convinced, we rappelled off leaving 
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one rope over the bong pitch and stumbled down 
the snow couloirs in the darkness. 

It was a month and a half later when I jumared 
the roped pitch and discovered that most of the 
mantle had been chewed through. Fortunately we 
had an adequate ledge for a bivouac beneath our 
high point which provided us with a good night's 
sleep. The next morning greeted us with blue sky, 
warm granite with a crack running up an unclimbed 
face. Careful nailing up a small flake, three bolts and 

a sky hook brought me to that crack before calling 
for all our iron. The pitch ended 150 feet later with 
two A-4 pitons, two sky hooks and some free climb-
ing to a minute ledge which I nicknamed "fat man's 
fright." The remaining three pitons dangling around 
my neck were forced into the wall behind me for 



Doug Leen 

on seventh pitch. 

Photo by F. Beckey 

anchor before hauling both rucksacks and the 
dufilebag. I then began to feel fat. 

Fred resumed leading up the deteriorating crack 
that ended in a spacious ledge —the obvious next 
night's bivouac. Route finding above this point 
became difficult due to an overhanging crescent-
shaped crack which turned out to be quite rotten. 
The rest of the afternoon was spent bolting to the 
top of the crescent where the crack improved. 
Three sound pitons were driven before returning 
to the ledge. 

The next morning was a perfection of the previous 
one —an orange sunrise behind the Burgundy Tow-
ers on the adjacent ridge made me forget the cold 
night. After jumaring up the rope, I was confronted 
with a difficult mantle that was made easier with a 
sky hook. Two more bolts and two skyhooks were  

required before I was able to place two pins into 
a stubborn crack —neither of which would hold my 
weight. Another mantle and I continued free to 
another small ledge that would accommodate our 
sacks. Fred led the next two pitches —the first, a 
short one, to a ledge that couldn't be passed up 
and the second a full 150 feet with only two pitons 
for protection. The final lead was a short one with 
a spectacular step-around overlooking the 800-foot 
vertical south face. A 1" angle protecting this move 
made it more enjoyable. The last 40 feet were fric-
tion up a classical "lost arrow" summit. 

The two bolt ladders had consumed 26 bolts but 
this enabled us to put together a fine 1200-foot 
route using 68 pitons, 6 sky hooks, 3 nuts and 2 
bivouacs. 
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The windswept landing site camp. The plane, piloted by Latyon A. Bennett of Haines, Alaska, may be seen on the 
horizon as it brings in another climber. 
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in the Chilkoot Range 
by Robert L. Mooers, Jr. 

Boundary Peak 104 sits astride the international 
border between the state of Alaska and the Cana-
dian province of British Columbia. It is one of the 
peaks of the Chilkoot Range (part of the larger 
coastal system) and is not far from Skagway, 
Alaska, famed gold rush port-of-entry for Chilkoot 
Pass and the Yukon Territory. 

The peak was the primary objective of a party 
of six climbers headed by W.R. (Bill) Bendy of 
St. Louis. Bill had been with the 1968 Chilkoot 
Expedition to the same area. That party, under the 
guidance of veteran climber and glaciologist Dr. 
Larry Nielsen, had climbed boundary peaks 101, 
102, 103, and 105, but not 104. The slight was too 
much for Bill's sense of orderliness — or just 
enough pretext on which to plan a return — but 
either way, he was back again in May of this year 
to climb it. 

The Chilkoot Range, rising virtually from the 
fjords of the rugged southeast Alaskan coast, dis-
plays a wilderness of peaks in the six to nine 
thousand-foot class. Some others in neighboring 
areas are much higher, including Mt Fairweather, 
Mt. St. Elias, and Mt. Logan, Canada's highest 
point at 19,850 feet. 

Prior to 1968 the 104 area had not been entered 
by climbers since the work of the International 
Boundary Commission in the early part of the 
century. In 1907 a survey party spent sevei al 
weeks reaching and climbing to the summit of 
boundary peak 105. The mountain was sub-
sequently named Mt. Canning I'D' one of the signers 
of the 1825 treaty between Russia and Great 
Britain, which set the boundary separating Alaska 
from Canada. Though no one climbed 104 at that 
time, it was later named Mt. Pullen in honor of a 
kindly boarding housekeeper in Skagway. 

The basic plan of our 1969 expedition was to 
spend eight to ten days on the ice, concentrating 
on 104, then choosing from among several pro-
spective peaks in the time remaining. With time  

so short we planned to fly in by bush pilot. 
The place selected for the landing and base camp 

was on a tributary of the Meade Glacier. The large 
ice mass was one of five major streams which come 
together in a huge common intersection to form the 
larger Meade. (See map). 

As in most mountains, weather was to prove a 
big factor. This is especially true in the Chilkoots, 
where even in the 'off' season it storms about half 
of the time. Off-season lasts only from about May 
first to mid-June. 

The group, including Bill Bendy, Mike Lorton, 
Tom Harmon, Joe Logan, Ted Lewis and myself 
assembled on May 20 in Haines, Alaska. 

We were ready. . . but of course the weather was 
not. It dawned gray and heavily overcast with the 
ceiling at about 3000 feet. We would need more 
than that to clear the mountains that ring Haines. 

