
kthr-osinrosso6-_--, 



r 

, ` 

:7"`"`"""---, 



Washington's 
Mt. Baker and 

pond. 

Photo by Keith Gunnar 

Aerial photo showing location of caves and tunnels in Mt. Rainier's crater. Story on page two. 
Photo by Lee Nelson 

summit 
a mountaineering magazine 

MAILING ADDRESS: Big Bear Lake, 

California 92315. 

CO-PUBLISHERS & EDITORS: Jene M. 

Crenshaw and H.V.J. Kilness. 

CONTRIBUTING EDITOR 

Royal Robbins 

NORTHWESTERN EDITOR 

Dee Molenaar 

Rt. 3, Box 307, Port Orchard, Wa. 98366 

ASSOCIATE EDITOR 

Robert D. Grow 

SUMMIT is published monthly, except 

February and August. Contributions of 

articles, photographs, and transparen-

cies are welcome. Photographs and 
transparencies will be returned after 

publication. Copyright 1971 by SUMMIT. 

Second class mail privileges author-

ized at San Bernardino, California 

Publication dates every five weeks, as 

follows: April 19, May 24, June 28, Aug-

ust 2, September 6, October 11, Novem-

ber 15, December 20. 

SUBSCRIPTION RATES: $7 per year; 

$10 two years; $13 three years; $20 . 

five years. 

contents/volume seventeen/ number three / april / nineteen hundred seventy-one 

2 SPELUNKING ON MT. RAINiER/ tee nelson 

4 ARCTURUS- A NEW ROUTE ON HALF DOME/royal robbins 

8 ON SKIS IN THE BROOKS RANGE/vivian mendenhall 

14 SKETCHING MOUNTAINS/wa/iam reid, jr. 

18 A TRAVERSE AND FIRST ASCENT IN THE PICKETS/ peter 1. renz 

24 MOUNTAIN SICKNESS/thomas p. martin 

34 ON THE NORTH FACE OF NAv AJo / jonathan turle 

36 SCREE 

40 LETTERS 

43 MOUNTAINS/ jeffrey f. gilman 

FRONT COVER/ A party of Hood River Crag Rats approaching summit ridge 

of Mt. Hood. Photo by Ed Cooper 



Photo by Lester G. Olin The author emerging 

from Rainier's crater cave. 

r reit,41-11tili3 4,11 Olt. A4aillier 
By Lee Nelson 



I felt a twinge of claustrophobia as I watched 
Lou Whittaker wriggle through the hole between 
ice and rock. 

"We'll need a light in here, Nelson. It's getting 
dark fast," he shouted. 

I hurried over to camp to dig my headlamp from 
my pack. Camp was located inside Rainier's crater 
rim at 14,000-plus feet. Lou is Chief Guide of the 
Mount Rainier Guide Service, and I was guest 
instructor for the first Expedition Seminar. The 
date was June 16, the weather was fair and balmy. 
We had just finished building an igloo and had set 
up two tents. 

Back to the hole with headlamp, now it was my 
turn to go in. I squirmed through the hole into a 
small ice room, squeezed right through a tight 
crack between ice and rock, and stepped down into 
a large cavern, where Lou was waiting patiently 
for the light. The beam showed a scalloped ice cav-
ern leading down a fairly steep pumice slope. We 
climbed down carefully for perhaps fifteen minutes 
when Lou stopped abruptly. 

"This is about as far as my brother Jim and I 
went sixteen years ago. The air was foul and our 
oxygen mask was not working properly. Loose rock 
kicked down the slope had stopped with a splash. 
There may be a lake at the bottom of the crater, 
Nelson. Let's stay together and move down 
carefully." 

We climbed for about five minutes to the base 
of the slope where the cave now opened into a large 
room, and turned to the right. A smaller cave 
turned to the left. We chose the cavern to the 
right, traveling a fairly level, but rough route 
among loose rocks and boulders of assorted sizes. 
We stopped for a few minutes to turn off the head-
lamp to see if there was any natural light, and to 
sniff the air for toxic fumes. The cave was pitch 
black, the air smelled sweet, we had no headaches, 
so decided to continue the exploration. 

The cavern now suggested a Dante's Enferno, 
with hot steam hissing from numerous fumeroles 
in the rocks beneath our feet. Many boulders ap-
peared white, dripping with steam. Water dropped 
from the scalloped ice ceiling onto our heads and 
backs, while a heavy mist drifted around our faces. 
We were now 45 minutes into the caverns with no 
exit in sight. The air became quite heavy, and 
thoughts of turning back now entered our minds. 
Small caves opened to the left and right of us, but  

the main cavern was quite obvious. The route had 
been on a fairly straight and level course, but now 
veered right, and up a thirty degree loose pumice 
and boulder slope. The air suddenly became 
fresher and cooler indicating a vent not far ahead. 

A shaft of light appeared up slope. We were 
nearing an exit. We climbed through a shoulder 
height cave, then up through a small vertical open-
ing into bright sunshine. Lou shouted jubilantly 
to the others across the crater, "We made it! We 
made it!" We had entered at the south rim and 55 
minutes later emerged at the north rim, approxi-
mately 300 feet east of register rock. 

Our curiosity was only partially satisfied, how-
ever. After a brief rest in camp we returned to the 
south entrance, donned Chemox breathing equip-
ment, headlamps and crampons, re-entered the 
cavern and climbed down to the large room and 
entered the west fork of the branching chamber. 
We carried the masks along for safety, using them 
for about 20 minutes. Route two was more difficult 
than the first. We encountered low ceilings, 
patches of wet slippery ice underfoot, loose rocks 
and boulders, and a long steep mudcrawl near the 
exit, the low ice roof forcing us to our knees. 

Midway we climbed around a prominent, truck-
size boulder which we promptly named Horiskey 
Rock, after Joe Horiskey the tough, young appren-
tice guide who had helped to pack the heavy 
breathing apparatus to the crater rim. Next, to 
our surprise we heard running water. A small 
stream of cold water was running along a terminal 
moraine effect, near the inner ice wall. Rock was 
stacked in a line along the floor for several hun-
dred feet. The tunnels finally led out to a semi-
lighted vent of snow and ice 30 feet high. Climbing 
out for me was difficult. My legs were not long 
enough to use the step Lou had used to climb the 
vertical chimney, so he extended his ice axe shaft 
to me. Just as I was about to turn onto a small 
ledge, my wet hand slid slowly off the end of the 
shaft, and I dropped six feet to the pumice slope, 
landing flat on my back. I reached the ledge on 
the second try and watched Lou break his ice axe 
while chopping the vent large enough for our 
shoulders to squeeze through to the surface of the 
crater. We crawled out 500 feet southwest of 
Crater Rock blinking in the bright sun. Time: One 
hour and ten minutes in route two. 
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4 Half Dome: (A) Regular Route. (B) Arcturus. (C) Direct. (D) Tis-sa-ack. Photo by Tom Frost 



"Everything modern is tastefully cool." 
Cigarette Advertisement 

It was hot. We had battled our way up through 
the dust and scrub oak to be shriveled like ants in 
a reflector oven. The bottom of the northwest face 
of Half Dome is stark and severe. No tree grows 
there. The shattered talus shrieks silently of the 
violence that occurs when the mountain sheds its 
skin. In early summer, water magically springs 
from the base of the wall. Now, on the 18th of 
July, 1970, the magic was gone. That meant a 
thousand-foot descent through brush, slabs, and 
talus to the spring we had spied on our way up. 
But before departing, we noticed a tiny seepage 
to the left of the normal flow, quickly disappearing 
into sand. With a plastic bag and a bit of engineer-
ing, we were able to elicit, as the minutes dragged 
by, enough water to fill our bottles. It was hot, and 
the sun so flashing bright, and everything so bril-
liant white, that it was an ordeal just sitting there, 
drinking all the water we could hold. 

The heat made us dizzy. It had an unreal qual-
ity. What seemed unreal was the idea of our climb-
ing in it. If we could not bear to sit in it, how 
could we climb? More logical to bask like lizards 
on the sandy shore of the Merced River. Alas for 
the voice of reason. Climbers are madmen. So we 
shook off our stupor and started up, climbing a 
pitch and a bit before the light went, a pitch and 
a bit of coarse granite, knocking pins into decom-
posing seams decorated with grass and grunge. 
Shouts from above and the whirring of stone-
fall told of climbers on the regular route. We 
bivouacked. 

In the morning we watched the sun's hot blan-
ket cover El Capitan, and were glad we weren't 
there. It was stifling in the shade. We couldn't 
stomach food, so we merely sipped some water and 
moved off, climbing more of the same uninspiring 
rock that had led to our bivouac ledge. But though 
the climbing was drab, the day was exciting be-
cause on this occasion the mountain was being de-
fended by more than its natural battlements. From 
the top parapets unknown soldiers were attempt- 

ing to repel our assault by hurling stones. The ac-
tion was vigorous and for a time the flow of rocks 
was punctuated by only our loud but useless 
shouts. The small rocks descend with a buzzing 
whine. The arms cover the head, the knees are 
brought up under the chest (must save the knee-
caps) . But some of the missiles were blockbusters 
and cut the air with a terrifying sucking roar, do-
ing unpleasant things to the imagination. Fortun-
ately the energy of those manning the ramparts 
exceeded their skill and we emerged from the 
bombardment unscathed, physically. 

That day I climbed 750 feet, Dorworth 600. He 
removed his bivouac gear from the bag and I 
hauled it to the shattered terraces where I was 
ensconced. Then, looking for a better bivouac, I 
climbed some more in the darkness, two Jumars 
clamped on the 7mm hauling line, wandering 80 
feet up to a flat place to anchor the rope and then 
wandering back down for the gear, thinking two 
clamps were a hassle, thinking I should take one 
off, when I slipped and was dangling from one 
Jumar and wondering how the other had come off. 
In the moonlit darkness it was strange to be stand-
ing with a pounding heart thinking how little it 
would take to be plummeting through soft space 
toward the sharp rocks below. Strange, yet fa-
miliar, battling along the thin edge, fighting in the 
darkness. How many times had I, at dusk, made 
a desperate lead searching for a ledge, a lead which 
in the strong daylight hours I would never have 
considered without many pitons and a slower 
pace? So many times as to indicate a tendency, 
a savoring of just that kind of struggle, so dra-
matic for moments, so quickly generous with the 
reward of pride and strength in doing it. One for-
gets in the thick of the battle how fine the line 
between success and death. 

In grey morning I am awakened by Dorworth's 
faint shouts. He isn't happy beneath the overhang. 
"The rope is fixed. Com'on up," I holler back. And 
as the rope goes taut, I relax on my ledge, legs 
dangling a thousand feet above the ground, and 
watch the sun kiss the tops of North Dome, Eagle 
Peak, and El Capitan, and spill slowly down the 
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light granite and chaparral slopes of the Valley's 
northern flank. The birds on the Valley floor would 
be in song, I knew. To them the daily golden bath 
was ever an occasion for celebration. But a climber 
needs stronger brew. He needs to edge close to the 
edge of the pit so a glance therein will rekindle his 
taste for the sunrise. He needs to face terror, and 
control it, to remind himself that he is more than 
the pawn of the forces around him, more than an 
expendable piece in a monstrous chess game. 

