




Mt. Rainier as 

seen from Spray Park. Photo 

No. 104863-V. 

MT. RAINIER'S SPRAY PARK 

By Ed Cooper 

Recently, on a trip to explore Mt. Rainier, I 
drove to Paradise on the south side of the moun-
tain. With the garish new visitor center, and thou-
sands of tourists, it reminded me more of mid-
town Manhattan during lunch hour rather than 
the mountains, and despite the perfect weather, 
I left without even getting out of the car, spend-
ing less than two minutes there. 

I chose as my new destination Spray Park on 
the northwest side of the mountain; the side seen 
from Seattle. Approachable only by dirt road, this 
stops 90% of the tourists. And a hike of some 4-5 
miles to the meadows at Spray Park stops 90% 
of the remainder who get as far as the end of the 
road. All of which means that the number of peo-
ple at Spray Park on a weekday in the summer  

will be at tolerable levels. (It would be useful for 
those who like their peace and quiet in the moun-
tains to keep the following law in mind: the num-
ber of people decreases as the square of the hori-
zontal distance from the road, and the cube of the 
vertical distance above the road.) 

The approach from the northwest gives more of 
a sense of intimacy with the mountain than that 
from any other side. You have views of the moun-
tain at various places all the way from Seattle. 
Splendid views of it are had on the trail to Spray 
Park, and once there, you can contemplate the 
peak itself in quiet, unhurried solitude. This is 
certainly the most beautiful place I've found on the 
mountain. 

Come with me, if you will, on a trip to Spray 
Park. Rising early in the morning at Mowich Lake, 
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Ice climbing in Vermont 

during the winter months. Chet 

Callahan leads on the Blue 

Ice route. 
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Bob Olsen ice climbing in Elephants Head Gully, Smugglers Notch. 

Winter in Vermont brings heavy snow and fre-
quent sub-zero temperatures. To most natives this 
means one of three alternatives: breaking out the 
skis, the snowmobiles, or simply dressing as warm-
ly as possible and praying for an early spring. 

For a few who never learned to ski there is ice 
climbing. All skiers who come to Vermont will ski 
at least once at Madonna ski area in Jefferson-
ville or Mt. Mansfield ski area in Stowe. These 
two locations are connected by Vermont Route 
108, which during the summer months constitutes 
a scenic drive culminating in Smugglers Notch, a 
deep cleft between Mt. Mansfield and Spruce 
Peak, girded by lofty cliffs on both sides of the 
road. In the summer these cliffs are often prime 
targets for local rock climbers. The coming of win-
ter necessitates the closing of the road because 
of its rugged nature, surrendering only to hikers, 
cross-country skiers, snowmobilers and the ice 
climber. 

By parking at the terminus of Vermont 108 on 
the Jeffersonville side, it is possible to walk the 

By Keith Thibault 
Photos by the Author 

remaining mile into the Notch. Snowshoes are not 
required as snowmobiles have left a route packed 
solid enough to support the weight of a man. The 
scene that greets the eye is quite spectacular for 
the rocks, rugged cliffs, and gullies so familiar to 
the summer tourist's eyes have been transformed 
by the freezing climate and heavy snow. On both 
sides of the road there are ice-filled gullies to ac-
commodate any variety of ice climbers, from cram-
poning on steep snow to technical ice in cold nar-
row gullies snaking up the mountain between 
sheer rock walls. 

Though not as spectacular as Huntington Ra-
vine in New Hampshire, Smugglers Notch has a 
great deal to offer. There are several one- or two-
pitch climbs near the road which offer varying 
degrees of technical difficulty, and a climb that 
has little ice during one month may be completely 
iced a different month. This has a loose relation 
to the amount of snow and the amount of temper-
ature variation during a given period. 

Climbing in the Notch often requires one foot 
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Bob Olsen leads 

up the third pitch of Cass's Gully. 
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Chopping steps, Olsen 

leads on the steep ice of the 

Blue Ice route. 
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ICE CLIMBING / bon, page 3 

on rock and one foot on ice, and due to the steep 
rock walls encasing the gullies, a supply of rock 
pitons as well as ice screws is very helpful. Indeed, 
one of the fine aspects of climbing here is the fact 
that the climber can do as much or as little 
as he wants with relatively little danger from 
avalanches. 

Another climb which illustrates this mixture of 
rock and ice is one we call Cass's Gully (named for 
David Cass who made a solo ascent of it two 
years ago) . Located on the south side of the high-
way the gully is hard to pick out due to its nar-
rowness and the fact that there is an automobile-
sized boulder jammed in it which the climber must 
crawl under in order to proceed. The first pitch 
requires front-pointing, thrashing and crawling up 
frozen moss, rocks, and shrubbery. The next pitch 
leads up mixed snow and ice coming face to face 
with a large iced-up boulder which overhangs 
slightly. By-passing this requires the combination 
of many techniques — the most handy being a lit-
tle tension from above. The last pitch appears 
after the climber is confident that he has by-
passed the greatest difficulties. I suspect that when 
Chuck Bond first led this pitch the cold had af-
fected his mind, as his only protection was a run-
ner looped around a three-inch icicle! After crawl-
ing under the boulder and reaching the top of the 
gully the climber exits left on a jutting rock, cram-
pons scraping all the way. 

The first climb that I did in Smugglers Notch 
is called Elephants Head Gully. It ascends on 
moderate ice and snow to the top of the gully, 
crosses a precarious shelf of powder snow and up 
left on ice to a belay behind a rather unhealthy 
looking tree, perched in the most exposed spot. My 
memories of this climb are rather unpleasant as 
I spent much of my time as third man on the rope 
trying to dodge ice chips and rocks dislodged by 
the leader. By the time we finished the climb it 
was dark and we had to find our way back to the 
road without getting lost. 

One of the longer climbs is called Hidden Gully. 
We gave it this name due to the fact that it can- 
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not be seen when the Notch is approached from 
the west. The first pitch ascends moderate snow 
to a section of 70-degree ice. It was while belaying 
Bob Olsen up this ice that we were struck by a 
powder snow avalanche last winter. By grasping 
an ice screw that he had just placed, Bob was able 
to keep his balance as he disappeared beneath a 
white flowing cloud of snow. This made us some-
what nervous but we continued to the snowfield 
above. Here, Chuck Bond started the next lead 
up another section of ice. As he was chopping 
steps he said, "Hey, there's water under here!" 
Seconds later water gushed out of the ice and 
coated Bob, his clothes and hardware in a freez-
ing shell. With this turn of events, we unanimous-
ly decided to rappel down as quickly as possible. 

One of the exasperating things about Smugglers 
Notch is the weather. Often it will be sunny and 
warm in Burlington, about 50 miles from Jeffer-
sonville, but the Notch itself will have its own pri-
vate blizzard, with gusty winds and blowing drift-
ing snow. On such days we are often forced to 
climb something simple. On other rare occasions 
it is sunny and warm and we have a tendency to 
goof off, spending the time glissading, taking pic-
tures, or laying in the snow. There are convenient 
slopes to practice ice axe arrests or snow belays, 
or climbing on adjacent steep ice. Bouldering on 
rock helps to improve technique and the same can 
be said for ice. 

There are a few more short climbs which have 
not been mentioned specifically because the exact 
location and difficulty of such climbs is up to the 
discretion of the climber. The Blue Ice is one such 
climb with a large amount of ice going from mod-
erate angle to 90 degrees. For the climber who is 
interested in direct aid on ice or vertical front-
pointing, this is the place to go. All the climbs are 
easy to find and usually can be seen from one spot 
in the top of the Notch. One minor drawback to 
some of the climbs located farther from the road 
is that the approach may consist of a slog through 
powder snow. The snow does not usually solidify 
until late in the season. 

