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Photo by Keith Gunnar 

know your mountains 
Peaks of the Three Fingers group in the western 

Cascades. Pond is at Goat Flats, the normal camping 

spot when climbing in the area. 



As Time Passes 

A piton weathered with rust, 
Faithfully holds his position, 
After idly resting. 
Counting time as it slowly devours him. 
Who placed this key to success, 
Or life-saver for misjudgment.? 
Which was it? 

The summit, ah such sweet success. 
No prize bath such obstacles, 
Such dignified defeat. 
Yet who was first.? 
Who traversed that horrorful pitch? 
Who first led that impossible overhang? 
Who drank from the virgin victor's cup.? 
A small mountain, many followers. 
Yet one was first, 
One said, "This we will climb." 
But who? 

Time passes, ascents follow. 
Nature's weapons try to destroy God's fortress. 
It does not fall. 
One meek man challenged, 
And conquered this beast. 
But who.? 
A man unknown, 
But to himself and that rusty piton, 
And to the loser — the mountain. 
The man shall perish some day. 
The mountain shall stand its ground. 
Such sweet success. 
Ah, such dignified defeat. 

By Bruce Lztus 
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Mt. Tressider, 

13,315 feet, seen from 

the air, from the 

south. West ridge 

visible on left skyline. 

Mount Bona, 16,420 feet, seen from the air, from the south. 



rn the St. Elias Mountains 
By Joseph C. LaBelle 

Photos by Expedition Members 

Since I would be in the Alaska-Yukon area dur-
ing the summer of 1969 for the Mount Logan High 
Altitude Research Expedition of the Arctic Insti-
tute of North America, it seemed reasonable to 
plan a second expedition in the region which would 
start shortly after the termination of that program. 
I had no trouble interesting several climbers, some 
of whom would accompany me on Logan. After 
studying several possibilities we chose the Mount 
Bona region and selected a route from the east 
side, since several interesting unclimbed peaks lay 
there. 

The members of the party included several from 
the Mount Logan project: Tom Lyman, Jenny 
Cook, A. J. LaFleur, and me. Coming from the 
eastern part of the U. S. were Stu and Gail Ashley, 
Rick Wilcox, Fred Bragdon, Jeff Black, Howard 
and Sue Stidham, and Steve Rosenberg. 

On August 17 we met in Glennallen and readied 
our gear. After meeting our pilot, Jack Wilson, we  

drove to Chitina, the nearest town by road to our 
destination. At 5:30 a.m. on the 19th, our pilot 
and assistant Mike Stone arrived with two planes, 
a Cessna 185 and 180. Fred, Jeff, and I piled into 
the 185 with our gear and Jack flew us straight to 
Bona's east flank. There was a large cloud on the 
glacier and landing was impossible. Disappointed, 
we turned around and flew to McCarthy, the near-
est civilized area, and Jack and Mike shuttled the 
rest of the group in. We would try again on the 
morrow. 

In the meanwhile, we entertained ourselves by 
poking around McCarthy, an old, fascinating town 
with interesting people and no road to it. We hiked 
the six miles along a raspberry-covered trail to the 
old abandoned mining town of Kennecott. There 
we rummaged amongst the ruins and poked 
through the mine tailings for mineral samples, re-
turning to the McCarthy airstrip by evening. 

Next morning, the 20th, Mike returned in the 
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View to the west toward University Peak (left) and the south ridge of Mount Bona (right) from Klutlan Col. 

185 and began to shuttle us onto the Klutlan Gla-
cier. This time the weather held and we were 
settled in basecamp by early afternoon, Mike hav-
ing made five flights. We spent the day looking over 
the routes we had previously outlined on aerial 
photos. 

During the afternoon we were visited by the first 
of many small sparrows. What they were doing 
there is anyone's guess, but they all eventually 
froze to death in the snow. We tried to save one by 
putting him in a down bootie, feeding him, and 
keeping him in a tent with two people during the 
night, but he died anyway. 

We awoke next morning at 4:30 to a total white-
out with snow falling. Somewhat demoralized, we 
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packed up and started for Bona anyway, since we 
now had the route well in mind and could follow 
it even in poor visibility. The ascent to our high 
camp at 14,300 feet was mainly a problem of route 
finding through intersecting crevasse systems. This 
was considerably difficult because of the whiteout 
and continual snow falling, which never let up for 
three days. It was impossible to plan the route suf-
ficiently well ahead to avoid crevasse problems, 
which were invisible until the party found itself in 
the midst of them. On two occasions, climbers 
broke through snow-bridges into crevasses, but 
they were well-belayed and got themselves out 
quickly with no harm done. 

On Sunday, August 24, we left Camp 3 with light 
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The lower 

part 

of the Northeast 

Face route on 

Mount Tressider. 



"The Goblin," a 

corniced ice gendarme, on 

the upper part of the 

West Ridge of Mount 

Tressider. 

packs and headed upward, still in total whiteout. 
Our hopes were high that it would clear just long 
enough to see the route to the summit. Shortly the 
group reached the top of a minor summit, realizing 
that the time from camp had been too short for 
this to be either Bona or Churchill, the other major 
summit of the massif. Luckily, as we stood there, 
the weather broke slightly, and the two major sum-
mits could be seen briefly; our crest proved to be a 
knob between the two, just under 15,000 feet. 
Three ropes headed for the 16,420-foot summit of 
Bona as the weather closed in again. The ascent, 
though easy, was made blind, with only fleeting 
periods in which we could see no more than one 
hundred yards. During the afternoon all three 
ropes made the top; first A. J. and Rick, then Fred 
and Steve, finally Gail and me. Stu and Sue, who 
had started instead for Churchill from the knob, 
made the south summit of that peak, about 15,300 
feet. 

The next day we headed down the mountain. 
For the first time the weather cleared completely 
and exposed a beautiful panorama; Logan and St. 
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Elias to the south, Natazhat to the northeast, Lu-
cania, Bear and others to the east. The chance fin-
ally came to break out the cameras. 

Basecamp on the Klutlan was reached late in the 
afternoon and the next day was declared for rest. 
More unfortunate sparrows flitted about camp; we 
allowed them the freedom of our spare storage 
tent, where they slept at night, but all eventually 
perished despite our efforts. 

We slept late and then some of us snowshoed up 
the glacier to Klutlan Col, between Mount Bona 
and Mount Tressider, an unclimbed 13,315-foot 
peak to the east. The peak had been seen and 
named by the 1951 Mount Bona Expedition and 
lies on the ridge opposite the Twa-Harpey ridge 
from Bona. We looked over the route possibilities 
on the west ridge of Tressider and found that it 
looked feasible as well as interesting. We also found 
a possible route on the northeast face and decided 
to make a simultaneous ascent of the peak by these 
two routes, on the morrow. 

Accordingly, at an early hour on the 27th, we 
arose and had breakfast. A. J., Rick and I decided 
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LaBelle running from the onrushing avalanche cloud, which eventually overtook him. 

to go for the west ridge while the others would try 
the northeast face. Since it was quite a bit further 
to the base of the ridge, we three started out first 
and snowshoed up the glacier below the north face 
of Mount Tressider. When we were directly below 
it, several thousand tons of ice avalanched from 
the upper part of the face and fell 3,000 feet 
straight at us. A.J., who was first in line, ran 
straight out from the face, across the glacier. I ran 
back along our snowshoe track toward Rick, who 
was far enough back that he didn't need to run 
and, unable to help anyway, was snapping pictures 
of the event. I had nearly reached Rick when the 

8 

avalanche cloud overtook us. We had outrun the 
blocks but were still hit with a 40-mile-per-hour 
wind choked with ice crystals. 

We covered our faces and within a few minutes 
the cloud settled. Concerned for A.J.'s safety, we 
began hollering at him and were very relieved to 
hear him yell that he was okay. Brushing ourselves 
off, we headed up to A.J., who looked like a snow-
man. He had outrun the blocks, but had been over-
come by the cloud. Our tracks, made when we first 
heard the thundering fall, were covered with pul-
verized ice. 