We eat salami and a bit of candy. Our tongues 
and throats, spongelike, soak up the little water 
we allow ourselves. There is nothing left to lubri-
cate the passage of the nuts and crackers and 
cookies, which we reject with disgust. It is so hot 
and close in the shade. But thank God we are in 
it! The broken ledges lead easily to the Pendulum 
Pitch on the regular route. Dorworth gets the lead, 
and he's happy, for it's a famous pitch. And Dick 
is nothing if not game. It was in Tuolumne 
Meadows that I asked him if he wanted to try a 
new route on Half Dome. We were sitting at his 
table in the Sierra Club Campground, eating pea-
nut butter and jam sandwiches and drinking cof-
fee. Without a moment's hesitation he answered, 
"Sure," only later, with a bit of intelligent appre-
hension, querying, "What sort of route?" For Dor-
worth, though eager, does not go off half-cocked. 
Otherwise he could not have set the world's speed 
record on skis. A fine athlete he is strongly built: 
compact, with muscular, thick legs, and a superb 
sense of balance. But his most formidable charac-
teristic is his self-control. He is not prone to mis-
takes. I used to ski against Dorworth as a junior 
in the California race circuit. Bespectacled, he 
always struck me as scholarly, the thinking man's 
racer, as opposed to Kenny Lloyd, the athlete, who 
usually beat us both. Dick still wears glasses, but 
he looks less scholarly now, with his great shock 
of jet black locks exploding in all directions, his 
often bewhiskered swarthy face grinning and eager 
as he zeros in on a philosophical point or reaches 
the best part of a description of a recent climb. 
And the eyes behind the glasses dance and sparkle 
with a touch of wildness, as of a man who could 
become possessed by an idea. It is possible to 
imagine a zealous Dorworth, but not a world- 
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weary one. There is no trace of the ennui which 
today characterizes so many younger than he. As 
a climbing partner he is apt and so affable that one 
might make the mistake of taking him lightly, of 
being too offhand. But one patronizing word, and 
the rebuff is as quick as a karate chop, and based 
upon strong and sure instincts. Although a vege-
tarian and student of Eastern religion, Dick is a 
great wine drinker, and has been known to occa-
sionally OD (Aquarian slang for "overdose"). In-
deed, we had both OD'ed before starting up to 
Half Dome. Dick is perhaps archetypal of the new 
wave: the cooperative breed, not non-competitive, 
but anti-competitive (i.e. admitting competitive 
instincts, but suppressing them). His mountain-
eering debut, in the winter of 1969, was the Fun 
Hog ascent of Fitzroy surely a masterpiece of co-
operation between five strong and independent 
minds, for which individualists with little bend 
would not have been suited. Yet when Dorworth 
was on the U. S. Ski Team, he was at odds with 
Beatty, the coach, because he wouldn't spruce up. 
After all, the American public wasn't sending con-
tributions to have long-hairs race for them, no 
matter their skill. But now the tables are turned. 
Dorworth recently became a coach of the U. S. 
Mens Team. It will be interesting to see how that 
goes, for Dick can be hard on a man who doesn't 
show the proper team spirit. 

Dorworth clips to the top piton and I lower him 
Lo where the arc of his pendulum enables him to 
reach the Niche, where he anchors. I finish the 
traverse and we are at the Flake System, the great 
slashing flaw which was the key to success when 
the wall was first climbed, in 1957. Dorworth 
leads, nutting and nailing a dihedral, but instead 
of bridging right near its top into the Flake Sys-
tem, he continues vertically up a more direct line 
of cracks leading to the summit. The climbing is 
cleaner now. One needs just a bit of caution on the 
occasional expanding granite leaves. But though 
we are higher, it is no cooler. Our mouths feel like 
we have been chewing cotton. For the night we 
rappel into the chimney on the normal route. Our 
dinner is a grisly effort at chewing salami, a few 
drops of candy, and a little water which whets our 
thirst more than it wets our mouths. Then we re- 



lax and the mellowness of a Yosemite bivouac be-
gins to settle upon us. What we are doing is real. 
The nightmares are out there. Across the ocean. 
Or in the hills of southern California. As the sun 
drops below the long ridges I tell Dorworth of 
Psych Flake, a 50-foot slab that once stood, pre-
cariously perched but a hundred feet above us. I 
relate how on the first ascent we peered through 
a horizontal fracture in that slab to see the red-
wood embers spill from the top of Glacier Point, 
marking the moment to signal friends we were 
safe. It was then that I first noticed the silhouettes 
of the long ridges, and the lines of isolated trees 
on their crests. Often when bivouacked on a Yose-
mite wall I have viewed the ridges starkly outlined 
against a blue-black sky and wanted to be there, 
among the Jeffreys and Red Firs, treading the 
needles scattered thinly over coarse rocky earth. 
Or, on more barren ground, touching the red, 
gnarled bark of a Sierra Juniper, that knotted, 
contorted, indomitable thrust of life. Where is its 
grace? In the ripping winds, the mammoth winter 
storms, the drought, and the pitiless eye of fire. 
For the Sierra Juniper is a sculpture of these ele-
ments, a marriage between Nature's extremes and 
the seed of life. It rarely grows erect like the pines 
and firs of the forested slopes. It is not one of the 
giants towering over its competitors. But neither is 
it towered over. It does not dominate, but none 
dominates it. Pitted against rock, wind and sun. 
The vegetable mountaineer. 

In the morning, disgusted with the heat and 
our thirst, we dump our bags of nuts and crackers 
and take mischievous delight in jettisoning a whole 
salami: "Go, damn you." Time for action. We 
ascend our thin red line and venture onto un-
known rock. My mind is a muddle about the se-
quence of pitches on the upper half of the wall, but 
three leads stand out. Two are vivid because 
dangerous. On the first, Dick nailed up 15 feet 
from my belay and said he didn't like it. Nothing 
specific. Just a bad feeling. Conscious of my 20 
years experience to his two, he came down and I 
went up to face the ogre. I was too smart to place 
pins behind a 20-foot pillar directly above for-
worth, but not smart enough to perceive a hairline 
crack separating the upper section from the lower.  

So it was with a sharp sense of horror that I no-
ticed the entire upper part shift when I stood on 
a chock I had put behind it. This is a place to 
tread lightly. Another is not far above, where one 
nails to a chimney with a floor filled with jumbled 
blocks about to spill. Again the belayer is directly 
below. It helped to lasso a sturdy block and use 
the rope for support while oozing into this mouth-
ful of loose teeth. 

The third pitch is just below the summit slabs, 
and I remember it for a different reason. It is one 
of the finest aid leads I have done, being a con-
tinually intriguing puzzle calling for varied and 
sometimes obscure solutions, located in a rare 
setting of airiness and beauty, and breaking the 
final headwall to spill onto the friendly summit 
slabs. If only all aid pitches had such character! 

The last two pitches are cake, and Dick gets the 
frosting. It is 4 p.m. on July 21st, 1970, when I 
mantle the last quarried block and join him on 
top. It is one of those perfect, mellow, summer eve-
nings that are uniquely California, when the hue 
of gold is everywhere. A soft haze fills the moun-
tain valleys. There is no tension in the air. Nor a 
breeze. The world is at peace, acts of evil are bad 
dreams only. It is like the romantic tales of child-
hood. Not the Hansel and Gretel fairy tales, with 
their abiding horror. But soft and friendly. A 
Pooh Bear world. 

Descending the cables we passed four robust 
girls bound for a night on top. On the hump below 
the Dome we met three friendly hippies. Their 
beards and long hair did not frighten us. We felt 
a kinship. They, as we, came to the mountains to 
escape the pernicious city. Yet as they smiled 
softly and chatted, the atmospheric vibes changed. 
I sensed about them a certain dark reserve, and 
thought of the girls camping above. But they con-
tinued to talk amiably, and I squeezed the para-
noia from my brain, trying to return to the healthy 
feelings I had on the summit. After all, they were 
peaceful children of Aquarius. Their sturdy black 
hound was the same. He padded toward me as if 
to say, "You're my friend, too," smiling almost. 
But suddenly changing as if possessed by a demon, 
as if my very odor had made him mad, he came 
snarling for my leg. 
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"There's a land where the mountains are nameless, 
And the rivers all run God knows where: . 
There are hardships that nobody reckons. 
There are valleys unpeopled and still. . ." 

— Robert W. Service, The Spell of the Yukon 

By Vivian Mendenhall 

A good ski tour in the interior of Alaska is 
harder to find than might be expected. Wilderness 
is everywhere, seemingly just waiting for the ad-
dict of mountaineering and cross-country travel. 
But your enthusiasm soon runs up against the re-
moteness of the country, which hardly seems less 
when you have settled in Fairbanks than when you 
were back in California. The possibilities for week-
end jaunts are quickly depleted, since there are 
just two highways and one railroad open in win-
ter (in summer, four more short roads help a 
little). Nearly all the wild land in the state is in- 
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accessible except by expedition. This requires a 
change in thinking for a Californian oriented to 
casual highway access. But eventually you start 
considering expeditions more seriously. 

I was pondering this problem with student 
friends before spring vacation in 1970, when one, 
June Weinstock, said, "Why not go to the Brooks 
Range?" This had not occurred to anyone, but the 
idea was tantalizing. The range spans the north 
of Alaska, 300 miles north of Fairbanks and 150 
miles south of the Arctic Ocean. It has been com-
pletely explored by occasional gold miners, trap-
pers, scientists and hunters, but much of it is al-
most never seen; even Eskimos and Indians have 
only two or three settlements there, in contrast to 
the tundra plains to the north and the marshy 
river flats to the south. The area which particu-
larly attracted us was the region where Robert 
Marshall mapped and mountaineered in the 
1930's, as described in his Alaska Wilderness (sec- 



The Glacier River Valley, from Glacier Pass to the headwaters. Photo by the Author 

ond edition, University of California Press, 1970.) 
June had been thinking of the area since reading 
the book several years before. Now I read it. It 
was easy to become steeped in Marshall's exhilara-
tion of penetrating gentle valleys among sheer 
peaks, and also to appreciate the plain labor of liv-
ing outdoors in an Arctic winter, both aspects en-
hanced because I myself was about to follow his 
trail. It is not often that one has the opportunity 
of reading an adventure book from that viewpoint. 

Preparations were initiated by some inquiries 
among friends with more experience in "the bush," 
to find out whether it is wise to travel in the 
Brooks Range in March. I heard it is quite feas-
ible, as temperatures seldom get below —30°. We 
should, however, be prepared for the occasional 
week-long spring storm. Daylight, of course, would 
be ample, with twelve hours of sun at that date, 
plus the long Arctic twilights. 

The weeks before departure were occupied with  

animated calls back and forth about equipment 
ideas, chartering a flight, locating and inspecting 
equipment. The personnel of the trip eventually 
comprised June and me, Glenn Strait, and Sam 
Corbin. All were graduate students at the Univer-
sity of Alaska, except that I was a technician. 

Our equipment was in general the standard as-
sortment for winter travel — tent, down parkas 
(no down pants, though without them we pushed 
our clothing margin to the limit), fishnet and 
wool underwear, dehydrated food, gasoline stove 
(though we planned to rely on wood unless it 
stormed). There were a few special items. One was 
the Arctic footgear, necessitated by the low tem-
peratures. June and I skied in leather boots, but 
for use when we stopped we carried Army surplus 
canvas mukluks, inside which I used half-inch felt 
booties and insoles, and she used Eskimo caribou 
"socks" with the fur on the inside. The men skied 
in Arctic rubber boots, with felt liners and a vapor 
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Wiseman. A "Yukon Sled" in foreground, used for hauling firewood. Photo by the Author 

barrier. We also had rubber overshoes to cover our 
ski boots in case we met a peculiar hazard of Arc-
tic winter travel, fresh overflows on the frozen 
rivers. 

The other major departure from California ski 
touring equipment was our Nordic skis and boots. 
On the long valley stretches of interior Alaska and 
the Brooks Range, Nordic equipment is superior to 
Alpine. A long gliding stride is easy (after some 
practice) with the light Nordic skis and boots and 
cross-country wax. This makes backpacking on the 
level or on a gentle slope much faster than the 
plodding walk which is necessary with Alpine 
equipment, with its stiff boots, heavy skis and 
plastic bases. The steep slopes which give Alpine 
equipment a clear advantage are short and infre-
quent. Nordic skis are amply strong for safety in 
wilderness travel if the wider types are used, and 
we also carried emergency ski tips. 