If you are looking for ice climbing easily done 
in one day, Smugglers Notch, near Jeffersonville, 
Vermont, may be of interest to you. 



1/01,77A///,‘ 
lie grope/ 

By Verne Huser 

It was a lousy day for a climb, but it was the 
only day we had. In fact, we had this particular 
day only because the weather was lousy and not 
many tourists wanted to take a float trip on the 
Snake River so we three boatmen got a rare day 
off in midsummer and decided to climb the Grand 
Teton. 

Peter Koedt had joined Rod Newcomb, Curt 
Butler and me for the climb, two ropes of two for 
a fast climb since we had only one day. Rain was 
falling as we started up the Glacier Trail from 
Lupine Meadows; it rained all morning, but my 
new parka kept me dry. It wasn't a cold rain — 
the Teton Range had been basking in mid-July 
weather — but it was steady. 

The trail became muddier as we gained eleva-
tion; we simply slogged through the rain as we 
moved higher and higher up the eastern slope of  

the central massif: first through lodgepole pine 
forest, then across open alpine slopes covered 
with wildflowers — balsam root, wild geranium, lu-
pine and a few late low larkspur — and studded 
with Douglas fir, and higher, with subalpine fir. 
We saw ruffed grouse and mule deer but found 
no marmots out on such a gray day. 

Taking the trail fork to Garnet Canyon, we 
tramped on, cooler now with the higher elevation 
and with the continual rain — though our fast 
pace kept us warm enough. Most climbers do the 
Grand in two days, approaching the mountain the 
first day and camping in upper Garnet Canyon or 
at the Petzold Caves or — with the guided parties 
— at the Lower Saddle where the Exum guides 
maintain a quonset hut for just that purpose. The 
second day they climb from basecamp to the sum-
mit, then all the way down. But, as I've said, we 
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had only one day for the climb so we had to do 
the complete round trip; consequently, we were 
pushing it. (It's nice to be on top before noon in 
case afternoon thunderstorms develop, but we 
thought we would have no trouble with thunder-
storms today, not with the steady downpour we 
were experiencing.) 

We paused briefly under a big boulder in Gar-
net Canyon for a handful of gorp and a confer-
ence: was it worth going on? We decided we'd go 
up to the Lower Saddle and check out the situa-
tion from there. So, boulder hopping our way 
through the meadows, we moved on, up the steep 
pitch (for hiking) past the Petzold Caves, along 
the Middle Teton Glacier Moraine — snow-cov-
ered this early in the season (July 12) — and fin-
ally up the red-rock scramble and the last slope — 
even steeper than that at the caves — to the 
Lower Saddle. 

As we topped the ridge, we realized that the 
rain had stopped. When? Perhaps as early as the 
caves. We had been so intent upon putting one 
foot ahead of the other that we hadn't noticed 
the relative improvement in the weather. But 
here on the Lower Saddle (11,650') we were still 
in cloud. We didn't really know what the weather 
was up to. Another snack and another confer-
ence; we would go on up to Wall Street and play 
it by ear. Off again, scrambling up the rock-strewn 
ridge, then detouring to the right (east) and tra-
versing to the wide end of Wall Street. Here the 
sun came out, and we roped up for the climb — 
a lovely day for the Exum Route. 

Above us was clear blue sky now; clouds still 
hovered in the canyon below us, wisps of fog ris-
ing occasionally and swirling around us. We 
edged out to the narrow end of Wall Street, made 
the big step, and mounted the Golden Staircase 
in full sunlight. 

Working our way upward, we climbed the ridge, 
went up a chimney, snow-filled at the bottom, 
then another, scrambled up a snow gully, and ul-
timately found ourselves at the base of the Fric-
tion Pitch. 

Here we used an extra rope between the two 
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parties of two so that basically we were four on 
a rope for this one pitch. (I'd first climbed the 
Grand by the Owen-Spaulding Route the day a 
young man was killed in a leader fall on the Fric-
tion Pitch; I'd raced down the mountain with one 
of the young man's climbing companions to in-
form the rangers. The Friction Pitch cried, "Cau-
tion" to me in a loud voice.) 

What happened above the Friction Pitch? I 
don't remember the details except that we had 
enjoyable climbing. The step up to the bottom of 
the 45-degree angle V-shaped gully was difficult, I 
remember, and about the time we were climbing 
this pitch, we began to hear ominous rumblings to 
the west — out of sight but in the direction from 
which most of the weather comes. Could a thun-
derstorm be bearing down on us? 

It surely was. As we topped the ridge, we found 
ourselves in the middle of an approaching thun-
derstorm that we couldn't have seen until the 
moment we were caught in it. Lightning flashed 
all over the mountain, and thunder rolled back 
and forth, echoing from the depths of the canyons 
below. A quick third conference: what should we 
do? Three of us agreed that we'd better get off 
the ridge fast, but the fourth, determined to reach 
the summit, said in effect, "To heck with the wea-
ther." He went on alone. 

I might quote Leigh Ortenburger's comment 
from A Climber's Guide to the Teton Range: "(It 
should be noted that, in the event of bad weather 
or other emergency, it is very easy to traverse from 
this horizontal section of the Exum Ridge just 
above the 'V' all the way left [northwest] on a 
broad bench over to the Owen-Spaulding Route 
and the customary rappel.)" That's just what the 
three of us did. 

The fourth headed for the top while the three 
of us traversed to the left and to safety — or so 
we thought. Our movement was directly into the 
face of the storm, but we dropped off the ridge, 
hoping to avoid the lightning. When we found 
ourselves on a four-foot ledge a dozen feet long 
at the base of a ten-foot cliff, we supposed we had 
found shelter in this relative depression. Just to 
be sure, we began shedding hardware. 



Suddenly the whole mountain exploded with a 
roar louder than I'd heard going through the in-
filtration course during basic training in the army. 
I was stunned by a tremendous electrical charge 
that entered my back and went out my left leg 
as I leaned over the edge of the ledge to throw 
the ice axes down to a lower ledge. Rod had been 
hunkering, his hands full of carabiners and pitons: 
blue fire shot across the spark gap. Peter had been 
leaning against the wet rock, resting. The jolt 
threw him to the ledge, stunning him badly. 

My thoughts were, "I've been struck by light-
ning. When do I die, or am I dead?" Rod bent 
over Peter, preparing to administer mouth-to-
mouth resuscitation, but he was breathing. None 
of us had been burned, but all three of us had 
been badly shocked. We — Rod and I because 
Peter wasn't functioning — decided that a bolt of 
lightning must have hit the top of the cliff; we'd 
just been hit by the dispersal charge. Peter had 
gotten the worst of it. 

Suddenly there was a cry from the wilderness 
of wind and rock, "Hey, where are you guys?" as 
Curt returned from the summit. He hadn't been 
touched by the lightning, but he'd heard the ex-
plosion: he'd seen the flash. He joined us seconds 
after our answering call. Peter was hardly able to 
stand, but we felt we'd better move: lightning 
does sometimes strike in the same place (you 
should see the plaque on the summit of the 
Grand), and we didn't want to be around when it 
hit again. 

We descended a few hundred feet, angling to 
the left and found ourselves at the top of the rap-
pel, but we thought it unwise to rappel with the 
lightning hitting all around us — the storm hadn't 
slackened in its intensity during our experience. 
Then we heard buzzing, a sure sign of static elec-
tricity and a good indication — they say — of the 
location of the next strike. Petrified like the rock 
upon which we stood transfixed, we awaited the 
blast, but it never came. 

Instead, it began to snow, harder than I'd ever 
seen it snow. As we waited for the snow to stop 
so that we could see the bottom of the rappel 120 
feet below, two inches fell in 20 minutes. 

