
We are 

missing some 

fine routes 

by not 

being light 

enough to climb 

clouds. 

— Wade Mills 
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"% WOW! GET A LOAD OF THAT BEAUTIFUL DIHEDRAL ! " 



A SONNET TO A MOUNTAIN 

Oh, mountain high with massive rock and snow, 
You stand alone, undaunted in the skies 
So far above the strife of man below! 
His time is short; he only lives then dies 
With forlorn hopes, unseen in mortal eyes. 
Yet ageless is thy beauty and thy might, 

Engendered by one God whose kingdom lies 
Within thy glorious reach and envied sight. 

I am a lowly child beneath thy height 

But still have heard the long-insistent call 
To reach thy crown and share in heaven's light. 

Arise brave virgin summit and enthrall 

The hearts of men that they might be sublime 

For thee man cannot conquer — only climb! 

— John L. Stauffer 
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South face of Chacraraju. Arrow points to site of accident. 

I was awakened by a prod in the ribs and Bill's 
voice in the dark. Soon the candles were lit and 
Gary began to stir. The warm glow of the candles 
and the comfort of the sleeping bag gave me a 
feeling of security that I did not want to leave. 
With great reluctance I pulled by body out of the 
sleeping bag and began the process of putting on 
my climbing boots, gaiters, and crampons. In one 
corner of the ice cave, Bill was busy cooking break-
fast over a small gas stove. Soon swe were sipping 
hot "start" and downing instant breakfast and 
hot cereal. With full bellies we slid out of the 
mouth of the ice cave and began to rope up. 

Standing there in the darkness it was rather 
obvious that dawn was still a few hours away. 
The darkness hid the vertical world at the mouth 
of the ice cave, 18,500 feet above sea level, on the  

south face of Chacraraju, a 20,000-foot twin-
peaked Peruvian mountain that is one of nature's 
most amazing examples of wild, beautiful archi-
tecture. We were making the first attempt to climb 
Chacraraju by its virgin South Face. There were 
nine members in the expedition, six of them at 
various camps below. 

The day before, three of our companions had 
pushed the route to a high point a thousand feet 
above the ice cave, leaving fixed ropes in place for 
us to follow. Our job on this day was to climb the 
last couple of hundred feet to the top of the South 
Face, and if things went well, to climb along the 
summit ridge to the nearest of Chacraraju's twin 
peaks. 

Gary Palmer, 24, of Renton, Washington started 
off. Perhaps because he was moving over familiar 

SaA faicz aG OinxmAqu, 
By Warren T. Bleser 
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terrain, he chose not to use his headlamp. Soon he 
was swallowed by the night. It was good to climb 
with Gary. His great ability as a climber was al-
ways balanced by sound judgment; he kept his 
sense of humor with him even in the tightest 
situations. As Gary's rope played out, Bill began 
to move. A Californian, Bil Hackett, 21, was the 
youngest and least experienced man on the expe-
dition. A former long distance runner and a fine 
rock climber, Bill was learning about the world 
of ice and snow quickly. Soon Bill also was out 
of sight, and I was left alone with my thoughts. 

What kind of day would it be? Earlier the sky 
had been almost completely clouded over at the 
19,000-foot level. Now the clouds were rapidly 
disappearing to the West. We had unbelievably 
poor weather the whole month of July. It had 
snowed almost every day — sometimes to as low 
as the 14,000-foot level. Although stable fair 
weather is the norm for Peru at this time of year, 
there had been constant storms sweeping the 
range. On our south face route this meant deep 
snow, little or no sunshine, and increasing cold 
with altitude gain. 