On Saturday, March 14, we took off at 6:30 a.m. 
from the Fairbanks airport in two four-place 
planes. We crossed the White Mountains, actually 
a hilly plateau north of Fairbanks, and then the 
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Yukon River plains. Finally came more hills, 
which broke away into the broad forested valley 
of the Middle Fork of the Koyukuk. The planes 
turned up the river and soon entered the Brooks 
Range proper, where steep rounded ridges enclosed 
the valley and mounted higher as we went on. We 
began to lose altitude, and saw ahead the scat-
tered cabins of Wiseman on a bend of the river. 

We unloaded our gear from the plane under an 
overcast sky. We wondered how many people lived 
in the town, since no one seemed to be about. Pres-
ently one man appeared, a tall, quiet gentleman 
in an old clean jacket, with a smooth face above 
a bush of white whiskers. June drew on conversa-
tions with a friend who had been in Wiseman, and 
guessed, "You must be Ross Brockman." This oc-
casioned amusement — "You must have heard 
about the whiskers" — and an invitation to finish 
packing in his cabin. We gladly accepted, since the 
15° air felt rather cold. 

Although Wiseman looks like a substantial 
cabin community from the air, it is in fact almost 
a ghost town. It was hard to tell which of the 



silent dark cabins on the snowy knolls were oc-
cupied, but most are deserted. On the other hand, 
there were more buildings when the place was a 
bustling mining center. The area was originally 
settled by some of the fortune seekers who had 
arrived on the Klondike (in Yukon Territory) 
too late to stake a claim, and overflowed into all 
the gold-bearing valleys of Alaska. Wiseman was 
the center of trade for the central Brooks Range 
from about 1910 to 1935. Supplies came by barge 

in summer, from the Pacific Ocean up the Yukon 
and the Koyukuk, and overland in winter by dog 

team from Fairbanks. There were log stores, meet-

ing halls, inns, and houses of ill repute. Miners 
came to town for goods and good cheer from their 

isolated camps and communities in the mountains 
for forty miles around. Now the mining camps in 

the canyons are deserted, and the system of dog-
sled roads that led across passes throughout the 
area is silent all winter. At most a dozen people 
now live in Wiseman and the entire Koyukuk 
drainage. 

We took no time that day to get acquainted 
with the town, though fortunately we did so later. 
We walked upriver half-a-mile and located the old 
road that leads west to the former community of 
Nolan. (The road once boasted the only car in the 
area.) We mounted the first steep rise to the val-
ley, regretting our late night of packing and fare-
well carousing with friends in the university 
dorms. Thereafter we skied pleasantly along the 

road in the gentle U-shaped valley. At its head 
were several low passes over which lay our first 
objective, the Glacier River. Our plan after reach-
ing the river was to ski on it as far up as possible. 
We hoped to reach the head of the river, and even 
perhaps the spectacular gorge country in the 
Clear River valley beyond that Marshall described. 

Our first night's camp was at Nolan, a widely 
scattered handful of deserted cabins. Nolan was 
notable for the abundance of wolf tracks and bed 
spots. Though we saw and heard no wolves, we 
were sure some of the tracks were fresh in the 
morning. 

Camping soon became routine, but not imme-
diately. On the first night our fire on the snow 
settled, and our much-anticipated soup joined the  

carefully-nurtured fire. Thereafter we arranged 
each fire between an "edifice" of specially chosen 
heavy logs. Monitoring this arrangement for the 
safety of our dinner was a constant concern, so 
much so that someone was accused by June of 

having an "edifice complex." 
The nights were chilly, but keeping warm was 

only a problem the one night it reached —15°. The 
days ranged from +15° to +30°, and the weather 

from clear to light snowfall. Wet and frosty sleep-
ing bags were a constant problem, as on all con-
tinually cold outings, but we were gratified to dis-

cover that the sun would dry things when the air 

was no warmer than +15°. 
We continued the next day toward the passes, 

crossing more wolf trails as well as moose and 

ptarmigan tracks. We compared the passes and 
chose what appeared to be the easiest and nearest. 

The rest of the day was spent toiling up a narrow 
ravine, sometimes clambering through willows 
when the snow did not hold us above them. At 
dusk we camped on top of the pass. Next day we 
laboriously ploughed down a steep slope towards 
the Glacier River valley. Scarcely a mile to our 
left and below we could now see a broad flat pass 
that we could have strolled across with far less 
time and effort. 

The snow in the Brooks Range is unlike snow 
anywhere else. The winters are so cold and the 
wind so light that it never consolidates. It merely 
metamorphoses into brittle crystals, so the skier 

seems to be laboring through dense foam. We had 
to change leads frequently. However, we became 
less resentful of the snow when we realized that 
most of our travel was over thickets of semi-

dwarfed willow and blueberry bushes, which be-
cause of the snow cover supported us as if on an 

18-inch high superstructure. In summer we would 
have been thrashing through the stuff most of the 
way. 

From the foot of the pass we gained a panoramic 
view up the Glacier River Valley. It reaches many 
miles north to the backbone of the Brooks Range. 
It was completely solitary; we knew no one had 
been there that winter, and probably not for years 
before. The valley is gently bowl-shaped, perhaps 
three miles wide. Black spruce forest lies on the 
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floor and partway up the mountainsides. The 
frozen river was a broad white avenue meandering 
down the flats. The peaks lining the valley were 
huge, pyramidal, rugged, and cleft by canyons, 
barren and white on their upper reaches. There 
was a soft vapor in the air; in the low Arctic sun-
light the lower slopes were in velvet shadow, but 
the summits were held in a far-off misty glow in 
which they seemed to soar. The beauty before us 
was everything we had been led to expect by Mar-
shall's hyperbole. 

We spent a lunch stop overlooking the valley. 
Besides reverie (and besides the pervading chill 
and numb feet that every stop brought on), I be-
gan to experience curiosity about the very impres-
siveness of the scene. Something had puzzled me 
when I read Marshall's book, for his photographs 
show peaks that seem rather gentle in comparison 
with ranges further south (with the exception of 
the atypical Arrigetch region), and the topograph-
ic maps confirmed that the summits in our region 
are under 5,000 feet. Yet, here among the moun-
tains themselves, we were seeing something as 
truly awe-inspiring as any view in other ranges. 
In fact, there seemed to be some optical illusion, 
for distances which appeared to be twenty-five 
miles were found on the map to be only ten. I can 
only partly explain the phenomenon. Certainly 
the lighting, the sweep of the country, and the 
solitude are genuinely compelling. And perhaps 
the altered scale has something to do with the for-
est. The Arctic spruce forest, the so-called taiga 
association, is composed of diminutive spirelike 
trees, 25 to 50 feet high. It may be that in distant 
scenes the mind takes the scale of the whole view 
from the trees, and converts it to a range of height 
and breadth which matches more familiar and 
higher ranges farther south. 

We went on across rolling land that sloped 
towards the river. After still another camp we 
reached it. At last we skied out onto the ice, and 
revelled in the ease of gliding over the hard smooth 
surface with a few inches of snow for a base. The 
necessity for caution — keeping watch for de-
pressed ice, skiing separately to reduce stress on 
the ice, staying away from cut-banks where the 
current is swiftest — was repaid by the ease of 
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traveling. The views on the river were also fine, 
the mountains being seen to good advantage from 
the broad white plain of the river's surface. One 
night, from a camp on the river bank, we had an 
extraordinary view of the river and mountains 
under the full moon. Sam came into camp after a 
walk on the river and observed that the world 
there was silver and platinum and lampblack and 
diamonds. 

We turned back at the end of the fifth day, after 
reaching Swede Creek. (The creek, like several 
mountains in the area, is named after local charac-
ters described in Marshall's book.) We regretted 
very much that we had not gotten farther, but we 
had admittedly been following an "openended" 
plan with an unrealistic ultimate goal. 

On our way downriver again we camped at one 
of the most beautiful spots we passed, a grove of 
unusually large trees. The tallest spruce was sev-
enty feet high (by triangulation, using twigs and 
ski-lengths as provisional units of measurement.) 
This is a giant tree for a place above the Arctic 
circle, only thirty miles south of the absolute tree 
line. Cottonwoods of almost equal height, with 
deeply rutted bark, stood among the spruce. Little 
glades opened between the trees. Several perfect 
arches had somehow been formed by tree trunks. 
We tried to imagine the grove in summer, with 
sunlight filtering through a rustling green canopy, 
and the cool ground covered with lush feathery 
"horsetail." We called the place Lothlorien. 

As we were leaving the grove the next day 
around noon, I stayed behind a bit to photograph. 
I idly realized I was listening to a new sound, and 
then it struck me that it was a wolf howling on a 
nearby hillside. It was a low, far-carrying moan, 
drawn out to surprising length, and irregularly 
descending. The wolf howled repeatedly for per-
haps ten minutes. It was not answered. 

I think I resisted pointing out later to my com-
panions that there are sometimes advantages to 
dawdling. 

Our last camp was just before the pass, at the 
foot of Bluecloud Mountain. That was another 
night of memorable moonlight. Around bedtime 
we took a ski run back along our trail. On the 
broken trail and without packs, we could for once 



stretch out in the full gliding stride that is the 
greatest pleasure of Nordic skiing. Going along 
rhythmically in the vague light, at perhaps eight 
miles an hour on the level, gave an extreme illu-
sion of flying. The curving white slopes of Blue-
cloud in the moonlight contributed to the ethereal 
atmosphere. 

The next day we went across the pass (the low 
Glacier Pass this time) . A small group of caribou 
was there, resting in an open area and pawing 

snow away from the grass and lichens. When we 
approached they ran into the woods. These cari-

bou would migrate in the next few weeks to calv-
ing grounds near the Arctic Ocean or on the north-

western slopes of the range. 
We spent the night just outside of Wiseman, 

and got there early the next day to meet our flight 
out. However, it didn't come until the day after. 
That gave us a providential chance to learn about 
the town. 

We first paid a visit to Ross Brockman. Relax-
ing in his warm, spacious, neat though frugal 
home, we gradually absorbed a sense of the life in 
the bush. The past gained connections with the 
present as Brockman (and later Harry Leonard) 
filled us in on the recent lives of Marshall's early 
acquaintances. With a few differences that have 
less influence than might be expected, life in Wise-
man goes on as in the days of the '98'ers. (The 
principal difference is that it is quiet all the time, 

instead of most of the time with a few big get-to-
gethers each year.) The barge and sledge supply 
lines have been replaced by the weekly mail plane. 

Thus people can travel to Fairbanks instantane-

ously if they want to, but they seldom want to pay 
the fare, and they are satisfied in Wiseman. Food 
and goods are ordered from Fairbanks and the 

States, but the air rates mean that one orders sel-
dom and carefully, and items such as machinery or 
fresh food are in general out of the question. The 
bulk of a person's sustenance comes from the land, 
the hunting and berrying and the garden. (Brock-
man's seedlings were already getting started in 
the window, though the ground wouldn't thaw 
until June.) Firewood for the long winter is gath-
ered from the woods. Repair services are, of course, 
one's own — Brockman's transistor radio (which  

received stations from all over western North 
America over a block-long antenna in the treetops) 
was held together with various wooden pegs. The 
subsistence living takes up the majority of one's 
time, in an unhurried life regulated only by the 

seasons. 
People are healthy. Brockman, who can remem-

ber the opening of the Panama Canal, had just 
built his log home single-handedly. Our other ac-
quaintance in town, Harry Leonard, must be of 
similar age but still mines in summer at Nolan. 

("My eyes aren't good enough anymore to read or 
hunt.") Does mining pay? "You're doing well if 

you break even." 
And we discovered a tradition of conservation 

there, which was especially noteworthy because 
Alaskan proponents of industrial development 
commonly claim that old-timers are the most eager 
of all to tame the wilderness. Brockman explained 

how the residents cut their large supply of fire-
wood in carefully scattered places, and are proud 
that the cuttings don't show. Leonard, who seemed 
to be a hard-bitten and practical fellow, told us of 
the weasel which he allows to feed on his meat 
supply, and foxes he knew of down river which "I 
don't tell anyone about." (Some residents run 
traplines, including a sometime school teacher 
from Fairbanks.) The men's views on the proposed 
Alaskan oil development were easy to determine, 
for the route of the oil pipeline and road from 

Prudhoe Bay to Valdez would pass down the Ko-
yukuk Valley and through Wiseman. Survey 
crews and heavy equipment are now in the valley. 
Brockman looked upon it with regret but resigna-

tion; Leonard told how he had gone one day to see 
the activity, and had greeted the work crew, "Say, 
what's new besides tearing up the countryside?" 