Collecting ourselves, we again headed for Klut- 



Nearing the top 

of the difficult climbing 

on the West Ridge of 

Mount Tressider. 

lan Col. Looking back we saw the rest of the party 
coming up the glacier. They had seen the ava-
lanche from below and were coming to make sure 
we were okay. We shouted to them and they turned 
for the northeast face. 

I started leading up the difficult ice of the west 
ridge and, due to the relatively slow climbing that 
would be necessary on the technical terrain of the 
ridge, Rick, who was wearing only single-layer 
boots, decided against chancing frostbite in the 
arctic cold and returned to camp. A.J. and I con-
tinued up the ridge, which proved to have many 
pitches of difficult ice and snow, with ice between  

60 and 85 degrees and snow up to 75 degrees be-
fore the line eased off. The weather remained per-
fect throughout the day, with no clouds and only 
a slight breeze. We reached the summit at 8 p.m. 
with the sun already set on Tressider and beautiful 
alpenglow on the peaks in the distance. The north-
east face party had already reached the top and 
we descended by their route, completing a traverse 
of the peak. 

Since there was not sufficient time to climb an-
other peak, we played cards, read and told lies to 
one another until, on the morning of the 31st Mike 
arrived and flew us out to McCarthy. 
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Climbs in the 

 

 

CHILLIWACK RANGE 

 

By Craig Lingle 

 

Far away, in a remote northern sector of the 
North Cascades of Washington lies the Chilliwack 
Range. Jagged peaks pierce the sky; great glaciers 
and snowfields adorn the high country, and spark-
ling streams cascade from glacial cirques to jungled 
valleys far below. This enchanted land is seldom 
visited by mountain men, as all approach routes 
are jealously guarded by great forests and tangles 
of slide alder. 

Craig McKibben and I set out to visit the fabled 
Chilliwack country in early August. From Seattle 
we drove to Hope, B. C., where we purchased a 
large watermelon (in anticipation of an orgy of 
feasting upon completion of the adventure) . With 
this essential, we continued to the north end of 
Ross Lake. 

At the boat landing, we unloaded the canoe 
which we had slyly brought with us, packed our 
watermelon and paddled off to the mouth of Little 
Beaver Creek. On arriving we wrung out our cloth-
ing and poured the water from our boots (a brac-
ing breeze had raised a bracing chop on the lake), 
then cached our canoe in the woods. 

Five miles of hiking along Little Beaver Creek 
brought us to the Perry Creek shelter where we en-
joyed a luxurious night on the plank bunks kindly 
provided by the forest service. In the morning we 
struck off for the Perry Creek basin via the "Perry 
Creek Trail," a euphemism for a cross-country 
route which apparently was blazed over once light-
ly by a passing prospector about forty years ago 
and not maintained since. 

We arrived at the basin beneath SE Twin Spire 
and Mt. Spickard in time to wait out two days 
of dense clouds and drizzling rain. Finally, in des-
peration, after running out of reading material, we 

groped off through the murk in the suspected direc-
tion of Mt. Spickard. 

What-ho! Luck was with us. As we traversed 
beneath the north ridge of NW Twin Spire, the 
clouds parted and the North Cascades were un-
masked! After admiring an impressive view of 
Twin Spires, we continued to the summit of Mt. 
Spickard via snow and scree slopes. On top, we 
wondered alternately whether we would be favored 
with sunshine or blasted from the mountain by the 
ominous shifty-eyed clouds which were every-
where elbowing each other and jockeying for posi-
tion. Rather than wait overlong for the outcome, 
we descended to Perry Creek. 

Dense clouds once again obscured everything 
the following morning. We noted, however, that 
the preceding three days had brought only periodic 
drizzle: no real rainstorms. In a burst of optimism 
we packed three days of food, plus bivouac gear in 
our rucksacks, and groped off toward SE Twin 
Spire. We ascended a scree slope, then some un-
pleasant hardpan with loose rock resting on it, and 
sneaked beneath an ice cliff — which spitefully 
dropped a load of ice blocks after we had passed. 
Meanwhile, the weather did its thing and the 
mountain above appeared and disappeared, as 
holes in the clouds came and went. 

A long snow slope and a very rotten gully finally 
brought us to a sharp notch where the Ridge of 
Gendarmes meets the spire. It consisted of deli-
cately balanced loose rock, and dropped precipi-
tously into a couloir on the opposite side. Clearly, 
this was not a healthy place to be. 

We backed carefully down the gully, rounded a 
steep rib and reascended to a cannon hole. Each 
hold required testing — most pulled out like 

 

 

11 



....Climbs in the Chilliwacks 
drawers. Pitons could not be solidly placed, and 
firm projections for runners did not exist — all 
ledges were piled high with loose rock. It seemed 
that one had only to locate and pull out the key-
stone, and the entire mountain would collapse into 
a heap of smoking rubble. What, we wondered, was 
holding this precipitous pile of junk together? 

After deciding that SE Twin Spire was not so de-
sirable after all, we descended forty feet and tra-
versed on ledges beneath the crest of the Ridge of 
Gendarmes. Scrambling over and descending to 
Twin Spires Col, we then glissaded into the Re-
doubt Creek basin. A campsite was found in the 
center of the basin, just above a waterfall and 
beside a clump of stunted trees. With a fire to ward 
off the chill, we bivouacked in relative comfort. 

Morning brought the usual dense murk. After 
gorging ourselves on a cup apiece of cold Familia, 
we ascended to the edge of Redoubt Glacier. Here, 
at about 7,000 feet, we broke out of the fog. The 
view was breathtaking: a wilderness of mountains 
extended to the southern horizon, all floating on a 
white sea of clouds. After absorbing the scene we 
ascended to the base of Mt. Redoubt's east glacier 
headwall, then enjoyed the climb to the summit. 
We observed the view and signed the register (ours 
was the thirteenth recorded ascent), then de-
scended via the south couloir into the Bear Lake 
basin. 

A heather patch above Bear Lake yielded suffi-
cient wood for us to cook our dinner and again we 
bivouacked in relative comfort, after admiring an 
impressive view of the north face of Bear Moun-
tain. (The face rises 2,800 feet above the scree 
slope at its base. The upper 2,000 feet forms an 
overhang.) 

The following morning dawned absolutely 
clear. We leaped to our feet in eager anticipation of 
breakfast — one never oversleeps when bivouack-
ing. Following this we ascended the Bear Lake 
basin to the southern margin of Redoubt Glacier, 
then traversed the glacier to the north ridge of 
NW Twin Spire. 
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One pitch of class 4, followed by some class 3 
scrambling, took us to the ridge crest. The narrow 
crest was then followed to a gendarme, which 
blocked the route just below the summit. We roped 
up, descended slightly, then traversed around the 
right side of the gendarme and ascended to the 
notch between the gendarme and the summit, 
class 5.0. A short, east pitch led from here to the 
top. Inspection of the register revealed that ours 
was the fourth recorded ascent. 

We descended the ridge to the point where we 
had initially ascended from Redoubt Glacier, and 
contemplated the problem of returning to Perry 
Creek. From our position on the crest of Twin 
Spire's north ridge, we noted a cliff bulging out of 
sight beneath us in an 800-foot drop to Twin Spires 
glacier. If rappel points could be found, we could 
descend this cliff directly to the Perry Creek basin. 

The route looked as though it might go, so we 
began angling down and to the right on ledges. 
The ledges soon petered out and we continued de-
scending cautiously for about 300 feet. The route 
was exposed, but we climbed unroped, as the rock 
offered no good belay points or piton cracks for 
protection. 

Finally it was no longer feasible to continue our 
climbing descent. We located a rock horn for an 
anchor, and began roping down. A sequence of four 
75-foot rappels, combined with more down-climb-
ing, placed us on Twin Spires Glacier. 

We descended the glacier and some polished 
slabs, then a long scree slope. After fighting brush 
for an hour, we finally arrived at our tents as the 
sun set. 

The following day we packed up camp, hiked 
and bushwhacked down the Perry Creek valley to 
the Perry Creek shelter, then hiked down Little 
Beaver Creek to Ross Lake. Here, at last, was the 
long-anticipated moment. The watermelon was re-
trieved from beneath the canoe where it had lain 
concealed for the past nine days. We cut it cere-
moniously, and feasted 'til we could hold no more. 