After standing for twenty minutes in the powder 
snow, my feet began to feel the cold right through 
two pairs of woolen socks and the two layers of in-
sulation of my stout, French double boots. At last 
the slack went out of the rope and I began to 
move along the lower lip of the shrund that cut 
across the mountain face. At the end of the tra-
verse, there was a rope ladder hanging down from 
the overhanging lip of the shrund. It was an 
awkward struggle to get up the free-hanging lad-
der in the dark. No sooner did I get my head over 
the top of the upper lip of the shrund, than I got 
smacked in the face with ice chunks and loose 
snow whistling down from above. Finally with my 
feet under me, I could begin straight jumaring. 
There was no need to hurry this morning, because 
the dawn was still two hours away, just about the 
amount of time it would take us to climb the thou-
sand feet to the top of the fixed line. At long last 
I reached the top of the fixed ropes. Bill was al-
ready busy setting up his belay. Gary's first prob-
lem of the day was a slightly overhanging bulge 
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of ice that he had to overcome to gain entry to a 
narrow gully leading upward and to his right. He 
stood at the base of the overhanging wall, reached 
high, and placed his first ice screw. Aid climbing 
on overhanging ice is a strenuous pastime at any 
altitude; at close to 20,000 feet it was extremely 
exhausting and time consuming. Finally I got my 
chance to take over. I decided to save time by 
cutting steps in the ice eight feet apart and "toe 
pointing" in between. I reached up and began to 
vigorously cut the first step, but fine particles of 
water ice completely covered my glasses and cut 
visability to zero. 

I started moving directly up the gully and was 
soon moving up terrain that was absolutely verti-
cal. Because the wall received no direct sunlight, 
there was very little melting and refreezing, a pro-
cess necessary for real consolidation. Thus, much 
of the ice I was climbing on was of questionable 
consistancy. This called for careful movement and 
a delicate touch with the ice axe. Ice particles and 
snow I removed from the route came crashing 
down on Bill and Gary, who had moved up and 
taken over the relay chores. Unfortunately, there 
was no way that they could get out of the line of 
fire. Near the top, the ice screws I placed for pro-
tection were of dubious value. At the top of the 
gully the ice ended altogether. I cleared away the 
vertical hanging snow a couple of feet thick hop-
ing to find ice beneath. Instead I created an over-
hang of soft snow, and received howls of protest 
from below. We had climbed as high as we could 
and now it was getting late. The other team would 
come up tomorrow with a shovel to clear away the 
loose snow and aid equipment to handle the wall 
above. We began the retreat. A full day on the 
wall, but very little upward progress — a most 
frustrating day! 

I awoke late the next morning to the warmth 
of sunshine upon the tent. We were at Camp II 
at 18,000 feet. A look outside the tent confirmed 
the fact that for once we were going to have a 
decent day. First, a fine leisurely breakfast. Then, 
time to just bask in the sun and dry out the gear. 
What great sport to lie around and watch the other 
team, now almost to the top of the face. In the 



Warren Bleser, author and leader of the expedition. 

lead was Randy Berg, 22, a bold, explosive climber 
from Seattle. With him was Jerry Roach, 28, once 
a Boulder, Colorado "hotshot," now mellowed into 
a near ideal expedition climber of unlimited en-
durance. Supplying a high caliber of mature judg-
ment and expertise in snow and ice conditions, 
Mike Hane, 36, of Berkeley,. California, was the 
third man on the rope. Together they made a pow-
erful team. A third group of three, the camera 
team, had dropped down to base camp for rest 
and relaxation before coming up to shoot movie 
sequences of the final part of the climb. 

About noon we heard a voice from high above: 
"I'm only 20 feet from the top. Won't be long 
now." Ironically, Gary and I were discussing the 
lack of objective danger on the face. Sure, Gary 
and Bill had been subjected to a considerable bar-
rage yesterday, but that was small stuff initiated 
by the leader. There had been no major avalanches 
or ice falls on the face from the time we had ar-
rived in the area a month before. The cornices on 
the summit ridge were far smaller than usual, prob-
ably a direct result of the earthquake in 1970, and 
there were no cornices at the top of our route. 
After every storm the snow had sluffed off into the 

Mike Hone who lost his life in an accident high on 

the south face o f Chacraraju. 

gullies, which are such a prominent feature of the 
face, and then on down. This face is too steep for 
enough snow to accumulate to create avalanche 
conditions. 

