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SHIPROCK: 
permanent climbing ban 



Spider Rock in Canyon de Chelly on the Navajo 
Reservation is one of the spectacular monoliths 
that will never again be ascended by rock climb-

ers under the new unconditional ban imposed by 
the Navajo Tribe. 

Photo by Ed Cooper 



FRONT COVER: Shiprock in New 

Mexico from a 4x5 transparency by 

Walden R. Joura. 

By Ernie Anderson 

Hopes of renewed climbing on Ship-
rock and indeed anywhere in the entire 
Navajo Reservation have been de-
stroyed by recent actions of the Navajo 
Tribe. Previously, it had been indicated 
that climbing permits would be issued 
provided the local inhabitants near a 
monolith had no objections. That pol-
icy has now been changed and an ab-

solute and unconditional ban is in ef-

fect. The Navajos are very serious in 
their intent to enforce the ban. 

In view of the uncompromising atti-
tude of the Navajo Tribe, climbers 

would be well advised to stay away 

from Shiprock, Canyon de Chelly, 
Monument Valley, Todilto Park and 

all other areas under their jurisdiction. 
Warbonnet from Temple Lakes, Wind River Range, Wyoming. Photo & Poem by Del Owens 
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2 One of the many crosses 

placed on the mudslide that covers the 

town of Yungay. 



Tent city at Huaras, and below, one of the city 

streets. 

By Roger B. Griffith 

Photos by the Author 

3 



Introduction 

In 1969 I spent about a week in the Yungay 
area of Peru ,while on a climbing trip, and while 
there I became involved in a rescue operation on 
Huascaran during my stay in Yungay. As a result 
I met many of the local inhabitants and made 
several close friends. 

In 1970, I revisited the area around Yungay 
and Huaras two months after the earthquake of 
May, 1970. The following is an account, in diary 
form, of my observations, impressions and feelings 
during the trip. 

July 21, 1970 

The trip from Lima to Huaras is a long and diffi-
cult one in the night. Heavy fog persists on the 
Pan American Highway. Our driver has tried two 
routes unsuccessfully and is going to try a third. 
It will take another fifteen hours if the route is 
passable and we still haven't gotten out of the 
coastal desert. 

July 22, 1970 

We finally are on a road that will lead across 
the Cordillera Negra from a point (Casma) near 
Chimbote. In the early hours of the morning by 
starlight and the half light of breaking day, there 
is evidence of massive destruction wherever we 
go; adobe houses flattened to the ground wher-
ever we look. Even the reinforced concrete build-
ings are badly damaged and often leveled, the steel 
window frames bent in grotesque shapes. About an 
hour out of Huaras we see the mangled wreckage 
of a United States helicopter. I understand it is 
the one in which four Americans were killed. We 
take pictures. 

Shortly, the breathtaking view that is the Cor-
dillera Blanca comes into sight. Many photos are 
taken by all. Mount Kennedy, Simon Bolivar, 
Cashan, the Little Matterhorn, and finally, Hua s-
caran appear as we start down towards Huaras. 
We are told by our driver that the main road 
south has a bridge out and the only route to 
Huaras is the one we are taking. 

As Huaras comes into view I am amazed at how 
picturesque it appears. The damage is not evident, 
not even at two miles away. But closer to town, 
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tent camps are abundant and quake-damaged 
buildings appear. Though damaged, the buildings 
aren't flattened as I had anticipated. We round a 
bend past a large tent city and are confronted by 
the main section of Huaras — a mass of rubble 
with streets running through it. Often only one or 
two walls are left standing, rarely three. The cen-
ter of the city is indeed leveled to the ground. It 
seems the walls of several of the medium and large 
buildings crumbled inwards, or outward in some 
cases, with the roof neatly settling on top of the 
ruins. The driver explains that only the two most 
expensive hotels on the outskirts of the city 
towards Yungay are left standing. 

While we are discussing where to store our gear 
and camp for the night, our cab pulls into a tent 
camp and the driver graciously offers the use of 
his humble abode in the camp. He has seven chil-
dren and one on the way. They have salvaged 
only what they have in the tent. Five members 
of his family died in the quake. The driver asks 
for an extra 100 Soles apiece, due to the excessive 
difficulties encountered on the trip. There is no 
argument. 

His family is wonderful, warm and genuine in 
their welcome. The children are beautiful and 
adorable. They have a little concession stand 
where we store our gear and cook our lunch in 
the back. While we set up to cook, an extra tent 
is hauled out and erected across the way. Some 
cook while the rest help with the tent which is to 
be our shelter for the night. During dinner, an 
Irish priest joins us with the information that we 
can get to Yungay because the mud is hardened, 
making it possible to walk or drive across it now. 
Nothing is there, he says. 

A woman also stops to talk with us. She is in 
despair at the situation. At the mention of Yun-
gay, she exclaims, "There is no Yungay! There is 
no Huaras!" (The observation later turns out to 
be all too true for Yungay.) We all agree to tour 
Huaras for a couple of hours and then try to get 
transportation to Yungay. We were pleasantly 
surprised at the reaction from military and police 
in the area. Everywhere officers and common sol-
diers alike salute us; often officers stop and shake 
our hands. 



At every turn people greet us warmly, almost 
joyfully. "Gringo" is heard everywhere and the 
sound bubbles with affection. Frequently it is fol-
lowed by "muchas gracias." Several times we are 
taken for Russo (Russians) or Alemain (German). 
We later found out both countries have people in 
the area, the Americans being closer to Chimbote. 
The feeling is best expressed by a man who, with 
tears in his eyes, thanks us and, "all those coun-

tries who gave help to poor Peru in her hour of 

need." 
The devastation is staggering. The only rela-

tively safe places were the plazas where there were 

no buildings. The old rule of huddling in a corner 

for safety would have been useless in view of the 

amount of destruction. 

Yungay 

Regardless of the cost I feel a strong need to go 
to Yungay. I must find out about my friends of 
last year. The cab driver is not anxious to go but 
for 100 Soles apiece he agrees. Once committed 
he is in a great hurry to get there and a greater 
one to get back. The minimal damage seen on the 

edge of Huaras occurred all too frequently during 
the two-hour drive to Yungay. Almost everything 
in both country and village is leveled to the 
ground. The school at Tingua was badly hit and 
the administration building leveled. A fresh mud 

slide came down the same valley an ice cornice had 

slid nine years before, killing 3,000 people. We 

pass a brief knoll of vegetated land, then encoun-

ter the large mud flat that buries what was Yun-
gay. The fan spreads to meet the fan of the mud 

stream we have just passed. To our left it is diffi-
cult to tell where one ends and the other begins. 

The small suburbs south of Yungay have also been 

buried. If the driver did not point it out, we would 
have missed the cluster of vegetation some 200 
yards east of center in the fan. It is the palm trees 
in the Plaza De Armes, center of Yungay. The 
car stops on the new road carved across the mud 
fiat. As we stand on the mud, our eyes follow the 
valley between Huandoy and Huascaran from 
which the slide came. Mud is splattered up the 
sides of the valley several hundred feet higher 
than where the settled mud now lays. The road to 

to page six, please 

The major 

mudslide between Huandoy 

and Huascaran. 
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the lake where we started our climb last year is no 
longer visible. The moraine lake from which we 
climbed last year is the one which burst forth in 
deluge upon Yungay. 

If Mauricio, the porter on our climb last year, 
was home with his family, he is dead; if in Yun-
gay, he is dead; if with the 15-man Czech team 
on Huandoy, he is dead. They were buried by a 
slide. His family is undoubtedly dead. 

As we turn and walk slowly toward the plaza, 
we see small wooden crosses scattered across the 
mud flat, serving as markers in memoria for those 
beneath us. A child's sandle is half buried in the 
mud here and partially buried trousers there; 
such is our walk to the plaza. The four mighty 
palm trees towered 70 feet above a beautiful and 
lively plaza last year. Now the tops stand a mere 
30 feet above the mud beneath them. Mud is 
spattered on the trees 15 feet above our heads. 
In the center stand three large crosses and an 
altar with bouquets of wilted flowers. It is silent. 
Only the sound of the undying wind blowing its 
way across the mud and through the trees is heard. 

From time to time people wander by the altar, 
stop briefly and move on with flecks of tears 
sparkling in the corners of their eyes. Does anyone 
know anything of Ceasar Orey, of the Yungay 
Tourist Office? No, but if he was here you have 
our sympathy. Try the Provincial Office. 

I start out across the flat to the small piece of 
Yungay not buried. The buildings are standing, 
but badly shattered by the earthquake. The Pro-
vincial Office is another five blocks out of town. 
I have no more time so give up and head back. At 
the edge of the mud a plant is blooming with yel-
low flowers. Life goes on. 

The quake occurred at 3:10 p.m. on Sunday. 
The huayco (mud slide) some 20 minutes later. 
Ceasar, who organized last year's rescue party, 
was undoubtedly in his office when the quake hit 
and, if he survived, would have been out seeing 
what he could do to help when the huayco hit. 
He is dead. The wonderful people who owned the 
Hotel Triufo would have been home and therefore 
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are dead. At the Plaza de Armes I meet an old 
man who seems to desire to communicate with me. 
He asks me what I think of this (something to 
that effect). I tell him I had friends here, in my 
poor Spanish. Perhaps he thinks I mean the 
friends I came with or perhaps he thinks no 
friends of mine would be permanently in Yungay. 
He suggests that they have gone elsewhere or 
were not trapped in the huayco. I reply, "No, 
soman aqui!" (No, they are here!), and indicate 
the ground with my finger. I choose the Spanish 
verb which means permanence. He gives a look of 
understanding which I return. Language is no 
longer a barrier. He salutes me and I salute him 
and we go our separate ways. 