"You Climb, 

Me Prusik" 

By Dan Burgette 

 

Castle Rock in Utah. 

The Purdue Outing Club headed west out of In-
diana once again. It was spring break, and we raced 
across Kansas in a blizzard. Our destination was 
Castle Valley, Utah. Four of us had in mind climb-
ing Castle Rock (a 450-foot sandstone tower made 
famous by a Chevy commercial) and then driving 
down to New Mexico to climb Shiprock. 

We unrolled our sleeping bags on a piece of BLM 
desert beneath Castle Rock shining in the moon-
light. After sleeping late to recover from the race 
to Utah, gear was sorted and the rock was as-
saulted. The thousand feet of scree and cliff bands 
were topped by noon. 

We had been told that there was only one feas-
ible route on the Rock, the one Layton Kor climbed 
in 1962. After much hassle, siege tactics, and look-
ing at the route, I was sitting on a small ledge only  

fifty feet up the first pitch. It was getting late, so 
we decided to leave the rope at our high point and 
come back tomorrow. Well, tomorrow it snowed. 
And the next tomorrow it snowed even more. The 
group decided to head south. Al Erickson and I 
climbed back through the snow and retrieved the 
rope. Then we drove down to Shiprock. Shiprock 
was covered with snow and icicles so we decided we 
were better off before. That put us back in Castle 
Valley. 

The weather improved so Al, Steve Balsiger, and 
I headed up the scree bright and early — 10 A.M. 
We still thought we were doing Kor's route and we 
had been told that it had a 5.8 chimney in it. Also, 
we had heard that the tower was only 300 feet high. 
We could see the chimney so Al said he would lead 
the first pitch if I would lead the chimney. Al took 
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off with much enthusiasm. Once past the shoulder 
stand, his enthusiasm for leading weakened. By the 
time he reached the ledge at the 50-foot point, he 
had lost all of it. The rapid change of leadership 
was in the best tradition of firedrills. After Al 
came down, it was my turn. Above the ledge the 
route soared up the slightly overhanging dihedral. 
The crux seemed to be a bulge toward the end of 
the pitch. After much strenuous jamming and lay-
backing, I was standing on a loose 4 inch by 6 inch 
block beneath the bulge. Working my way over the 
5.8 bulge I only had one hold — a loose block 
jammed into the crack above the bulge. I had to 
down climb once to rest, but on the second try, I 
passed this obstacle. I was at the start of the chim-
ney and 140 feet above the start so I set up a belay 
position. 

At this point, Al (a converted caver) tried to 
talk me out of the climb by saying it was getting 
too late. Then he said it looked too hard, finally he 
said, "You climb, me prusik." So, in order to con-
serve time, Al jumared up to me. Above us was a 
smooth-walled dihedral. The left wall had bulges 
on it and in the corner was a large crack that nar-
rowed as it went up. Thirty feet up was a small 
sloping niche. In the niche, was a seemingly good 
piton crack. Since I was fairly close to a solid belay, 
I looped a sling around a small nubbin of traver-
tine for psychological protection and worked my 
way up towards the niche. It was desperate climb-
ing, but I kept thinking of getting some protection 
in that crack. When I got to the niche, I found that 
my crack was under a large loose block that was 
ready to fall on my belayer and I couldn't place a 
piton. Since I was very tired, and I can't down 
climb 5.8, I jammed my feet on one side of the 
niche with my back against the right wall of the 
dihedral to rest. Al looked up and said, "What are 
you doing? You have your feet higher than your 
head!" He was somewhat disturbed. After I had 
rested, I used hand jams to right my position. 

The climbing eased and I was in the chimney. 
It was a moderate chimney with a few difficult 
chockstones. As I was passing one of the last 
chockstones, the nuts I was using for protection 
started coming out. So there I was at one of the 
minor cruxes, fifty feet above my last protection. 

Al on 

North Chimney 

route. 
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In this part of the chimney, there is quite a bit of 
loose rock above each chockstone, which tends to 
unnerve the besieged belayer, and the protection 
is rather sparse. I passed that chockstone, and 
placed a bombproof nut that is still there. We 
should have been at the top of the 300-foot tower, 
but it just kept going. Al prusiked while I shivered 
in the breeze coming from the south side of the 
rock through the back of the chimney. By now we 
decided we weren't on Kor's route, because we 
had not seen any piton scars. The next pitch took 
me out of the chimney over some loose rock that 
covered a ledge and bounced around Al directly 
below. This pitch ended in the notch between the 
main tower and the secondary tower the chimney 
is forming. From this point, I traversed the face 
and met Kor's route, thirty feet below the summit 
platform. Al prusiked the entire route. When he 
came to the place where I traversed, he took all 
the slack out of the rope he could, then jumped  

into 400 feet of space. Well, that's one way of mak. 
ing a traverse, but I call him "crazy." 

We signed into the Sierra Club summit register, 
buried a hat that served me well, and sang "Harri-
gan" during a beautiful sunset. Our timing was 
superb. We started out in the middle of a beautiful 
warm morning, climbed the north side during the 
warmest part of the day, and reached the summit 
at the most scenic time of the whole day. We made 
the fifth ascent of Castle Rock, and by a new 
route. Then we made the fifth descent, and in the 
dark. It was a beautiful starlit night so we found 
all of the rappel anchors on Kor's route. We hiked 
down the thousand feet of scree and cliff bands in 
the dark. Steve had gone down earlier, when it was 
still light. We had to rappel over one cliff, but we 
worked our way through the rest of them without 
too much trouble. Camp and a late supper was 
reached at 11 P.M. The next day, and many miles 
later, we were back again in flatland Indiana. 

Castle Rock. 
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Saint Mary Peak (9,362') is one of many rugged 

mountains in the Bitterroot Range towering more 
than a mile above western Montana's fertile Bitter-
root Valley. Each of these isolated alpine peaks 
possesses a unique flora, physical character, and a 
very special ecosystem. 

Other Bitterroot summits are doubtless compar-
able to Saint Mary Peak; but only on the latter 
have I been more than a casual visitor, having 
hiked up its lofty slopes 42 times throughout the 
calendar year while carrying out biological studies. 
I write with some trepidation, hoping that this is 
not publicity which will bring more human impact 
to bear on the tundra plants, the wildlife commu-
nity, and the fragile wilderness setting. (The sum-
mit is on the boundary of the million-acre Selway-
Bitterroot Wilderness.) But perhaps literature 
that promotes the understanding of unique trea-
sures like alpine peaks will help foster appreciation 
and promote protection of this splendid and "un-
improvable" natural environment. 

The first heralding of spring I ever saw atop the 
mountain came on a balmy day in mid-April, 1969. 
The sun blazed through transparent, rarified air 
projecting a dazzling, jagged snowscape as far as 
you could see across the Bitterroots and other 
mountain ranges of western Montana and adjacent 
Idaho. Shade temperature reached 38°F. that aft-
ernoon; but there was little shade on the summit, 
and in sunlight the weather seemed balmy and 
fresh. It had been a cold winter. For a stretch of 
127 consecutive days continuously-recording ther- 

16 

mometers at the summit had not risen above the 
freezing mark. Then April arrived and was unus-
ually warm. The first plant to begin noticeable ac-
tivity is one of many little cushion-like perennials 
that utilize the warmest layers of soil and air at the 
very surface of the ground on windswept sites 
where snow does not accumulate. 

That April 16th on a steep south exposure at 
8,900 feet we found two showy pink flowers of 
Douglasia montana and a number of red buds 
ready to burst into bloom on this dwarf primrose. 
Emerging atop the mountain that day, we startled 
a yearling mountain goat who had apparently been 
doing some spring wandering. Seeing intruders of 
the two-legged species that hunts his kind for 
trophies in fall, he turned and literally galloped 
down over the peak's west face into Larch Canyon, 
using a route that human mountaineers would have 
traveled gingerly. 