At 12:40 p.m. I looked up to see a huge ava-
lanche coming from the top of our route building 
rapidly in size. I started to reach for my camera, 
but realized that it would be on us before I could 
get a shot. I began to grab essential pieces of 
equipment, boots and parka, as the forewind 
struck. Then white-out and overwhelming tons of 
material in rapid movement; then, quiet and the 
realization that I was still alive. Although we were 
in the path of the slide, Camp II was perched out 
from the wall on an airy hanging glacier. The ava-
lanche had followed the forces of gravity and shot 
down the slope right next to camp, covering us 
with a few inches of snow. 

After the cloud settled, I shouted for our com-
panions on the wall above. No answer! Walking to 
the lip of our hanging glacier, I could see two packs 
on the slope below but no bodies visible. Then 
from above, "Come up here!" "Get on the radio 
and report the damage." "We lost the radio, come 
up here!" 

5 



Gary Palmer bringing down Mike's litter. 

First one climber, then two, could be seen near 
the top of the face above. Gary and I got our packs 
together as quickly as we could and started up. 
Bill set out alone for base camp to let the others 
know what had happened. Just above the ice cave 
we met Randy coming down. He looked a little 
wild-eyed and bloodied in the face, but he was 
okay. He confirmed our worst fears; Mike Hane 
was seriously injured. I continued upward at full 
steam, while the others paused to pick up some 
packframes. 
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What happened up there? Roach had taken over 
the lead from Berg. Although the wall was abso-
lutely vertical, they were both in a little gully. 
Moving up on aid, Roach found a hole in the wall 
of the gully to his right and decided to enlarge 
it so that he could gain a solid stance. Then it 
happened. . . . The ice rib Jerry was chopping at 
was surprisingly holding part of the wall under 
tension; the rib suddenly broke away, taking part 
of the wall with it. Jerry somehow managed to 
hang on by grabbing hold of the nearest ice screw. 
The avalanche rushed straight down the gully onto 
Berg, who was hit, bent double, and knocked out 
of the way. A rope length lower, Hane was directly 
hit with enough force that some of the carabiners 
and ice screws that he was tied into broke. 

By the time that I arrived at the scene of the 
accident, Jerry had already managed to place a 
figure-eight sling around Mike's upper legs to 
take the pressure off the waist and diaphragm, but 
Mike was still blue in the face and breathing irreg-
ularly. He was unconscious; the peculiar tilt of the 
head suggested a possible broken neck. There was 
obviously nothing else to do but to get him down 
off the upper wall, hopefully before dark. 

Jerry and I worked at sliding a sleeping bag up 
around Mike, while Gary lashed together two 
packframes to make a litter. Mike was then se-
curely tied to the litter in such a manner that 
there could be no body movement. It took us quite 
a while to accomplish all this on the steep slope, 
but the litter was now ready for lowering. 

The ever cool-headed Palmer took up his posi-
tion at Mike's feet; his job would be to guide the 
litter down the slope. Jerry and I took up our 
positions at the belay station. My job was to lower 
the litter by slowly playing out the rope through 
a break system of carabiners while Jerry belayed 
Gary. 

We soon had things worked out to a system. 
When Gary reached the end of a 150-foot pitch, 
he would tie Mike's litter off to a set of anchors 
there. Randy Berg was always one step ahead of 
him, making sure that the anchors were in place 
and secure. Then Jerry would descend the pitch 
and set up his next belay. Finally, I would come 



down and we would repeat the whole process. This 
seemed to go on and on without end. Darkness 
caught us only halfway down the upper wall. Be-
ing near-sighted, my prescription sun glasses were 
of little use in the darkness. Then too, there was 
the cold. Earlier I had given my down jacket to 
someone else, and without this protection I found 
the cold penetrating. My feet lost all feeling. More 
significant than these personal discomforts was 
the self-knowledge that I was not moving as effec-
tively as I should. It was with great relief that I 
climbed down the last pitch above the shrund, 
traversed toward the lights of the snow cave, and 
stumbled in. 