Before long we began to realize that it wasn't 
going to stop snowing and that we'd better head 
down — to heck with the visibility. We might be 
in real trouble if the snow got much deeper. We 
rigged the rappel, and I went down to free the 
line and to catch Peter, who still wasn't function-
ing quite normally. Rod lowered him with a belay 
line for safety as he went through the motions 
of rappelling. I caught him as he spun round and 
round after the free rappel (the last 50 feet or so). 
Then Curt came down and finally Rod. We hustled 
down to the Upper Saddle (13,200') and the snow 
stopped. Then we realized that the lightning had 
stopped just as the snow had begun to fall. 

We didn't hesitate at the Upper Saddle but 
moved down as cautiously and as quickly as pos-
sible. The storm moved away to the east over 
Jackson Hole. As we neared the Lower Saddle, 
we could see the valley floor for the first time in 
hours, and the storm moved off into the distance. 
Returning to our spare packs that we'd left be-
hind, we paused long enough to eat a bit of gorp 
and take a deep breath. I could imagine old 
Zeus up there in the clouds laughing at us 
(I'd seen him in my mind's eye throwing those 
thunderbolts ) . 

We moved down once more, glissading down in 
two minutes what had taken us two hours to 
climb. We moved rapidly, out of the snow zone 
into the lush lower meadows of Garnet Canyon 
and Onto the trail, down the switchbacks, and ul-
timately to Lupine Meadows. It had taken us nine 
hours (5 a.m. to 2 p.m.) to reach the point at 
which the storm hit us and we turned back. We 
had waited out the storm for less than half-an-
hour before heading down, and we reached the 
car at 6 p.m., just four hours after the lightning 
strike. We'd been lucky. 

Half-an-hour later we dropped Pete off at his 
house. His mother, meeting us at the front door, 
exclaimed, "What happened?" Even she could see 
that something had happened to Pete; we sat 
down around a cup of tea to tell of our experience. 
It's the kind of experience that one likes to have 
had, but hardly an experience that one would like 
to go through again. 
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Backlighting on an 

alpine fir as the sun creeps over a nearby 

ridge. Photo No. 104853. 
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Photo No. 104815 

SPRAY PARK BY ED COOPER was 

captured near sunset. 

from page one 

where the trail to Spray Park starts, I caught the vertical shot (104815) I took near sunset on the 
exciting backlighting on the alpine fir as the sun way back from Spray Park, with a normal focal 
crept over a nearby ridge (photo 104853). Not too length lens, 150mm for a 4x5 format. At the same 
far along the trail one comes to Eagle Point, which time, switching to a powerful telephoto, a 20" 
offers a magnificent view of the peak. Even during (500mm) Bausch & Lomb, I obtained 104859, the 
the course of one day, it appears as a different horizontal, which looks as though it might have 
mountain depending on the time it is viewed. The been an aerial photograph from close-in on the 
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"The Mountain's was taken from near Spray Park with a powerful telephoto lens. Photo No. 104859. 

mountain. 
Further along the trail I came to Spray Falls, 

and as fortune would have it, the lighting on the 
falls was near its best. (How many times I've 
hiked to some natural feature only to discover I 
was there at the "wrong" time of the day, from 
the photography aspect.) And finally there is 
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Spray Park, where the mountain is reflected into 
alpine tarns amid beautiful meadows (photograph 
104863-V) . After a furious half hour of photog-
raphy, I succumbed to the natural invitation of 
the meadows, lying down in the flowers with a 
friend, for sublime communication with nature and 
each other. 



The lighting on 13 

Spray Falls was near its best. 

41, 



Gary Grimm on the way out after a successful ascent of Mt. Jefferson in the background. 

As we sat in our tents and watched the rain fall, 
creating that pervasive, sopping wetness that only 
snow turning to rain can produce, my thoughts 
returned to last winter. Almost a year had passed 
since Dave Menealy, Jim McMillan, and I had 
been cramp-curled in our two-man tent, a mile and 
a half back down the trail from where we now 
were camped. We had then lost patience trying 
to wait out a similar storm. The ostensive pur-
pose of this yearly water-logging ritual was to 
make the first winter ascent of the Jefferson Park 
Glacier route on Mt. Jefferson's north side. 

As so often happens, the previous year's wash-
out tended to increase my determination. Time 
and failure also had the salutary effect of closing 
the yawning gap between the first lofty conception 
of this new adventure and the hard reality of the 
thorough preparation required for such a task. 
It often seems a necessary law of climbing that 
dismal failure is the midwife of successful ascent. 

The Jefferson Park Glacier route in winter be- 
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came a top priority on my 1970 agenda, as it did 
that of two close climbing friends, Steve Schaefers 
and Gary Grimm. We discussed the problems of 
the climb over many beers and during climbing 
breaks, gradually creating a common reservoir of 
determination and anticipation. 

To complete our foursome we enrolled the serv-
ices of Steve Wennstrom, whose inexhaustible sup-
ply of witticisms, games, and a healthy pessimism, 
in addition to his proven skills of winter moun-
taineering, greatly enhanced the group. In addi-
tion, the trip afforded both Steves an opportunity 
to adjust to each other's idiosyncrasies — they 
were planning an April attempt on the Breiten-
bach-Corbet route on McKinley's south face. 

With our group complete, Steve Schaefers put 
his organizing skills to work making sure we were 
prepared for an all-out attempt, yet light enough 
to be self-contained. Thus, early on Thursday, 
February 5, confident of success if the weather 
would cooperate, we arrived at the junction of 



Climb of Mt. Jefferson 
By Dennis Johnson 

Photos by Wennstrom and Johnson 

the North Santiam highway and the Whitewater 
Creek road. In Wennstrom's truck we plowed up 
the road through shallow snow until the truck got 
stuck after three miles. As the eastern horizon 
brightened, we put on our cross-country skis, re-
luctantly hoisted our 70-lb. packs, and started up 
the road towards Jefferson Park, 10 miles away. 
The weather, which for the first few hours re-
mained in abeyance, soon turned for the worse. 
That evening the wet snow we had first encoun-
tered turned to rain as we proceeded up the road 
and then up the switchbacks of the Sentinel Creek 
Trail. And so, we sat in our tents, at the junction 
of the Sentinel Creek and Jefferson Park trails, 
6 miles and 3,000 feet above the truck, and with 
4 miles of difficult skiing ahead to our proposed 
basecamp in Jefferson Park. 

Friday the rain continued, soaking everything 
that had escaped the previous evening's downpour. 
Our spirits, along with everything else, were thor-
oughly dampened. We were determined, however,  

to wait out the weather if at all possible. 
Our patience was rewarded as Saturday morn-

ing bloomed bright and clear. After 40 hours of 
forced confinement, we eagerly extricated wet, 
stiff bodies from soaked shelters and were grandly 
greeted by our first view of Mt. Jefferson, its top 
clad in a beautiful orange plume. 

As we skied towards Jefferson Park, traversing 
some steep, 45-degree slopes, we caught numer-
ous enticing views of the mountain. It was splen-
did! A huge, alabaster prominence, topped by 
that wild serrated coxcomb of a ridge that we 
would have to traverse to get to the summit pyra-
mid. This ridge, we knew from our previous sum-
mer's acquaintance with the route, would be the 
crux of a successful ascent. 

Revelling in the favorable change in weather, 
we skied into Jefferson Park in our shirt sleeves 
and promptly set up basecamp on the first plat-
form above the floor of the Park. The warm wea-
ther allowed us to dry our down gear, tents, and 
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Steve Schaefers is belayed 

by Gary Grimm as he begins the crucial pitch 

on the ridge. 
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The corniced summit pyramid 

of Mt. Jefferson in winter. Steve Schaefers in 

the foreground. 
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other equipment. With the sun revitalizing our 
spirits, we prepared for our assault on the moun-
tain the following morning, Sunday, February 8. 
We reduced our loads to about 25 pounds each; 
we now carried 3 days' food, fuel, and bivouac 
gear, plus 2 snow shovels. In addition, we had 
4 120-foot, 3/8-inch ropes, 2 for climbing and 2 for 
fixed lines on the crucial pitches of the ridge. Thus 
prepared, after a full dinner we watched a splendid 
sunset and crawled into our warm bags to get a 
little rest. 