On my way to the car I weep to myself. They 
were good people. On the way back to Huaras, the 
driver in his hurry hits and kills a dog. He does 
not stop. Perhaps it is fitting. 

We eat, converse with our hosts a while and go 
to bed. We will leave at 10:00 a.m. tomorrow. 

July 23, 1970 

The night was cold but I slept more comfortably 
than most. We arise early and go to Provincial 
Office to check the records. Later we visit the new 
hospital. It is impressive. Several people go along 
with us for various distances and serve as guides. 
They are still looking for bodies in many places. 
We see the local cine. It was showing the Sunday 
matinee when the quake hit. Over 100 people 
were in it at the time. They still are. We reach 
the hospital at 9:30 a.m. The director is more than 
happy to show us around and explain the problems 
with the quake. Only 24 bed cases from the quake 
remain, but ambulatory cases fill the waiting halls 
to overflowing. At 11:00 a.m. we are on our way 
to Lima after many fond farewells to a wonderful 
family. Brake trouble and two flat tires slow us. 
We arrive in Lima at 2:30 a.m. We have travelled 
back in daylight past what we had seen in half 
light on the trip in. Our worst suspicions are con-
firmed. No bomb man has used could be more 
thorough than the destruction we have seen. 
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At the Plaza de Arm as, Huaras. 

A rescue helicopter that crashed in the Cordillera Negra. 
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"Waterfalls Canyon in the northern part of the 
Teton Range displays perhaps the most spec-
tacular waterfall in Grand Teton National Park. 
Plainly visible from the main highway heading 
north into Yellowstone National Park, Wilderness 
Falls is difficult to reach: it takes a 4-mile trip 
across Jackson Lake and a 5-mile bushwhack 

up trailless Waterfalls Canyon. Doane Peak 
(11,354) and Ranger Peak (11,353) tower above 
the nameless lake that supplies the falls with 
water, and Eagles Rest (11,251) flanks the cirque 
to the south. All three peaks can be climbed from 
Waterfalls Canyon." 

Wilderness Trek 

As we motored across Jackson Lake in the chill 
of early morning, clouds hung in layers across the 
face of the Teton Range. We searched the lower 
slopes for a logical route into Waterfalls Canyon, 
the site of Wilderness Falls, a horsetail of snow-
melt water that falls into an open basin halfway 
up the mountain wall. This spectacular waterfall 
in the northern part of the Teton Range had at-
tracted our attention all summer. From the hill 
above Jackson Lake Lodge, where we all worked, 
we'd spotted the falls several weeks earlier, but 
had been unable to find anyone who had ac-
tually been there. 

We studied maps, and with the aid of binocu-
lars, we studied the canyon itself, but had no 
real firsthand information. We hired a boat at 
Leek's Lodge to take us across the lake at 6 a.m. 
and as we approached the western shore, we lost 
sight of the waterfall that was our destination. 

It was difficult to find the right place to land 
for most direct access. Aspen woods with their 
marshy soil and tangle of fallen trees marked 
much of the area. Dense evergreen forests of huge 
Englemann spruce, gigantic Douglas fir, and 
stunted subalpine fir blocked the way with wind-
falls and heavy brush. We landed a half-mile north 
of the stream's entrance into the lake, just below 
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an open hillside visible from the lake but fringed 
with trees along the lakeshore. 

Heading toward the open hillside, we nearly got 
lost in the fringe of timber: the trees were larger 
than we had anticipated, and the fringe was wider 
than we had thought. Skirting boggy areas and 
patches of nettles — after learning the hard way 
— we worked our way into the open and began 
climbing through a mass of wildflowers: a few 
late balsam roots still bright yellow, the deep dark 
purple of monks' hood already blooming, and In-
dian paintbrush everywhere. 

Before we had gone half-a-mile, we ran into a 
moose family, a mature cow with a relatively new 
calf — a potentially dangerous situation. We 
stopped, looked around for a tree to climb, but all 
we found were slim scattered mountain alders and 
dark slender-spired subalpine firs only a few feet 
high — not much protection there. We simply 
stood still for a moment watching the hackles on 
the cow's back rise, her ears lay back. The cow 
snorted, stamped a front hoof, rolled her eyes, and 
took off at a slow trot, heading for the tall timber 
a few hundred yards away, the calf at her heels. 

Much relieved, we started uphill again, cau-
tiously, through the wild garden. Route finding 
continued to be our worst problem; this was real 



into Waterfalls Canyon 
By Verne Huser 
Photos by the Author 

bushwhacking, through service berry and choke-

cherry thickets. The open hillside wasn't as open 

as it had appeared from the lake. 
Now we were in the woods again, a thicket of 

virgin timber beaten down by the deep winter's 

snow. The canyon floor grew thick with stunted 

evergreens and alder; we tried the side of the can-

yon, the north slope where spruce and fir towered 

into the blue morning sky, rough going but better 

than the lower route. Then a cliff band forced 

a detour, and we found ourselves scrambling across 

what seemed like miles of broken rock, loose and 

unstable. So intent were we upon placing one foot 

ahead of the other that we didn't notice Colum-

bine Cascade coming into view at the head of the 

lower canyon: a sliding series of small waterfalls 

flowing over a ledge system, then swinging back 

to the left (south) in a foaming torrent. We moved 

toward the curving white ribbon, still traversing 

the talus slope. 
Which way around Columbine Cascade? To the 

left there was steep solid rock; we might have 

climbed above the cliff bands, but might not the 

other side of the ridge offer a vertical drop? We 

decided on the right, a steep scree chute with a 

little vegetation and much loose rock. Skirting the 

cascade, we slowly worked our way above it,  

rested momentarily, then swung left up the can-

yon, moving faster because we knew our goal was 

near and because the steepness of the canyon had 

eased off a bit. There was snow on the south slope 

of the basin, and we paused briefly for a drink of 

the cold water pouring down the gully. We entered 

a forest of scattered, gnarled whitebark pine, 

climbed over a slight ridge, and saw the falls 

for the first time since we'd left the lake — 

magnificent! 
The whole basin echoed the thunder of the fall-

ing water. We paused again to drink in the scene: 

fluffy, white clouds floating in a blue sky, dark 

lichen-blotched rock and nearly-white snow — 

pale pink with algae — aromatic evergreens and 

subtle wildflowers, Clark's nutcrackers in the gro-

tesque pines, and water ouzels flitting along the 

dashing watercourse. 
Someone had sense to look back the way we'd 

come: there lay Jackson Lake, and beyond, the 

Teton Wilderness, and beyond that, the Absoraka 

Mountains — miles and miles of the wildest coun-

try I'd ever seen, a land still wild because it is 

relatively inaccessible, the haunt of the grizzly 

bear and the wolverine, of the bighorn sheep and 

the wolf — perhaps. 
Turning west again, we followed the floor of the 
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Columbine Cascade from lower Waterfalls Canyon. 

canyon upward. The falls grew larger; the thun-
der, louder. We climbed the scree slope onto which 
the falls fell, the spray from the falls wetting us to 
the skin, but it was warm now and it felt good. We 
found an ouzel nest. We explored, some of us even 
climbed the headwall to the right of the falls for 
a view of the upper cirque: the lake surrounded 
by snowfields, towering cliffs to the south, south-
west, west with gradual slopes leading northward 
toward the ridge joining Doane Peak and Ranger 
Peak, both more than 11,000 feet high. Across 
that ridge we would be able to look down into the 
head of Webb Canyon and across to Moose Basin, 
more wild country scheduled for protection under 
the Grand Teton National Park Wilderness Plan 
— as is Waterfalls Canyon itself. 

Taking time to eat in the mist below the falls, 
we absorbed the sun and enjoyed the tranquility 
of this wild place. Beneath the snow the icy water 
gurgled as it flowed toward its leap over Colum-
bine Cascade. Above us, leaping over the 200-foot 
headwall, Wilderness Falls fanned out from a nar-
row slot at the rim to a broad spray that fell just 
behind us as we sat gazing out over the valley. But 
we had a boat scheduled to pick us up at Jackson 
Lake; we had to start down, reluctant to leave. 

Following the route of our ascent we reached 
the lake, but the boat was nowhere in sight. It 
was 4 p.m., our meeting time; no boat appeared. 
An hour passed, but still no boat. We soaked our 
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Wilderness Falls from the lower end of the basin 
harboring the falls. 

tired feet in the lake; the remains of our lunch 
eased our hunger; we slept. We were just about 
ready to build a fire as a signal when a boat finally 
appeared, nearly two hours late. 

"Did you make it?" asked the boat operator. 
"Sure," we replied; "Where've you been? You're 

late." 
"Oh, I always give Waterfalls Canyon hikers a 

little extra time — they're almost always late. It's 
a rougher hike than most people realize," he said, 
"and it's so beautiful up there, you hate to leave." 

And so we had. 