On May 10th during that warm spring, the aft-
ernoon temperature on the summit soared to 51°F. 
and five cushion plants were blooming: Douglasia 
was a profusion of pink; Lomatium triternatum, a 
yellow dwarf parsley; Synthyris pinnatifiela, with 
short stalks covered by deep-blue flowers; Smelow-
skia calycina, a white mustard; and Draba sp., a 
dwarf yellow mustard. By the end of the month 
the snowline had receded up the mountain slopes 
to above 7,000 feet. Two black bears were roving 
about near the hiking trail, leaving fresh footprints 
where they stopped in the snow for a drink at a 
waterhole spring. 



sfrAt 8i Y! (Life and Moods of an Alpine Summit) 

By Stephen F. Arno 

Photos by the Author 

Rosy finches and water pipits had returned to 
the alpine peak for summer and were darting about 
the snowfields gobbling up mosquitoes, ladybugs, 
and other insects. The snow itself had settled and 
compacted beneath the sun's powerful radiation 
so that it now supported a man without snowshoes 
and was splendid for "glissading" on the seat of 
one's pants down the steeper slopes. Faint pink 
splotches had appeared on the snow surface; this 
is the snow algae Chlamydomonas nivalis which is 
reputed to smell and taste like watermelon but also 
to have a laxative effect on some people. 

Brilliant mountain bluebirds had returned to 
their spring and summer home, and they soon 
would be nesting in hollows high in the trunks of 
timberline trees. Alpine larch (Larix lyallii) — a 
tall, graceful deciduous conifer that grows in park-
like stands at timberline — already had new leaves 
half an inch long and new cones, although snow 
remained four feet deep around their boles. In re-
sponse to the mild spring weather, the alpine plants 
had begun to flower three weeks earlier than 
normal. 

Whitebark pine (Pinus albicaulis), alpine larch, 
subalpine fir (Abies lasiocarpa), and Engelmann 
spruce (Picea engelmannii) reach their tree limits 
several hundred feet below the summit; but all 
four species, and especially pine, form foot-high 
shrubby mats on the upper slopes. This "alpine 
scrub" exists only in the lee of rocks or on other 
sites where snowdrifts form in autumn protecting 
the branches from dry or ice-blasting winter winds.  

No snow accumulates on smooth, windswept ridge-
tops, and not even the conifer scrub can exist here. 
Only tundra cushion plants, miniature bunch-
grasses and sedges colonize these seemingly barren 
"fellfields." 

The alpine scrub begins to be resurrected from 
its snowy tombs at the first sign of springlike 
weather; but evergreen heaths grow only where 
drifts protect them until late in May or after-
wards. White-bell mountain heath (Cassiope mer-
tensiana) usually inhabits sites where the summit 
snowdrifts remain longest, while red and yellow 
heaths (Phyllodoce empetriformis & P. granduli-
flora) may melt out from their winter shelter some-
what earlier. 

The alpine flower garden begins to reach its cli-
max with the summer solstice, when sun shines on 
the summit for a 16-hour stretch on clear days. 
Cushions of beautiful blue and white alpine forget-
me-not (Eritrichium nanum) seem to cover the 
mountain by this time. During the first month of 
summer the entire complex of a few dozen flower-
ing plants becomes obvious to even the most cas-
ual observer; whereas, for nine or ten months of 
the year only a botanist would notice that any 
plants even exist on the rocky fellfields. Many of 
the tundra species growing here occupy the tree-
less heights of western North America from Colo-
rado and California to Alaska. Several of these 
very plants are also constituents of the Arctic tun-
dra in Siberia, Alaska, Greenland, and elsewhere 
along the northern rim of the globe. 

to page 20, please 17 
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A small band of 

mountain goats roams the cliffs 

and crags in this area of the 

Bitterroots; shown here 

is a billy. 

Larch Canyon is 

a cool and moist hanging 

basin on the west side 

of St. Mary Peak. 

Two feet of new snow had 

fallen here by mid- 

September, 1968. 
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The alpine and Arctic limits of trees through-
out the Northern Hemisphere have been found to 
occur wherever the warmest month of the year, us-
ually July, has a long-term average temperature 
of about 50°F. Where the average July tempera-
ture exceeds 50° (and moisture, etc. is adequate) 
trees will develop, except on high mountains where 
severe wind-exposure or late-lying snow may pre-
vent it. Erect trees (10+ feet tall) only reach the 
mountain's 8,800-foot level. 

Spring comes much earlier on the windy summit 
than in the nearby 8,000-foot snowy bowls or cir-
ques. In these small basins the snowpack reaches 
its maximum depth of nearly 10 feet usually dur-
ing April. The first flowers do not normally appear 
here until the latter part of June; they are bright-
yellow glacier lilies (Erythronium grandiflorum) 
which are found at the margin of retreating snow. 

June is often cool and frequently is the rainiest 
month in western Montana. The average monthly 
temperature in June atop Saint Mary Peak is only 
about 38° and fresh snowfalls frequently cover the 
blooming flowers. Consequently, it is mid-July be-
fore the snowpack has disappeared within alpine 
larch stands. 

By then, ladybug beetles are likely to be mass-
ing and mating on the summit; they hibernate all 
winter atop some of the high peaks, but apparent-
ly not on Saint Mary Peak. Mule deer will be roam-
ing up into the timberline meadows where biting 
black flies are apt to keep them on the move. A 
small, wary herd of mountain goats spends part of 
midsummer grazing in Larch Canyon, the moist 
and cool hanging basin on the west side of the 
mountain. Snowpatches persist here through most 
summers, and sphagnum moss on rocky ledges 
forms mats up to two feet thick. Mountain heath, 
particularly Cassiope, forms luxuriant carpets in 
Larch Canyon, but where snow lingers into August, 
only a few plants such as the little white flowered 
succulent Saxifraga tolmiei can complete their life-
cycles before September's hard frosts arrive. Hot 
and tired human hikers may take advantage of 
summer snow by mixing it with powdered Jello and 
a little water in a cup to make a refreshing snow 
cone. 

The little rock-rabbits called pikas have gath- 
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ered up many hay piles to cure in the summer sun. 
The few hoary marmots and more-numerous 
ground squirrels are busy re-fattening themselves. 
Although afternoon temperatures may reach the 
70° mark, all is not gay and balmy at this season. 
On clear mornings whisps of cloud often form out 
of nowhere almost within an arm's reach of the 
summit. Warm air rising upslope out of the Bitter-
root Valley expands under the decreased pressure 
at this high altitude. In expanding, it cools and its 
excess water vapor condenses into cloud. By noon 
the mountain tops are often obscured by billowing 
white clouds. By afternoon black thunderheads 
may have formed; then a thunder, lightning, hail, 
and wind-blasting extravaganza unfolds. 

One July evening a summit anemometer mea-
sured 60 m.p.h. average winds for an hour. A hand 
instrument measured 90 m.p.h. gusts. 

As summer progresses, portly blue grouse hens 
lead their broods of growing chicks along the alpine 
slopes where they stop to gobble up seeds and fruits 
of the cushion plants. Mountain bluebirds and 
other summer residents have raised their broods 
and departed by the time the stands of dwarf 
huckleberry (Vaccinium scoparium) and woodrush 
(Luzula glabrata) take on a crimson hue. The first 
series of Pacific storm systems is apt to arrive by 
mid-September, at first socking in the mountains 
with fog and mist. Then the mercury slides ten de-
grees below freezing and powdery snow envelopes 
the high-country — the new white stuff accumu-
lated to an average depth of two feet in mid-Sep-
tember 1965 and 1968. 

Alpine larch turn lemon-yellow and then golden 
color in late September. By then the sun may have 
reappeared, but the days are shorter and it arcs 
lower across the sky. Cones of all the conifers are 
ripe and the animal community is busy harvesting. 
Large, noisy, and colorful (black, white, and gray) 
jays called Clark's nutcrackers visit each of the 
large, spreading whitebark pines and pound apart 
the cones to get at the rich nuts — half as heavy as 
pinyon nuts. Red squirrels seem hyperactive, too, 
husking cones, shelling and eating seeds, and bury-
ing cones whole. Black bears rake in huckleberries 
and search and sniff out other goodies such as 
squirrel cone-caches. 

to page 22, please 



Ladybug beetles mass and mate on St. Mary Peak and ther alpine summits in summer. 

Douglasia montana (a rock primrose) is the first of the alpine cushion plants to bloom on high summits in the 
Bitterroots. 
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Nannies and kids on a snowfield in July; note that the former are shedding their long winter fur. 