We had hoped to be up and underway by about 
3 a.m., but since everyone had neglected to bring 
a watch our departure might be anywhere from 
10 p.m. to 7 a.m. Steve Schaefers had ingeniously 
calculated that when the constellations had ro-
tated a quarter turn it would be time to rise. Since 
he hadn't planned on sleeping much, he promised 
to wake us when the time arrived. With Steve's 
prompting, we awoke to a clear, star-studded sky. 
The time remained a mystery, although Steve in-
sisted it must be about 2 a.m. Wennstrom started 
the stove and we ate a hardy breakfast of instant 
oatmeal, poptarts, and hot chocolate. As we gulped 
down the last morsels of breakfast the eastern 
horizon began to glow; it became obvious to us 
that we were a few hours behind schedule — 
enough said about the practical application of the 
astronomy lesson. 

Starting slowly, we took about 2 hours to move 
up the snowfields to the lateral moraine on the 
east side of the Jefferson Park Glacier. The go-
ing was made difficult by the soft snow conditions. 
On the edge of the glacier, we stopped briefly to 
rest, munch some energy food, and rope up — the 
two Steves on one rope and Gary and I on another. 

The lower part of the glacier was in good shape 
and by alternating leads we gained altitude quick-
ly. The only hazards were small flying particles of 
ice that were evidently being blown off the ridge 
above and were continually bombarding us, caus-
ing a sharp sting whenever they contacted bare 
flesh. Near the top of the glacier the conditions 
changed markedly as we ran into a foot of fine 
powder snow with ice beneath it. We had reached 
the point where the previous days' rain had been 
deposited as new snow. To add to the difficulties, 
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at this point the terrain steepens just below the 
first of two prominent bergschrunds that slice their 
way across the glacier. As I led upward, sliding 
back one step for every two forward, the possibil-
ity of avalanches crept into my consciousness. I 
allayed my anxiety by noting that the top layer 
of powder snow did not seem to have the cohesion 
necessary to present a critical slab-avalanche 
potential. 

Finally, with great relief, we reached firmer 
ground. We stopped briefly to don crampons in 
order to negotiate a 20-foot section of glare ice. 
With Steve now leading, we easily crossed the up-
per bergschrund and climbed a short 45-degree 
snow slope to the ridge crest. There, a warm sun 

and a strong, gusting wind acknowledged our 
presence. 

We stopped, rested and studied the long ridge 
leading to the summit; it was awesome. In the 
summer this sharp rock ridge provides a narrow, 
exposed access to a point overlooking the east face, 
where one could follow an easier ridge south to 
the summit pyramid. Now, however, the ridge was 
an impressive mass of fluted rime ice, packed by 
the wind into a weird, highly unstable-looking sys-
tem of layers. To further enhance the sense of 
trepidation, the warm weather was by this time 
releasing huge chunks of ice that cascaded hun-
dreds of feet down both sides of the ridge. 

We decided that Gary and Steve would go 
ahead and attempt to tackle the first difficulties 
while Wennstrom and I followed close behind to 
support and photograph this section of the climb. 
As I moved up the first steep slope to the real 
difficulties, the wind blew so hard I had to lean 
precariously into the wind to avoid being swept 
off the ridge. 

The attempt to put in fixed lines proved impos-
sible as the rime ice was too airy and unstable. 
The 4-foot pickets we had brought specifically for 
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the purpose of anchoring the fixed lines were to-
tally useless, and we also were unable to find any 
bare rock in which to drive a piton. 

Undaunted, Steve led a tricky 30-foot pitch 
across a narrow and very exposed horizontal sec-
tion of the ridge to the base of a 20-foot vertical 
pitch. This pitch appeared to be the crucial sec-
tion of the ridge and perhaps of the entire climb. 
We had now all roped together and Gary moved 
across to join Steve and put in a belay. Snow con-
ditions made the security of belays highly ques-
tionable but, putting our confidence in quantity 
rather than quality, Gary, Steve Wennstrom, and 
I put in belays as Steve prepared to attempt the 
short vertical wall of crumbly ice. 

Winter Climb 
from page 15 

By delicately kicking and chopping, Steve 
created what passed for a foothold. Then by driv-
ing in his ice axe above his head, he managed to 
half crawl, half pull himself upwards. Using this 
unorthodox climbing technique, more akin to 
swimming than climbing, Steve surmounted the 20 
vertical feet and moved towards the top of the 
gendarme. With the steps crumbling and disinte-
grating beneath our feet, Gary, Steve Wennstrom, 
and I followed as best we could. We then traversed 
two rope lengths up and over the gendarme, tread-
ing lightly for fear that the entire overhanging 
mass of snow might crumble beneath us. 

The last section of the ridge involved some ex-
posed and tricky climbing, down onto a short, very 
narrow snow arete. After climbing down to the 
narrow ribbon of snow, a quick pivot allowed me 
to sit securely, straddling the ridge. With my feet 
hanging freely, I quickly scooted across the final 
few feet of the ridge. Then, with great relief, we 
were all off the ridge and over the toughest 
obstacle. 

Since it was getting late in the afternoon, we 
quickly moved south across the easier ridge 
toward the summit. Huge cornices extended pre- 

cariously over the east face, forcing us to traverse 
well below the crest on the west side of the ridge. 
After some interesting climbing to negotiate two 
gendarmes on the ridge, we at last stood at the 
foot of the 300-foot summit pyramid. 

From our experience the previous summer, we 
had decided that a direct assault on the northwest 
face of the summit block would be quickest and 
easiest. Steve led up a short 60-degree pitch and 
then ascended a smooth snow gully to the left. 
After gaining about 150 feet, he moved back to 
the right 100 feet to where a steep ice gully cuts 
downward. In order to cross this gully we had to 
crawl awkwardly under an outcropping of serrated 
ice. Just as I prepared to make this move an un-
godly yodel shattered the silence. Steve had 
reached the summit. After a few minutes of ex-
hilerated climbing, I joined my three smiling com-
panions on the cramped confines of Mt. Jefferson's 
summit. 

The view in winter's late afternoon stillness was 
sublime. To the north, we could see the white coni-
cal extrusions of Mts. Hood, Adams, St. Helens, 
and Rainier. To the south were the elongated sum-
mit of Diamond Peak and the far-off whisps of 
white that marked Mts. McLoughlin and Shasta. 
And there, close at hand, stood the intimate clus-
ter of the Three Sisters and Broken Top. All 
echoed a soft note of quiesence and grandeur, iso-
lated as they were by their white winter coats. 

We were tempted to linger and watch the sun 
set over this magnificent landscape, but we pru-
dently decided to forego the esthetic for the prac-
tical. After quickly climbing down the summit py-
ramid, for there was no place to anchor a rappel, 
I hastily led across the steep bowl beneath the 
west face of Jefferson's summit to the Red Saddle. 
As the sun set, in a blazing red climax to a mem-
orable day, we descended the normal route to the 
Whitewater Glacier and relative safety. 