The snow cave resembled nothing at that mo-
ment so much as the operating room of a hospital. 
A half-dozen candles and a few headlamps sup-
plied the lighting. There was Dan Garnett, a Seat-
tle surgeon, giving Mike a thorough examination, 
assisted by Rob Coppack, also of Seattle. In one 
corner of the cave Barbara Roach, Jerry's wife, 
was bent over the stove busy cooking up some hot 
soup. (Down at base camp at the time of the acci-
dent, these three climbers had realized that there 
was trouble above and had gotten their gear to-
gether and headed up in short order, picking up 
Bill Hackett on the way.) 

After examination was over, Mike was tucked 
back into his sleeping bag for the night. Surpris-
ingly, there were no broken bones. The main prob-
lem was head injury (despite the fact that Mike 
had worn a hard hat for protection), and possibly 
internal injuries as well. Our hopes were raised by 
the fact that Mike was breathing more easily now. 
He had survived being lowered a thousand feet 
down a very steep mountain face; perhaps he 
could survive the trip down the rest of the moun-
tain as well. 

We talked for awhile about Mike's chances and 
how to best proceed with the evacuation; then six 
of us descended to Camp II to catch a few hours 
sleep; leaving Dan Garnett on the first of his all 
night vigils, along with Rob and Barbara. 

The next day the lowering operation continued. 
To get through the deep snow on the lower slopes, 
it was necessary to change tactics. A sheet of en-
solite was lashed to the underside of the litter, so  

that it could slide more easily, then the climbers 
tied in to a rope attached to the front of our make-
shift sledge to pull it through the deep powder 
snow. While most of us stayed with Mike, Rob 
Coppock descended the lower glacier alone to base 
camp where he picked up our only porter to act 
as interpreter, and made his way down the val-
ley toward the nearest manifestations of Peruvian 
civilization to prepare the way. 

That night we reached base camp after dark. 
In the rock gullies below the glacier it had no 
longer been practical to tow the litter; we had to 
carry it, a twelve-legged centipede stumbling in 
the night. Again, Dan stayed awake most of the 
night to keep an eye on Mike, who, because he 
seemed so strong, kept us hoping. 

On the morning of the third day, we set out 
again carrying the litter down the lower slopes of 
the mountain. The climbing was over; now we 
were hiking down steep slopes of grass, loose dirt, 
and rolling boulders. The descent was very rough 
on the men holding the rear of the litter. They 
had to follow along without being able to see any-
thing except the packs of the men ahead, squarely 
in front of their noses. 

Once off the mountain, we traveled about thir-
teen miles down the valley to the beginning of a 
dirt track at 12,000 feet, arriving there by mid-
afternoon. Luckily, Coppock managed to have a 
vehicle waiting for us. By evening we arrived at 
the hospital in Huaraz, the major city of the re-
gion that had been hit so hard by the earthquake 
the year before. Mike's condition, unfortunately, 
had started to deteriorate sharply. At one point, 
Mike's heart stopped beating. Dr. Garnett was 
assisted by a very helpful and sympathetic Peru-
vian staff; outside in the waiting room climbers 
from five nations paced the floor. Dan and Rob 
passed another long night at Mike's side. At 6:30 
the next morning, Mike Hane died. An autopsy 
showed that the cause of death was head injuries 
complicated by asperation pneumonia. 