El Cap 
in 

July 
By Rick Sylvester 

Yosemite big walls have lost much of their aura 
of fear and forbiddenness. In October a climber 
succeeded on the North American Wall who could 
claim only the south face of Washington Column 
as prerequisite. As the hundredth ascent of El Cap-
itan draws near, perhaps it is inevitable that its 
walls cease to be regarded as the exclusive domain 
of only the very best. Of course, the techniques 
have been handed down, and the ranks of the good 
have swelled. Though it is no longer that unusual 
to see relatively untried climbers far up, still the 
Cap keeps a high failure-success ratio, and must 
remain to be regarded as one of rock climbing's 
ultimate challenges. Yet on those walls lies a per-
sonal challenge of an entirely higher order, for 
those who care to admit its existence. Not enough 
to "merely" scale El Cap but further to be able to 
enjoy doing it. Enjoy, a vague word. Especially 
when pertaining to a sport whose rewards and 
values are so diffuse, so much broader than the ac-
tual climbing, the particular potentially masochis-
tic moves. Yet, I think most climbers will know 

Chuck Ostin 11 
silhouetted against Cap's 
vertical walls. 



what I allude to when I speak of the challenge of 
being able to honestly (honest, another vague 
word) claim enjoyment from a wall of such dimen-
sion and sustained climbing. To be good enough, 
strong enough, in shape enough, experienced 
enough, organized enough, confident enough to be 
able to really dig the climbing. To dig the moment, 
the majority of moments, not just the never wholly 
true memory, with the hardships, horrors, and ex-
posure faded. To take pleasure from the experienc-
ing, not just the experience. Not afterwards around 
life's campfires, not from the aftertaste of the 
glory of having succeeded at a hard venture. In 
short, the very opposite of that old true cliche, 
it's great to have done but not to do. 

Summer, 1970. Six notches in his Grade Six 
shooter and Sylvester ready to quit big wall climb-
ing. Trying to be honest with myself, I had to ad-
mit the amount of pleasure these multi-pitch, pre-
dominantly aid epics were yielding me was hardly 
worth hard work and pain, mental and physical, 
demanded of me. From my two previous Cap ef-
forts — the Nose two years before and Dihedral 
Wall still fresh in mind — I'd proved to myself I 
could get up the bugger, but I'd ceased believing 
in the possibility of my being able to get up and 
like it at the same time. There are climbers who 
tell me they enjoy almost every route they do. 
Not me. I climb for those few perfect days. With 
very little by way of long climbs under my belt, es-
sentially only Yosemite Point Buttress, the Col-
umn Direct, and the Arrow tip, I'd gone on the 
Nose, still virgin to bivouacking. Two contrasting 
viewpoints (paraphrased). 

Chouinard: "Right on! Man, you've got to do 
these climbs before you're too good, while they're 
still a challenge." 

Jim Logan: "There's only one climb in the world 
like the Nose; it's a classic. Be a waste to do it and 
not like it." 

Okay, but now I've been up Cap twice and I 
haven't dug more than the odd move, the odd 
pitch, the odd belay, the odd bivy, the odd incred-
ible flower. And yet, Rudyard, that fraud glory. 
Gyp! 

Nevertheless, reason having to compete with 
emotion, Chuck Ostin was able to convince me to 
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try another Cap route, the fourth ascent of the 
Triple Direct (or Integral). Since we planned it for 
July, I had nothing to look forward to but another 
long hard hot epic. El Cap in July, Alpine routes 
in winter — the same awe, the two extreme sides 
of the old weather coin. Add a little spice: the 
first (?) ascent of El Cap with poison oak. 

The Triple Direct, the perfect solution for both 
of us. Chuck had been with Elaine Matthews on 
the first ascent of El Cap by a girl. So appropriate 
for Chuck. Who else had climbed so much with 
the second sex; who else had initiated (and with-
out ulterior motives!!) so many female park em-
ployees to this hard, apparently unfeminine sport? 
During their climb, in the final Nose dihedral a 
rainstorm hit, absurdly continuous for June. 
Chuck and Elaine made it to Camp 6, only five 
hundred feet of Al nailing from the summit. But 
still raining the next day, and Tom Bauman 
dropped ropes to the drenched couple, perhaps 
setting the precedent for what was to recur twice 
again this year on El Cap, as either the lack 
(Nose) or excess (West Buttress) of water neces-
sitated rescues. The strong desire to call the 
storm's bluff, to sit it out, dry out, and finish the 
route; versus the obligation of Tom's gesture and 
their uncomfortable uncertain state: they jumared 
to the top. Enter Chuck's dilemma: coping with 
the frustration of not having actually finished the 
climb, the remainder almost a mere formality after 
the already passed cruxes; versus going through 
the absurd hard work of repeating the whole epic 
for just those last short six pitches. The 3D, the 
obvious answer; a different climb; but with the 
same last pitches. 

For me the 3D offered a chance for redemption, 
a chance to redeem myself for my lack of leading 
in the final thousand-foot dihedral when I'd done 
the Nose. Not to my surprise, I psyched out when 
the rock became vertical, and had taken only a 
couple leads the final two days. Further, to be able 
to help Chuck solve his dilemma was a chance for 
me to partially repay kindnesses and favors too 
numerous to catalogue. A not unfamiliar story: 
without a climbing partner and not forward 
enough to ask, my first season in Yosemite, fall, 
'67, was shaping up as a dismal failure until Chuck 



Sylvester on belay after the Great Roof pitch. 

introduced himself and accompanied me up sev-

eral great routes I hadn't dreamt of doing, trans-

forming a potentially barren season to one of good 

climbing and accomplishment. Background aside, 

the 3D is a fine line, taking in some of the best 

pitches of the Salathe, Muir, and Nose routes, 

perhaps destined to become the most popular Cap 

itinerary after the Nose. Ten pitches up Salathe, 

six on Muir, two connecting pitches, and thirteen 

up the Nose. 
The climbing? We fixed four pitches on a scorch-

ing day made bearable only by a light breeze. On 

Saturday, July 18, leading the fifth pitch I en-

countered the crux move of the climb for me, a sort 

of friction traverse after five A2-A3 pins, the last 

inevitably a rurp. The closest I've been on the 

brink of falling for the longest period of time — a 

minute!? — without falling. Quick flash to a 

friend's definition of Yosemite climbing: to see 
how close you can come to peeling without peel-

ing. From that struggle a new experience: my  

fingers still numb four hours later. Ostin says he 

saw fingerprints in the granite? Up to Mammoth 

Terraces and an outstanding bivy, the hottest day 

of the climb, for me, behind. 
Sunday, the 19th. The Muir Wall section of the 

climb, mainly A1-A2, and the ordeal by sun for 

Chuck. Heat reducing movement to a crawl, fail-

ure to make Camp 4, and memories of Dihedral 

Wall, as the night spent hanging from bolts in the 

mysterious Grey Bands. In belay seats, not ham-

mocks. The physical discomfort not so bad as the 

psychological pain of denial, of missing the luxury 

of Camp 4, so close. If El Cap Towers is the Ah-

wahnee Hotel of El Cap, then Camp 4 must be 

its Yosemite Lodge. And we had reservations. The 

next morning rope gymnastics, a Dolomite-like 

crystal face climbing traverse to a good pedestal 

top ledge — if only the night before — and then 

a fantastic free pitch onto Camp 4, these last two 

pitches the one bit of Schmitz-Bridwell originality 

in conceiving the 3D. Breakfast. My lead but since 
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The author 
on the refuge of Camp 4 after the 
night hanging from bolts. 
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Chuck had already done the odd leads above Camp 
4, he took it and 1 got the Great Roof. Despite the 
near sleepless night, I seemed in absurd strength, 
and completely dug the day, the Great Roof, and 
my leads which included the pitches onto Camps 
5 and 6. Actual euphoria on belay after the Great 
Roof, sucking tropical fruit lifesavers, thinking 
these candies must surely represent the zenith of 
American culture, the summation of two hundred 
years of American technology. The Nose dihedral 
a world of its own, a magic secret place. The Fon-
rouge etrier still ridiculously jammed in the crack 
below Camp 6, now a fixed part of the route. Jose 
lost it on our climb two years before. Camps 4 and 
6 smelling like outhouses, as climbers continue to 
defecate in the obvious cracks that so resemble 
natural toilet holes. The smell never leaves, and 
you sleep cradled by its fragrant fumes. Advice 
to future aspirants: do it down the route; it will 
wash away. A strange treat on Camp 6, two gallons 
of water and two tins of fruit salad. Chuck, being 
Chuck, had rappelled from the top and left these 
goodies. We didn't need the extra water, but the 
aura of Cap in July had motivated Chuck to take 
this precaution. The fruit was outrageous. 

Tuesday. The upper dihedral, steeper, more ex-
posed, but to me not as neat as its lower half. Fin-
ally culminating in my lead over the summit over-
hangs, and inevitable empathy with Warren's 
Herculean work on that bolt ladder. The summit! 
and a new sensation as it was my first that I hadn't 
experienced extreme relief upon escape from such 
a vertical world. Finally a climb where I hadn't 
clambered up somehow, emotions in turmoil, dig-
nity in disarray, aiming for the salvation, the deliv-
erance of the summit, the relief of horizontal 
ground again underfoot. Instead, at all times the 
feeling of confidence, the climb under control, 
more important myself under control, no anxiety 
for coming horror pitches (there were none), in 
mental and physical shape, exposure even a kick. 
One of my ultimate personal goals — to enjoy El 
Cap — realized. 

Epilogues: a word about the name "Triple Di-
rect." This El Cap route is not to be confused 
with the fine free climb on Reed Pinnacle. Robbins 
has suggested the title "Integral" for the Cap 



route, an accurate title if not wholly poetic. Avoid-
ing confusion is important. Example. I am not a 
fast climber. It is difficult to do anything fast, let 
alone climbing, when the avowed object of one's 
life is to go nowhere and take one's time getting 
there. Further, when one must uphold a fine repu-
tation as "slowest aid climber in the Valley." So it 
came to be that four days out on Dihedral Wall 
my unfortunate partner Goss suddenly realizes he 
is spending more time on a climb than he'd 
expected. 