About midnight, after an arduous, pitch-black 
trudge in knee-deep snow down the Whitewater 
Glacier, we reached the welcome sanctuary of our 
camp. Tired, but contented, we replenished our 
dehydrated bodies. Then, silently, each of us 
climbed into his warm sleeping bag, almost as if 
to preserve and savor the warmth that filled us. 
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Pilgrimage 
By John Filsinger 
Photos by the Author 

Daku, at 30, is 

Tenzing's second wife. She is 

sweet, humor-loving, strong and 

beautiful —a worthy helpmate 

for Tenzing. 
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Tenzing Norgay, with his wife and son on a return trip to the foot of Mt. Everest. Norbu turned seven while 

camped beside the Khumbu Glacier at 76,000 feet. 
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No cloud marred the broad expanse except a single backdrop plume, perfectly positioned to clarify Everest's 
outline, between a sparkling sapphire sky and polished pearl pillars of glacier. 

to Everest (Tenzing Norgay returns to show his wife and 
son the scene of his famous climb) 

  

Tenzing flashes his ready smile as he watches his son cradle a lamb at Kirantichap. 



EVEREST PILGRIMAGE 

It was a day of sapphire and pearl. The quick 
December wind seemed to polish the atmosphere 
as we focused on the fascinating details of the 
highest peak on earth. No cloud marred the broad 
expanse except a single backdrop plume, perfectly 
positioned to clarify the summit outline. The ex-
tremity of our excitement surged in sharp con-
trast to yesterday's dejection when we had peeked 
all day from frigid tents at fresh snow and the 
nebulous Nuptse ice cliffs towering into misty 
invisibility.* 

I already knew intimately the features of what 
I was witnessing for the first time, having all my 
life read of adventures on this mountain of imag-
inative, mouth-filling names: "Chomolungma" 
from Tibet, "Sagarmatha" from Nepal — "God-
dess Mother of the Snows" or "Peak So High No 
Birds Can Fly Over It." Tiny but traceable on 
the north skyline poised the First and Second 
Steps, where the British climbers Mallory and Ir-
vine disappeared forever into a 1924 cloud less 
than a thousand feet from the top. Facing us 
tumbled the black, windswept upper reaches of the 
West Ridge which Unsoeld and Hornbein had 
penetrated on their historic first traverse of the 
peak during the 1963 American Expedition. I 
tried to imagine the anonymous 27,000-foot open 
slope on the right skyline where, with Jerstad 
and Bishop who had made the summit from the 
south the same day, they incredibly survived a 
tentless bivouac. Giving no hint of its narrow 
sharpness seen broadside in foreshortened silhou-
ette from our 18,200-foot viewpoint, the summit 
ridge tilted gently northward. Up that corniced, 
almost oxygenless edge of the earth in 1953, after 
30 years of planning and striving and failing, the 
first ascent had been achingly accomplished. 

At that moment I heard the gentle voice of the 
man who, with New Zealander Edmund Hillary, 
had first crossed that splendid ridge to reach its 
highest point. "John, please to take our picture 
with Everest." 

*25,000 ft. outrunner of the Everest Massif that hides 
Everest from the approach up the Khumbu Glacier.. 
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I was standing on a ridge running up to Pu-
mori, a symetrical peak of hanging ice west of the 
Khumbu Glacier, with Tenzing Norgay and his 
wife and son, gazing on the leviathan landscape 
near which Tenzing had been born fifty-five years 
before, and against which he had acted out the 
important dreams of his life. Eight times he had 
gone to Everest, more times over a longer span 
of years than any other climber. Five times he 
had circled around through Tibet with the Brit-
ish expeditions of the 1930s; then in 1952 with 
the Swiss he spent himself in both spring and fall 
attempts, including a 28,250-foot effort with his 
great friend Raymond Lambert, the highest yet. 
Finally, in 1953, as a member of Colonel Hunt's 
British Team, the most diligent worker on the 
heights went all the way. 

"Oh yes, Tenzing," I responded, as he handed 
me his Swiss camera. "Daku, just a bit this way so 
that the summit is between you. Okay, Norbu, 
let's see if you can duplicate your father's famous 
grin." 

"Now I take you, John," Tenzing volunteered, 
typically considering the welfare of others, even 
in the very midst of what was a great family mo-
ment for him finally to have brought his son for 
a close-up look at the mountain which had shaped 
his unique destiny. Then, while they shared these 
moments of inspiration in their native tongue, I 
continued my reverie and made private inscrip-
tions on the monument of a day I wanted very 
much to remember. 

The widely publicized first ascent of Everest 
made the humble Sherpa renowned all over the 
world, and he was virtually apotheosized by his 
fellow Asians. It is difficult to know how a living 
legend should go about the business of living the 
rest of his life. Encouraged by Nehru, then Prime 
Minister of India, Tenzing became chief instructor 
and guiding spirit of an Institute of Mountaineer-
ing founded near Darjeeling, West Bengal, in full 
view of Kanchenjunga, the world's third highest 
mountain. There he has trained numerous young 
Indians in wilderness survival and mountaineer-
ing techniques, while also serving as head of the 
Society of Sherpas, those indomitable, friendly 
mountain men who have written episodes of un- 



matched courage and fidelity into the history 
books of Himalayan adventure. Tenzing would 
like to be the instrument of gathering these epi-
sodes into a kind of anthology of Sherpa sacri-
fice and dedication. 

It was fun to watch Tenzing's expressive face 
radiate the fulfillment he felt as he explained the 
place to his family. His smile has a quality that 
makes everybody present feel kindly toward all 
mankind. 

"Tenzing," I interrupted, "is this the first time 
that you have been all the way back to Everest 
since you and Hillary climbed it?" 

"No, John. Two years after I bring daughters 
Pem Pem and Nima to visit relatives and see 
Everest close up. They daughters of Ang Lahmu, 
my second wife. She die in 1963." 

So this was the fifth time that Tenzing had 
walked the 180-mile footpath from Kathmandu, 
winding up and down terraced slopes greeting 
farmers and porters and traders, ever expansive 
passes with prayer flags flying, past hundreds of 
shrines and mani walls with thousands of carved 
prayer stones, and prayer wheels turned by 
streams in reverent valleys, multiplying endlessly 
the petitions of man to God. After fourteen years 
he was reliving the trek religiously, this time with 
his petite third wife, Daku, and Norbu, his ener-
getic oldest son of their four children. He turned 
seven while we were camped beside the glacier at 
over 16,000 feet. 

For Tenzing, a devout Buddhist, this was a very 
propitious year to go on pilgrimage, and it coin-
cided with a trip to the Khumbu Area led by Lute 
Jerstad, one of the five Americans to climb Ever-
est in 1963. An ardent admirer of the Sherpa peo-
ple, Lute has become an eminent authority on 
Nepal. Several years ago Tenzing and Daku were 
sent by the India Tea Company to the United 
States on a tea boat. Lute, a climbing guide at 
Mount Rainier, invited them to climb that peak, 
initiating a fine friendship. In communication with 
Tenzing, Lute invited him and Daku to accom-
pany us to the Solu Khumbu, thus adding an ex-
tra dimension to our expedition. 

I had joined Lute's party to make a kind of pil-
grimage of my own to Everest, after more than a  

quarter century of mountaineering in many dis-
tant ranges. Perhaps because I am of the same 
generation as Tenzing I felt an instantaneous kin-
ship with him which steadily increased as we 
walked together day after day. He possesses an 
easy sense of humor, and his contagious warmth 
of spirit simply kills selfishness. Though revered 
at every turn, he remains candidly unspoiled, al-
ways engagingly concerning himself with the needs 
of others. Time and again I was captivated to see 
him go back across narrow swaying suspension 
bridges to carry over the unwieldy packs of female 
porters who were worried about the passage. And 
this constant concern for the welfare of others 
even extends to animals. Somewhere along the 
trail I petted a large black dog, and it followed 
us for days. 

"It good omen for animal to follow us," Ten-
zing observed, with his ingenious effervescence. 
"When we climb Everest in fifty-three a sheep 
follow us on trail. It good sign and we make it to 
top." 