Very suddenly at about 3:00 p.m. the sky cleared. 
At the time we were examining the social conven-
iences of Haines' waterfront, not far from the home 
of Layton A. Bennett, our bush pilot. He was on 
standby to ferry us, one at a time, up onto the 
glacier. Layton's word on the weather was law. It 
was what we couldn't see behind the frontal moun-
tains that counted, so we rushed en masse to get his 
interpretation. 

He admitted that it looked good. Bill was to go in 
first to choose the landing site. The plane Layton 
uses for this work is a Super Cub, a small, light-
weight two-seater with a high wing design, an ar-
rangement which permits greater ground vision for 
his tricky take-offs and landings in all sorts of 
places. It was equipped with retractable skis and, 
for our benefit, a portable two-way radio unit. He 
was to make a check flight over our party midway 
of its stay on the ice. We would be able to talk to 
him up to a range of about ten miles line of sight. 

The loading of the small plane was something to 
watch. Each man was to take his own gear plus two 
boxes of supplies and an assortment of whatever 
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The author atop the party's second first ascent. Boundary Peak 104 is in the right background. 

else would fit. A small baggage space behind the 
passenger seat was stuffed first. The seat itself was 
then crammed half to two-thirds full, then, as if 
there were room for him, in went —whoops, try the 
other leg first, Bill —in went Bill Bendy! 

The weather and light conditions held, and by 
9:30 Mike Lorton was in with Bill to spend the 
night. The last of us had set down on the ice by 
noon next day. 

A glacier landing is tricky business. Mountain 
winds are always treacherous, but light conditions 
and snow consistency are more critical factors. In 
sunny weather the light is best in early morning or 
evening because shadows lend depth perception to 
the pure white landscape. Under overcast condi-
tions the light is too "flat" to delineate what little 
ground detail there is. Those familiar with a whited-
out landscape will know that even on foot it is 
sometimes difficult to tell up from down. 

Layton carries spruce boughs with him for the 
first run. When a potential landing site is chosen he 
drops the greenery to mark where the air leaves off 
and the snow begins. With the boughs on the snow 
he goes in for a closer look. If the surface appears 
smooth enough he makes a high speed pass and 
actually drags the skis to get the feel of the snow. 
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If all is well the landing is made. 
Light conditions are less of a factor on subsequent 

landings. With men and equipment on the glacier 
he can use them to judge his descent. 

In order to find snow firm enough for a landing, 
Bill and Layton chose a site about five miles and 
some 1500 vertical feet above the base of 104, 
measured from the point where the Meade grinds 
past its western side. Later we would make the 
landing site our second climbing camp, but our first 
one was to be halfway back toward the main 
stream of the Meade on an approximate elevation 
par with the approach side of 104. 

We had with us two sheets of corrugated alumi-
num from which to fashion toboggan-like sleds for 
the trek down glacier and back. With these we were 
able to haul all of the necessary food and equipment 
in two trips. Ten days supply of food was to go with 
us and an extra ten days supply was to stay at the 
landing site. In the coastal mountains it is entirely 
possible to be snowed in for a week or more. A few 
years ago a party in the neighboring Fairweather 
Range was marooned for sixteen extra days. 

Map coverage of the boundary region is poor. 
Detail of the good U.S.G.S. series of topographical 
maps ends abruptly at the border. Canada puts out 



Tent City. Two men shown in the "kitchen" are either escaping the sun or preparing a meal. Both were frequent and 
popular activities. 

a series covering the Alaskan side as well, but at a 
scale of 1:250000, quite small for a ground party. 
A more usable map of the immediate area was com-
piled by Nielsen after the 1968 trip. He used the 
Canadian sheet, aerial photos, and his own ob-
servations from the ground. The map is taken from 
Neilsen's, again updated with observations and air 
photography flown by the Canadian government. 

Aerial photographs are a must for any prelim-
inary route planning. Stereo pairs, which usually 
give an exaggerated account of terrain relief, turned 
out to more accurately portray climbing angles in 
the area than did single photos. Using air views of 
104 it looked as if we would be able to go more or 
less straight up the southeast flank of the mountain. 
A reconnaissance trip, made the afternoon of our 
move down glacier, showed us a pair of narrow cliff 
belts above which was a very steep snowfield. The 
spring snow was in ominous condition with some 
evidence that it had been coming down periodically. 

The cliffs could be trouble, but the southeast side 
still held the easiest ascent route. The north side, 
as with other ridges in the area, was extremely 
steep, having been more heavily gouged by the ice. 
Approaches along the east and west ridges were 
blocked by cliffs and gendarmes. To the right  

around the end of the two bands of rock was more 
of the steep snow we could see above, but out there 
it was broken by crevasses. 

Toward the left end of the cliffs the angle less-
ened perceptibly and it looked as if the rock was 
more broken up. A route might go on snow between 
the bands, traversing left around the western end 
of the upper one. We could climb above the first 
cliffs by staying on the soft snow longer than we 
liked. 