"Rick, you've done the Nose?" 
"Yes." 
"And didn't you say you'd also done the Triple 

Direct?" 
"Oh, aah, yes, you see, I meant the Triple Direct 

on Reed Pinnacle. . . ." 
Silence. 
Thoughts on a sling belay, twenty-sixth pitch 

concerning climbing as an allegory of man's essen-
tial cosmic loneliness and also objectivity regard-
ing climbing. Two climbers on the same rock and 
route but having entirely different experiences, 
impressions, and later, recollections. The insidious 
nature of aid: the leader struggles up the pitch of 
his life and the second calmly follows; the harder 
for the leader, the easier to follow. Exhibit A: on 
the second day which was average hot for me, 
Chuck, unknown to me, was going through his or-
deal by sun. At one point I called his attention to 
three people rafting down the Merced River. The 
totally unChucklike vehemence of his acknowl-
edgement was wholly unexpected, and would not 
be believed by those who know Chuck. To save 
water he'd consciously turned his thoughts from 
that subject, and essentially made the most salient 
reminder, the Merced, oblivious to himself. My in-
advertent jarring remark was not in effect unlike 
the dog that a few years back caused the leader in 
the Boston Marathon to break his stride and even 
more important, his trance. He finished far back. 
We had a thirsty night. Exhibit B: objectivity? 
On the next day in the Nose dihedral's lower half 
I looked forward to a particular ledge that clearly 
stood out in my mind as easily my most vivid im-
pression on the Nose climb two years before. I 
never found it. 

Rags and hardware. 
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Sometime during the winter of 1969 my wife 
Pati and I were surprised to receive a letter from 
Eric and Audra Adelberger. The last time we had 
seen them was a year before on a ski tour the four 
of us had made in the Sierra, when we had slept 
all in one small tent and stayed up half the night 
every night talking of high adventure in far-off 
places. So we were naturally receptive to the pro-
posal of their letter, that we four should plan some 
ambitious expedition for the summer. 

Eric was talking about Peru and Nepal, but 
it was clear to Pati and me that we could neither 
afford nor justify such distant travels. We were 
living in Colorado for the winter on a hastily 
picked up job that would earn us just enough  

of the Fairweather Range. After a little discus-
sion of other climbing areas that could be reached 
by water — Yakutat Bay, Lituya Bay, the Juneau 
Icecap and Thomas Bay were mentioned — we 
all agreed on Glacier Bay as the most exciting and 
suitable, and on June as the best month. 

Pati and I flew to Sitka before the end of April 
and spent two cold, rainy weeks fitting out Aleutka 
and provisioning for the summer. Spring weather 
arrived on May 12, the day we sailed from Sitka, 
and fine weather prevailed during our ten-day 
cruise up the west coast of Chichagof Island, into 
Cross Sound and up Icy Strait to Glacier Bay. 
We then had ten days more to make a reconnais-
sance of the upper Bay in order to locate suitable 

fAreditioit 
money to fly back to Sitka, Alaska, where we had 
left our 25-foot sailboat Aleutka moored. Alaska 
would have to be our theater, and the boat our 
principal means of transportation. 

So we sent the Adelbergers a proposal: join us 
on the coast of Alaska, and we can sail together 
in Aleutka to the high mountains, and climb from 
the edge of the sea. We proposed Glacier Bay as 
the best area for these activities, for several rea-
sons. The Bay's wilderness shores, wildlife, glaciers 
and icebergs had made it the high point of both 
the summers we had cruised in Southeast Alaska. 
The relatively sheltered waters would limit the 
likely discomforts of four people in a two-person 
boat. The barren shores of the upper Bay from 
which the glaciers have but recently receded are 
mostly free of the brush and alder that are such 
an obstacle to most climbing in the Coast Range. 
The mountains that surround Glacier Bay would 
provide as wide a range of climbing challenges as 
we could possibly aspire to, from scores of un-
named, unclimbed peaks under a mile high rising 
right out of the water, up to the long glacier ap-
proaches and extreme severity of the high peaks 
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anchorages and approaches to the glaciers. All 
along our route the mountains sparkled with their 
heavy winter accumulation of snow, and we made 
several interesting snow climbs on 2,000-3,500 ft. 
peaks. 

We were on hand to meet Eric and Audra when 
they flew in to Bartlett Cove, the peak headquar-
ters in lower Glacier Bay. On the three-day cruise 
up to Hugh Miller Inlet we anchored each night 
and put our two deck passengers on shore to camp. 
On June 12 we sailed through the narrow entrance 
channel of the lagoon Pati and I had found near 
the terminus of Hugh Miller Glacier, where 
Aleutka could lie to two anchors, safe from weather 
and icebergs. 

We had little idea of the travel conditions we 
might encounter on the glaciers, so we made up 
fairly light packs — little more than food, cloth-
ing, tents and sleeping bags — for a preliminary 
exploration of five days. After supper that evening, 
with several hours' daylight remaining, we started 
out up the edge of the valley, a mile-wide gravel 
plain dissected by the many branches of a gray 
muddy river. As we were frequently wading we 



were happy to be wearing rubber boots, with our 
climbing boots dry in the packs. This was easy go-
ing until we reached a point, in sight of the black 
and blue ice of the glacier snout, where a side can-
yon was pouring in a sizable stream of steep 
muddy water in which we could hear distinctly 
the clashing and rumbling of boulders being car-
ried down. We could find no way across, so we 
started up the moraine along this stream — a 
strange gloomy landscape of gravel heaps and 
snowbanks with only a few tiny plants growing. 
High up on the moraines, above the roaring falls 
down in deep gorges the river was cutting through 
old moraines and stagnant ice, the way ahead ap-
peared blocked. About midnight we pitched a  

shadowed valley was good walking, with sharp 
peaks 2,000 ft. above on both sides still in golden 
sunlight. Skis would have been terrific. For mile 
after mile we tramped up this highway watching 
for a col to cross the range to westward. After mid-
night we really couldn't see where we were going, 
so we pitched Camp 3 in the middle of the glacier. 

The morning was again clear and bright, and we 
found we had already come abreast of the intended 
col (about 3,800'). Eric led us up between the 
great blocks and crevasses of an icefall under deep 
snow. When we reached the col a fantastic view 
opened before us: the Aurora Glacier sloped gently 
down to lose itself in the immense, smooth, 150-
square-mile basin of the Brady Icefield, beyond 

keiriele 
By John S. Letcher, Jr. 

cheerless Camp 1 on a relatively fiat gravel bank, 
by a clear brook falling down from the snowfields 
of Gullied Peak. 

By the light of morning the slope ahead did not 
look impossible. After a mile or so of picking our 
way over steep crumbling rock and old snow we 
reached the snow-covered terminus of a small gla-
cier, a former tributary of the Hugh Miller, and the 
source of the river which had blocked our way. 
This we called the Canyon Glacier. Here we 
cached our rubber boots in a cairn and roped up. 
Once across the glacier we climbed the opposite 
snow slope to a sunny bench at about 1,600 ft. 
where we stopped to eat. After lunch I led up to a 
saddle at about 2,300 ft., but this was a very hot 
grind and we made Camp 2 there about 1 p.m. to 
sleep in the tents. After this we did not try to 
march during the middle of the day when the sun 
was out; instead we adopted a practice of making 
two camps a day, sleeping from about midnight 
to 4 a.m. and from noon to 4 p.m. 

From Camp 2 we descended about 500 ft. onto 
the broad, gently curving Hugh Miller Glacier, 
still under deep snow. The hard crust of the  

which were arrayed the towering ice summits of 
the Fairweathers, all in brilliant sunshine. We left 
our packs at the col to climb the adjacent Pk. 
4,600+ for lunch. From here the view included 
many arms of Glacier Bay, the ocean, and on every 
side the glaciers and snowy summits of the Coast 
Range. 

Back at the col we set up Camp 4 for the after-
noon sleep. It was a very hot, still afternoon and 
we did not get under way again until 7 p.m. Then 
we started down the Aurora to put a camp out 
on the ice field; but the snow was very soft that 
evening, and after about three miles in three hours 
we made Camp 5 on a shoulder of Contact Nuna-
tak. The high peaks ahead of us were spectacular 
as they were gradually enveloped in shadow and 
sunset. 

After a cold, windy night we rose at 4 a.m. to 
find the snow much better, but the fine morning 
promised another hot afternoon. Although this 
would have to be our farthest camp, we had time 
to spend one day crossing the ice field to examine 
routes on the mountains directly across from us, 
especially Mt. Bertha (10,800') and Pks. 7103 and 

to page 20, please 17 



Photo by Eric Adelberger 
Our boat ìAleutka's in Glacier Bay. Mt. Fairweather in the background. 

Camp I/ above Hugh Miller Glacier. J. Letcher Photo 



J. Letcher Photo Mt. Aleutka (upper left) from Hugh Miller Inlet. 

The glacier from our anchorage in Reid Inlet. J. Letcher Photo 
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8010. Collapsing the tents and erecting a flag to 
guide our return, we set off across the level, sun-
cupped surface of the ice as the rising sun lit the 
peaks ahead. The walking was easy with no crev-
asses; by 9 a.m. we were across and ascending a 
tributary glacier right under the north face of 
Bertha. The winding east ridge of Bertha looked 
like a beautiful climb, but it seemed to end on a 
sheer, fluted face 1,000 ft. below the heavily cor-
niced summit ridge. More appealing to us, and 
perhaps more within our reach, were several ridges 
and intervening icefalls leading up to Pk. 7103. 
We decided to come here again, approaching by 
the more direct Reid Glacier, with two weeks' 
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supplies and enough climbing gear to try this peak. 
Then we tramped back across the blinding calm 
heat of the ice field, eight miles into the sun, and 
reached Camp 5 about 1 p.m. 