When we came to one of the trembling bridges, 
our dog was afraid to cross. Tenzing went back to 
try carrying him, but he fled up the steep hillside 
in terror. Undaunted, Tenzing pursued him with 
a climbing rope and brought him down to a large 
boulder beside the thrashing water. Throwing the 
loose end of the rope across to me, Tenzing 
shouted: 

"Pull him over, John." He hurled him into the 
current, and in a few minutes our "good omen" 
was happily shaking himself at my side. 

It is difficult to summarize the really great worth 
of traveling with Tenzing. He casts over every-
thing he does a special spirit of wise enthusiasm, 
whether performing devotions, identifying the ter-
rain, interpreting the local culture, having his pic-
ture taken with friends or total strangers, ex-
plaining his experiences, or just bargaining for 
tangerines. I'll never forget the bemused twinkle 
with which he announced, after a rapid exchange 
in Gurkhali with a native vendor near the village 
of Those: 

"This man say he sell us twenty-four tangerines 
for one rupee." (About 21/2  tangerines for one 
U. S. penny.) 

to next page, please 23 



EVEREST PILGRIMAGE/ from page 23 

Occasionally, Tenzing revealed that even one 
who has kept his rendezvous with Everest still has 
problems and aspirations. I asked him how the In-
stitute in Darjeeling is going. 

"I been thinking, John, maybe I like change. 
Government not interested like at first. Maybe I 
like to move to Kathmandu — take groups to 
mountains myself." 

"You mean you would like to establish a kind 
of guiding service in Kathmandu, Tenzing?" 

"Maybe. I could take people where they 
want . . . always I go with them, explain country 
to them, help them." 

"It sounds like a marvelous idea to me. I'll bet 
there would be lots of people interested in going 
if they knew you would be leading." 

Daku would listen in on a conversation like 
this, sweet, silent, seemingly stoical before deci-
sions that might affect her future. The next mo-
ment she would be impish, blending humor and 
refinement and rugged stability, her face sparkling 
like rubies and her hair shining like obsidian. She 
was usually a background presence to Tenzing, 
but a warm, secure, sometimes soft, glowing pres-
ence that you come to depend on — like the 
warmth of an open fireplace, or like the traditional 
Sherpa wife, immediately refilling your cup of 
chang to overflowing, even though you have taken 
only a sip. 

A sincerely religious man, who maintains a rela-
tive as a Buddhist priest in his own home, Tenzing 
never passed a temple or lamasery without per-
forming his rituals. He would throw his cap aside, 
bow his head to touch the floor, and then go for-
ward to place prayer scarves on the image of the 
Buddha. He, his family and our large black dog, 
went a lot of extra mileage above Junbesi on our 
ninth day out to visit a new monastery where his 
cousin, Tung She, formerly head lama at the 
Rongbuk Monastery on the north side of Everest, 
now presides. Tenzing left our lucky dog there, 
so undoubtedly the monastery and lamas will 
prosper. The next day I left the trail with Ten-
zing to visit another monastery beyond Taksindu 
pass where he spoke a short while with another 
former lama from the Rongbuk Monastery whom 
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he had not seen for thirty-five years. Going down 
the trail we laughed: 

"Next meeting will be in the year 2004 back 
at Rongbuk." 

Unhappily, tragically, Rongbuk no longer exists. 
Some talkative Tibetan traders, with gnarled 
faces, whom we met near the village of Sete, told 
Tenzing that Tibetan lamasery, on the route of 
the early British expeditions to Everest, has been 
utterly destroyed by the Chinese. Thyangboche, 
Rongbuk's counterpart south of Everest in Nepal, 
is still intact with its great collection of sacred 
writings and its reincarnate lama, Zawi, a special 
friend of both Tenzing and Lute from former 
visits. We were privileged to enjoy tea with him 
in his private quarters, and to be shown through 
the lamasery, a quaint cluster of pavilions that I 
strangely felt I had wandered among before. The 
spell cast over me in my youth by Hilton's Lost 
Horizon still lingered, and the poignant beauty of 
the Valley of the Blue Moon was reactivated in 
this graceful, real-life Shangri La. 

Walking back toward our tents on the yak pas-
ture near the lamasery, we were bewitched by the 
unforgettable light on the fantastic peaks all 
around. Later, gongs, bells, and horns sounded 
from the temple as the lamas performed cere-
monies to bring us success in our ventures. The 
shadows moved slowly up the hanging glaciers of 
Tamserku, Kangtega, and Taweche, Chomolung-
ma's sensational satelites. Soon, in the middle-
ground, only the top of taper-shaped Ama Dablam 
was flaming with burnished wick. Beyond, the 
true height of the Nuptse-Lhotse Ridge was indi-
cated by the quantity of Topaz shine still on it. 
I watched this diminish until only the 27,890-foot 
castled top of Lhotse, the earth's fourth highest, 
remained above the amethyst shadow. When this 
summit succumbed to the persistent upreach of 
shadow, Everest alone peeked over the ridge still 
glowing, a last link with the flying sun of our un-
precedented day. 

"There is no doubt it is the highest," I said to 
my fellow pilgrim. Tenzing's inimitable grin 
flashed perceptibly in the half light as the warm 
depths of his dark eyes watched the last glimmer 
fade from Everest. 
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8272 Orangethorpe Ave. 
Buena Park, California 
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Announcement 

A recent development in climbing that profoundly disturbs 
me is the very rapid growth and overcrowding contributed to 
by guide services and commercial climbing schools "selling" 
climbing. 

I have devoted much energy to developing and manufacturing 
climbing equipment for climbers who climbed with a spirit I 
felt I knew and understood. I have derived satisfaction (and a 
part-time income) from that. The new growth — or at least that 
part of it resulting from encouraging many people to climb 
whose motivations and spirit are not in the tradition of inde-
pendence and self-reliance, but are more like those of the 
clientele of a typical ski school — has been lucrative to me, as 
it has to everybody in the equipment business; but gives me no 
satisfaction. 

I cannot, with a clear conscience or any pleasure, participate 
in this growth which is ruining the sport as I have known it. 
Henceforth, I will not sell directly to any guide services, climb-
ing schools, or dealers who sponsor such activities. I simply 
prefer that it be other manufacturers who aid and share with 
them in profiting from what I see as the destruction of the 
sport of climbing. 

I personally urge other climbers not to lend their skills to 
this development. Only by a concerted effort can we save the 
sport. In the beginning it was easy to say that a few extra 
climbers will never be noticed. Now I hear climbers saying that 
since the sport is already doomed we might as well all make 
a little bread by guiding. But I think there is now still time — 
and no excuse for failing to recognize what is happening or for 
resigning ourselves to it. 

Ed Leeper, Wallstreet, Colorado 80302 

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

Order from: 
Sierra Club, Mills Towers, San Francisco, Calif. 94104 or your 
bookdealer. 
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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. 
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BISHOP'S ULTIMATE OUTDOOR EQUIPMENT 
6804 Millwood Rd., Dept. 1 • Telephone 301-229-0156 

Bethesda, Md. 20034 

BETTER BUYS... 

, 
... from Blacks selection of lightweight camping 

equipment for the hiker, climber, canoeist, 
or cyclist, including 

FRAMES & RUCSACS • CLIMBING HARDWARE 
ANORAKS & PARKAS • GOOSE DOWN BAGS 

LIGHTWEIGHT TENTS 

for full details — 

ASK YOUR LOCAL DEALER or 
SEND FOR NEW 1971 CATALOG 

MA BLACKS 
930SU Ford, Ogdensburg, N.Y. 13669 

Also in Ottawa, Ont., & Gt. Britain 
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Himalayan Face Climbs 
Face climbing on the Himalayan 

giants is the purpose of at least two 
large expeditions this year. The 32-
man expedition led by Norman Dyh-
renfurth that will tackle the south face 
of Mt. Everest is underway on the ap-
proach march with 400 porters carry-
ing 30 tons of supplies. They will make 
the actual attempt on the face between 
April 12 and May 21. The expedition 
will be accompanied by a television 
crew of the British Broadcasting Co., 
which hopes to have a television sound 
camera on the summit. 