The life in Wiseman as we saw it may die away 
with the last of the Sourdoughs. But hopefully the 
wilderness we saw will not, in spite of some inevit-
able development. Just west of the Glacier River 
Valley, in similar country, is the proposed Gates 
of the Arctic National Park. We hope that Alas-
kans and the rest of the nation will be able to pre-
serve a part of the land where many of the moun-
tains are still nameless, and where wolves howl at 
midday. 
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SKETCHING 

Do you pack a camera with your frying pan and 
first aid kit, a camera to record the mountains 
you climb? That means you wish to record the 
beauty of the mountains. But have you ever 
thought of packing a sketchbook and pencil or 
felt-tipped pen? Probably not. 

You feel a sketch takes time. Besides, you claim 
you can't draw. Well, the time is well spent. And 
you can draw mountains, because you know 
mountains. 

The vivid realism of a photograph can bring 
back memories of the good climb, the grand day. 
But a camera intrudes hard things, plastic, metal 
and a glass lens between you and your mountain. 
It merely records. On the other hand, sketching 
a mountain will lead you into it, show you things 
neither you or a camera would notice. 

Because a sketch is an exercise in study. 
And that's how you learn to draw a mountain, 

study it. The studying in the end becomes the 
profit, for in the process you learn more about 
your mountain. 

There are two general ways a mountain can be 
considered for drawing, its two dimensional shape 
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and its three dimensional shape. Let's think about 
the first. 

Each mountain has a particular shape or pro-
file, some distinctive, others more ordinary. That 
shape can vary from the direction viewed. The 
simplest recording of the shape is merely a line 
drawn to follow the outline of the mountain's 
profile. That single line is one kind of mountain 
sketch. 

A single line describing the shape of Mt. Washington. 

To one who knows the particular mountain, the 
shape described by the single line would be recog-
nizable. Any tourist would recognize the line of the 



MOUNTAINS 
By William Reid, Jr. 

Matterhorn. Many people in northern New Eng-
land would recognize a single line describing the 
shape of Mount Washington, the telltale knob on 
the top identifying it for them. A dock worker 
who'd never left Seattle would easily recognize the 
line which described the profile of Mount Rainier. 

But recognition isn't the aim of sketching moun-
tains. Discovering the particular silhouette of a 
certain mountain is the goal. 

So try it. Draw the single line of a summit's 
profile. Hopefully, it will only be a single line. But 
if you've never drawn before (your claim), it will 
probably be a series of nervous dashes and short 
lines. You have no confidence with your hand. The 
pen or pencil records that uncertainty as well as 
the approximate shape of the mountain. 

If you lack confidence in your drawing hand, 
maybe it's really the mountain in which you lack 
confidence. The pencil, running the ridge, climb-
ing the buttress, is unsure of its route, catches on 
an outcropping as it tops the summit. So try 
again, climb the mountain with your pencil. 

For that's what you're doing, climbing with 
your pencil. And if you keep trying until you can  

negotiate the whole line in a single sweep of your 
pencil, you've conquered the mountain. 

And think how much you've learned about the 
mountain? You'll have stared and studied the 
pitches, the bumps of the ridge, the teeth of the 
summit. You'll have come to know them, because 
you've drawn them. 

The hard mountains of the West require sharp angles. 

That single line you've drawn includes more 
than just the particular mountain's profile. It's 
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Attacking the shadow areas directly. 

Outlining the areas of shadows for later darkening. 

In the western mountains strong light lies next to deep shadow. 

run contains the general characteristics of moun-
tains. If you're drawing the soft mountains of the 
Appalachians, the line you sketch will be smooth 
and flowing, made up of obtuse angles and curves. 
The hard mountains of the West, however, require 
sharp angles and abrupt changes in the direction 
of your drawn line. The very nature of your line 
will suggest the character of your mountains. 

Yet that's merely the two dimensional shape of 
the mountain. The next dimension reveals even 
more. It pulls you into the mountain itself. 

The third dimension introduces light and shade, 
nothing more, but that's what will give mass to 
your subject. A black and white photograph of a 
mountain is nothing more than patterns of light 
and shade. Therefore, to capture the third dimen-
sion of mountains, you must record light and 
shade. 

Forget details such as trees, foliage and individ-
ual rocks. They hide the mass of a mountain just 
as a lace table cloth hides a table. Simply record 
the areas of basic shadow. So doing, you'll have 
drawn your mountain or detail of your mountain 
with three dimensional shape. The greater the con-
trast between light and dark, the more three di-
mensional the sketch will appear. 

Again, sketching means studying the subject. 
Recording the light and shade patterns of a land-
scape portion by outlining the areas of shadow 
for later darkening in, is one way of handling the 
problem. Attacking the shadow areas directly with 
broad, parallel strokes is another. 
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Patterns of light and shadow vary by more than 
just arrangement. In the harsh western mountains, 
especially in the rocky areas void of foliage, strong 
light lies next to deep shadow. Little blending 
transition carries from areas of light to areas of 
shadow. But in the softer eastern mountains, cov-
ered with foliage, the break between the two isn't 
so abrupt. Light changes through degrees of gray 
before reaching the darkness of the shadows. It's 
that easy transition which gives a drawing of an 
Appalachian mountain its easy, soft, swinging 
appearance. 

 

Painters in China painted mountainscapes to capture the FEEL. 

With eastern mountains the break isn't so abrupt. 

Again, studying a mountain to discover its light 
and shadow areas shows you how to draw the 
mountain. And again, by studying it to draw it, 
then drawing it acquaints you with the mountain, 
its shape, mass, swell and turn. The direction 
taken by the shadow areas pull you into the moun-
tain. Discovering the pockmarks of its face with a 
pencil and sketch pad records them on your mind 
as well as on the paper. You've experienced the 
mountain by drawing it. 

That's how to draw a mountain. First, concen-
tration upon the mountain (which shouldn't pre-
sent any difficulty to a climber) , then courageous-
ly recording that concentration with a line or 
shadow area. 

Perhaps such a drawing isn't realistic enough 
for you. Then you'd better return to the camera. 
But study, concentration and recording that study 
and concentration on a sketch pad will bring you 
much closer to the feel of the mountains than will 
any labored, realistic drawing. 

Traditional landscape painters in China were 
never concerned with the details of mountains. 
They painted their mountainscapes to capture the 
FEEL of mountains, not the appearance. Deep 
concentration revealed the essence of mountains 
to them. That's what they translated on paper. 

To become one with nature is to be able to draw 
nature. Who should be able to do the job better 
than the climber? 

These exercises of line and shadow do deal with 
something of the appearance of the mountains. 
But by keeping the appearance simple and basic, 
the capture of feel is possible. That you're read-
ing this article in this magazine suggests you al-
ready have feel for mountains. If you allow that 
feel to come out on a sketch pad, the drawings you 
make will intensify that feel. For the sketch paper 
asks you to concentrate before you record what 
you see, the line, the light and shade, your studied 
feeling for the mountains. Then the act of draw-
ing increases your feel. It works back and forth, 
drawing you into the realm of the mountain spirit. 
Isn't that enough to expect from sketching 
mountains? 

Leave the camera to recording details and real-
ity. Sketching is for the study of mountains and, 
if you're lucky, recording the mountain spirit. 

Besides, a pencil and sketch pad require very 
little room in pack, reason enough for including 
them next time you plan to study the mountains. 
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A Traverse 8- 

First Ascent 

in the Pickets 
By Peter L. Renz 

Some ranges one may tour by trail; not so 
Washington state's Pickets. Access to the Pickets 
is obtained primarily by off trail high and low 
routes best described in Tabor and Crowder's fan-
tastic volume, Routes and Rocks in the Mt. Chal-
lenger Quadrangle. Other approaches may be 
found in various mountaineering journals or 
learned of by word of mouth. A true appreciation 
of the routes in this area and the qualities of the 
various descriptions of these routes can only be 
gained by hiking the Pickets. 

In the Pickets travel is easy only when the 
weather allows. Passage over glaciers or high cols 
may be difficult due to crevasses, bergschrunds and 
unfavorable snow conditions. Our success in com-
pleting a partly untested traverse was due in no 
small part to favorable weather, glacier and snow 
conditions — in short, to luck. 

Thunderstorms and fog livened the trip from 
Picket Pass to Pickell Pass on the Picket Creek — 
Goodell Creek divide on the sixth day, fog delayed 
our departure for the unclimbed peak of Ghost on 
the seventh day, and threatening weather on the 
tenth day was a factor in our decision not to climb 
Despair. Except as noted above the weather was 
perfect for hiking and climbing. 

Our objectives were to make a first ascent of 
Ghost, a respectable peak of about 8,000 feet lying 
between Crooked Thumb and Phantom in the 

18 

Northern Pickets. We also had some unfinished 
business to settle on the east face of Mt. Terror, 
a leftover from a trip into Terror Basin in 1969. 
In addition, we wanted to really travel these 
mountains, seeing both the northern and southern 
Pickets and working out a route with as much in 
the way of alpine travel, grand vistas and scenic 
campsites as possible. We would start from the 
Goodell Creek road and swing counter-clockwise 
around the Goodell Creek drainage ending up at 
Thornton Lakes below Mt. Triumph. From the 
lakes a trail leads to a road that may be followed 
back to Newhalem. 

Our party consisted of Joan Firey, her daugh-
ter, Carla, Dave Knudson and me. Joan is a sea-
soned mountaineer and veteran of many success-
ful trips to the Pickets. She also knows as much 
about planning and cooking food for trips of this 
sort as anyone. We were as grateful for her meals 
as for her advice on routes, etc. 

Carla Firey was recruited as a last minute re-
placement for a projected party member whose 
medical duties kept him away. What a replace-
ment! I wish all my climbing companions com-
bined Carla's good humor, endurance and climbing 
competence. Her enthusiasm for rock was espe-
cially appreciated. Dave kept an eye on commu-
nity gear in general, campsites, etc., and I worked 
out the trip plan. I concentrated on worrying for 
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the whole party and Dave specialized in kicking 
steps furiously when all others had wearied. 

From our first camp we made an ascent of Pin-
nacle Peak by the North Ridge. We believed we 
were repeating Ed Cooper and Glen Denny's route, 
but later we discovered that our route was new. 
Except for communal route finding on the third 
class near the base of the ridge this pleasant and 
easy fourth and fifth class route was the work of 
Carla Firey. We descended an easy route on the 
southeast side after relaxing in the heather mea-
dow on top. 

The next day we climbed the southeast face of 
Terror and descended by the normal West Ridge 
Route. We moved our camp to Crescent Creek 
Basin and reconnoitered the pack route ahead to 
the Himmelgeister-Otto Horn Col — over steep 
soft snow followed by loose rock. We could see a 
way down the north side of the notch — so far so 
good. Joan recalled that the climb of Himmel-
geister Horn from the col was short, solid and easy. 
Had her memory not been so clear about this climb 
we would never have started climbing at 6:00 p.m. 
(reached the summit about 8:00 p.m., rappels, fad-
ing light, fixing ropes for next day's backpack, 
backing down steep snow under a magnificent 
sky illuminated by a nearly full waxing moon, in 
camp at 12:30 a.m.) . The weather held good and 
we began to get into our pace for this trip. 

With well-kicked steps and ropes (unnecessary) 
left from the previous day we had no trouble pack-
ing over the Himmelgeister-Otto Col. It was 
necessary to take to the rock west of the snow 
gully on the north side and even to rappel to avoid 
a particularly wide bergschrund. The optimists 
held sway and we decided to try for the Goodell-
McMillan divide from a point just north of Fren-
zel Spitz to Picket Pass. This untested route was 
magnificently scenic and easy except for some 
steep rock, heather and moss on the north side of 
one bump. One short rappel was used along the 
ridge. There were good campsites on top of 6907 
along the ridge but we proceeded to Picket Pass. 