Mike's death was certainly a great blow to each 
member of the party. Any one of us could have 
been in Jerry's position and triggered the ava-
lanche, or been standing where Mike stood when 
he was hit. 
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Olie Cast Mountain Men andthe Last Jrontier 
By Jim McCarthy 

About fifteen years ago a friend and I were driv-
ing from the Tetons back east. It was late in the 
summer, almost fall, and we had come to the Te-
tons after a trip to the Bugaboos. Arriving in the 
Tetons we had been delighted to meet many of 
our climbing friends. In those days climbers were 
so few that we almost all knew each other and at 
the end of the season there would be a gathering 
in the Tetons. On the long drive back my friend 
commented that climbers gathered in the Tetons 
just as the earlier mountain men had. The histor-
ical parallel impressed me and I never quite for-
got it. Years have passed and his observation 
seems more penetrating than ever. 

The mountain men were trappers who followed 
the Lewis and Clark Expedition. In a very real 
sense they opened the West. Bernard DeVoto 
called the mountain man "the highest embodiment 
of the American wilderness hero . . . A lover of 
solitude and unspoiled country, he paradoxically 
destroyed what he loved, making certain that soli-
tude and the virgin earth should be lost forever. 
After him the covered wagon, the ax, the saw, and 
the plow." One characteristic common to them 
was that they were wild, free spirits who were 
drawn to the mountains seeking a freedom that 
could not be found east of the Mississippi in the 
early 1830's. They were the first and opened the 
way west. I suggest that climbers active in this 
country prior to, say, 1965, were in many interest-
ing ways similar to the first mountain men. 

Until about five years ago the number of climb-
ers in this country was fairly small. It was our 
good fortune to be free to explore the great walls 
of Yosemite, pioneer the faces and ridges of the 
Cascades and Tetons and to develop the rock 
climbing areas of the Shawangunks and Tahquitz. 
Almost unnoticed by the society around them, 
climbers were free of almost all restrictions. Just 
like the mountain men we innocently employed 
the technology of our culture in our pursuits. They 
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used steel traps and knives and rifles. Among other 
things we used chrome moly pitons. The mountain 
men had no conception of how destructive their 
very presence and their tools would be. Neither 
did we. 

The farmers and the cattlemen followed the 
mountain men and very quickly the buffalo were 
gone and the Indians were destroyed. In the past 
five years or so climbing has begun to develop a 
certain popularity and there has been a tremen-
dous influx of climbers in every area of the coun-
try. Anyone who has eyes can see the results. 

One of the most dramatic developments has 
been the destruction of piton cracks in every pop-
ular area. Constant placement and removal of 
chrome moly pins is destructive enough, but the 
use of bashies and smashies, which become useless 
after a while and which are virtually impossible 
to remove, is positively indecent. Diamonds may 
be forever but rock is not and we had better face 
up to it. 

But the rock is only part of it. Consider the ugly 
piton scars in Yosemite and the Shawangunks. 
Objectionable and disgusting, yes. But are they 
worse than the water on Mt. Washington, too con-
taminated even in winter to drink, the ugly tent 
platforms hacked out on Garnet Canyon and the 
revolting rubbish heap that the West Ridge of 
McKinley has become? 

We must face the fact that an era has ended. 
Climbers are no longer few and the mountains 
limitless. Much of the freedom we once knew is 
gone forever. Harding and Caldwell's epic ascent 
of the Wall of Early Morning Light was a great 
adventure which focused our attention on several 
issues: media exposure, the bolting question, once 
again, and finally the aesthetic consideration of 
whether the line was natural. The last point is al-
most academic since the climb forced many of us 
to realize what we already knew. The great nat-
ural routes in Yosemite have been done. The Wall 



of Early Morning Light merely rang down the 
curtain. 

Attacked from several quarters Harding pre-
sented his rebuttal in an interview in Ascent. It 
is worth considering. He felt most of the criticism 
irrelevant. Means were unimportant since he 
sought the adventure of a climb long dreamed of. 
He scorned the moralistic preachments of those 
he termed "Valley Christians." Finally he made it 
clear that he sought fun and freedom. Jim Bridger, 
greatest of the mountain men, had his troubles 
with the other kinds of Christians in his later 
years, after the era of the mountain men had ended 
forever. He would have understood Harding com-
pletely and approved. Warren is entitled to his 
views. One of the great big wall pioneers in the 
Valley, he has paid his dues. 