A 10-man French expediticil =s plan-
ning to tackle a 10,000-foot face on 
Makalu. They claim if they reach the 
summit up the near vertical rock and 
ice face it would be the most difficult 
climb yet completed in the Himalayas, 
a claim which is also being made by 
the Everest team. The expedition will 
be led by Robert Pargot. About 350 
porters will be used to carry their 12 
to 14 tons of equipment to basecamp. 
The French were the first to climb 
Makalu in 1955. 

Climbing Grants 
The American Alpine Club each 

year offers Climbing Fellowship 
Awards of $100 to $150 to encourage 
young mountaineers to undertake ex-
peditionary mountaineering ventures 
or research in alpine-related science. 
Applicants need not be AAC mem-
bers. Write to the American Alpine 
Club, 113 E. 90th St., New York, 
N.Y. 10028 Deadline for all applica-
tions is March 31, 1971. 

Hypothermia Blanket 
The "Hypothermia Blanket" des-

cribed in the March, 1970 issue of 
Summit and developed by John Arn-
old, M.D. and David Jenkins is now 
being made and sold by the Belling-
ham Mountain Rescue Council. The 
device is used for treating hypother-
mia in the field and weighs approxi-
mately 11/2  lbs. The blanket is made 
with a system of interlocking nylon 
tubing mounted on nylon material and 
with a stove and pot full of water 
which can be circulated throughout 
the tubing with the attached pump. 
The blanket is wrapped around the 
upper body cavity and is held in place 
with velcro tape. For further informa-
tion or orders ($50 each), write Bel-
lingham Mountain Rescue Council, 
2625 Toledo Street, Bellingham, 
Washington 98225. 

Nepal Restrictions Eased 
The restrictions on Himalayan 

climbing are being eased. Nepal will 
list only restricted peaks rather than 
the previously well-known permissable 
peaks. The Baltoro will still be off 
limits but innumerable virgin 7,000-
meter peaks will be available for as-
sault. — AAC Bulletin. 

Teton Employment 
As early as January 15, more than 

2,000 persons had applied for summer 
employment at Grand Teton National 
Park. Swamped with applications, Lin-
wood Mayo, Park Personnel Officer, is 
not accepting new applications except 
from qualified mountaineers. 

Avalanche Search Device 
A lightweight transmitter-receiver 

small enough to carry in your pocket 
has been developed as a safety device 
for those traveling in avalanche terri-
tory. Every member of a party car-
ries one of the transmitter-receivers 
switched to transmit. If someone is 
buried the survivors switch their units 
to receive and start to search imme-
diately. Numerous field tests show 
that with a little practice a searcher 
can find a buried transmitter in less 
than ten minutes. 

The units are called "Skadi" and are 
available from Lawtronics, 326 Wal-
ton, Buffalo, N. Y. 14226. 
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Angel Falls Climbed 
The 4,000-foot sheer rock face of 

Angel Falls, the world's highest water-
fall in Venezuela, was climbed in Jan-
uary by three Americans and one 
Briton. The ascent took 8 days and 
another 2 days to return from the top 
of the plateau. The team included 
John Timo (his third attempt on the 
falls) and George Bogel of Pittsburgh, 
Dr. Paul Straub of Somerset, Pa., and 
David Nott, a British journalist. The 
falls were discovered by U. S. bush 
pilot Jimmy Angel when he crash-
landed on the plateau in 1937. The 
plateau itself, 500 miles southeast of 
Caracus, is one on a series of strange 
geological formations that rise out of 
the dense jungle. 

Beware the Cowboys 
Climbers who travel through Pine-

dale (Wyo.) on their way to the Wind 
Rivers should beware of the cowboys. 
Jim McCarthy and a friend were has-
seled by two cowboys on horseback, 
both of whom were carrying carbines. 
Jim has related incidents in which 
other climbers were beaten or given 
haircuts with a jacknife. 

Backpack Business 
Backpack business picks up as more 

hikers hit the trail. The Leisure 
Group, which makes Himalayan back-
packs, says industry sales of the packs 
will exceed $11 million this year, up 
from $9 million in 1969. Outdoor 
Sports Industries, a major maker, 
figures that estimate may be too 
conservative. — Wall Street Journal 

Appalachian Trail 
Richard A. Hudson became approx-

imately the 50th person to walk the 
full length of the Appalachian Trail. 
The project took many weekends and 
all vacations for the past five summers. 
Trips varied from a few miles in an 
hour to the longest trip of eighteen 
days covering 311 miles. 
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 FREE 74-PAGE COLOR CATALOG 

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

CO-OP PRICES • DIVIDENDS TO MEMBERS 

Reviews By John Dalle-Molle 

Snow Camping and Mountaineering 
by Edward A. Rossit, published by 
Funk & Wagnalls, New York, 1970, 
276 pages, illustrated, $10. This book 
is so inexcusable that a detailed review 
of its faults would be a waste of space. 
What is legitimate in it has been in 
print for years. As for the rest — page 
after page contain serious errors on 
well-known basic matters, but more 
serious are the glaring omissions of 
standard practices and precautions. 
For the beginner in snow or moun-
taineering activities this could be a 
dangerously misleading book to read. 
Hopefully, the ridiculous price will 
prevent all but the hopelessly naive 
from buying it. 

Ski Touring, An Introductory Guide 
by William E. Osgood and Leslie J. 
Hurley, published by Charles E. Tut-
tle Company, Rutland, Vermont, 1969, 
148 pages, illustrated, $5. Enjoyable 
reading and in its unpretentious way 
contains much helpful information for 
the novice tourer. It is neither a text 
on cross-country racing nor ski moun-
taineering but rather concerns itself 
with what Michael Brady in his Nor-
dic Touring and Cross-Country Skiing 
calls "general touring." It could have 
been a better introduction to touring 
for the beginner if more detail had 
been given to the selection of skis, for 
many of the stores now carrying nor-
dic equipment lack staffs knowledge-
able on the finer points of equipment 
and technique. The section on first aid 

BACKPACKING • MOUNTAINEERING 

WILTON, CT. • NEW HAVEN, CT. 

omits a few important details, as do 
the descriptions of winter camping. As 
in several currently available books, 
its coverage of avalanches is too brief 
and the authors would have done bet-
ter to refer the reader to one of the 
several comprehensive works by Ed 
LaChapelle readily available. The bib-
liography lacks some important texts 
and some of those listed are outdated. 

Very surprising and most annoying 
were the suggestions for cutting 
boughs and trees for shelters (unnec-
essary with today's excellent equip-
ment and the dwindling integrity of 
natural areas, except under emergency 
conditions) and the statements on 
pages 134 and 141 that indicate litter-
ing rather than packing out what one 
packed in to the backcountry. 
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NEW LIGHTWEIGHT 
FROM EUREKA: 
MT. KATAHDIN TENT 
Lightweight ripstop nylon... 
made for the climb and the 
trail! Oversize fly for full rain 
protection, pull-out sides for 
more space. Urethane coated 
ends, floor, sides, fly. Nylon 
zippers throughout. Overall 
weight: a mere 4 lbs. 12 oz., 

including guylines, aluminum 
poles and stakes. At your 
Eureka dealer's ...or write for 
details. 