The first two or three hundred vertical feet of 
climbing was straight up a distinctively shaped 
moraine which we named the Arbaa (ar-bah). It 
was curved in the manner of the Arab arbaa, symbol 
for the numeral four. To the left of it was the bulk 
of 104 where our large tributary swept against it 
before entering the Meade; to the right was a small 
but powerful ice mass eating headward at the east 
ridge. It was this ice, once much larger, which had 
deposited the steep moraine. Someday it might 
isolate 104, now the highest point on its ridge at 
6815 feet (6820 feet on the Canadian map). 

The snow above the Ar baa proved as trouble-
some as we had feared. The heavier among us went 
through at every step. By the time we reached the 
horizontal strip of snow between the upper and 
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lower cliffs the lead rope was for trying a passage 
up the rock, which at this point consisted of steep, 
wet slabs. In the end they were more trouble than 
the irksome snow and far more dangerous. 

The slow traverse to the left was made and, as 
hoped, the rock band more broken up and passable 
at its far end. Some easy third and fourth class 
climbing brought us up onto the shoulder above the 
cliffs. The rest was just a matter of doing it. We had 
been about six hours coming a testy 2300 vertical 
feet. 

Superlatives for mountaintop views always seem 
to be inadequate. Each summit offers something 
unique, and 104, the first virgin ascent for five of 
us, was certainly that. From its knife-edge top we 
could survey most of the vast accumulation zone 
of the Meade system; up three of its large tribu-
taries to broad passes or steep-walled cirques, down 
onto their plain-like intersection at 104's base, and 
down glacier all the way to the firm line and bare, 
grayish blue ice. 

Bad weather had been building during the climb. 
Local storms could be seen drifting through neigh-
boring valleys. While we debated the merits of 
lunch as opposed to the draftiness of our dining 
room, a snow squall streaked in from the south 
across the valley and settled the issue. It was time 
to go down. The storm was more nuisance than 
anything else. It let up soon and we were able to 
get off in clear but graying weather. Within a half 
hour of our arrival at camp, however, the wind and 
rain struck in good measure, and dinner that night, 
an apple and candy bar or two apiece, was a sleeping 
bag affair. 

Later in the evening, after what seemed like two 
or three hours in the tent, I became hungry enough 
to come out for a look. It was only dusky dark, and 
that much could have been attributed to the storm. 
The wind and rain had slackened to a gusty driz-
zle. Certainly the others were as hungry as I; a good 
time to play hero-cook and make a pot of stew for 
the troops. 

It still was not dark when I coaxed each of the 
others out of his warm bag far enough to thrust a 
utensil through the tent flap, but next day I was 
informed —with all due appreciation —that I had 
delivered the stuff sometime after midnight! 
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Seasonal daylight, so we learned, is strong for 
about eighteen hours per day at 60° latitude. One 
does not even need a flashlight for the other six 
hours. Each night so far we had been tired enough 
to sleep through the phenomena, not noticing that 
the duskiness I had observed was as dark as it gets. 

During the night the temperature dropped and 
the rain turned to snow. Before it blew itself out 
next day we had about 14" of new wet snow. There 
would be no climbing that day and only the most 
careful work the next. All day long the avalanches 
rumbled off the sharp ridges all around us. The 
relatively high temperatures were no help either. 
At no time during the trip, in fact, did the snow 
remain firm after the very early hours of the morn-
ing. Reading ranged from the low twenties to the 
fifties. Snowshoes were a must for all travel. 

On day five the weather was fine. The long ridge 
climb which we had chosen from aerial photos was 
the same one most of the slides had been coming off. 
All along several miles of its northern wall there 
was hardly a foot left unmarked by debris. 

The only access on the north side, the side on 
which our camp lay, was up a beautiful but spec-
tacularly sheer spur ridge which led to the main 
ridge and onto steep upper snowfields. The smaller 
east peak was the only one which could be climbed 
safely in view of snow conditions, and its 6100-foot 
summit would offer splendid reconaissance views. 

Four of us made the climb, Ted sitting it out with 
worsening sunburn, and Mike with boots too wet 
to risk blisters. The summit was one of the pleas-
antest any of us had ever been on. The wind, cold 
on the way up, was absolutely still. The very top 
was devoid of snow and even dry. The rock and 
soil mixture was great to stretch out upon, and we 
stayed for nearly two hours, 

The following day was stormy and whited-out 
much of the time. We took advantage of it to move 
back up to the landing site to establish camp #2. 

The day was apparently also moving day for five 
seagulls who were braving the storm to cross the 
range into Canada. They were a strange sight in all 
that lonely wilderness of white. With a strong tail 
wind they quickly out-distanced us as we strained 
at pulling our sleds up the slope of the ice. 

There is a sharp contrast between the aloneness 



of the birds in their attempt to survive and the 
group effort of a party of men such as ours, but 
there is a strong parallel as well. Nature does not 
count very well, and though the challenge is part 
of the reason we had come, we too were somewhat 
at the mercy of the wilderness. 

Wildlife was not plentiful but surprisingly in 
evidence. One or two species of small birds of the 
swallow or swift-type inhabited the rocky out-
croppings along the valley walls. Droppings of some 
rodent residents were noted several times on the 
mountainsides. These probably were marmots, 
though we never did see one. 