The weather was so excellent we dispensed with 
the flysheet on the tent. The camping was ideal 
and the views magnificent, but at about 5:00 a.m. 
we set a record for putting up the flysheet shortly 
after the first few raindrops hit the tent. 

Rain in the Cascades usually comes to stay for 
a few days. But on day six we had unusual condi-
tions: intermittent thundershowers, lots of noise 
and confusion, some rain and fog, but not much 
real weather. It was a fine day to move from Pick-
ett Pass across the headwaters of Goodell Creek 
to Pickell Pass. 

Dropping into the head of Goodell Creek from 
Picket Pass we found both the cliff bands and 
abominable brush Tabor and Crowder mention, 
but we missed the goat trails. The upper cliff band 
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below Pickell Pass looked nasty. In patchy fog, 
darkening skies and occasional thundershowers we 
found what seemed an easier but more circuitous 
route than Tabor and Crowder's. We climbed up 
the Goodell Creek Valley and then traversed and 
dropped to Pickell Pass along Tabor and Crow-
der's climbing route for Mt. Fury. Joan's sense of 
direction proved crucial on this foggy detour. 

The camp at Pickell Pass was idyllic. The wea-
ther remained questionable and we departed late 
on our quest for the summit of Ghost. The fog and 
mists gave spectacular mountain vistas. We anti-
cipated the rotten rock of the North Pickets above 
a gully to the south of Ghost and were surprised 
to find a good climb awaiting. From the notch a 
fine ledge led west to a ridge. Third class con-
tinued beyond and then upward. I made the last 
two leads on easy solid fifth class rock. The first 
of these leads involved a pleasant well-protected 
airy step and the second involved traversing hither 
and yon up the west face until the summit was 
within reach. This peak offers fine climbing on 
solid rock, mostly protected by nuts (an angle 
piton proved handy). We reached camp at 1:30 
a.m., had dinner and went to bed by 3:00 a.m., 
and the sun turned the tent into an oven at 
7:00 a.m. 

After breakfast we packed up for our planned 
day's march to some point near Jasper Pass. 
Little does one know what fate holds in store. A 
slight error in route finding sent us up the wrong 
gully on the west side of Old Brownie. (This 
7,082-foot peak is just south of Pickell Pass and 
was first climbed and named by Warren Spick-
ard's party in 1958.) This error gave us the nasti-
est climbing of the entire traverse. Joan and Carla 
did two roped leads over steep, rotten rock which 
was occasionally wet. The gully was topped by the 
remains of last winter's cornice. The route looked 
suspiciously evil from below; from the top we 
could see the right gully a few hundred yards to 
the south of ours. The proper route was only too 
clear, in retrospect. This error in route finding 
changed our plans and we camped on the slopes 
of Old Brownie instead of near Jasper Pass. 

Next day we pushed on over the beautiful nor-
thern slopes of Pioneer Ridge. The whole Picket  

Range stands out from this vantage point and 
from Mt. Despair. Even Ghost, which remained 
unclimbed so long due to its hidden position from 
other vantage points, stands out clearly from Pio-
neer Ridge. 

The route off of Pioneer Ridge on the south re-
quired some thought. We traversed at a point 
higher than Tabor and Crowder's description 
seemed to indicate. We cursed the low hot dry 
hole that is Jasper Pass and began to ascend Des-
pair. Crossing Despair was the last questionable 
point of the route. To our surprise we found the 
north ridges of Despair friendly in mid-July. They 
abounded with campsites, tarns, heather flats, fine 
views. We hurried on to the bergschrund we had 
to cross to reach the glacier on the east of Despair. 
I was happy to find the crossing easy. We found 
a perfect glacier campsite at about 6,100 feet east 
of the North Peak of Despair. From this campsite 
we were able to see that our snow gully led over 
the ridge although it was broken by a fairly wide 
bergschrund. 

The weather was finally turning bad on us. Be-
yond Triumph Pass we ran into truly abominable 
brush and ended up camped on a cornice remnant 
at 6,200 feet above Thornton Lakes. We were bone 
weary and took our time walking out on day 
eleven. 

Eleven days, four peaks, a first ascent, good 
routes and a new backpacking route established: 
we felt it a rewarding trip. As the trip pessimist I 
keep wondering, "How would we have felt if a 
summer snowstorm had pinned us down or if our 
route around Despair had failed?" 

Toward the end the whole trip began to seem a 
bit fantastic. Our mood became maniac. We were 
the North Cascades Carpetbaggers. Our route was 
the Carpetbagger Traverse. Actually, it is just an-
other variant on Tabor and Crowder; they foresaw 
it all (see Routes and Rocks, p. 24, 11.9 and 10, 
etc.). 

With our route finding one would have to allow 
a good six days of travel for the Carpetbagger 
Traverse. Others might be able to improve on our 
time and route finding, but I doubt that they will 
ever improve on our weather. 

Photos on next page 
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Mt. Terror from the southeast. The Tiki head rock is visible on the The Blob, Twin Needles, Himmelgeister ar 
ridge at the base of the right-hand skyline. The ascent route lies close divide on the way to Picket Pass. Note 
to the right-hand skyline of Terror. was passed on the rock to the right. 

Our camp below Himmelgeister showing the Himmelgeister 
Otto Horn notch on the ridge just left of the peak. This picture 
was taken by moonlight. 

"The Piek( 
Terror and Degenhardt are seen on the des( 



tto Horn from the McMillan—Goodell Creek 
bergschrund in the gully descended. This 

The upper portions of the east face of Despair. Our glacier camp was 
just above the crevasses at the right of the glacier. To reach this camp 
we had to cross a bergschrund in a col behind the black ridge on the 
right foreground. Leaving this camp we climbed the first snow gully on 
the left coming down from the South Peak of Despair. 

L Traverse" 
Photos by Peter Renz 

of Pinnacle Peak. 
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Pinnacle Peak from the north. We passed the first step on the 
right and then climbed the ridge. The descent route drops 
down the south side and then along the southeast ridge and 
the left of the sunlit face. 



MOUNTAIN SICKNESS How the 

  

In a previous Summit article (October, 1970) 
D. B. Crouch examined some of the physiological 
manifestations of mountain sickness. He con-
cluded by stating that a moderate rate of ascent 
and preconditioning with drugs would aid in the 
prevention of mountain sickness. However, few 
suggestions were presented on how the weekend 
climber might go about minimizing his chances of 
becoming "sick" at altitude. It is the purpose of 
this presentation to relate practical suggestions on 
the prevention of mountain sickness. 

The problems encountered at altitude are the 
result of a lowered barometric pressure. At an al-
titude of 18,000 feet the barometric pressure is 
380mm Hg or one-half the value of sea level, which 
means that the oxygen tension is also diminished 
by one-half. This reduced oxygen tension (hy-
poxia) affects the body's ability to supply oxygen 
to the tissues; as a result, man is limited in his 
ability to function at altitude. A limit for long-
term habitation appears to be set at about 18,000 
feet. At the same time we find that approximately 
one-third of the world population, six hundred 
million people, live above 6,500 feet. This means 
that man can adapt to an environment of low 
oxygen pressure but that there is a physiological 
limit, imposed by altitude, beyond which he can- 
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not function. Some physiologists claim that, after 
acclimatization, man can ascend to only about 
28,200 feet without supplemental oxygen. This 
should be an especially interesting consideration 
for anyone concerned with the history and/or 
climbing of Mt. Everest (29,028 feet). 

Generally, symptoms of acute mountain sick-
ness are noted in people at altitudes of 7,000 feet 
and over. The physical problems encountered are 
weakness, dizziness, headache, nausea, vomiting, 
and insomnia. The fact that some individuals may 
be symptom-free at 15,000 feet while others are 
miserably ill can only be explained by differences 
in sensitivity to hypoxia. 

Beside the decreased availability of oxygen at 
altitude other stresses such as cold, aridity, high 
wind, increased intensity of light, gravitational 
changes, and over-exertion take their toll on the 
individual's resistance and can contribute to a 
case of mountain sickness. Some of these factors 
such as air temperature, humidity, and wind in-
fluence the barometric pressure, and are in turn 
influenced by the topography of the region (e.g. 
exposure to sun or shade). This may account for 
differences in the severity of mountain sickness in 
different regions of the same altitude. 

The most important physiological factor deter- 



weekeni) climber can minimize its effects 
By Thomas P. Martin 

Human Performance Laboratory 

University of Maryland 

mining how a climber will perform at altitude is 
the amount of oxygen he is capable of providing 
for his bodily functions. This will depend upon the 
climber's level of acclimatization, fitness, and in-
dividual capacity for performance at altitude. 

Acclimatization means the adjustment to a new 
environment, in our case the environment of high 
altitude with its decreased availability of oxygen. 
It has been found, for people moving from sea 
level to an altitude of 6500 feet, that three weeks 
are necessary for complete acclimatization. How-
ever, acclimatization does not take place in a con-
tinuous fashion; rather, it proceeds in several 
phases. The fact that many of the physiological 
changes occur most rapidly in the first few days 
of exposure to a higher altitude can prove to be 
very important for both the novice and expert 
climber. 

The statement that people are affected at an 
altitude as low as 6,500 feet is not crucial for most 
climbers, but the point of the course of the accli-
matization period at altitude may prove helpful. 
This means that a climber can acquire many of the 
physiological benefits of acclimatization with a 
stay of only a few days at a high altitude. 

As mentioned earlier, the "ideal" altitude which 
should be employed for acclimatization is an indi- 

vidual matter and will depend on many factors, 
not the least of which are time, physical condition, 
and financial resources. Generally speaking, a 
climber should ascend to the highest altitude pos-
sible (without undue difficulty) for acclimatiza-
tion. The reasoning here is that a climber who ac-
climatizes himself at 10,000 feet rather than 7,000 
feet is much less likely to become a victim of 
mountain sickness, and therefore will find the 
climb to the summit of a 14,400-foot peak a much 
more enjoyable experience. One thing is for cer-
tain, the climber who is minimally impaired by 
the effects of altitude will be most able to enjoy 
both the climb itself and the exhilaration of the 
summit. 

Physiologically, many changes occur with accli-
matization. One of the most important is the in-
crease in the concentration of red corpuscles 
(hemoglobin) in the blood. Hemoglobin contained 
in the red blood cells is a substance which unites 
with oxygen at the lungs and then is transported 
via the blood to the tissues to supply the needed 
oxygen for work. This increase in hemoglobin dur-
ing acclimatization enables the body to adjust 
somewhat, although not fully, to the decreased 
oxygen pressure at altitude. 

Another adjustment which the body makes with 
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COME HAVE A 

LUTE JERSTAD 
ADVENTURE 

FOREIGN EXPEDITIONS: 

Mt. Logan 1971 

Kilimanjaro 1972 

Himalaya with 

Tenzing Norgay 1971 

With: 

Lute lerstad 

Tenzing Norgay 

Willi Unsoeld 

Tom Frost 

Dean Caldwell 

Dick McGowan 

lay U//in 

Ice Climbing & Rock Climbing 
Survival and Youth Camps 
Whitewater Float Trips 

WRITE: LUTE JERSTAD ADVENTURES 

9920 S.W. TERWILLIGER BLVD. PORTLAND, OREGON 97219 
TELEPHONE AREA 503 - 246-9830 

Mo-u.n.tadri Bick.riess 
from preceding page 

acclimatization is an increased respiratory rate. 
By increasing the frequency of breathing, the dif-
fusion of oxygen into the blood is aided and there-
fore more oxygen is made available to the tissues. 
However, at the same time the increased rate of 
breathing causes an increased loss of water — 
with each breath the air is moistened in the lungs 
and then exhaled — the more breaths and the 
drier the air inhaled, the larger the water loss dur-
ing expiration. This is why the mountaineer must 
be especially careful to take in enough liquids to 
prevent dehydration at altitude. 