Big walls and wild, free mountains can still be 
found but really only in the remote corners of the 
world. But even the remote areas are being af-
fected. The trash heap left behind by Maestri's 
expedition to Cerro Torre is one symptom. Not so 
many years ago I remember struggling for two 
days to get from Spillimachine to Boulder Camp 
in the Bugaboos. We were the only climbers there 
and I idly wondered if, in fifty or so years, the 
Bugaboos would be developed like European 
mountain areas. Of course it didn't take fifty 
years, it took less than ten for the huts to come 
and for overuse of the available campsites to make 
a shambles of the Boulder Camp we knew. 

The almost absolute freedom that climbers en-
joyed only a few years ago is disappearing just as 
quickly and surely as the beaver and buffalo of 
another era. Our society and culture are catching 
up with us just as the wagon trains followed the 
first mountain men. Living marginally, often flat 
broke, climbers have succumbed many times in 
the past to the blandishments of society. Like 
Bridger, living out his days trading with those 
whose presence destroyed the way of life he loved, 
we have lent ourselves to films, magazine articles, 
stores, manufacturing and climbing schools. 

Must we then be helpless pawns in the grip of 
historical imperatives? Perhaps not entirely. But 
if we are to preserve some of the joy and freedom 
we must first realize that we have been our own  

worst enemies. We must even be prepared to give 
up some of our individual freedom. Bluntly put, 
we can no longer do just as we damn well please. 
Fixed pitons and bolts affront the ethic that most 
of us have lived. But if the rock is to be preserved 
we must have them in densely populated climbing 
areas in places where nuts cannot be placed. Nuts 
are just now being accepted and understood by 
our climbing community. Unquestionably they of-
fer secure protection as well as considerable sat-
isfaction. If we don't wish to see the rock scarred 
beyond use, all climbers must understand that 
they are under a moral obligation to place a nut 
rather than a piton if they possibly can. 

Contrary as it is to the independent spirit of 
American climbers we must also realize that the 
days of indiscriminate camping in many popular 
mountain areas must cease. In fact we must de-
velop a deep awareness of the permanent impact 
of our mere presence in any alpine environment. 
Trash and litter, the traditional momentos of ex-
peditions and even some mountain walkers must 
be recognized as the obscenity it is. We must rea-
lize that some of our alpine areas will not support 
camping. We must reconcile ourselves to huts in 
Garnet Canyon and Boulder Camp. We must go 
even further in the loss of our prized individuality 
in joining and actively supporting mountaineering 
organizations capable of dealing with the society 
around us. To paraphrase Chris Jones, "Who 
needs these organizations — we all do!" 

Finally those climbers dealing with any form of 
the media must realize the long term propagandiz-
ing effect of such exposure. In the same vein 
climbers associated with some of the climbing 
schools, whose orientation is purely commercial, 
should examine their consciences. Those who are 
truly called to the mountains will come — we 
need not be evangelists. 

The mountain environment, vast and seemingly 
indestructible, truly stands in a delicate balance. 
My experience has been that climbers are men and 
women of good will and common sense. Using both 
we must face the contradiction that we must give 
up some of our freedom to protect it. If we do 
not — our way of life — like that of the first 
mountain men will be lost forever. 
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1) 
TGURING 

the 

high lakes 

country 

By Robert Rears 



It was still cold as we unloaded skis and ruck-
sacks from the car and threw them into a half or-
ganized heap in the road. I managed a quick 
glance at the sky as I hurried about, stuffing last 
minute indispensable items such as sun cream 
and goggles into the pockets of my pack. 