Most surprising was the variety of insects en-
countered. Many individual specimens common to 
lower elevations were found, including several kinds 
of flies and bees likely blown in on the steady west 
winds. A species of flea-like insect called Spring-
tails (collembola) actually inhabits the glacial snow. 
One day they were so numerous that the first im-
pression was that they were in fact specks of soot 
and grime from faraway industrial fires. These 
creatures, at a density of about 90-100 per square 
foot of surface, are thought to exist on algae which 
forms on the snow crystals as they age into corned 
snow. Interestingly, it began to snow , while we 
watched them clambering over and around the 
gi anular snow crystals, and the little creatures very 
actively strove to stay beneath the new falling 
flakes. This might lend support to the algae food 
idea. 

Quite a large quantity of food was left behind at 
the base camp, or camp #1. Usually it cannot be 
flown out since safe load limits are lower at upper 
elevations. We would use the emergency rations 
stockpiled at the landing site. They had the dis-
tinct advantage of being up glacier. (Incidentally, 
the word 'emergency' hardly fits. All of our food 
was a few notches above the level of sustaining life.) 

Two more first ascents were made from camp a. 
Both have remained unnamed to date, though con-
tacts are being made to name them for Canadian 
climbers. The first of these, a pretty little peak to 
the east of camp, was climbed by a single rope of 
three. Two of us were on the sunburn list by now 
(though much improved following the rest) and 
Tom, hoping for a break in the weather, was looking  

for Layton to show up. Layton had not been able to 
make his check flight on the appointed day. We 
later found that he had tried a couple of times but 
had been turned back by clouds below our elevation. 

The fourth and last climb, a rocky peak to the 
north of camp, provided a panorama of two strik-
ingly different landscapes. The summit ridge we 
were on appeared to be part of a definite precipita-
tion divide. The view west was the arctic white of 
ice-filled valleys and snow-covered peaks, while to 
the east the predominant theme was of barren rock 
with smaller, high caps of snow. The summits along 
the ridge on which we stood were not perceptibly 
higher than others in the immediate area, but the 
drop-off down the east side was greater by about 
one thousand feet than it was on the side where 
our tent city was located. Clouds which were form-
ing as moist air rose to pass over the mountain were 
dissipating to the east and not reforming. Any pre-
cipitation they may have held would have been 
dropped on the seaward side of the range. Below 
us, also on the east side, a large glacier moved past 
the base of the ridge and terminated within our 
view, indicating eastward drainage. 

Now it was day nine, time to go out, but the 
pattern of weather was to assert itself to the end. 
We had enjoyed two brilliantly clear days in a row 
—dancing days if you will —and now the piper 

must be paid. Day nine dawned snowing with very 
limited visibility. There would be no flying out for 
anyone. 

For something to do as well as for some of the 
goodies we were running low on, we went down 
glacier and brought up all of the supplies we had 
left behind three days before. 

Saturday the weather was only worse. That night 
the winds increased. Everything with flexibility 
seemed to flap at the tents. We still had food for at 
least two weeks and were snug and warm in good 
modern equipment, yet going into the third day of 
waiting for our only link with civilization, Layton's 
tiny aircraft, it was difficult to suppress an identi-
fication with more serious circumstances. I was re-
minded of a long ago reading of Robert Falcon 
Scott's ill-fated march back from the South Pole. 
In reading his diary one can almost hear the wind 
shrieking about the shelter in which he wrote his 
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last words, then bravely, calmly died. No one, at 
least, had beaten us to the summit of 104 as 
Amundsen had beaten Scott to the pole! 

Sunday, day eleven, the sun rose to a new world. 
About a foot of powder snow had fallen, the first 
dry snow we had seen. The wind, which blew with 
increased force, was driving it in sheets along the 
glacier which it seemed never to touch. The effect 
was like a horizontal ground cover of Christmas-
time angel hair. Beautiful, but it meant — or so we 
all agreed —no plane today either. 

But about 10:30 in came Layton . . . to "have a 
try at it." I was "it." 

The ride out to Haines was no small part of the 
adventure, though these conditions may be nothing 
new to the bush pilots. We bucked headwinds of an 
estimated steady 25 to 35 mph while hugging the 
valley walls for altitude on updrafts. The air over 
the main channel of the Meade was far more turbu-
lent and we had to cross it in swinging west toward 
the pass and Haines. Side slipping, crabbing, and 
dipping we eased over the ridges and into the 
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quieter air over Lynn Canal, a natural waterway 
and northernmost extension of the inside passage. 
We were soon down on the dirt runway beside the 
inlet. 

"1 have enough gas for another trip," yelled 
Layton as T dumped my gear out onto the ground. 
And away he went, leaving me feeling slightly be-
wildered in snow-caked winter clothing and sitting 
on a pile of suddenly useless equipment. Moments 
before I had been eating hot cereal in an environ-
ment where basic survival was uppermost. Now 
one of my first considerations would have to be for 
a ride! 