Indian Summer is without mosquitoes or flies, 
and the sunny air is a refreshing 500  or so in the 
afternoon, with frost at night. While native animals 
use this time to prepare for the six-month winter, 
human animals begin their busy preparation for 
the fall elk, deer, goat, and grouse hunts. Many of 
the native animals seem to sense danger in the air 
and retreat into the deep recesses of the Selway-
Bitterroot Wilderness. This "vanishing-wildlife" 
syndrome is perhaps best exemplified by the situa-
tion I encountered on a remote peak in central 
Idaho. Dozens of bighorn sheep—including prime, 
full-curl rams — spent summer grazing near and 
bedding down on the hiker's trail, where they were 
visited by human hunters — who no doubt re-
veled in visions of trophies. Then, suddenly, a 
week before "opening day" the bighorns got 
"scary" and took off into rugged trailless terrain. 
They were not seen again that year. 

Usually before the end of October the long-anti-
cipated winter-cold descends upon the high-coun-
try and the snowpack begins its more-or-less 
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steady accumulation. November's average temper-
ature atop the mountain is only 19° and just a few 
afternoons warm to above freezing. Ice on the 
cirque lakes is solid enough to walk upon, and the 
alpine ground is frozen a foot deep; but snowpack 
in the timberline and forest zones keeps the soil in-
sulated from frost. 

Some of the blue grouse take up roosting in 
dense crowns of whitebark pine. Hidden and quiet 
as their technical name Dendragapus obscurus sug-
gests, they spend much of fall and winter here — 
safe from human hunters, goshawks, and bliz-
zards — eating conifer needles and buds. Pikas are 
still active in winter, but spend their time living off 
their hay piles in the interstices of the boulder piles 
covered by deep snow. Mountain goats have grown 
a long, silky-white, winter coat and chinwhiskers. 
These sturdy, sedate mountaineers work their way 
down to winter in the mid-elevations among grassy 
ledges in the massive granite walls that line the 
Bitterroot canyons. 

In mid-winter only a few creatures remain ac- 



Winter sunset from St. Mary Peak's summit (March 19, 1968). 

tive. Tiny, vivacious mountain chickadees flock 
and flutter from one tree to the next eating buds, 
seeds, or stray insects, and accomplishing the re-
markable feat of maintaining a 105°F. body tem-
perature beneath their puff of feathers. White 
snowshoe hares hop noiselessly along over the 
powdery snowscape, munching on the sap layer of 
young pines. Red squirrels sleep curled up in un-
derground borrows, but awaken sporadically and 
tunnel out through the snow to obtain winter 
snacks. Gray jays eat conifer buds. Lone ravens 
soar overhead above the very summit, and solitary 
coyotes and bobcats make an occasional winter 
patrol along the high ridge where snow is crusted 
and hard. 

Average afternoon temperatures remain below 
freezing from mid-October until May on the sum-
mit, and raging blizzards swallow up the heights, 
while the nearby Bitterroot Valley a vertical mile 
down may be experiencing only light breeze and 
moderate winter conditions. One might think, 
therefore, that extreme wintertime lows on the  

mountain would be much more frigid than in near-
by lowlands. This is not the case. Winter extremes 
of —20 or even —30°F. occur in the valleys when 
frigid Arctic air becomes stagnant over the region. 
The coldest air settles into the valleys under these 
extreme conditions and minimum temperatures 
atop Saint Mary Peak are approximately equalled 
by readings in the valley bottom. (Lower moun-
tain slopes are warmer than the valley.) 

Long after spring has begun to visit the Bitter-
root Valley between fits of blustery March weather, 
snow continues to pile up and blizzards still roar 
across the mountaintop. Wildflowers have begun 
blooming in the broad, green valley laid out in 
three-dimensions far below. 

At last, sporadically, the snowpack peaks out at 
nine or ten feet depth among the timberline trees. 
A few sunny days warm the summit fellfields to 
above freezing. Water pipits return from the south 
to flit about the alpine peak, and Douglasia buds 
begin to swell. The cycles of spring have once again 
resurrected life on the mountain. 
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First pitch 

on the University Wall of the 

Squamish Chief. 

"Operation Wall Flower, Portable Support Par-
ty, Portable Freak." I had just finished cleaning 
the second pitch, hauled up the bags and was rest-
ing comfortably in a belay seat on a flake ten feet 
above the first and possibly last A3 pin. The second 
day was going to yield good weather and it was 
time for radio communication with the ground 
crew. Hopefully they had peeled loose their down 
skins in time to emerge from the dripping Baldwin 
Caves for eight o'clock contact. 

The ever present winter mist was parting and 
some 650 feet below I thought I could see several 
moving red objects. The little one watt provided 
good transmission ". . . yes, Portable Support, I'm 
on my way and look forward to next contact. . . 
Portable Freak, out." 

Solo climbing had prodded my mind. Robbins' 
John Muir feat had overwhelmed my motivation 
center. I ranked it as the year's greatest climbing 
accomplishment. Well, the Squamish Chief wasn't 
quite the equivalent but ahead of me were five 
more pitches of nailing, a wet wall, a bivouac, short 
eight-hour days, mid-November weather and the 
Dance Platform at 1250 feet. 

Two nights before, Joan and I had left Seattle 
on U. S. 5 in dense fog and intermittent drizzle. I 
had thought perhaps the weather would continue 
bad and force us back to Leavenworth, the womb 
of Washington climbing. 

Menacing clouds and a northwest wind accom-
panied dawn of the first day and gave us an excuse 
for adjournment to the Tyrolean Inn for break-
fast and contemplation. The thundering rain out-
side and thoughts of soaked suspended bodies were 

THE 
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beginning to produce visions of a weekend of cof-
fee and climbing stories when suddenly the wea-
ther changed. Word of the previous night's sacri-
fices and Bacchanalian toasts must have reached 
the gods, for a spectrum of grey to yellow to blue 
produced sunshine over Howe Sound and its guar-
dian, the Chief. 

Minutes later, loaded with equipment, we 
headed for the now glistening rock face, up the 
Baldwin-Cooper Trail, up and across the huge 
flake to the beginning of the University Wall. En-
couragement and want of good companionship had 
goaded my friend, Joan, up the somewhat exposed 
flake. She quickly took to the nearest tree with 
slings and 'biners and disappeared inside a sleep-
ing bag and parka in a good observation spot. I 
stepped gingerly off the flake, across the waterfall 
and onto the face. 

A little arachnoid fir offered good protection 
from the 350-foot apron below. I had been im-
pressed with Robbins' concern for safety and re-
checked my svami belt, hero loops and slings be-
fore proceeding. It was 11:00 a.m. Saturday. The 
first pitch was a bit awkward and overhanging. The 
pins were solid and two hours later I had rappelled, 
cleaned the route, and left the first fixed rope. De-
lusions of grandeur had me thinking that I would 
finish the route by the next afternoon. 

The overhanging qualities of the second pitch 
prevented top stirrup nailing and required a waist 
tie to provide two free hands. Darkness was ap-
proaching by 4:00 p.m. and I decided the better 
part of valor was to descend for the evening. I was 
using three ropes: two 11mm and an old 9mm for  

hauling. The first had been left on the previous 
lead and I wasn't going to have time to clean the 
second. The A3 pin had to be negotiated before 
reaching a good rappel flake. The crack disap-
peared at this portion of the lead and a move from 
a tied-off short thick horizontal to an expanding 
flake on the left was in order. I slowly leaned away 
from the crack behind the flake. It barely sup-
ported the weight of the aid sling, but allowed the 
placement of a baby angle which held a little more. 
Finally, a rapidly placed medium small horizontal 
provided a confident step. Before the previous two 
pins could fall out, they were removed with the 
finger tips and a knife blade was inserted into the 
reappearing crack system. Three well placed pins 
marked the end of the second lead. 

The fun wasn't over, however, for my 9mm haul 
rope and now rappel rope was secured only to a fifi 
hook at the start of the lead. The wall's overhang-
ing nature would place me fifteen feet off the face 
if the line gave loose on the rappel. The next thing 
I knew the bag popped loose and suddenly I was 
being swung out away from the wall. Fortunately, 
another thirty feet of length provided me with a 
pendulum from a jutting rock to the fixed rope. A 
quickly placed set of ascenders afforded a slow ju-
mar descent to the bottom where we collected up 
the equipment and took off down the trail for a big 
dinner at the Tyrolean. 