The trip had started as a spontaneous idea. 
John Gottlund, Marc Blanc, and I had spent the 
last five days touring in the Desolation Valley 
Wilderness, Lake Tahoe area amid high winds, 
sub zero temperatures, and several feet of new 
powder snow. Progress had been slow and condi-
tions extremely miserable so we finally decided to 
"chicken out" and return home. 

After spending 24 hours thawing in front of the 
fire, we began wondering what the high lakes 
country above Inskip, California looked like in 
winter. This terrain is not wilderness by any 
means, being criss-crossed with logging roads and 
containing a few summer homes. It is, however, 
rarely visited in winter and had never been tra-
versed completely on skis. 

We watched the car disappear as we shouldered 
our rucksacks; then strapping on our skis, we be-
gan poling eastward up the road. The snow was 
nearly perfect for touring and we made good time 
for the first few miles. Then the sun, which had 
been hidden by clouds, managed a late arrival. 
Within minutes the air became hot and humid. 
One by one we removed articles of clothing and 
stuffed them into our packs until we were skiing 
practically in our underwear. 

Cresting a hill we stopped for lunch, then 
brewed tea. After that a wax break was in order. 
Applying all of our ingenuity, we managed to pro-
long lunch into a good three hours. From the hill-
crest we rejuvenated our spirits with a brisk mile 
run down through timber and open gullies to pitch 
camp near Chaparral Station, ten miles from our 
starting point. 

The morning of the second day found us, as 
usual, climbing. Why is it that touring seems al-
ways to be uphill? We made steady if slow prog-
ress to Snag Lake, where we stopped for a late 
lunch. In order to save a mile or two of walking  

we decided to cut directly across the lake. 
The weather, like the previous day, had turned 

hot and I didn't particularly appreciate the idea 
of crossing possibly weak ice. The snow on the 
lake was slushy, too slushy. Glancing backward, I 
could see water oozing into our ski tracks. Being 
the courageous type, I chose that moment to drop 
behind for photos, thus giving my companions the 
opportunity of taking the first ducking should the 
ice prove too unstable. We made the crossing with 
speed, stopping only to probe around an occasion-
al lead of water. 

Beyond Snag Lake lay the high country with 
historical names — Humbug Summit, Humbolt 
Pass, and Robber's Roost. Names of another era, 
yet we became part of it as we climbed the pass 
above the lake. A short rest, then a run down 
through timber to another camp. 

By now John, Marc, and I had become a team. 
Breaking camp on the third morning was swift 
and efficient. A short climb brought us near the 
crest of Cascades where we turned north toward 
Humboldt Summit. There would be no more climb-
ing on this trip. Five miles along the crest and 
then down. 

Laziness seemed to vanish and like horses 
headed for home, we began to prance. There was 
more thrust from our poles and our skis fairly flew 
down from the summit to the town of Joansville, 
abandoned for the winter. We followed the road 
along Butte Creek. It was never quite steep 
enough for a run and we poled mile after mile. 
Darkness caught us at Butte Meadows where we 
bivouacked on the porch of a closed store. Unlike 
most bivouacs, this one was comfortable. 

On the fourth and last day we skied six miles 
down the road to the highway. There was no car 
waiting for us so we tried the universal trans-
port — the thumb. . . . no mean feat with ruck-
sacks and skis. 

Eventually, after considerable walking we 
hooked a ride on a pickup loaded with snow, which 
the driver stated was for "the kid's snowman." 
From our viewpoint, it was a fitting end to a forty-
mile ski trip. 
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With the impending opening of highway access 
to the Rainy Pass-Washington Pass area of Wash-
ington's North Cascades, the idea was born sev-
eral years ago of complementing the well-known 
Ptarmigan Traverse south of Cascade Pass with 
a similar traverse of the high mountains running 
between Cascade Pass and Rainy Pass. These 
mountains also are on the Cascade crest and offer 
the added attraction of three summits over 9,000 
feet in elevation. 

Although lying slightly further to the east and 
experiencing somewhat better weather, the new 
traverse requires somewhat greater gains and 
losses in elevation than the Ptarmigan Traverse, is 
slightly longer and involves a traverse of Mt. Lo-
gan (9,087'). 