We were elated with the easy glacier travel we 
had found, and with the prospects of high climbs. 
The fine weather held during our return by almost 
the same route, with one windy camp on the Hugh 
Miller Glacier. It sprinkled a little on us as we 
picked our painful way down the moraines, but 
the rain obligingly held off until we were back 
at the anchorage. 

After one day of bad weather and a rest day in 
Blue Mouse Cove, we sailed to Reid Inlet and 



found a kettle-hole to anchor in not far from the 
blue cliff of ice where Reid Glacier fronts on tide-
water. On June 21, with fairly heavy packs includ-
ing a lot of ropes and hardware, we started up the 
east side of the glacier. 

We found easy walking up the lateral moraine 
and got onto bare ice at about 600 ft. As soon as 
the ice was covered with snow we roped up and 
continued the gentle ascent. At about 1,800 ft., as 
we headed for a proposed campsite on the edge of 
the glacier, we began to encounter open crevasses. 
We skirted these, and jumped a few, and some-
how we worked our way into this field for perhaps 
a mile before anyone broke through a snow bridge. 
But then we discovered that there were hidden 
crevasses all around, and even trying to follow our 
tracks back we could hardly go more than a few 
steps without one or another of us going in hip-
or waist-deep. It took a couple of exhausting hours 
of this kind of fun to find a way off the ice. 

We camped on the first level spot we found — 
it seemed to be a lateral moraine — and spent two 
whole days on a study of crevasse rescue. We had 
all the theory and equipment, plenty of crevasses, 
considerable motivation. This practice was in-
tended to increase our confidence, but really the 
effect was otherwise. While everything worked in 
the practice situation (except our nylon prusik 
slings!), we felt there were so many major compli-
cations likely — heavy packs, an injury, bad wea-
ther, lost equipment, etc. — that the real-life sit-
uation could easily get beyond the control of a 
party of our size and unequal composition. Pati 
and I were the more conservative members in this 
decision, but the Adelbergers acceded gracefully 
to our desire that we should do no more traveling 
on the lower-elevation glaciers. 

This left us many lower peaks that could be 
reached without crossing the low glaciers. The 
most obvious of these from our present location 
were behind us in the divide between the Reid 
and Hugh Miller Glaciers, with six summits over 
4,500 ft. We moved our camp a few miles up the 
edge of the Reid Glacier, almost to Contact Nuna-
tak, where a pass gave access to the high glaciers 
between those peaks. They provided interesting 
snow climbing, with exciting views of the high  

peaks across the ice field from us; though all the 
rock we found was pretty rotten basaltic stuff. A 
full day's climb took us to the highest summit in 
the group, 5,200+ — the high point of our expe-
dition, which we hope to give the name Mt. 
Aleutka. 

We returned to the Reid Inlet anchorage with-
out any definite idea of what to do next. This 
question was really settled for us by the smoke 
which that very evening began to fill the bay from 
extensive forest fires in the interior. It completely 
ruined the scenery and made climbing totally un-
appealing. Reluctantly we turned back toward 
Bartlett Cove, and in the hot, calm weather with 
the smoke thicker all the time, it took us four 
days to get there. 

* * * 

The mountains around Glacier Bay offer a wide 
variety of snow and ice climbing possibilities. 
Bartlett Cove and nearby Gustavus are both 
served by scheduled airlines. The daily tour boat 
or several charter boats and float planes out of 
Bartlett Cove could land a party in the upper bay. 
We had little trouble getting onto the glaciers, 
and found traveling on them easy until the last 
week in June, in a year with an exceptionally 
sunny spring; and undoubtedly a stronger party 
could have gone on where we stopped. We should 
have been about a month earlier, for May often 
has more fine weather than the summer months 
on the Southeast Alaska coast, and we would have 
had more and harder snow on the lower glaciers. 
We often felt cross-country skis would have been 
well worth carrying up to the glaciers, but Eric 
and Audra had brought snowshoes instead, so we 
used neither and found foot travel good enough. 
We have debated whether skis or snowshoes would 
have been an asset or otherwise when we began 
to encounter open crevasses: the chances of break-
ing through would be much less, but if a fall oc-
curred it would be much more complicated and 
the team arrest less likely to succeed. If we had 
hauled a lot of supplies to Pk. 7103 we would have 
made a sledge from one pair of skis. Of course a 
larger party would have made us more secure and 
would have greatly extended what we could do 
in reasonable safety. 
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GIBBS 
ASCENDER 

The mechanical rope as-
cender that lets you walk 
up the rope naturally. 

Especially applicable to equipment 
haulage, group ascents, fixed rope and 
rescue operations. May be operated by 
hands or feet. Will not come off the 
rope accidentally. For use on ropes 
V-1/2 " (8-13 mm) dia. 

FIELD TESTS 
After 3 years of field use Gibbs Ascend-
ers have proven to be completely self 
locking, even on muddy, icy, and wet 
rope. Fastest ascending method at the 
1970 NSS convention. 100 ft. in 39.9 
secs. .. . 400 ft. in 6 min. 20 secs. 

Foot and Knee operation allows the 
climber to walk up the rope efficiently. 

It is easy to step past overhangs 
without unhooking from the rope. 

Arm strain can be relieved by a 
shoulder ascender. Rigging 

instructions included with each order. 

Ascender with spring wire $7.25 ea. 
($5.00 ea. in lots of 10 or more) 

Ascender with quick release pin$13.50 ea. 
($6.25 ea. in lots of 10 or more) 

—include 250 postage per ascender/ 
5(4 air mail— 

LABORATORY TESTS 
Each ascender tested and guaranteed 
to 1000 lbs. Smooth rounded teeth 
produce no visible rope damage after 
1000. .. 200 lb. closures. 

Send To: 

GIBBS PRODUCTS—H 
854 Padley st. 
SLC, UT. 84108 

Frostline easy-to-
make kits will save 
you as much as 
50% on light-
weight camp-
ing equip-
ment. All 
can be 
sewn 
on a 
home 
machine. 

The 
Kodiak 

Two man nylon tent. 

Save enough for an extra outing! 

givstks Dept. S62 I Box 2190 
Boulder, Colorado 
80302 

The 
Big Horn 
Nylon Rip Stop 
bag with nylon zipper. 
Filled with 100% 
premium northern goose down. 

Write today for a free catalog 
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The reason: NEOPRENE NYLON! 

Lute Jerstad 

Tenzing Norgay 

Willi Unsoeld 

Tom Frost 

Stan Armington 

Dick McGowan 

Jay Ullin 

With: 

COME HAVE A 

LUTE JERSMD 
4DPEIITURE 

FOREIGN EXPEDITIONS: 

Mt. Logan 1971 

Kilimanjaro 1972 

Himalaya with 

Tenzing Norgay 1971 

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 

Bugaboo Mountaineering 
DOWN SLEEPING BAGS 

and 
JACKETS 

individually made 
for brochure, write: 
689 Lighthouse 

Monterey, Calif. 9 3 94 0 

BECK 
CRAMPON STRAPS 

/ - 

SNOW SHOE BINDINGS 

tiaittd Mak. kttkitdlott4! 

V'flt NQr4Mc Wi ZUP! 
Designed for sub-zero temperatures! Fasten tightly 
and you will never have to adjust again... We also 
manufacture the famous CHOUINARD CRAMPON 
STRAPS which were used by the Annapurna South 
Face Expedition. 

Write for FREE Catalogue and Sample of Neoprene Nylon 

BECK OUTDOOR PROJECTS== 
BOX 3061 • SOUTH BERKELEY • CALIFORNIA U. S. A. 



RETAIL SHOPS 

A 

THE SUMMIT HUT UPPER LIMITS CLOUD CAP CHALET DAKIN'S VERMONT MOUNTAIN SHOP 

3510 East Pima 141 North Fairview Ave. 625 S.W. 12th Ave. Ferrisburg, Vermont 

Tucson, Arizona 

BACKPACKER SHOP 
911 E. Foothill 
Claremont, Calif. 

Fairview Shopping Center 
Goleta, Calif. 

HOLUBAR MOUNTAINEERING LTD. 

1875 30th Street 

Portland, Oregon 

OREGON MOUNTAIN COMMUNITY 

1138 S.W. Jefferson 

Portland, Oregon 

H. H. PETRIE SPORTING GOODS, INC. 
Hil!dale Shopping Center 
702 North Midvale Blvd. 

Madison, Wisconsin 

DAN'S 
Boulder, Colorado 

U. S. DISTRIBUTOR 

SKIING & MOUNTAINEERING SHOP SKIMEISTER SKI SHOP TIMBERLINE SPORTS MOUNTAIN PARAPHERNALIA 

386043/4  No. Sierra Highway Main Street 2959 Highland Drive 906 Durant Street 

Palmdale, Calif. No. Woodstock, N.H. Salt Lake City, Utah Modesto, Calif. 
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THE 
NORTH 

ACE Ii 
lightweight gear of functionally sophisticated design aesthetically compatible 

with the mountain experience  -  bags • packs • tents • protective clothing 

write for 1971 descriptive brochure & name of nearest dealer 

1234 5th street berkeley, california USA 94710 

Important Notice 

Recently we have learned that some of the buckles have 
broken on our snowshoe bindings and crampon straps. We have 
heard of only a few cases, yet there may be many more which 
have gone unreported. We want everyone to be satisfied with 
our products, so we request that all cases of buckle breakage 
on Beck or Chouinard crampon straps or Beck snowshoe bind-
ings be sent back to us for free replacement. You may send 
just the buckle, or the whole strap if you do not wish to bother 
with riveting on a replacement buckle — we will then send you 
the appropriate strap. 