All told, the adjustments the body is capable of 
making during a period of acclimatization are not 
sufficient to enable an individual to perform at the 
same maximum capacity which he has at sea level. 
In fact, the higher the altitude the less an individ-
ual is able to perform prolonged hard work 
(climbing). 

Another factor of concern is the effect of physi-
cal fitness on susceptibility to mountain sickness. 
The more physically fit a climber is the less likely 
he is to be the victim of mountain sickness. How-
ever, this does not mean that individuals in an  

equal state of fitness will be equally affected by 
exposure to high altitude. The reason for this dis-
crepancy is an inherent tolerance or lack of toler-
ance to the conditions of altitude. As an example, 
one cannot say that a college athlete (for example, 
a distance runner) is less likely to be affected by 
mountain sickness than a typical student. But one 
can say that the more fit the runner and the more 
fit the student the less likely each will be of suc-
cumbing to mountain sickness. The reason why 
the more fit person is less affected is that physical 
training — distance running, running stairs, swim-
ming, etc. — develops the respiratory and cardio-
vascular systems. In other words, it develops those 
systems which supply and transport the oxygen 
to the working muscles. In fact, some of the same 
physiological changes which occur with acclimati-
zation also occur with training. 

Prudent control of one's eating habits may aid 
in the prevention of mountain sickness. Large 
meals and foods which are difficult to digest should 
be avoided. The bigger the meal the greater the 
amount of blood that is necessary for the digestive 
processes. When one ingests a large meal, blood 

CLIMBING & TREKKING TOURS 
TO INDIA, NEPAL 

Via AIR INDIA 

18 Day tours depart New York: June 25, August 6 
all inclusive price per person: $899 

22 Day tours depart New York: Sept. 24, Oct. 8 
all inclusive price per person: $1199 

Detailed brochure available from: 

ASTRA INTERNATIONAL TRAVEL, INC. 
332 South Michigan Avenue 

Chicago, Illinois 60604 
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packs, sleeping bags, and clothing made for the 
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Send for free color catalog & list of over 200 dealers. 
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is shunted from the regular circulation to the ab-
dominal area to aid in the digestion of the food; 
therefore less blood is available in the general cir-
culation for supply of oxygen to the tissues. 

Beware — alcohol accelerates the onset and in-
creases the severity of mountain sickness. 

Finally, one must be prepared to guard against 
all possibilities of over-exposure which can lead to 
a decline in resistance and possible illness — sun, 
wind, rain, snow, cold, etc. This means the back-
packing of sufficient gear to guard against any 
eventuality. Numerous people have died because 
of a lack of respect for the changing conditions in 
the mountains. 

SUMMARY 

In summary the following are general sugges-
tions for the prevention of mountain sickness: 

Be very careful not to over-exert yourself at 
altitude. This can bring on sickness with its 
resultant loss of strength and balance (and 
therefore could be extremely dangerous). 
Try to acclimatize at the highest altitude 
possible and for as long as possible before 
attempting the summit. In attempting high 
peaks it may be necessary to acclimatize at 
each of several progressive altitudes. 

Train to a high degree of physical fitness 
months before the expected ascent. 
Eat lightly and often, and be sure to take in 
sufficient liquids during the climb. 
Be aware of and prepared for any change in 
weather conditions and do not consume al-
cohol on the climb. 

This article has attempted to inform the reader 
of some of the complexities related to mountain 
sickness. It is hoped that the suggestions pre-
sented along with the supportive reasoning will in 
some way help make "that" mountain experience 
a much more enjoyable one. 

division of Outdoor Sports Industries, Inc. 
Dept. S-1 
5450 North Valley Highway 
Denver, Colorado 80216 
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The day after the rescue we talked 
in George's cabin, his casted leg 
propped on a stool, and decided to 
write a story about the events of the 
day before. After all, it had been one 
of the great adventures of our lives — 
huddled together on a ledge in a 
snowstorm, cold, two long 5.6 leads 
above the glacier and yet at least an-
other two below the summit. But in  

trying to write the account, the adven-
ture turned into another climbing 
story where the main characters were 
a couple of sandlot climbers on a wall 
somewhere on an eighth-rate peak five 
miles from some parking lot some-
where in the Rocky Mountains. When 
I reread the first draft, it looked 
something like this: 

It had been a pleasant walk to Lake  

Isabelle and it was a jovial evening 
camped by the lake. Little thought was 
given to the pyramid which was Nava-
jo Peak only a few miles away. . . . 
The first lead would have been easy 
and straight forward except for the 
moss, the crumbly rock and the small 
stream running down the crack in 
which we were climbing. . . . 

If it was filmed it would have made 
a boring show and people would turn 
it off in favor of the excitement of Bo-
nanza. But the memories linger nev-
ertheless, for to us it was a very, 
very real adventure. From the time 
George's boot slipped to the time we 
reached the lake almost twelve hours 
later the outcome was often uncertain. 
You know the outcome because I'm 
here to write it so perhaps you'd 
rather read about a rescue from the 
Eiger, El Cap, or the Himalayas. But 
an adventure to those who have expe-
rienced it is more than a series of oc-
currences, it is the emotions, the fears, 
and the human relationships that exist 
during the day. This is what I am 
writing about. 

Very few fatal accidents are caused 
by one mistake, rather they are caused 
by a series of errors, misjudgments, 
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CLIMB 
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AT ISM 

Details: Dougal Haston 

International School of 

Mountaineering 

1854 Leysin, Switzerland 
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bits of bad luck and so on. I remem-
ber being told a story when I was 
young which illustrates this point. A 
fisherman, a man who had lived his 
whole life with the sea, died on his day 
off while taking his son out on an ex-
cursion. The death was due to a com-
bination of events; he ignored weather 
signs, forgot a life jacket, misjudged 
the tides, forgot his watch, tied his 
boat to the island with a granny knot 
. . . and he died. 

So it almost was with us, we treated 
our day as though it would be a rock 
climb and not an exercise in moun-
taineering. After all, we are young and 
strong, it was a warm, beautiful, cloud-
less day, and we were only going a 
few miles from base camp. While 
George had some sense and brought a 
raincoat I had none and started out 
in my old black sweatshirt, my hands 
in my pocket, and nothing in the way 
of extra clothes. I vaguely realized my 
mistake the moment we made our way 
into the shadow of the north face. Not 
that I was cold, it was a warm day, 
but the spirit of the rock was the spirit 
of a mountain and not the spirit of a 
hunk of granite near Boulder, Colo-
rado where I live. The spirit initiated 
a train of daydreams, thoughts of bliz-
zards, ice caves, and flag-planting cere-
monies. Everything about the climb 
spoke of mountain from the view of 
the glacier with its cirques and lakes 
to the thinness and purity of the air, 
to that cold wet stream going down 
where we were going up. 

George led the first and I led the 
second pitch, which was where the 
trouble began. The blue sky turned 
gray, it began to hail, the rock got wet, 
and by the third lead the going was 
treacherous. George fell, landed on a 
ledge and broke an ankle. Luckily two 
hikers were on the snowfield below; 
we hailed them and told them our 
problem. They left for help and we 
settled down to wait for the rescue 
party. Shortly afterward the high hail 
clouds blew away and in their place a 
low rain cloud blew in and engulfed 
us. Visibility was about twenty feet, 
rescue would be impossible, and here  

we were. It was only one o'clock in the 
afternoon; we were already wet and 
cold. 

The analogy between our predica-
ment and that of the fisherman was 
uncomfortably close. We forgot our 
warm clothes (substitute life jackets) , 
we ran into bad weather (plain bad 
luck) , we climbed anyway (misjudg-
ment?) , there was a fall, and the wea- 

ther got worse. Looking around, my 
world consisted of a rather wide ledge, 
a small piece of the north face of Nav-
ajo, a bag of gorp, and George. If the 
world was really flat then I suspect 
the edge would look like the view from 
that ledge — an empty, colorless, white 
void. 

It is an interesting characteristic of 
mine and I believe of other people as 
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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 

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 

BACKPACKING & SKI TOURING 

SPECIALISTS 

K E LTY 
mountaineering • I34.c 
1801 Victory .Boulevkid,,_11 
Cq1ifo rnia. 91201 ° 1T34 24 

On the North Face of Navajo 

continued from page 35 

well, that a small discomfort such as 
the loss of one's toilet paper on a 
camping trip is met with anger, accu-
sations and recriminations, but a ma-
jor disaster is met with outward si-
lence and inward calm. The futility of 
anger is obvious and the waste of 
energy could be fatal. Anyway, there 
was a certain beauty to the whole 
event — two men alone together in the 
middle of nothing. We talked and 
joked and I loved George for his jovial 
mood. I built him a stone footrest so 
his ankle could be held in the air and 
he good naturedly bitched about the 
quality of my workmanship. He held 
me because I was cold. I tried not to 
be too imaginative, not to think of 
what the night would bring, and sur-
prised myself with my success. 

The real adventure of the day 
wasn't the approach, the climb, the 
fall, or the retreat later on; it was the 
wait. I sat back and had the time to 
think that I might die. But somehow 
I felt that I wouldn't. We would make 
it, although at the moment I didn't 
know how. That was the adventure. 
In the meantime, I sat shivering arm 
in arm with this other man and we 
were saving strength for what was 
to be done, and that too was the 
adventure. 

What we didn't know all this time 
was that there was one cloud in the 
sky and that the rest of the area was 
warm and sunny. At 13,000 feet on 
that ledge we were in that cloud and 
to us the world was white, wet, and 
cold. So it seemed like a miracle when 
the cloud blew on, the sun came out 
and we looked up into blue sky. We 
cheered the sun, and George hopped 
up on his good leg and said," Well, 
Jon, let's start the rescue ourselves." 
Off to the right was a series of ledges 
which sloped westerly and down to a 
saddle and snowfield. Below the snow-
field, invisible to us, were men and a 
litter. We met three hundred feet be-
low the saddle at twilight and carried 
George down to the lake, to the park-
ing lot, and finally to the city and the 
X-ray machines. 

ALPINE RECREATION 
694 Locust Street, Mount Vernon, NY 10552 914-667-4461' 

Hours: Mon-Fri 11 AM to 9 PM, Sat 9 AM to 5 PM 

CLIMBERS' CORNER 
49 River Street, Cambridge, Mass. 02139 617-876-6270 

Hours: Mon-Fri 10 AM to 9 PM, Sat 9 AM to 5 PM 

MOUNTAINEERING RECREATION 
960A Troy-Schenectady Road, Latham, NY 12110 518485-0340 

Hours: Mon-Fri 11 AM to 9 PM, Sat 9 AM to 5 PM 

HOWARD BUFFINTON 
174 Buckingham Street, Springfield, Mass. 01109 413-733-9356 

Hours: Variable, call in advance 

MAIL ORDER 
Alpine Recreation, P0 Box 54, Mount Vernon, NY 10552 



We specialize in equipping 
individuals and expeditions 

with the finest lightweight, 
imported and American made 

mountain and rock climbing gear. 

All top brands in stock including 

Cassine 
Chouinard 

CM I 

Dolt® 
Edelrid 

Goldline 

Grivel SMC 

Nester Stubai 
Super Screw Wainer 

and many others 

We custom design and manu-
facture packs, sleeping bags 

and tents to your specifications. 

Manufacturers of down sleeping 
bags since 1938. 

See our complete line of over 1000 items 
in our new 96 page illustrated catalog. 

Send 25¢ for handling. 

CAMP AND TRAIL OUTFITTERS 
Dept. 4Q, 21 Park Place, N.Y., N.Y. 10007 

scree 
American Andean Expedition 
The 1971 American Andean Expe-

dition led by Warren Bleser will at-
tempt three peaks in the Cordillera 
Blanca of Peru this summer. The ma-
jor objective is Chacraraju, a double-
peaked mountain of 20,000 feet that 
has been climbed three times. The pro- 
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posed ascent will be a new route by a 
more direct and difficult line. 