It was frosted and clearing as I headed out at 
4:30 a.m. Sunday, the second day. I cleaned the 
second pitch and by 8:00 o'clock, radio contact 
had been made and my decision to finish was irre- 

INIVERSITY WALL AND! 
By Daniel A. Reid, M.D. 
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versible. Hauling was easy when the bags didn't 
touch the wall. 

The next lead started up a five-eighths-inch 
crack to a clothesline left on a fixed pin. I consid-
ered my wash dry and decided not to use it for the 
daily laundry. A moderate sized roof was easily 
negotiated to the left and a stacked pair of two-
inch angles put me around the corner and twelve 
feet from a large tree which marked the end of 
lead three. Scars on its trunk were indications of 
hammocks and previous bivouacs. 

Jim Sinclair had joined the group below. His 
voice bellowed over the radio, "Yeh, Dan Boy, I 
think my car broke down and I'll just have to bag 
work and stay around for the fun." He would con-
tribute encouragement, weather reports and an un-
expected summit beverage. Suspended in the tree 
in primate fashion, I stuck out my tongue for the 
benefit of the binoculared below. 

Several free moves up and out of a chimney, a 
nail around a bulge and a great three-quarter-inch 
sickle flake curved to the left. Rumor had me 
primed for an easy lead but the initial top stirrup 
moves created a short lived cockiness. Fifty feet 
from the tree, a jolt on the free end of my climbing 
rope initiated a profant outburst. I cursed the 
jammed rope and the knot I had carefully placed 
in the end and hastily placed three pins for a quick 
rappel and rectification of the mess at the bottom. 
I thought that I had eliminated this hazard of solo 
climbing by meticulous attention to trailing ropes. 
Unfortunately, the problem would produce exas-
perations on several subsequent occasions. 

Daylight was fading. I banged out the pins on 
the foreshortened lead, hooked up the self belay, 
checked and rechecked the ropes. The haul bags 
seemed heavier which I attributed to the extra 
weight from fixed pins collected along the way. 

The fifth lead was a long one. The wall, wet and 
slim, contained a good crack and held a three-quar-
ter, a small medium, one of Ed Leepers. As the 
white-eyed creatures of the road streaked the high-
way below, thoughts of Alice's Restaurant and 
Easy Rider crept into my mind like a fixated tune 
recurring over and over. I imagined a beautiful day 
of skiing at Mt. Whistle and a "traditional bottle 
of champagne" and wondered if they sold the stuff 
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in Canada on Sunday. Darkness forced me to con-
tinue by the Braille method, a sort of blind man's 
bluff nine hundred feet in the air, feeling the cracks 
and thinking. . . "Nothing can fit in there, . . . ah 
yes, would you believe a knife blade . . . beautiful!" 
My light was seventy feet below in a no longer 
visible haul sack and I wasn't in the mood for an-
other rappel. Around the edge of the flake, up a 
modest irregular crack system with a tied off "tea 
set" constructed from two of the remaining angles 
and three well-placed bolts, I grasped the remain-
ing five feet of climbing rope on the "bivy" ledge. 
Two hours later, after three rappels and ascents 
on a wet haul line, I was resting comfortably inside 
three pounds of down and a Squamish A-Frame 
with a wall and floor of granite and a wall of plas-
tic. My ground contact reported good weather and 
a promise of a six pack on the descent. 

By daybreak the third day, the sickle had been 
cleaned and haul sacks packed. Two final pitches 
lay ahead. The sixth lead went quickly up on a 
bolt, a cliff hanger move, two knife blades under a 
flake, another, up and over a small roof, and an 
easy traverse to an adequate ledge. A bolt held the 
fifty-foot rappel and pendulum back to the bivouac 
ledge. A resounding ping interrupted cleaning the 
aid traverse as a baby angle headed for parts un-
known below and reminded me of the disadvan-
tages of the big stretch with pin placement on a 
horizontal. 

The last lead was almost a mirror image of the 
previous and terminated at the Dance Platform 
with fifty feet of easy free climbing. It was 2:00 
p.m. Monday. 

I wondered again about the champagne, banned 
the thought and got ready to toss the haul sack. 
It was peculiar how the legs felt a bit weak. I guess 
one salami sandwich a day must not have provided 
quite enough calories. 

I quickly jaunted across the platform, past fa-
miliar previous bivouac sites, and prepared for an 
unprotected traverse across the so called forty-five 
minute escape route. Five minutes later, I was 
making tracks for the back side of the Chief, down 
the slabs and home free. I still can't believe Jim 
and Joan rambling up the trail with a six pack of 
beer and yes . . . a bottle of champagne. 



First kernmantle climbing rope of PE 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 E LRI D rope is designed, manufactured, and tested to the most 
modern technical specifications, to ensure maximum safety. ED ELRI D 
engineers are also experienced and expert climbers, and know what a 
climber wants in a rope for maximum convenience as well as safety. 

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

EIGER moutain sports corp. 

P.O. Box 4037, SAN FERNANDO/Calif. 91342 

Nailing the second lead. View of the Squamish Chief from the south. Photo 

taken from the Papoose. 
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TRY 

elOSS  irei) 
There is 

more to Gerry 
than just a pack. 

Gerry has systems engineered the 
lightest backpack outfits available. 
Gerry uses the gear himself that 
he manufactures for you. 
Gerry lets you enjoy your wilder-
ness travels. 
Gerry passes on to you his 30 
years of experience. 

Send for free catalog and list 
of over 140 dealers to serve you. 

COLORADO OUTDOOR 
SPORTS CO., Dept. K 

GERRY Box 5544, Denver, Colo. 80217 

Division of Outdoor Sports Industries, Inc. 

BISHOP TENTS 
Light weight, high quality tents for the climber, backpacker and 
discriminating outdoorsman. 
PACK-LITE — Aluminum A-frame with canted ends for extra room, 
rip-stop nylon, waterproof fly — 7 lbs., 8 oz. complete $99.50. 
ULTIMATE — Exo-Skeletal Blanchard-designed frame. Nearly ver-
tical walls. Many sophisticated features. Same basic tent used on 
American Everest Expedition. 2-6-man models — starting at 9 lbs., 
3 oz. for tent and fly —$119.60 and up. 

Write to 

BISHOP'S ULTIMATE OUTDOOR EQUIPMENT 
6211 Wedgewood Rd., Dept. 1 • Telephone 301-229-0156 

Bethesda, Md. 20034 

scree 

SHAWANGUNK GUIDE 
Arthur Gran, author of the "Shawangunk Guide," 

plans to publish a revised edition of this guide. 

Please send any information to him at R.D. 2, Box 

650, New York 12561. 

REVISED YOSEMITE GUIDEBOOK 
A completely revised edition of "A Climber's Guide 

to Yosemite Valley" is being prepared and scheduled 

for publication next year. All climbers who have 

additions or corrections to the old guide are asked 

to send this information to Steve Roper, 1452 Scenic 

Avenue, Berkeley, Calif. 94708. 
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BRITISH COLUMBIA GUIDEBOOK 
The American Alpine Club plans to publish a fifth 

edition of the "Climbers Guide to the Interior Ranges 

of British Columbia." The editors, J. Monroe Thor-

ington and William L. Putnam, request that climbers 

send new material, corrections, criticisms and com-

ments either directly to the American Alpine Ciub, 

113 E. 90th St., New York. N.Y. 10028 or to William 

Putnam, WWLP, Box 2210, Springfield, Mass. 01101. 

HIGH SIERRA WATER CONTAMINATION 
In a field study, a number of lakes and streams in 

the Sequoia and Kings Canyon National Parks area 

have been found to be polluted by human contamina-

tion. The U.S. Public Health Service Drinking Water 

Standard specifies that the coliform bacteria count 

shall not exceed 4 per 100 ml. In almost all cases 

the estimated total bacterial count made by the field 

study group were too numerous to count, indicating 

bacterial colonies in excess of 200. It is recommend-

ed that all drinking water in this high Sierra area be 

treated with purification tablets, or be boiled for ten 

minutes before use. 