We only became aware of this problem recently, and wish to 
apologize to our friends for any inconvenience this may have 
caused. We are discontinuing the buckle in question and re-
placing it with one about five times stronger. 

BECK OUTDOOR PROJECTS 

P.O. Box 3061, S. Berkeley, Cal. 94703 

CAMP AND TRAIL EQUIPMENT 
Manufacturers of 

BACK COUNTRY BRAND 

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

8272 Orangethorpe Ave. 
Buena Park, California 

Qkpacker 
the 

shop 
. . . at the foot of Mt. Baldy (714) 624-0618 
The Mountaineer's Mountaineering Shop looks to the 
backpacker shop to satisfy all your mountaineering 
needs: 

Quality Products (always in stock) 
Friendly Experienced Service 

Mastercharge • Complete Rentals • BankAmericard 

911 East Foothill Blvd., Claremont, Ca. 91711 

For trail or 
canoe — lightweight, 

easy-to-pack foods. Large selection 
of delicious meals and individual 
dishes — just add water, cook and 
serve. Big portions, plenty of freeze-
dried meat, you'll love the taste! 
Waterproof packaging prevents 
spoilage. Now available locally. 
FREE CATALOG and name of deal-
er, write CHUCK WAGON, Dept. 
SU, Box 226, Woburn, Mass. 01801. 

CaroPer's 
Lightv

oig  

foods  

CHUCK 
WAGON 
FOODS 

ASCENT MAGAZINE 
Mountaineering annual published by the Sierra Club. 1971 issue 
(56 pages) available July 1. 1969 and 1970 issues still available. 
Price $3.00 per annual issue. (Please include local sales taxes 
applicable for New York, New Jersey and California.) 

Order from: 

Sierra Club, Mill 9 Tower, San Francisco, California 94104 or your 
bookdealer. 
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BACKPACKING 
EQUIPMENT 

KAYAKS 

CANOES 

MOOR & MOUNTAIN 
Spring-Summer 197 I 

We specialize in lightweight 
backpacking gear and water-
craft for wilderness trips and 
whitewater sport. Year-
round source for Nordic ski-
ing products. Exclusive im-
porters for Chestnut Canoes, 
Tyne Kayaks. Many items of 
our own design or contract 
manufacture. 

Send for Spring-Summer 

1971 Catalog 

MOOR & MOUNTAIN 
Dept. 19 Main Street 

Concord, Mass. 01742 

Eiger Aluminum Carabiners 
10 for $17.50 
One inch Nylon Tubular We 
Yellow. 4000 pound test. 8( a fo 
Postage Paid U.S. Only 
— Immediate Shipment 

chouinard equipment 
P.O. BOX 150, VENTURA, CALIFORNIA 93001 
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NEW 

. . .OR USED 

TOUGH ANGLE PITONS YOU CAN DEPEND ON. 

NOW MADE FROM NICKEL-CHROME-MOLY 

ALLOY STEEL. 

• .. THE QUALITY LINE 
MADE IN THE UNITED STATES 

PRICES: 
small  $54.95 

sd. & Irg  $58.95 

Now for the first time a pack that incorporates all of the 
features you've asked for in a quality backpack. 

Featuring a fully padded hip suspension system; providing 
unparalleled comfort. 

Sizes, Dimensions, Capacity, & Weight 
Small (less than 5'3") 141/2  x 271/2 , 2300 cu. in., 3#20z. 
Std. (5'3" - 5'11") 151/2  x 301/2 , 3000 cu. in., 3#90z. 
Large (greater than 5'11") 16 x 34, 3900 cu. in., 4# 

Colors: Alpengold, Royal Blue, International Orange, 
Forest Green, and Regal Red 

For other dealers and additional information write: 

alpenlite products 
mountaineering equipment of proven quality 

p.o. box 627, claremont, california 91711 

California Dealers: Alpine Sport Shop, Fresno — Backpacker Shop, Clare-
mont — All American Sporting Goods, Santa Barbara & Ventura — Dan's 
Ski & Mountaineering Shop, Palmdale — Jonas Ski & Hike, Inglewood — 
The Open Trail, Santa Ana — Stanley Andrews, Escondido & San Diego — 
Sports & Trail, La Habra — Sports, Ltd., Long Beach & Woodland Hills — 
Tex's Sporting Goods, Santa Monica — West Ridge, Los Angeles — Sport 
Chalet, La Canada — Pack & Piton, Glendora. 

alp exult e 
a new dimension in comfort 
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SELF -ASSURED 

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

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

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

nnodele 
SUPER GUIDE R. D. 

With 

Galibier 
you are "sure-footed" 

Information R.P. RD2 : and depositaries lists on request 27 
RICHARD-PONTVERT S. A. B.P. n04 
38 IZEAUX FRANCE Tel.: 4 et 42 



BISHOP TENTS 
Light weight, high quality tents for the climber, backpacker and 
discriminating outdoorsman. 
PACK-LITE — Aluminum A-frame with canted ends for extra room, 
rip-stop nylon, waterproof fly — 7 lbs., 8 oz. complete $99.50. 
ULTIMATE — Exo-Skeletal Blanchard-designed frame. Nearly ver-
tical walls. Many sophisticated features. Same basic tent used on 
American Everest Expedition. 2-6-man models — starting at 9 lbs., 
3 oz. for tent and fly —$119.50 and up. 

Write to 

BISHOP'S ULTIMATE OUTDOOR EQUIPMENT 
6804 Millwood Rd., Dept. 1 • Telephone 301-229-0156 

Bethesda, Md. 2003,4 

specialized 
alpine equipment 

do yourself a favor by writing for our free 
alpine equipment catalog to: 

SWISS 
SKI 
SPORTS 
559 clay street 
san francisco 

the new dimension in comfort for outdoorsmen 

Ultra-light gear made to expedition 
standards for campers, backpackers, 
mountain climbers and outdoor adventurers. 

100% PRIME NORTHERN GOOSE DOWN 
INSULATED GARMENTS & SLEEPING BAGS 

tWINDPROOF, WATERPROOF SHELL GARMENTS 

TENTS FOR BACKPACKERS & FAMILY CAMPERS 

DOLT MOUNTAIN 
EQUIPMENT 

DOLTCO Sales • Box 5579 
Santa Monica, Calif. 90405 

look for the goose on the label 
at leading sporting goods stores or write for catalog, and 
name of nearest dealer. 

MOUNTAIN PRODUCTS CORPORATION 123 South Wenatchee Avenue 
Wenatchee, Washington 98801 
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P. 0. Box 121 

Riverside, California 92502 
Bankamericard - Master Charge 

"Lazy Backpacker" 

NEW! from the people who 
outfitted the 

American 
Mt. Everest 
Expedition 

SUMMIT PACK 
Designed for you serious mountaineers, climbers, 
skiers and day hikers who like to travel light and 
fast. The 18" X 13" X 8" main pouch closes with a 
cord-lock drawstring. Buckle-down top flap has a 
zippered map pouch inside and an 8" X 5" X 2" 
pouch on top. Zip-closing side pockets each hold a 
quart poly-bottle. Fabric is tough, waterproof Nylon. 
Bag bottom, buckle backers and crampon patch are 
protected by a separate layer of strong calfskin 
leather. There's a webbing lift loop, ice axe loops 
and "ID" rings for your climbing hardware. Adjust-
able foam cushioned shoulder straps and webbing 
waist band. Total weight of SUMMIT PACK is only 
31-ounces. Colors: Bright Orange, Electric Green, 
Bronze. No. 4270 postpaid $22.95. 

HERE'S THE TRAIL BOOT 
YOU'VE BEEN 
SEARCHING FOR!! 
Tough, supple ruff-out split 
suede. Fully leather lined. 
Ankle and tongue padded for 
comfort. Tempered spring 
steel arch. Stretchy 
snug-fitting padded 
scree tops. 
Genuine Vibram 
cleated soles 
on Men's; special 
lug sole and heel on Women's for maximum traction. 
No. 3130 Men's N/M/W in 1/2 -sizes 7 thru 12 and 
size 13. No. 3131 Women's N/M in 1/2 -sizes 4 thru 
10 and size 11. Pair postpaid $19.95. 

Order Today! Money Back Guarantee! 

Enclosed is my check or money order for $ Please 

RUSH my Eddie Bauer SUMMIT PACK Color Eddie 

Bauer TRAIL BOOTS Men's Size Women's Size  

MOVING? Have you sent in your change of address? 

Name  

Address 

City  

State  

Send me FREE your Spring 1971 color catalog of Cus- 
tom Sportswear and Expedition-Proven Outdoor Gear for 
Men and Women. 

Dept. TM Seattle, Wash. 98124 

1111••111.11111111••• ••III•1I•••• ••• •••• MEMNON 
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FINE ALPINE EQUIPMENT 
from 

one of Southern California's finest shops. 

We feature top equipment by: 
Chouinard • The North Face • Sierra Designs • Universal 
Edelrid • CM! • Dolt • Forrest Mountaineering • Galiber 
Lowa • Pivetta • Dunhams • Primus • Svea • Optimus 

MPG • Rich-Moor • Trail Chef Foods 
Visit our store or write for a free brochure 

6744 Brockton 
Riverside, Ca. 92506 

s I & sport Ph. (714) 784-0205 
sport specialists for your leisure time 

Riverside 

AGERRY 

Gerry. 