Following the ascent of Chacraraju 
the party of ten will divide, attempting 
simultaneously the south face of Hu-
andoy Sur, 20,210', and the northwest 
ridge of Huascaran, 22,250'. 

Rescue 
Well-known French mountaineer 

Rene Desmaisons was rescued Feb. 25 
by helicopter from a ledge near the 
summit of Grandes Jorasses near Cha-
monix, France. His companion, Serge 
Gosseault, was dead. 

Earlier attempts at air rescue had 
reportedly been thwarted by high 
winds and icy conditions. Desmaisons 
is best known in this country as the 
namesake of "R. D." Kletterschue 

made by Galibier. 

The Signpost 
Hikers and backpackers may be in-

terested in a newsletter type of publi-
cation, The Signpost, published 
monthly in western Washington. A 
sample copy will be sent upon request 
by writing to the Signpost, 16812 36th 
Avenue West, Lynnwood, Wash. 98036 

Professional Rangers 
Organization 

A group of National Park Service 
rangers have formed an organization 
to promote excellence in field service 
in the National Parks. It is based upon 
the premise that field work is a worthy 
and challenging profession in itself 
and not just one of the rungs of the 
bureaucratic ladder to park superin-
tendency. One of the aims is to work to 
retain qualified men in field work and 
to resist transfers to desk jobs and 
non-field positions. As success in these 
efforts will mean more highly qualified 
men involved in mountain rescue and 
advising on mountaineering policy 
matters, the organization deserves 
support of climbers. The ranger who is 
a genuine outdoorsman is more likely 
to understand and sympathize with 
the problems of climbers than one in-
sulated by thick walls of paper. Any-
one interested in further information 
should write Jack Hughes, Route 3, 
Box 480, Port Angeles, Washington 
98362. 



S c ree 
Ohio Climbing School 

The Ohio Chapter of the Sierra 
Club has opened a climbing school, 
under the direction of Howard Krauss. 
At present, the school is teaching 
basic climbing skills with plans to in-
clude teaching direct aid climbing in 
the near future. 

Most of the classes are in the Clifton 
Gorge Area of the Little Miami River 
near Yellow Springs, Ohio. The school, 
which is part of the Chapter's regular 
outing program, is open to everyone. 
For further details please contact 
Howard Krauss, 9791 Wildbrook Lane, 
Cincinnati, Ohio 45231. 

Rockfall in Yosemite 
Natural rockfall offers little danger 

on the monolithic granite cliffs of 
Yosemite, but when it does occur, it 
can be of gigantic proportions. Last 
year, in the Merced canyon, a great 
slab of rock, hundreds of feet high, 
crumbled from the wall just south of 
Elephant Rock and opened a hundred-
foot-wide swath through the trees to 
the river below, adding another steam-
boat-sized rock to the Steamboat Rock 
pool. In early March another grey ava-
lanche came from the same area and 
temporarily closed the road on the 
other side of the river. 

In late January a mysterious rock-
fall occurred on the southwest face of 
El Capitan which devastated acres of 
live oak forest below the Salathe Wall. 
Oddly, the damage, rather than de-
stuction, was more defoliation, as if a 
cloud of locusts had fallen from the 
wall. More odd is the lack of any sign 
of where the fall started. Although 
there is evidence of damage as from 
the impact of large blocks around the 
Hollow Flake area, there is no large 
scar as is normally visible for years 
after a great rockfall on granite. After 
the fall, a fine thick dust covered 
holds on popular climbs below the 
Heart, such as Little John and Moby 
Dick. Then, in March another huge 
rockfall took place west of Glacier 
Point near Leconte Lodge. 

Commonwealth 
Andean Expedition 

Postponed because of the Peruvian 
earthquake last year, the attempt of 
the 5,000-foot east face of Huascaran 
Sur, 22.334', will take place this sum-
mer by the Commonwealth Andean 
Expedition. The eight members are  

from Australia, Canada, New Zealand, 
United Kingdom, the U.S.A. and have 
been organized by Geoff Wayatt, 
Canada. 

Other objectives include a first as-
cent of the east ridge of Nevado Ulta, 
19,387', and first ascent of the Ulta 
Face of Nevado Chopicalqui, 21,000'. 

HOLUBAR 
Dept. S-4 

Box 7 

Boulder, Colo. 
80302 
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0 NTAIN 
expe itions and outings to remote 

Trips to  
Galapagos Islands, Nepal, Africa, Peru, Iceland, 

Mexico, New Guinea, Indian Himalaya, French Alps, 

Mt. McKinley. 

ess areas of the wor 

THE PAR CUR BREED 
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! 

Alpine Designs 
A General Recreation, Inc. Co. 

g P.O. Box 1081, Boulder, Colo. 80302 
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Forrest 
Mountaineering 
Unique Climbing Equipment 

PinBins • Swami Belts • Nuts • Single 
Anchor Hammocks • Durable Climbing Packs 
Send for catalog: Forrest Mountaineering 

Box 7083 • Denver • Colo. • 80207 

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 

scree 
Jim Bridwell Injured 

Jim Bridwell, one of America's out-
standing rock climbers, badly shat-
tered an arm skiing at Squaw Valley. 
It will be months before the arm will 
be completely healed, if ever. 

Dawn Wall — Revisited 

At 1 p.m. on February 5, 1971, Don 
Lauria and Royal Robbins completed 
the second ascent of the new Hard-
ing-Caldwell route on El Capitan in 
Yosemite Valley. They spent six days 
on the 2,800-foot "wall," and were 
themselves spent by the time they 
reached the top. The weather was ex-
cellent, but a bit warm in the daytime, 
and they were annoyed by thirst. The 
pair agreed that although there was 
only ten feet of free climbing, the route 
had much difficult nailing, and they 
tipped their hats to their predecessors' 
tenacity and skill. But the route itself 
they found "contrived, nondescript, 
lacking one memorable pitch." They 
had begun the climb with the intention 
of "erasing" it, because, according to 
Robbins, "Notwithstanding our regard 
for our friends who did this route, we 
thought it an affront to the spirit of 
Yosemite climbing. Besides," he con-
tinued wryly, "Jim Bridwell and TM 
Herbert insisted we do so." However, 
after chopping 40 rivets (out of 300) , 
they changed their minds for reasons 
still not clear, but which apparently 
are connected with their appreciation 
of the quality of the climbing which 
Caldwell and Harding had done. As 
Lauria said, "There's no dip-stick (sic) 
climbing up there." Questioned about 
how he felt about the ascent, Robbins 
confessed he was confused, but that he 
planned to put his confusion on paper 
so others may share it. Asked how he 
could justify removing bolts from a 
route when he had recently written 
that to do so would be unethical, he 
admitted, "It will be difficult." 

Afterwards Lauria and Robbins 
were approached by newsmen for in-
terviews. But they scrupulously ad-
hered to a policy of "No comment," 
confusing the reporters who did not 
understand that this silence was a 
comment in itself. 
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HIGH DRY 
New Stag Alpine Tent 

Hirsch 
Weis 

White Stag 

Send 25 cents 
for descriptive 
literature on all 
Stag mountain 
tents, backpacks 
and lightweight 
sleeping bags. 

r— 
TO: Hirsch-Weis/White Stag Dept. SMT-15 
5203 S. E. Johnson Cr. Blvd., Portland, Ore. 97206 I 

Address  

City  
L— —J 

Name  

State Zip  

External storage 
area provides con-
venient, out-of-the-
way covered area 
for pack. 

Double protection 
from high quality 
nylon tent plus 
waterproof fly and 
floor. 

Pole stub fits atop Window vent zips 
tent pole to "float" closed from in-
the waterproof fly side; overhanging 
above the tent. outer fly keeps 

rain out. 

New design "floats" a waterproof nylon 
fly over the complete nylon tent to keep 
water off from outside, prevent con-
densation from inside. Roomy 71/2  x6 
feet, with waterproof, coated nylon 
floor that extends 6 inches up walls, 
3-way zipper front, zipper vent window 
in rear and extended front storage 
area. Lots of sit-up room-31/2  feet 
high at both ends. Weighs only 5 lbs. 
complete with telescoping aluminum 
poles and skewer stakes. See it at your 
nearby Hirsch-Weis/White Stag dealer. 
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letters 
Dear Editor: 

Last year SUMMIT published several 
comments on mechanical ascenders. Due 
to a recent experience on the West Face of 
the Grand Teton which reinforced several 
earlier experiences with various types of 
ascenders I would like to make some 
additional comments. 

We found that, under the winter condi-
tions of the first part of February in 1971, 
no matter how carefully we set the cams 
by hand, Jumars would not hold because 
our ropes were so frosted. However, Gibbs 
ascenders (manufactured by Pete Gibbs, 
Department of Mechanical Engineering, Un-
iversity of Utah) worked with no problem. 
Every Gibbs ascender has been pull tested 
to 1000 lbs. (and random samples to 2500 
lbs.) without failure. They are somewhat 
more difficult to put on the rope than 
Jumars or Hieblers, but much less likely 
to come off, particularly on a diagonal 
ascent. 

I think the combination of strength and 
reliability might be of interest to rescue 
groups and winter climbers. 

George H. Lowe, III 
Salt Lake City, Utah 

Dear Sir: 
Your November 1969 SUMMIT has an arti-

cle concerning State Summits. One rainy 
Sunday I decided to "capture" the Dela-
ware summit, which on page 25 indicates 
is an unknown summit in Brandywine, with 
an altitude of 442 feet on the main street 
of town. However, when trying to locate 
such a town I was informed that no town 
exists. The general area is northwest of 
Wilmington. There is a river, the Brandy-
wine River, that runs from Pennsylvania 
down through Delaware and I am wonder-
ing if anyone knows exactly where the 
highest point of Delaware lies, as I have 
checked with the State Police as well as 
service stations in the area, and have been 
informed that Mt. Cuba, Centerville, and 
Rockwell Park were all the high points of 
Delaware. On one occasion I was informed 
that the highest point of Delaware existed 
in the southern part of the state. There 
was one sign on Route 52, a historical 
marker, that indicated a Camp Brandywine. 
Could this be the summit of Delaware? 

If any readers know the exact location, 
please make this information available to 
others like myself. 

In addition, several other states, such 
as Florida, Indiana, and Nebraska also 
have unnamed summits. If information is 
available on these, would like to know. 

J. E. Ducatelli 
Matawan, New Jersey 



) 
Dear Editor: 

I am writing concerning the discussion 
by Dee Molenaar on page 28 of the Jan.-
Feb. 1971 SUMMIT. In his discussion of 
persons 'who have climbed to the summit 

of each of five continents he asks about 

Everest. According to the January 1971 

"American Alpine Club News" a Japa-
nese, Naomi Uemura, scaled Mt. Everest 
in 1970 and is the only man to have 

reached the top of each of five continents. 

No further details are given. 

Dennis Burge 
China Lake, Calif. 

Dear Editor: 

I am in the process of writing a rock 

climbing guide to the Granite Basin area 
of Prescott, Arizona. To facilitate an early 
publication date, it is important that any-

one who has information pertaining to 

climbing in this area send as fully detailed 
descriptions as possible to: David Love-
joy, c/o Rusty Baillie Outdoor Action, 
Prescott College, Prescott, Arizona 86301. 