BY FABIAN° 

THE EDWARDO 
SKI TOURING BOOT 

Style #290 (Black/Red Stripes) 

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

ghe etepon,  
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. 

DEPARTMENT A-2—SOUTH STATION 
BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS 02210 

E ALPS 
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PUT A DOLTPEG IN BY HAND 
AGAINST ROCK THE EYE WILL LAND 
NOW SNAP A BINER IN LIKE THIS 
SEE IT GRANITE SWEETLY KISS 

ASCENT MAGAZINE 
Mountaineering annual published by the Sierra Club. 1969 and 1970 
issues available: Price $2.50 each. (Please include local sales taxes 
applicable for New York, New Jersey and California.) 

Order from: 
Sierra Club, Mills Towers, San Francisco, Calif. 94104 or your 
bookdealer. 

© COPYRIGHT 1970 
BILL DOLT 
ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 

Survival 
Signal 

Flare Signal Kit — Pocket size for convenience. 

For all sportsmen. Visible both day or night, 

waterproof, floats, safe, simple, easy to operate. 

3 POCKET SIZE FLARES 

$595 
INCLUDE 50c FOR POSTAGE & HANDLING 

HIGHLAND Outfitters 
P. 0. Box 121 

Riverside, California 92502 
Bankamericard - Master Charge 

"Lazy Backpacker" 
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CAMP AND TRAIL EQUIPMENT 
Manufacturers of 

BACK COUNTRY BRAND 

Visit our store at address below or write 
for our new catolog. 

8272 Orangethorpe Ave. 
Buena Park, California 



BECK Bindings 
FOR SNOWSHOES 

FOR CRAMPONS 
NEVER 
EQUALLED! 

Standard snowshoe binding $7. 
Special snowshoe binding $11. 

Prices reduced on crampon straps. 

Free brochure & sample. 

BECK OUTDOOR PROJECTS 

General Delivery 
Berkeley, Calif. 94704 

0 N TA I N TRAVEL (USA) 

expeditions and outings to remote 
wilderness areas of the world 

Brochure sent on Request 

6201 Medan Place 
Oakland, California 94611 

(415) 339-8310 

put yourself 
in the picture 

hiking • backpacking 
fishing • mountaineering 

KELTY 
1801 Victory Blvd. 

Glendale, California 91201 

Phone (213) 247-3110 

MASTERCHARGE - BANKAMER1CARD 

SEND FOR NEW CATALOG 
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WILTON, CT. • NEW HAVEN, CT. 

PALISADE 
SCHOOL 

OF 
MOUNTAINEERING 

Six seminars during July and August 

in the High Sierra near Big Pine, 
Calif. Each a week of fun, fellow-
ship of wilderness and rope. Com-
prehensive mountaineering experi-
ence for the novice, and continuing 
a unique leadership program for the 
proficient. 

Brochure available. 

Mountain Travel 
6201 Medau Place 
Oakland, Calif. 94611 

fkimekter 
ILK' 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) .11“1.11Mck. 
NORTH WOODSTOCK, New Hampshire 03262 Come in and browse 

sierra designs 
backpacking/mountaineering equipment 

4th and addison streets • berkeley, ca 94710 

send for free catalog 
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BACKPACKING • MOUNTAINEERING 

DAWSON'S BOOK SHOP 
Sierra Club publications, mountains, moun-
taineering, deserts, history of California 
and the West— plus many other special-
ities. New, used and rare. Libraries pur-
chased. Monday-Saturday 9 to 5:30. 

535 North Larchmont Blvd. 
Los Angeles, California 90004 

Phone 469-2186 

letters 

Dear Editor: 
As is very easy when reporting events 

so close to the time they occurred, your 
account in the June SUMMIT is not factu-
ally correct. A frightful avalanche did fall 
fron the face shown in John Hall's excel-
lent photo. It fell between the Llanganuco 
Lakes, adding to the dam of the upper 
lake and wiping out the whole of a Czech 
expedition, whose base camp was there. 
(You have also repeated the misspelling 
of "Llanganuco" which Dr. Kinzl incor-
rectly gives as "Yanganuco.") But that 
avalanche had nothing to do with the 
destruction of Yungay. 

The avalanche which caused the de-
struction of Yungay fell from the western 
glacier of the north peak of Huascaran and 
swept down the canyon which descends 
directly from the north peak. The pressure 
of the impact reduced a large amount of 
the ice water and it was this that more 
washed away than buried Yungay. It was 
actually a repeat performance of the 
avalanche which overwhelmed Ranrahirca 
on May 15, 1962, but on a larger scale. 

H. Adams Carter 
Milton, Mass. 

Dear Editor: 
S. Dennis Ford's article, "In Which Di- 

rection?" has a point to make, however 



Prepare and Plan Today 
for Your Trip Tomorrow 

BASIC MOUNTAINEERING 
136-page Third Edition 

If not available in book or mountaineering 

stores near you, write us direct. 

Include $2.50. 

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

FOR THE MAN WHO DOES 
HIS OWN THING . . . . 

. . . . AND DEMANDS 

THE FINEST IN 

EQUIPMENT 

instead of hitting the nail on the head, Mr. 
Ford appears to have bruised his fingers. 
He attempts to show that modern technical 
climbing is headed in the wrong direction 
by comparing a quotation concerning John 
Muir to one written by Royal Robbins. It is 
certainly true that some contemporary 
climbers have escaped the essence of 
"grand alpinisme" by overconcerning them-
selves with ratings, fast ascent times, and 
technical gadgetry. But to single out 
Robbins' style of climbing as the result of 
"a process that. . . robs the mountaineer 
of mystery and exploration" is totally er-
roneous. Knowing, as he must, that Robbins 
is the foremost rock climber in America 
and has made first and sometimes solo 

ascents of the hardest rock climbs in the 

world, Mr. Ford must also know that he 
has taken Robbins' quotation out of con-

text. The quotation might leave the uninit-
iated with the impression that the reason 

Robbins felt no anxiety and felt confident 
of success on the west face of El Cap was 
that he climbed with new-fangled gadgets, 

gave routes NCCS ratings, and wrote for 

the American Alpine Journal. The real 
reason was given by Robbins in the quoted 
paragraph but conveniently edited out by 
Mr. Ford: ". . . We both had already met 

the challenges of greater walls than the 
west face. . ." 

It would be quite easy to take another 
set of quotations and convey the exact 
opposite impression. Listen, conserva-
tionists, to the tale of foreign-born, beard-
ed, long-haired John Muir, who wantonly 
marched thousands of sheep through fragile 
High Sierra meadows, building unneces-
sarily large campfires from timberline 

wood. Listen SPCA members, to his story 
of forcing a minister's pet dog to leap a 

huge crevasse on the glacier after leading  

the poor animal bloody-footed across the 
sharp ice. Compare this insensitive eco-
system despoiler of a century ago to 
Robbins, a modern existential climber who 
has purposely avoided sensationalism 
while making first ascents considered 
totally impossible only twenty years ago. 
An example was the first ascent of the NW 
face of Half Dome where he planned flash-
light signals to a ground party to coincide 
with the firefall so that the climb would 
escape public notice. 

I will concede to Mr. Ford that until 
recently Robbins has usually failed to 

convey an image of his own sensitivity 

and compassion in his writings. His com-
panions often come across as the most 
noble and endearing of men, while he him-
self seems as hard and cold as a bronze  

statue. Some of his efforts at modesty 
have only reinforced this image. A reading 
of the 1970 ASCENT article by Robbins 
shows one that not only has Robbins 
finally transcended a personal barrier and 
conveyed his innermost feelings in detail, 
but also that the elements of mystery and 
exploration are very much present along 
with a few others not contemplated by Mr. 
Ford or Mr. Irving. It is quite obvious that 
Robbins, like so many other climbers, has 
retained into adulthood the infantile urge 
to explore. Most of Western culture, which 
considers it a part of maturity to lose this 
urge, can neither comprehend nor under-
stand what modern climbers are doing. Can 
you, Mr. Ford? 