The rapid transition from one scene to the other 
was too fast. In a way it put the only blight on the 
whole adventure. Without the plane, though, none 
of us would have had the time it would have 
required —let alone the inclination —to have fought 
the glacial streams, the brush, the terrain, and the 
mangled terminal ice and gone in afoot. We climbed 
our peaks all the same, but stand in a sort of 
aesthetic debt to the miles of ragged ridges and 
water torn valleys which have long stood guard 
between the peaks and the sea. 

JICELTIVack. 
mountaineering 

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 
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ski touring 
snowshoeing 
climbing hardware 
hiking clothing 
klepper boats 
complete backpacking 
supplies 
rentals 

1801 victory blvd. 
glendale, ca 91201 

247-3110 

send for free catalog 
bankamericard accepted 

"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 



Box 150, Ventura, California 93001 
new catalog of equipment & technique available — 

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

PACKG EAR •TENTS• DOWN CLOTHING 

AND SLEEPING BAGS 

send for catalog 

SKI HUT 1615 university ave., 
berkeley, calif. 94703 

NEW 

fl/pine Calendar 
October, 1969 to October, 1970 

Engagement Calendar 
featuring Northwest Mountains 

8 x 10 photographs by noted American 
mountain photographers — 13 outstanding scenes- 

by 
Cooper, Springs, Atkesnn, Dolan, Falconer, 

Neal, and Monner 
$2.25 P.P. 

Send check or money order to 

CLOUD CAP CHALET 
1127 S.W. Morrison St., Portland, Ore. 97205 

specialists in backpacking 
and mountaineering equipment 
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Best Insurance for 

Wilderness Travel 

BASIC MOUNTAINEERING 
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 

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: A THROUGH 13 

LARGEST PAIR WEIGHS ONLY 1 LB. 1 OZ. 

10 POINTS—FRONT POINTS SLANTED  15.95 

10 POINTS—VERTICAL  15.95 

12 POINTS—FRONT POINTS HORIZONTAL  16.95 

OUTSTANDING QUALITY AT CO-OP PRICES! 

PATRONAGE DIVIDENDS TO MEMSERS 

FREE 68-PAGE COLOR CATALOG ON REQUEST. 

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

aciR.mm ......... 

Colorado 
The summer was punctuated by 

an alarming number of accidents, 
mostly by novice climbers. A dra-
matic rescue was accomplished in 
early August on Longs Peak, after 
Kordell Kor, the nephew of Layton 
Kor, was seriously injured in an 
80-foot leader fall on the Diamond. 
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His belayer, Mike Van Loon, suf-
fered burns on face and hands and 
was pulled from his stance as he 
stopped the fall. Layton Kor and a 
doctor climbed to Broadway ledge 
at the base of the Diamond and 
spent the night with the victim, ad-
ministering intravenous solutions. 
The rescue was completed by a  

litter descent and a helicopter 
pick-up the next day. Kor has fully 
recovered. 

John Hudson 

We regret to add one more name 
to the list of deaths in this black 
year of fatalities in American 
climbing. John Hudson was killed 
in an unroped fall on the Peruvian 
Peak, Huascaran. Hudson had done 
important first ascents in Canada 
and the United States and was one 
of our most capable and strongest 
young mountaineers. His passing 
will be mourned by those who ap-
preciated his lively mind, gentle 
spirit, thoughtfulness and strength. 

Yosemite 
El Capitan: The big news of the 

fall season in Yosemite so far is 
the first solo ascent of the south 
buttress (Nose) of El Capitan by a 
young climber from Oregon, Tom 
Bauman. He had made several at-
tempts on this route with various 
partners who declined to continue. 
Forced by the reluctance of his 
last partner to descend from Sickle 



This is the new improved model, price-is-no-object, 
Leeper Superpiton. 

What's it like? What are the results of redesigning for 
the new super quality piton market? 

First, aircraft grade, electric furnace 4130 chromium-
molybdenum alloy steel was selected. It is the very best 
available steel for making a piton to be hardened to R/C 
40 and yet retain adequate ductility to avoid brittle frac-
ture in a fall. It contains nickel, as it always has. And it 
just happens to be the same alloy used in the old low-cost 
Leeper pitons. 

Second, design features include .080" stock thickness, 
lengthwise grain direction, and heavy radius deburring 
and barrel finishing. These features were arrived at after 
extensive field use and testing. Unfortunately, these are 
all features of the old inferior model for which improve-
ments were impossible. 

Finally, the most reliable heat treater was selected and 
instructed to give his most careful work, without regard 
for price. Again, it just turned out that this was the same 
treater using the same process as on the old model. 

In fact, since 1962 I have made the best piton it is 
possible to make—without compromise—without regard 
to price. I could not do otherwise. 

Previously, I have sold them for what it costs me to 
make them. But now I shall manufacture the new im-
proved Leeper Superpiton at $15.95 for the climber who 
will only use the best that money can buy. 

Quality dealers interested in handling the exclusive 
Superpiton are invited to enquire: 

Ed Leeper, Wallstreet, Colorado 80302 
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Ledge (500 feet up), he gave up on 
partners and returned alone to 
climb the wall and reach the top in 
six days. Charles Porter, of Massa-
chusetts, made an attempt to catch 
Bauman to provide him with a part-
ner and soloed partway to Sickle 
himself. But Bauman had decided 
by this time that he wanted to do it 
alone, so Porter came down. 