David Lovejoy 
Prescott, Arizona 

Dear Editor: 
The Rock Climbing Section of the San 

Diego Chapter of the Sierra Club is com-

piling data on the climbing areas of San 
Diego County. We hope to publish a com-
plete guide sometime this year. The guide-

book will contain revised information from 

Eric Beck's "Guide to Mission Gorge" 

(now obsolete and out-of-print) as well as 

new routes from: The Wedge on El Capitan 
Mountain, Stonewall Peak, Arsenic Springs 
area, Lassen Peak, Mt. Woodson, Corte 
Madera Mountain, and others. San Diego 
County is well endowed with rock and no 
area has come close to being climbed out. 
Moreover, there are many promising unex-

plored rockpiles which seemingly offer good 

bouldering and one- or two-pitch leads. 
The RCS is requesting climbers with 

route information to forward it to: The 
Rock Climbing Section, c/o Kenneth Mc-
Daniel, 8631 Glenhaven St., San Diego, 
Calif. 92131. Include: name of route, mem-
bers of ascent party, date of ascent, rating 
(any standard system such as Decimal or 

NCCS), time required, and route descrip-
tion and location. Credit will be given for 
first ascents. 

It is the hope of the RCS that availability 
of information on previously little known 

major areas such as the Wedge or Corte 
Madera will encourage climbers to spread 
themselves over a wider area and relieve 
the overcrowding that has begun to plague 
climbing in Southern California. 

Kenneth McDaniel 
San Diego, California 

Question: If a U-section chromolly angle is the best piton in 
% and 1 inch sizes, why bother to switch to a Z-section for the 
1/4  to % range? 

Answer No. 1: Beef. A 3/4  inch U-section angle has an ample 
amount of metal, well spaced out and distributed to shrug off 
the loads of driving, cleaning, and falls. As far as I know, no-
body has ever cleaned the head off a 3/4  or 1 inch Chouinard 
angle, in spite of the fact that crosswise or diagonal grain 
direction is used (to reduce lengthwise cracking). However, in 
scaling down a good cross section by half, the strength modu-
lus is cut one quarter, and the rigidity modulus to one eighth. 
The width of a Z-section restores strength and rigidity, es-
pecially in the lateral direction. Nobody has ever cleaned the 
head off a Leeper angle. 

Answer No. 2: Ductility. A 3/4  or 1 inch U-section angle func-
tions as a rigid piton in virtually all situations. A half-inch 
angle (whether U or Z) cannot count on doing so. It must be 
ductile. Leeper pitons have an inherent ductility arising out 
of their lengthwise grain direction. In addition, the Z-section 
can have only one edge under tension regardless of the direc-
tion of pull. (At a hardness of Rockwell 40, an edge is the 
only place a crack will start.) And, again, the extra metal in 
the Z-section means you can get both ductility and strength. 

Answer No. 3: Length and holding power. Because of the 
lower strength modulus and the ductility problems inherent in 
a small U-section, responsible designers have kept to a stubby 
length with a fast taper (thus avoiding a "long lever arm" 
situation in falls or cleaning). But a short, heavily tapered 
piton simply does not give the best holding power in most 
cases. 

When I developed my Z-section design for the range between 
1/4  and 3/4 , I was at liberty to choose any cross section with no 
question of my imitating anybody (there were then no chro-
molly pitons made in that size range). And I examined the 
U-section closely. I chose the best possible cross section, be-
cause I can not be satisfied with making less than the best 
piton I know how to make. 

Ed Leeper, Wallstreet Colorado 80302 
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letters 
Dear Editor: 

With regard to the article "Mt. Rainier's 
Spray Park" in your March 1971 issue, I 
was quite impressed by Mr. Cooper's 
photos. But to use his saying, I hope Mr. 
Cooper realizes that "the number of people 
in an area INCREASES as the square of 
the lines of advertising that area re-
ceives." And statements like, "This is 
certainly the most beautiful place I've 
found on the mountain," might even cube 
the number of people visiting Spray Park 

this summer. 
Wouldn't it be better to let those who are 

interested in finding the most beautiful 
place on Mt. Rainier (or on any mountain, 
or in any wilderness, for that matter) ask 
around to find out for themselves, rather 
than telling the world? 

Steve Schum 
Albuquerque, N.M. 

Dear Editor: 
The name of the peak that Terry Simon-

itch, Price Zimmerman, Nick Nichlai and 
Ed Johann reported climbed in your article 
"A Storm on Mt. Starland" is not "Star-
land" but Mt. Skarland. Mt. Skarland was 
named after the late Ivar Skarland who was 
an anthropologist of the Arctic Peoples, 
professor at the University of Alaska, and 
was the man who introduced Nordic Skiing 
to Alaska in the thirties. The climb was a 
new ascent, but the article leaves ques-
tions in my mind on this Alaskan experi-
ence. 

The author reports that the weather was 
bad; but it was by no means unusual for 
the Alaska Range, or the time of year. The 
area is known for the storms that hit it from 
the Gulf of Alaska and the Bering Sea, but 
the Alaska Range is not "a part of the 
world where storms are born." One of the 
members of the expedition was at one time 
posted at Fort Greely (near Mt. Skarland) 
and knows that "the worst April storm in 
Alaskan history. . . with 100-mile-hour 
winds" are not unusual for that area and 
could hardly rate the superlative. I do not 
doubt that the winds existed; one should 
expect at any time in the Alaska Range 
high winds and extreme cold such as des-
cribed. 

I write this not to belittle their feat but 
to impress others who plan to climb in 
Alaska what to expect even at non-McKin-
ley altitudes. 

Dan Osborne, Vice-Pres. 
Alaska Alpine Club 
College, Alaska 



i1tounta1h4 
By Jeffrey F. Gilman 

A mountain means something more than a 
heap of rock, earth, ice or snow sitting 
among similar aberrations on the earth's 
surface. 

A mountain is a scene of infinite beauty. 
The surrounding hills with their cloaks 
of verdant forest, higher meadowlands, 
glistening snow fields or sombre gray stone 
all speak of a beauty beyond the 
comprehension of any one man. Men 
have lived on mountains to understand 
something of the wonders of the mountains 
and their different moods in different 
seasons and at different times of the day. 
It is hard to explain the magic spell of the 
mountains on men. One can sit and look 
at a picture and perceive what the 
peaks look like but one must be among 
them to feel them. One's senses are dulled 
and sharpened at the same time by the 
grandeur of the mountains. 

One may gain great wisdom by studying 
the mountains. The knowledge that the 
ranges hold for us is infinite. One's mind 
is broadened and senses heightened if 
only he goes to the mountains for 
pleasure. He will be a better man for 
having gone to the mountains, having  

learned of his insignificance. He shall 
learn to be humble. The mountains also 
hold secrets for scholars. The geology, 
chemistry and physics of the mountains 
are very important to us. Mountains have 
contributed to our society and our 
heritage. Mountains are great books of 
information, facts and ideas just waiting 
to be read. 

The most important facet of the mountains 
is the physical feeling we perceive by our 
senses: touch, hearing, taste and smell. To 
grip with one's hands hard, cold rock and 
strain ever upward or to walk with 
crampons and ice axe over hard neve 
on a huge glacier is the real feeling of the 
mountains. Rolling out of a frosty sleeping 
bag and smelling the early-morning air, 
or standing on a high crag taking in the 
warmth of the sun and listening to a bird 
singing far below are things which 
symbolize the mountains. A mountain is 
something to conquer, to love and to be 
conquered by. We can learn of ourselves 
in the mountains. 

Beauty is part of a mountain's wisdom. 
The wisdom and beauty of the mountains 
are bound up in a man's intense physical 
existence among their lofty heights. 
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 FREE 74-PAGE COLOR CATALOG 

RECREATIONAL EQUIPMENT INC. 
1525 11th Ave. Dept. S Seattle, Wash. 98122 

CO-OP PRICES • DIVIDENDS TO MEMBERS 

20,320-foot 
MT. McKINLEY 
EXPEDITIONS 
Departure Dates 

1 May, 1 June, 1 July 
Also MT. FORAKER 
Write: RAY GENET 

Box 48, Anchorage, 
Alaska 99501 

BACKPACKING • MOUNTAINEERING 

WILTON, CT. * NEW HAVEN, CT. 
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ODDS & ENDS  

BASIC ROCKCRA FT by ROYAL ROBBINS 
—A new 72-page booklet on rock climbing 
technique. Send $1.95 to Mountain Para-
phernalia, 906 Durant, Modesto, Califor-
nia 95350. 

EXPERIENCED MOUNTAINEERS Wanted 
to teach snow and rock. Contact: Vahan 
Yazarian & Guides, Ecology Center, 2179 
Allston Way, Berkeley, California 94704. 
(415) 843-1005. 

ALASKAN TUNDRA TREKS —Hike the 
backcountry of McKinley Park with us. Up-
grade your physical fitness, wilderness 
skills and ecological awareness For de-
tails write: Camp Denali, Box D, College, 

Alaska 99701. 

AFRICAN MOUNTAIN SAFARI. Kadam, 
Kenya, Kilimanjaro. Departure Seattle Aug-
ust 1, return August 29, 1971. $1,490. Fur-
ther inquiries: AC, Box 1521, Golden, B.C. 

USED EXPEDITION GEAR. Medium size 

down parka, pants and mitts, wind parka 

and pants, crampons. Korean Boots, etc. 

Available late May. Two-man tent avail-

able now. For complete list and descrip-

tions: Ron Dailey, Star Route, Box 182, 

Carmel Valley, Calif. 93924. 408-659-4412. 

POSITIONS AVAILABLE: Climbing in-

structors and assistants for mountaineer-
ing instruction at the Rocky Mountain En-
vironmental Field Center. Base of opera-
tions in NW Montana and British Columbia. 
Teaching experience required for instruc-
tors, preferred for assistants. Contact: Tom 
Peterson, P.O. Box 995, Lenox, Massa-
chusetts 01240. 

1971 EAST AFRICAN EXPEDITION. 
Sponsored by Iowa Mountaineers. Leaving 
July 31, returning August 21. Participants 
will divide into three groups for adventur-
ous sightseeing; for climbing Kilimanjaro 
and sightseeing; or climbing in the Ruwen-
zori range and Kilimanjaro If interested 
write: African Expedition, P.O. Box 163, 
Iowa City, Iowa 52240. 

CUSTOM MADE — Down Sleeping Bags, 
Down Parkas, Nylon Tents. Write Nancy 
Pytlak, R.D. 1, Box 409, Plattsburgh, New 
York 12901. 

WILDERNESS HIKING and CLIMBING 
COURSES Spend 21/2  weeks in Colorado 
this summer: ASM, Box 9755, Minneapolis, 
Minn. 55440. 

CLIMB MT. McKINLEY!! Now accepting 

applications on '71 expeditions to Alaska's 
20,320-foot peak. Alaska Mountain Guides, 
Inc., Box 48, Anchorage, Alaska 99501. 

LONGWARE CHROMOLY HARDWARE. 
Prices significantly reduced. Individual and 
dealer inquiries invited. Mountain Travel, 
6201 Medau Place, Oakland, Calif. 94611. 

FOR SALE: Complete sets of SUMMIT 
for 1970. $6.50 postpaid. Send check or 
money order to SUMMIT, P.O. Box 1889, 
Big Bear Lake, California 92315. 



THE ALPS made in Italy by Fabiano 
1st with 6 FASHION COLORS 

BROWN • GRAY • SAND • BLUE • GREEN • RED 

The originator of the one-piece seamless upper, with lacing to the toe. 

A Successful Product 
Is the Sum of its Parts 

The Basic Elements: 

Fabiono gho e Co., Ina. 
DEPARTMENT A-2-SOUTH STATION 
BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS 02210 
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Voyageur is 
an American 
climbing boot 
...with a 
European accent. 

While it's true that some Voyageur boots 
are handcrafted in Italy, still they are made 
to fit our specifications ... and your Amer-
ican feet. 

All Voyageur boots are built over Amer-
ican lasts to give Americans the natural fit 
and comfortable feel they have come to 
expect in their everyday footwear — a "fit 
feeling" they don't get from boots built 
over European lasts. 

Plus every pair of Voyageurs features gen-
uine cowhide, inside and out, tempered 
spring steel shanks and lug soles for maxi-
mum support and traction. 

If you were born with American feet—
better buy yourself American boots—
Voyageur for 1971. 

tiebtotatMittioafta690t 
A DIVISION OF THE RED WING SHOE COMPAI 
RED WING, MINNESOTA 55066 
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