Dear Editor: 
It is with interest that I read the 

comments on mountain sickness in the 
December 1970 issue of SUMMIT. 
The opinions of these men must be 
considered in the light of the current 
controversy concerning mountain sick-
ness and related diseases. 
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Chouinard Edelrid Nester Stubai 

CMI Goldline Super Screw Wainer 

and many others 

We custom design and manu-
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Manufacturers of down sleeping 
bags since 1938. 
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in our new 96-page illustrated catalog. 
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In reply to Dr. Houston, who wrote 
one of the first descriptions of high al-
titude pulmonary edema, I offer the 
following comments. The proposition 
that there is an abnormal distribution 
of body water at altitude is valid and 
does have support. Several studies 
have shown that there is a central dis-
tribution of body fluids in response to 
hypoxia. Your observation that men 
with pulmonary edema often looked 
dehydrated confirms this. At the In-
ternational Symposium on Altitude 
and Cold in Aspen, Colorado, 26 Sep-
tember, 1968, Dr. John Hannon pre-
sented a paper which showed that the 
plasma volume, the extracellular 
space, and the interstitial space were 
decreased at the end of seven days of 
altitude exposure, while the intracel-
lular space was increased.' Other 
studies have shown central distribu-
tion of extracellular fluid to the lungs 
and brain. The rationale for using 

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 
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Be particular—contact your 
ALP dealer soon! 

Alpine Designs 
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morphine in acute pulmonary edema 
strongly depends upon its ability to 
decrease the pulmonary blood volume. 
The question of total body water flux 
in relation to altitude exposure has 
not been firmly established. Some 
studies show an increase in total body 
water, others show no change, or a 
slight decrease. From a review of the 
world's literature, one gets the impres-
sion that there is probably a normal 
diuresis at altitude. Doctor Singh's 
studies in India have shown that those 
people with mountain sickness and 
pulmonary edema have not responded 
to altitude with this diuresis, and 
could have a relative retention 
of water compared to the normal 
subject.2  

The claim that acetazolamide nor-
malizes PH and reduces the symptoms 
of mountain sickness is well docu-
mented in several studies; however, its 
mechanism at this time is unclear.3  
The drug is an effective diuretic and 
may be beneficial because of this ac-
tion rather than normalizing the PH of 
the blood. Agents that strictly correct 
the blood PH (i.e., Ammonium Chlor-
ide) have been attempted in the pre-
vention of mountain sickness but did 
not prove as beneficial as acetazola-
mide. Perhaps a dual site of action is 

PALISADE 
SCHOOL 

OF 
MOUNTAINEERING 

Six seminars during July and August 
in the Hi 0 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 

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 
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Pole stub fits atop 
tent pole to "float" 
the waterproof fly 
above the tent. 

Window vent zips 
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External storage 
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HIGH & DRY 
New Stag Alpine Tent 

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, 
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high at both ends. Weighs only 5 lbs. 
complete with telescoping aluminum 
poles and skewer stakes. See it at your 
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continued 

responsible for its success in mod-
erating the symptoms of mountain 
sickness. 

I cannot argue with Dr. Houston's 
personal experience with lasix. I can 
only quote the experience of Dr. 
Singh in India who has seen 1925 
cases of acute mountain sickness, suc-
cessfully treating 446 with laxis.2  The 
other 1479 patients received some 
other combination of drugs which in 
Dr. Singh's experience did not prove 
as beneficial as lasix. The drug was 
also used successfully in the same 
setting for prevention of mountain 
sickness. 

Next in reply to Dr. Thomas Mar-
tin's criticism of Dr. Hanson's article.4  
To date he is the only investigator who 
has even attempted to accurately cor-
relate physical fitness as defined by 
maximum oxygen consumption and 
symptomatology in mountain sickness. 
First the maximum oxygen consump-
tion (aerobic power) as defined by 

milliliters of oxygen consumed per 
kilogram of body weight is the single 
best criterion by which one can mea-
sure an individual's cardiovascular fit-
ness. In the proper setting it is highly 
reproducible regardless of the size of 
the individual. The most accurate 
measurements are obtained when the 
data is based on milliliters of oxygen 
consumed per kilogram of lean body 
mass rather than per kilogram of body 
weight as Hanson et al calculated. 
Second, the accurate evaluation of the 
subjective symptomatology of moun-
tain sickness is extremely difficult. The 
physiology division of the Fitzsimmons 
Army Hospital in Denver, Colorado, 
has developed the most accurate 
method of evaluating these symptoms.4  

Dr. Hanson's study should then be 
evaluated in light of the difficul-
ties just mentioned. As such it still 
remains a worthwhile parcel of 
information. 

Dr. Martin points out the similari-
ties between acclimatization to altitvdc 
and physical fitness. By this letter he 
feels that the two are closely related. 
In some respects they are but there 
are major differences. For example, 
blood PH at altitude is elevated, while 
in maximal exercise it is depressed. 
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Weis 
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literature on all 
Stag mountain 
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Arterial oxygen saturation is progres-
sively and severely depressed above 
10,000 feet altitude while in maximal 
exercise it is depressed only slightly 
(2-3%). Space limits a discussion of 
all these factors. The literature indi-
cates that the differences are signifi-
cant and prevent one from making any 
close correlations between altitude ac-
climatization and physical fitness. As 
brief evidence of this I quote from 
Textbook of Work Physiology (1970), 
a reference kindly provided by Dr. 
Martin. "It should be pointed out that 
the well trained individual is not ac-
climatized to high altitude any sooner 
or any more effectively than the un-
trained individual."5  

You see, Dr. Martin, the evidence 
is quite slim that physical fitness has 
anything to do with mountain sick-
ness. Your reference, the latest text-
book in work physiology does not 
think so and I do not think so. Practi- 

cally, physical fitness is absolutely nec-
essary to climb the mountain, but let 
it rest there; for I have seen superbly 
conditioned men fall behind their less 
fit companions with violent symptoms 
of mountain sickness. The study has 
yet been done to show that any signi-
ficant preventable affect on mountain 
sickness is gained by physical fitness. 
Prehaps you, Dr. Martin, have such a 
study in mind? The mountaineering 
community would be most grateful. 

DEE B. CROUCH, M.D. 
Flight Surgeon 
Eielson AFB, Alaska 
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ALPINE RECREATION 

ODDS & ENDS  
SITUATION WANTED: Expert Korean 

mountain climber desires contracts for 
the design of all types of mountain and 
rock climbing equipment. Seven years ex-
perience in designing. 

Also, anyone interested in mountain 
climbing while in Korea will desire to 
contact him. Expert guide and can help 
plan, organize expeditions, well-versed 
in Korean mountain terrain. Captain of Mt. 
Villa and Y.M.C.A. climbing clubs. If in-
terested contact: Sung-Hwan Lee, 3-15 
4 Tong 4 Ban, Kumho-Dong, Sungdong-Ku, 

Seoul, Korea. 

TWO JOBS WANTED for summer '71 in 
Sierra Nevada. We have extensive experi-
ence in Sierras instructing, backpacking, 
mountaineering, specializing in rock climb-
ing. Please contact: Tim Stelling, 571 
Audrey Rd., Landing, N.J. 07850. Tele-
phone: 201-398-5372 

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. 

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. 86.50 postpaid. Send check or 
money order to SUMMIT, P.O. Box 1889, 
Big Bear Lake, California 92315. 

BACKPACKING & SKI TOURING 

AIMIL SPECIALISTS 

694 Locust Street, Mount Vernon, NY 10552 914-667-4461 
Hours: Mon-Fri 11 AM to 9 PM, Sat PAM to 5 PM 

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

Hours: Mon-Fri 10 AM to 9 PM, Sat PAM 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 
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While it's true that some Voyageur boots 
are handcrafted in Italy, still they are made 
to fit our specifications ... and your Amer-
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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. 

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