The 20th ascent of the Nose was 
made by the Englishman, John 
Howard, and the Californian, Bob 
Snieder, and the 21st by Charles 
Porter and Alisdair McKieth, a 
Scottish climber visiting Yosemite 
after an expedition to South 
America. 

Other climbs of El Capitan in-
clude the third ascent of the North 
America Wall by Scott Davis and 
Chuck Kroger; the 10th ascent of 
the Salathe by the Canadian, Gord-
on Smaill, and the American, Al 
Gibbler; the 2nd of the west face 
by Chuck Pratt and Tom Bauman; 
and the 9th ascent of the Dihedral 
by Charles Porter and Phil Koch. 

New Route on Half Dome: Don 
Peterson and Royal Robbins put up 
a new route on the northwest face 
of Half Dome to the right of the 
two existing ones. This route had 
been originally started by Charles 
Pratt, Dennis Hennek, and Robbins. 
The 2,000-foot wall took 8 days. 
Progress was hampered by cold, 
difficulty, and insufficient expan-
sion bolts. About 20 were removed 
and reused two and three times. 

to next page, please 

BACKPACKING • MOUNTAINEERING 

WILTON, CONN. 06897 



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. ST-10, Box 
7, Boulder, Colorado 80302. 

• 
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Alaska: Brooks Range 
In the Arrigetch, a party of five 

including Dave and Sharon Roberts, 
Bob Waldrop, Art Bacon, and George 
Ripley, made five first ascents, in-
cluding the range's probable high-
est peak, which they named 'Tali-
ban." Cold weather and new snow 
forced them, however, to avoid the 
hardest climbs, which remain tempt-
ing challenges on fine granite. The 
party rafted one hundred miles down 
the Alatna River on the way out. 

Canadian Rockies 
It was a rainy summer in the 

Canadian Rockies, but a number of 
new routes were done. Two Calgary 
climbers made the first ascent of 
the formidable east face of Mt. 
Assiniboine (details lacking). Brian 
Greenwood and John Moss, both 
Canadians, completed a difficult 
new route on Babel Tower. Two 
new routes were put up on the 
5000-foot north face of Mt. Temple: 
one up a rib near the center of the 
face, left of the Dolphin, by Hank 
Abrons, Dennis Eberl, and Dave 
Roberts, the other on the left-hand 
(eastern) edge of the face, by 
Greenwood and Jim Jones. On Mt. 
Robson, Franz Mohling, Pete Lev, 
Jack Glidden repeated the Davis-
Callis north face route. 

New Guide 
A new guide is being prepared for 

Pinnacles National Monument by 
William Monroe. Anyone with infor-
mation about new routes or old is 
invited to send it to William Mon-
roe, 8940 Fashion Dr., Sacramento, 
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 Blanc ha rd-de-
signed frame. Nearly vertical walls. 
Many sophisticated features. Same 
basic tent used on American Ever-
est Expedition. Price includes wa-
terproof fitted fly. 

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

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

BISHOP'S ULTIMATE OUTDOOR EQUIPMENT 

Dept. 20, 6804 Millwood Rd. 
Bethesda, Maryland 20034 
Telephone: 301-652-0156 

Make your own 

Quality Outdoor Gear 

Nylon Ripstops 

Goose Down 

Nylon Zippers 

Illustrated Step-
by-Step Instructions 

DEPT. 12 BOX 1378 
BOULDER, COLORADO 80302 

free catalog 
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Fluke Surface of Snow Climbin 
Stomped in Slot for Cables 

// 

Retrieval 
Cord  

0 0 

Cables 

5 

Face View 
of Fluke 

MORE TIME MAN MONEY? 

MOUNTAIN SAFETY RESEARCH, INC. 

The MSR Snow Fluke is a belaying anchor to be imbedded in snow, and is made from a plate of high-tensile aluminum, bent to a 
shallow angle for stability and strength. The bent plate has the function of one of the flukes on a ship's anchor, hence the name. 
Steel cables are attached to stabilize the angle of the fluke to the cable eye at 21°. A slot should be cut with the pick of the 
ice axe in the snow in the direction of pull to receive the cables. On heavy load, the fluke sails deeper into the snow, and absorbs 
energy as it goes. In typical, consolidated (but not re-frozen) snow, the 5" x 10" fluke sailed into the snow 20" and along 30", 
with a restraint of 1600 lbs. This equals the energy of a 200 lb. climber falling 20 ft. The fluke did not come out, and could have 
absorbed much more energy. Reference: Mountain Magazine (British) January 1969; Summit, March 1969; Clogwyn Climbing Gear, 
North Wales. 

Two sizes: Item 125" x 10", wt. 13 oz; Item 11, 4" x 7", wt. 6 oz. Cables test 3500 lbs. Each $7.95 plus 30C postage plus 36C 
tax in Washington state. 
Fiber Glass Reinforcement of Ice Axes. See July-August Summit, page 30. Item 59, kit (for installation by you to double the strength), 
$3.75 plus 30C postage plus 17C tax in Washington state. 
Our complete catalog has been delayed for inclusion of new items. Please send your name for addition to our mailing list. 