Gerry equipment and the outdoors go together. For 
those who take backpacking seriously, Gerry makes 
serious equipment. Completely systems engineered 
for comfort. Strong, but lightweight. If your pack 
weighs more than 20 lbs., see Gerry. Finest quality, 
no nonsense. You want the best, Gerry has it. Tents, 
packs, sleeping bags, and clothing made for the 
rugged country by people who call it home. That's 

Send for free color catalog & list of over 200 dealers. 

division of Outdoor Sports Industries, Inc. 
Dept. S-3 
5450 North Valley Highway 
Denver, Colorado 80216 

Olaf qoa need 
stoe-traleyse 

-the Crevasse. 
Write now for FREE catalogue 

HIGHLAND Outfitters 



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 

LOOKING FOR THE BEST? 

C*4 •(s. •AK, 

ROTONDO 
Lightweight 
Climbing Boot 

PALU 
Medium Weight 
Climbing Boot 

ZERMATT 
Lightweight Trail 
Shoe for Ladies 

1595  

Ar\it\  FREE 74-PAGE COLOR CATALOG 

RECREATIONAL EQUIPMENT INC. 

e 1525 11th Ave. Dept. S Seattle, Wash. 98122 

CO-OP PRICES • DIVIDENDS TO MEMBERS 

PALISADE 
SCHOOL 

OF 
MOUNTAINEERING 

8 seminars during July and August 

in the High Sierra near Big Pine, 

Calif. Each a week of fun, fellow-
ship of wilderness and rope. Com-

prehensive mountaineering experi-

ence for the novice, and continuing 

a unique leadership program for the 

proficient. 

Brochure available. 

Mountain Travel 
6201 Medau Place 
Oakland, Calif. 94611 

Scree 
Ronald Fear of Tacoma, Washington 

with two Austrian climbers and a Sher-
pa reached the 25,429-foot summit of 
previously unclimbed Dhaulagiri II in 
the Himalayas on May 18. Adolph 
Humber, 32, and Sherpa Jagambu 
reached the summit and were fol-
lowed two hours later by Fear, 27, 
and Adolf Weissendeiner, 33. Fear 
was the only American member of the 
expedition. * * 

The Climbers' Ranch at Grand Te-
ton National Park will open on July 
15 and end on September 15. The 
nightly charge will remain at $1 per 
person. 

* * * 

Bad weather, lack of oxygen and ex-
haustion turned back the International 
Himalayan Expedition of 1971 from 
their attempt on Everest. 

Alaska Tragedy 

"Sometimes the climbing rope which 
binds us together as humans is short 
and fragile . . . The rope has broken, 
and we stand with a slack line in our 
hands . . . Who knows which end of 
the rope he holds." — Sam Wright 

Tragedy struck two members of the 
mountaineering community of Anchor-
age, Alaska when Grace Hoeman, 
M.D., and Hans Van der Laan were 
buried in an avalanche on the Eklutna 

Glacier. John Samuelson, the surviving 
member of the three-person outing 
that was to have been a three-day 
traverse of the Eklutna, Whiteout, 
Eagle and Raven Glaciers, reports that 
they were retreating because of stormy 
conditions after staying at Pichler's 
Cabin. Samuelson led out along a snow 
ledge that crossed the entire snow 
slope horizontally. He says that the 
snow became deeper and his progress 
became slower. His companions must 
have become impatient because he 
glanced over his shoulder to see one 
of them behind and below him, appear-
ing to be going straight down the lower 
slope. Soon after the snow fractured 
just above him and he moved down the 
hill sideways, but was able to stay on 
his feet though the snow crept up to 
his hips. When it stopped, the snow 
was so compacted that he had to use 
his ice axe to dig his feet out. After 
probing for two hours without finding 
a trace of Grace or Hans, he went for 
help. Two rescue attempts were made 
by the Army and the Alaska Rescue 
Group, but no trace has been found to 
date of either climber. 
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Trips to  
Galapagos Islands, Nepal, Africa, Peru, Iceland, 
Mexico, New Guinea, Indian Himalaya, French Alps, 
Mt. McKinley. 

--'* .n71 Brochure sent on request 
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HOLUBAR 
Dept. ST-6 

Box 7 
Boulder, Colo. 

80302 

Reviews 
AMERICAN ALPINE JOURNAL, 
1971, published by the American Al-
pine Club and edited by H. Adams 
Carter, $5. 
This 506-page annual documentary of 
notable ascents features such articles 
as Annapurna's South Face Climb by 
Tom Frost, the earthquake in Peru by 
H. Adams Carter, Yosemite climbs by 
Galen Rowell and Charles Kroger, a 
solo climb of the Diamond by William 
Forrest and an ascent of Mt. Rainier's 
Willis Wall in winter by James Wick-
wire. In addition, more than half of 
the journal is devoted to short notes 
on "Climbs and Expeditions." The 
journal is well-edited and contains 
many outstanding black-and-white 
photographs. 

TRAILS OF THE ANGELS: 100 
HIKES IN THE SAN GABRIELS 
by John Robinson. Published by the 
Wilderness Press. $4.95. 
The San Gabriel Mountains, on the 
back doorsteps of six million people in 
Los Angeles County, contain hundreds 
of miles of trails, remote and hidden 
campsites, challenging cross-country 
routes that follow no trail at all, rare 
mammals like the Nelson Bighorn 
sheep, and dozens of trout streams. 
This is the first guide to the San 
Gabriels devoted entirely to the trails. 
Robinson describes 100 hikes, most of 
which can be done in one day. 

WILDERNESS TRAILS OF OLYM-
PIC NATIONAL PARK, by Robert 
L. Wood. 240 pages, 23 photos, 51/2" 
x 81/2", paperbound. Published by The 
Mountaineers, Seattle. $3.95. Sized to 
fit handily in a pack or parka pocket, 
this new trail guide covers the wilder-
ness of the Olympic National Park. 
The book divides the Park into sec-
tions, based on the river accesses, de-
scribing trail conditions, high routes, 
points of interest, and flora and fauna 
one might expect to see. Also described 
are climbing routes of the major peaks. 
A separate section covers the routes, 
scenery and animal life of the Park's 
ocean beach strip. 

SCREE continued 
A world record of 83 feet of snow, 

enough to cover an eight-story build-
ing, fell this winter at Paradise, 5,400' 
elevation at Mount Rainier National 
Park. This is the world record snow-
fall total for official weather stations. 
The heavy snowpack will delay until 
mid-July the use of the park's trails. 



LITE TENTS 

DOWN BAGS 

FOAM MATS 

PACK SACKS 

930 FORD ST.OGDENSBURG N.Y. 
225 STRATHCONA AV. OTTAWA CANADA BLA 

SEND 
FOR 
FREE 
CATALOG 

Please send a copy of your NEW 1971 color 
illustrated catalog with your wide selection 
of backpacking and other outdoor equipment 
to: 
Name  

Address  

CLIMBING EQUIPMENT 
Selected and Tested 

Exp 

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 Dolt® Grivel SMC 
Chouinard Edelrid Nester Stubai 

CMI Goldline 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. 6Q, 21 Park Place, N.Y., N.Y. 10007 

Camp 
and. Tra 

Outfi 

ALPS THIS YEAR? 
CLIMB 

TO THE TOP 
WITH DH 
AT ISM 

Details: Dougal Haston 

International School of 

Mountaineering 

1854 Leysin, Switzerland 

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

535 North Larchmont Blvd. 
Los Angeles, California 90004 

Phone 469-2186 

letters 
Dear Editor: 

In the southwestern Yukon Territory a 
beautiful world of mountains, ice fields, 
and arctic and alpine wildlife needs sup-
port to be preserved wild and free. The 
area is unique to the North American con-
tinent for the spectacular high mountain 
peaks of the St. Elias Mountains and glac-
iers, much of which are unexplored. A 
land of lower mountains and glacier-fed 
rivers surrounds the ice fields and peaks 
and forms their approaches. Dall sheep, 
moose, grizzly bears, eagles, muskrat, and 
many other animals and birds thrive in 
this land, part of which is protected by 
the Kluane Game Reserve. 

At present, the area in danger includes 
both the mountainous areas and the ap-
proaches described and is considered a 
National Park Reserve. It is in danger be-
cause its status leaves it open to explor-
ation and possible (probable) exploitation 
by mining interests, etc. 

The best solution would be the estab-
lishment of an actual National Park to 
include the whole area, from the Alaska 
and Haines Highways on the east, and the 
White River on the north, to the Alaska 
border. Yet, the mining interests in the 
Yukon are very strong and adamant about 
using their political power to keep the 
area in its unprotected state. In order to 
combat their influence and preserve the 
land in the Yukon (which has no National 
Parks at all), petitions and letters of sup-
port for the establishment of a National 
Park are being sent to the federal 
Canadian government in Ottawa. 

Climbers, especially, should be inter-
ested in this issue and arc asked to scnd 
letters to that effect to: The Hon. Jean 
Chretien, Minister, Dept. of Indian Affairs 
and Northern Development, Ottawa, Ontario, 
Canada. 

Elizabeth Witherill 
Yukon Territory, Canada 

Dear Editor: 
The April 1971 issue of SUMMIT con-

tains an account of "A Traverse and First 
Ascent in the Pickets," by Peter L. Renz 
in which several references are made to 
Rowland Tabor and Dwight Crowder's ex-
cellent guidebook for the area: "Routes 
and Rocks in the Mt. Challenger Quad-
rangle." 

Dwight Crowder was killed last April in 
a senseless automobile accident in Cali-
fornia. He was not only an outstanding 
mountaineer, but an exceptionally gifted 
geologist and sensitive individual. The 
peak referred to in Renz's paper as "Old 
Brownie" has been officially named Mount 
Crowder in Dwight's honor. 