Galen Rowell 

Albany, Calif. 
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Forrest 
Mountaineering 

UNIQUE 
ROCK CLIMBING EQUIPMENT 

PinBins 
piton carriers that work 

Forrest Mountaineering 

Box 7083 • Denver, Colo. 80207
.
, 

ok) Vikto  i 
Swami Belts 
Etriers 
Copperhead 
Nuts 
Single Anchor 
Hammock 

Other special 
rock gear 

Also: 

For Free Catalog Write: 

Alp outdoor gear is made for professionals by 
professionals. We are even more demanding 
of ourselves than you are. When it comes to 

outdoor gear, rely on ALP. 

ALP TENTS-PACKS-DOWN SLEEP-
ING BAGS—ALPINE DESIGN 
SHELL AND DOWN CLOTHING 

Be particular—contact your 
ALP dealer soon! 

the new dimension in comfort for outdoorsmen 
Ultra-light gear made to expedition standards for 

campers, backpackers, mountain climbers & outdoor 

adventurers. 

THE PAR CRAB BREED 

t*4 -eceoi ,,ocsocv 

Alpine Designs 
A General Recreation, Inc. Co. 
P.O. Box 1081, Boulder, Colo. 80302 

100% PRIME NORTHERN GOOSE DOWN 
INSULATED GARMENTS & SLEEPING BAGS 

01. WINDPROOF, WATERPROOF SHELL GARMENTS 

0* TENTS FOR BACKPACKERS & FAMILY CAMPERS 

look for the goose on the label 
at leading sporting goods stores or write for catalog, and 

name of nearest dealer. 

MOUNTAIN PRODUCTS CORPORATION 123 South Wenatchee Avenue 

Wenatchee, Washington 98801 
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RECREATIONAL EQUIPMENT INC. 
5 11th Ave. Dept. S Seattle, Wash. 98122 

letters 

Dear Editor: 

In the June issue of SUMMIT, you report 

on high altitude pulmonary edema as initi-

ally published in "Accidents in North 

America Mountaineering." It is unfortunate 

that the AAC publishes such out-of-date 

information without investigation and is 

subsequently passed on unintentionally to 

your readers. 

For the record then, altitude sickness, 

pulmonary edema, and cerebral edema are 

spectrum of responses to altitude by the 

human organism. These responses range 

from unnoticeable to critical physiological 

derangements. The incidence of clinically 

recognizable symptoms varies widely and 

it is safe to say that 100% of people 

would get sick if they went high enough, 

fast enough. 

High altitude pulmonary edema and 

cerebral edema may well be extensions of 

mountain sickness (1) or separate diseas-

es. In any event, cold, exertion and hypox-

ia are the primary factors in all of these 

conditions. 

Contrary to your review, however, medi-

cations are available which have been 

shown to be of benefit in prevention of 

mountain sickness. Physical conditioning 

has no preventitive effect (2). Gradual 

ascent and premedication seem to be, by 

recent experience, the most beneficial. 

As you mention, the precise mechanism 

is not clear. However, there is absolutely 

no basis for heart failure in the etiology of 

these problems. Currently there are three 

proposed mechanisms: Acid-base imbal-

ance (3), inappropriate adrenal cortex re-

sponse ( 1), and increased precapillary pul-

monary resistance (4). 

Current therapy is directed to relief of 

hypoxia and excess fluid. The patient 

should be removed to a lower altitude and 

oxygen should be administered. Diuretics 

are of great benefit and the best experi-

ence has been with Furocimide. Finally, 

morphine should be given to relieve 

anxiety, augmentate diuresis and decrease 

pulmonary blood volume (5). 

New England Journal of Medicine, Jan. 

23, 1969, page 175 

Military Medicine, Aug. 1967, Pg. 585. 

New England Journal of Medicine, Oct. 

17, 1968, page 839. 

American Review of Respiratory Di-

sease, Sept. 1969, pg. 342 

British Heart Journal, Volume 29, 1967, 

page 709. 

Dee B. Crouch, Capt. USAF, MC 

Flight Surgeon, 6th Strat Wing 

Eielson AFB, Alaska 

YOU DON'T HAVE TO KNOW 
A THING ABOUT SEWING 

To Make Your Own Outdoor Clothing 

Sleeping Bags, Tents, Rain Wear 
and now 

CHILDREN'S SIZES 

Highest Quality Designs and Materials 

free Catalog 

FROSTLINE Dept. 12, Box 2190 • Boulder, Col. 80302 
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the ski hut 1615 university ave., berkeley, calif. 94703 

$ummit A MOUNTAINEERING MAGAZINE 

P.O. BOX. 1389, BIG BEAR LAKE, CALIF. 92315 

Please send SUMMIT for the term indicated to: 

0 NEW 0 RENEWAL 

NAME 1 Year o S 6 

STREET 2 Years 0 $ 9 

CITY 3 Years 0512 

STATE  ZIP 5 Years $18 

0 MONEY ENCLOSED 0 BILL ME LATER 
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TRIPLE QUALITY 

ODDS & ENDS 
Twenty cents a word, payable in advance. 

CLIMBING SCHOOL: Saturdays and Sun-
days in San Fernando Valley and Idyllwild! 
Complete daily classes in basic or ad-
vanced rock climbing. Taught by qualified 
leaders experienced in Sierra, Tetons, 
Yosemite and Tahquitz climbing. All equip-
ment furnished, except boots. $20 per per-
son per day. By reservations only. Write or 
phone: California Climbers, P.O. Box 927, 
Topanga, California 90290. 213-346-8030. 
Ken McNutt, Prop. 

NEW AMERICAN CLIMBING SCHOOL. 

Rock and snow climbing seminars with in-

struction experience from University of 
Washington. Yosemite techniques taught. 

Mead Hargis, 4718 - 20th N.E., Seattle, 

Washington 98105. 

JOSHUA TREE CLIMBER'S GUIDE now 

available at your local shop or John Wolfe, 
3230 Cogswell Rd., El Monte, Calif. 91732. 
Dealer inquiries invited. $3.50 ppd. 

LONGWARE CHROMOLY HARDWARE. 
Prices significantly reduced. Individual 
and dealer inquiries invited. Mountain 
Travel, 5201 Medau Place, Oakland, Calif. 
94611.). 

LIGHTWEIGHT equipment for backpack-
ing, mountaineering, camping, canoeing. 
Down sleeping bags, tents, boots, food. 

Complete line of Cross-country and Tour-
ing Skis. Free catalog. Moor & Mountain, 
Dept. 19, 67 Main St., Concord, Mass. 01742. 

POSITION WANTED: Retailer, 27, with 
15 years of backpacking and mountaineer-
ing experience wants responsible job in 
alpine equipment retailing or manufactur-

ing. Write or call: Harvey Budgett, 1427 
Acacia St., Saginaw, Mich. 48602. Phone 
517-792-4062. 

Depend on all Blacks products for 

CONVENIENCE • COMFORT 
COMPACTNESS 

Full details in color illustrated catalog. 

BLACKS 
930M Ford St., Ogdensburg, N.Y. 13669 



SELF -ASSURED 

modele 
SUPER GUIDE R. D. 

SUPER R. D. 
A high mountain boot designed to Desmaison's instructions. Special double 
tanned reversed waterproof one piece upper and tongue. Padded ankles 
and inner tongue. Fully leather lined. Waterproof welts. Stiffened sole. 
Special rubber Jannu climbing soles and heels. One pair of size 7 weighs 
80 ozs, Sizes 7-11. 

Self-assurance here means safety, 
efficiency, comfort and depends to 
a large extent of the boots that 
you are wearing. 

"SUPER R.D." is one model in the 
GALIBIER RP range - designed and 
manufactured with advice of world-
famous specialist: 
Rene DESMAISON 

you are "sure-footed" 

Information R.R RD2 : and depositaries lists on request 
RICHARD-PONTVERT S. A. B.P. n04 
38 I Z EAUX FRANCE Tel.: 4 et 42 

With 

Galibier 



Voyageurs — the American mountain man's 

boots — are handcrafted on American lasts to 

fit American feet. 

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, 

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

War  I .  l  
, 
motattaik A4,94,14 &)ot 

A DIVISION OF RED WING SHOE COMPANY • 113 MAIN ST., DEPT. V, RED WING, MINNESOTA 55066 