Please send for complete catalog 

Mountain Safety Research, Inc. 
631 South 96th Street • Seattle, Washington 98108 

MSR MSR 
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As famous as the Alps themselves! 

EDWARD() 
SKI TOURING BOOT 

Style No. 290 

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

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

Write for Free Brochure 

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

The perfectly balanced Superb in function and quality 

Cfni. 'Phimmoirami. 
25 oz. Rock Climber All Metal 

Piton IP I Ice Axe 

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. 

Drop forged chrome-
moly steel head 

I 111/4" shaft— 
for extra reach 

Thick-wall, heat treated 
chrome-moly tubing 

Shock absorbing 
rubber grip 

Other sizes and 
weights available 

Hammer . Head is forged chrome- 
moly steel, machined, 
tempered and 
sharpened 

Easily replaceable 
chrome-moly spike 

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

Curved adz with deep, 
thin chisel point pick 

Aluminum shaft coated 
with epoxy finish 

Tell your friends about 

SUMMIT 
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Letters 

Dear Editor: 
Bill Stall and I are collecting notes for a 

forthcoming guidebook to The Lover's Leap 
area. Anyone who has done any new routes 
on Lover's Leap since the guide in the 
1967 ASCENT is urged to write a descrip-

tion of their route. Please state the approx-
imate date climbed, your rating, and mem-

bers of the party, along with the descrip-
tion. Sugarloaf and Phantom Spires will 
probably be included in the guide. Write-
ups of any routes on them will be appreci-

ated also. Send them to: 

Gene Drake 

4008 Any Way, Apt. D 
No. Highlands, Ca. 95660 

Dear Editor: 

Concerning Alan B. Kamman's letter in 
the September issue of SUMMIT, I read in 
one of the 1968 issues of PHOTOGRAPHY 
that. . . rapidly rewinding film into the 
casset (reference to 35mm cameras) will 
sometimes create a static charge, causing 
spots of light on the negative from the 
spark. 

Thinking that this would be most preva-
lent in dry, cold climates, I was fairly con-
fident it wouldn't happen in Vietnam. Two 
weeks ago, I rewound a roll of Ektachrome 
X (ASA 64) back into the casset in my 
Pentax more rapidly than usual, and found 
that dark and light spots appeared on the 
slides. 

I used my camera at 20 below zero in New 

England last winter, on an exceptionally 

dry day, rewound slowly and found no ef-
fects of static electricity on the developed 
slides. 

These are two extremes, and my conclus-
ions are that if the inside of a camera is 
kept dry, it makes no difference what the 
temperature, atmosphere or climate is, as 
long as one is careful when rewinding. This 
is especially true with the newer foldout 
lever rewind found on the newer models. 

Charles E. Thomdike 
FPO San Francisco, Ca. 

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

535 N. LARCHMONT BLVD, 

LOS ANGELES, CALIF. 90004 



Share “SUMMIT" 

with your friends during the 

Holiday Season 

LITE TENTS 

DOWN BAGS 

FOAM MATS 

PACK SACKS 

Dear Editor: 
In reply to Alan Kamman's letter in the 

September SUMMIT, I have on several oc-
casions observed the electrostatic spotting 
of photographic negatives in the manner he 
describes. The effect has occurred in the 
Tetons in late August at altitudes of ten 
to fourteen thousand feet and in October on 
Ship Rock, at seven thousand feet in dry 
desert air. On 35mm Tri-X Pan, the spots 
are usually small (about lmm diameter on 
an 8x10 enlargement) and arranged in very 
straight lines with a spacing of a few mm 
between dots. Every 30mm to 50mm the 
spots may be much larger (4mm dia., very 
diffuse at the edges); this spacing tends to 
be less uniform. The pattern continues over 
a dozen or so frames (but is visible only 
against dark portions of the prints) and may 
become less prominent later in the day 
(temperature?). More significantly, a very 
similar pattern is observed on different 
days with different cannisters of film. Thus 
if the line pattern is a result of spark dis-
charges from a few fixed points (and the 
lines are indeed along the direction of film 

transport), the fixed points are on the cam-
era (a Zeiss Contaflex) and not on the 
velvet light shields of the cannisters. 
I have not seen the effect in several 

years. I read in a Kodak publication* that 
the triboelectric generation of the charge is 
worse when the film is advanced rapidly, 
and I have since made a habit of slow film 
advance. It is also possible that the points 
localizing the discharge have been re-
moved in cleaning the camera. 

The static charges could be generated Send SUMMIT, for one year, and Christmas card to: 
either by friction of the film over the velvet 
seals or by the separation of two layers of NAME  
film. In either case, the speed of the oper- 
ation is probably an important factor. Dis- STREET  
charge can occur either at the time of gen- 

eration (try shaking a wool blanket on a CITY STATE 7  I P 
dark night in dry air and watch the fire- 
works) or later when a sharp grounding 
point presents itself. The film can, of 

CHRISTMAS CARD FROM  
course, be blackened either directly by 
the discharge or indirectly by the light 
emitted. 