David A. Brew 

U.S. Geological Survey 

Menlo Park, Calif. 
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 BACKPACKING & SKI TOURING 

411.11:. SPECIALISTS 

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 518-85-0340 

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

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

Hours: Variable, call in advance 

MAIL ORDER 
Alpine Recreation, P 0 Box 54, Mount Vernon, NY 10552 sierra designs • 4th & addison • berkeley, california 94710 

send for catalog 

Dear Editor: 
The article by Brian McGuiness in the 

May SUMMIT on a "Spring Ascent of Mt. 
Shasta" prompts me to expand on the 
delights and mysteries of this most beauti-

ful mountain. 
Because of its majestic isolation— too 

far south for Pacific northwest climbers 

and too far north for California climbers 
—it is climbed much less frequently than 

Mts. Hood, Rainier, St. Helens, Whitney 

and other western peaks of comparable 
size. This is especially true of the rela-
tively inaccessible western, eastern, and 
northern flanks of Mt. Shasta. The south-
ern, ski-area side is the usual climbing 

route as cogently described by McGuiness. 
The other three sides are guarded by four 
active glaciers (Whitney, Bolam, Hotlum, 

and Wintun) and may be approached VIA 

the Military Pass Road which travels 
around one-half of the mountain. This 
rough, but passable, 30-mile road affords 
excellent views of the usually unobserv-

able eastern side of the mountain. Al-
though now rarely used, the Military Pass 

was built and used by the U.S. Cavalry in 

the pursuit of the Nez Perce Indians in 

the late 1800's. Routes are generally 

straightforward, although the two-mile-long 

Whitney Glacier is heavily broken up and 

the Hotlum Glacier headwall at 13,600 feet 

would be interesting. 
During your adventures with this en-

chanting mountain be sure to watch for 
the mysterious lights which occasionally 
gleam from the top at night, and especially  

be on the alert for the bear-like two-legged 
creatures ("Lemurians" or "Shupchers") 
which have been reported (and allegedly 
photographed) in the desolate lava fields 
on the mountain's north side! 

Gordon W. Gribble 
Hanover, New Hampshire 

Dear Editor: 

A footnote should be added to Jon Turk's 

description of his feelings on Navajo 

Peak (SUMMIT, April 1971). That rescue 

was initially coordinated and lead by 

Ralph "Skip" Greene, as are most such 

efforts in the Indian Peaks area. Skip 

made the first winter solo ascent of the 
East Face of Longs Peak and was among 
the organizers of the Rocky Mountain  

Rescue Unit. Presently the manager of the 
Institute of Arctic/Alpine Research's 
Mountain Research Station, he success-
fully instructs thirty to forty students a 
year in the methods of studying a rugged, 
unforgiving environment in the safest man-
ner possible. His practiced expertise in 
all phases of mountain rescue has earned 
him the highest respect of mountaineers 

who have known him, yet he shuns the 

publicity spotlight in favor of the more 

flashy R.M. R. 
I feel tribute should be made to a man 

who quietly blends into the mountains 

about him, yet willingly and unhesitatingly 

emerges to guide men, repulsed and 

trapped by the same mountains, to safety. 

Chuck Cofer 
Stanford, Calif. 
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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 

33 ounces 
of tough 

packframe 
that won't 

bend or crack 
under 

big loads 

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 

Unique square tube construction gives the Stag Cross Country packframe more 
strength than round-tube frames, and eliminates brittle welded joints. The frame 
is held away from your back by a broad, breathable nylon back panel, which 
rides on the hips to take weight off your shoulders. Padded shoulder straps ride 
comfortably, won't roll or bunch up, and can be adjusted for shoulder width. 
Quick-release Parva buckles gets you in and out of this frame in a hurry, and a 
waist strap with buckle keeps the frame from shifting. Accommodates Stag 
Expansi-Pak, Divider-Pak, Ranger-Pak, Constrictor-Pak and Sourdough-Pak. At 
Stag dealers everywhere. 

r MMMMM 
Hirsch-Weis Division of White Stag, Dept. SMT-17 
5203 S.E. Johnson Creek Blvd., 

I Portland, Oregon 97206 

I Name  

I Address  

I City State Zip • 
In mu non mg um um on mu — 

letters 
Dear Editor: 

Perhaps our experience hiking in the 

Grand Canyon at Easter time will be of 

interest to readers of SUMMIT. 

We had long wanted to explore the bed 
of this great inverted mountain, and our 
considerable experience in high country 
and alpine hiking and climbing seemed to 
us an adequate basis of preparation. After 
studying the topo maps, and reading sev-
eral books and commentaries, we decided 
to get a feel for conditions by doing a fast 
descent down the Park Service maintained 
Bright Angel trail, a brief excursion to 

Clearwater, overnight at Phantom Ranch, 
back up the next morning via Kaibab. With 

this warm-up, we could then confidently 

tackle some of the disused old mining 

trails, e.g., Hance, Cottonwood, Tanner. 

April 4, Sunday before Easter, bright 
with anticipation, we rolled in to the 

Visitors' Center to check on local trail 
conditions. It took about ten minutes to 
worm our way through the mob up to the 
counter where one of the three harassed 

Park Service employees, with monumental 
patience, was trying to cope with the 
situation. 

Sunday morning: The Bright Angel and 

Kaibab trails were closed, and no one 
would be allowed down until Wednesday; 
the Hermit was reserved for the hordes of 
Boy Scouts and similar groups. There 

were 800 people hiking between the South 

Rim and Phantom Ranch! Park Service 
management wisely decided that no more 

could be accommodated. Many of these 
people had registered weeks in advance, 

apparently forewarned of the circumstan-

ces at this particular time of the year. 

We found our way to another Park Ser-
vice employee, a pleasant and knowledge-
able young lady, who by adroit questions 

determined that we were prepared (physi-

cally and otherwise) to undertake a rela-

tively serious hiking exercise, whereupon 

we got a permit to hike on the Hance Trail, 
where only 15 people were currently regis-

tered. 

Anyone planning to hike in the Canyon 

would be well advised to write ahead to 
the Visitors' Center well in advance in 
order to avoid disappointment. Request 

their pamphlet (60 cents) on the disused 
mining trails; and, in outfitting, pay close 
attention to their advice as well as the 
excellent tips in Colin Fletcher's "The 
Man Who Walked Through Time." Good 
boots are a must, dehydrated food, tents, 

and extra clothing, a waste of energy. We 
found our one gallon canteen, though 
heavy, to be an essential. 

The Bosted family 

Beverly Hills, Calif. 

Hirsch 
Weis 

White Stag.  

Send 
25 cents 

for 
catalog 

to: 
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4x5 Transparency by Walden R. Joura 

Lone Eagle Peak, 11,900 feet, rises above Cascade Creek in Arapahoe National Forest, Colorado. 

Whispers of the Hills 
By Eugene L. Vickery 

Yes. . . these things and many more. 
Wild tremors and scouring flood. 
How a rock is born. 
The many things that came before. 

How long have these hills been? 
Longer than I. 
What stories could they tell? 

I have listened to them whisper. . 
Of how small I am and how short will be my life. 
These crags have murmered to me of peace 
And my spirit has taken of their humbleness and stability. 

As I sat there, the breeze stole up 

To rustle Mother Nature's skirts. 
And the hills whispered. . . "You must keep going. 

Do not ponder too long." 

A city-bred man would have said it was quiet 
In the glen where I paused. 
There was not even the roar of a tumbling stream 
To pacify the urban ear. 

There was only the wind in the pines, 
The din of the linnet and the jay, 
The coo of the dove and the cluck of the quail. 
I was content as I sat listening. . . 
To the hills whispering and remembering. . . 

What do these hills remember? 
A young boy tramping through the wet grass? 
A man crouched beside the brook, the sun glistening 

from his arched fly rod? 



• 
SUIllmit A MOUNTAINEERING MAGAZINE 

P.O. BOX 1889, BIG BEAR LAKE, CALIF. 92315 

Please send SUMMIT for the term indicated to: 

NEW 0 RENEWAL 

NAME 1 Year 0 $ 7 

STREET  2 Years ID $10 

CITY  3 Years 0 $13 

STATE  ZIP  5 Years 0 $20 

0 MONEY ENCLOSED 0 BILL ME LATER 

the ski hut 1615 university ave., berkeley, calif. 94703 
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ODDS & ENDS 
GOING TO CANADA this year? We cater 

to climbers. Stay at the Revelstoke K.O.A. 
Kampground, located 3 mi. east of Revel-
stoke, B.C. on the Trans-Canada Highway. 
Good place for children. Showers & laund-
ramat for hot, dusty climbers. Special area 
for tents. National Parks with spectacular 
hiking & climbing nearby. 10% discount 
with this advertisement. Your hosts: Pat 
& Clarice Caywood, Revelstoke K.O.A. 
Revelstoke, British Columbia. 

ALASKA Wilderness Survival and Lead-
ership School —Mt. McKinley Expeditions 
—Expedition Outfitters. Write: Alaska 
Mountain Guides, Inc., Talkeetna, Alaska 
99676. Phone: 733-2328. 

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. 



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: 

Fabian() Shoe CO., 
DEPARTMENT A-2-SOUTH STATION 
BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS 02210 



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

All Vasque boots are built over American 
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 Euro-
pean lasts. 

Plus every pair features genuine cowhide, 
inside and out, tempered spring steel shanks 
and lug soles for maximum support and 
traction. 

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

Vasque is an American climbing boot 
...with a European accent. 

WaAl ,  
tkmotaitaittmao .66ot 

SW,- 

Formerly Voyageur Boots 
A DIVISION OF THE RED WING SHOE COMPANY 
RED WING, MINNESOTA 55066 