I suggest a clean camera and a slow film Enter my own subscription: El NEW C RENEWAL 
advance. 

NAME  

ST REET  

CITY STATE 7  I P  

rig Hunting Hiking Climbing H until 

; 
0=. Each Subscription  $6.00 
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c. 930 FORD ST. OGDENSBURG N.Y. 

x 225 STRATHCONA AV. OTTAWA CANADA '2 
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Ernie Anderson 

Los Alamos, N.M. 

*"Negative Making with Kodak Black-and-
White Sheet Films," Kodak Publication No. 
F-5, Eastman Kodak Co., Rochester, N.Y. 
14650 (price $1.00) on pages 34-35. 
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Mail to SUMMIT, P.O. Box 1889, Big Bear Lake, Calif. 92315 
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fivikekter 
KI SHOP 

OPEN 7 DAYS A WEEK 
9 to 9 

Tel. 603-745-2767 

A friendly, north country store. Authentic 
equipment for mountaineering and back 
packing. Largest selection of dehydrated 
foods in N.H. Distinctive, quality apparel. 
Sierra Designs • Alp Sport • Cmi • 
Chouinard and other out-
standing brand name mer-
chandise. We also cater 
to CAMPERS, FISHERMEN 
& HIKERS 

On Main St. (Center of Town) .1(111.11Vack, 
NORTH WOODSTOCK, New Hampshire 03262 Come in and browse 

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. GERRY 61 Box 5544, Denver, 
Colo. 80217. 

ULTRALIG HT GEAR 

Made in the Rockies by people who know the outdoors. 

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

CLIMB MT. McKINLEY! Applications are 
being accepted for upcoming spring and 
summer 1970 expeditions to Alaska's 
20,320-foot Peak. Write: Ray Genet, Alaska 
Mountain Guides, Box 48, Anchorage. 

CLIMBING SEMINARS: Saturdays and Sun-
days in San Fernando Valley, San Gabriel 
Valley, and Idyllwild! Complete daily clas-
ses in basic or advanced rock climbing. 
Taught by qualified leaders experienced in 
Sierra, Tetons, Yosemite, and Tahquitz 
climbing. All equipment except boots fur- 
nished. $15.00 per person per day. By 
reservation only. Write or phone: California 
Climbers, P.O. Box 927, Topanga, Cali-
fornia 90290. 213-346-8030. 

THE XMAS GIFT every , outdoorsman 
wants! Fine binoculars, from our 6-oz. 
"Knapsacker" to deluxe models for natura-
lists. Send 25¢ coin or stamps for hand-
book/catalog. HOUSE OF BINOCULARS, 
P.O. Box 22, Palo Alto, Calif. 94302. 

SALE: Sierra Designs 1967 Minaret Parka. 
Very good condition. $40. Griggs, Norwich, 
Vermont 05055. 

FOR SALE: Holubar Colorado Parka and 
hood. Blue rip-stop nylon. Size 38R, beaut-
ful condition. $40. Or offer. GOTTLIEB, 
1720 Monroe, Evanston, Illinois 60202. 

FOR SALE: Eddie Bauer 1-man Hilite 
tent with fly. Used twice. $60. C. Jackson, 
322 Thornridge Dr., Stamford, Conn. 06903. 

UNIQUE ILLUSTRATED Lecture: Clubs 
can hear and see the complete story of my 
State Summits Expedition. Inquire for de-
tails. Frank Ashley, 9957 West Regent 
Street, Los Angeles, California 90034. 
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For your keychain or for 

your lavaliere. 

In bronze $1.79 

In sterling silver $6.95 

In 14 carat gold $29.95 

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

Prices subject to change 

without notice. 

BILL DOLT 
Box 5579 

Santa Monica, Calif. 90405 

ROPES 
for 

MOUNTAINEERING 

ôIj 

First kernmantle climbing rope of PER LON 
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 

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

For 66-page EDELRID technical and descriptive booklet 

„A Guide to Mountaineering Ropes" send stamped self-addressed envelope to: 

EIGER moutain sports corp. 

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



But don't get us wrong: While the lasts they're 
built on are U.S.A. all the way, the professional 
mountaineers who helped to design them do 
have something of an Alpine accent. One speaks 
nothing but Swiss as a matter of fact. 

So, if your feet were made in the U.S.A.; but 
you've a touch of the Edmund Hillary in you, treat 
yourself to a pair of Voyageurs. Outer leathers 

rugged as the Grand Teton's north face. 

Inner leather lining soft as a snow crevasse. 
Both long-wearing as a visit from your 
mother-in-law. 

Try on a pair before your next climb and see 
if you don't say: God Bless America. 

6206—the Hiker— 
Also available in ladies' pattern — 6219 

leorpu M  it r. 

OreillOW 

MOtaitaitt Matt /4 690t 
A DIVISION OF RED WING SHOE COMPANY • 113 MAIN ST., DEPT. V, RED WING, MINNESOTA 55066 

MKTIMILE-2) 
Voyageurs — the American mountain man's 
boots — are handcrafted on American lasts to 
fit American feet. 