Our trip started with a rendezvous of trip mem-
bers (Monty Lennox, Kent Heathershaw, Bob 
Yekel, Norm Reed, Paul Hartl and me) on a 
cloudy, drizzly Saturday morning in August on the 
Cascade River Road. Getting a late start (11:00 

we raced Norm up the 36 switchbacks to 
Cascade Pass, marvelling at what the lousy weath-
er and fantastic pace were going to do for our 
character over the next nine days. Fortunately, 
Norm's adrenalin soon burned off and life settled 
down to normal. Above Doubtful Lake visibility 
shrank to about 200 feet. However, as we moved 
onto Sahale Arm a cloud ceiling near our eleva-
tion became apparent further east, giving promise 
of better weather on the route ahead. 
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We left our packs at the glacier on Sahale Arm, 
roped up and quickly ascended Sahale Mt., where 
we spent only moments enjoying the 50-foot 
views. Returning, we continued east to the great 
chute running down into upper Horseshoe Basin, 
descended and camped about midway across the 
basin on a subtle heather knoll. 

The following day we continued across Horse-
shoe Basin toward the col between Mounts Booker 
and Buckner. The gentle western slopes of the col 
are easily gained by crossing a dike to its imme-
diate north at an obvious tree-covered break at 
the 6,500-foot elevation. From the col we climbed 
Mt. Buckner, losing about an hour and a half in 
negotiating the passage of the upper end of the 
previously mentioned dike, and in the necessary 
return for our ice axes which we had foolishly left 
at the col ("Isn't this just a rock climb?"). The 
guide descriptions do not mention this dike, which 
is really the most difficult obstacle on the whole 
of Buckner's South Ridge route. It is best passed 
by climbing down class 2-3 rock immediately east 
of a prominent 100-foot chimney. The chimney is 
located about 200 feet west of the main ridge and 
is descended to a small icefield which is further 
descended and crossed to regain easy rock and 
talus slopes to the north. 

The West Peak of Mt. Buckner is only two-three 
feet higher than the East Peak, and numerous 
notes tucked into the East Peak cairn attest to 
poor visibility and the fact that many parties have 
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not been aware of which of the two summits they 
have reached. 

At the Booker-Buckner col (7,300') we set up 
our tents on grass and heather and enjoyed supper 
by the light of sunset as it reflected off a world of 
mountain peaks and snow around us. 

Our third day started with an ascent of Booker, 
which offers fine views of Storm King and Goode 
mountains. Returning to the col, we picked up 
our packs and ascended north on the ridge about 
200 yards to the second and highest of two snow-
and ice-filled couloirs which extend from the ridge 
onto lower Buckner Glacier. Inspection the pre-
vious day had confirmed that the northernmost of 
these couloirs is wider, slightly less step, and less 
broken up than the other. Even so, we were slowed 
considerably by our packs and the inconsistency 
of rotten snow only barely covering numerous fis-
sures in the ice. Our route crossed the glacier to 
the northeast, contoured the head of Park Creek 
and climbed slightly to the prominent shelf lying 
directly between Park Creek Pass and the head-
waters of the creek. We arrived early in the after-
noon at the large tarn located there and enjoyed 
a fine swim and sunbath. We decided to lay over 
here a day and attempt ascents of Storm King and 
Goode. 

Tuesday morning we arose at 4:00 o'clock and 
before daylight were working our way up the steep 
gullies that lace the east side of the upper Park 
Creek drainage. The ascent to a well-defined ledge 
at 6,800 feet is fairly strenuous but once attained 
the ledge is easily contoured to the south to a 
prominent point overlooking all of Park Creek and 
the surrounding peaks. From there we proceeded 
east again toward Storm King, across increasingly 
difficult loose talus and rock slides. The summit 
rock was class 3-4 up a shallow couloir on the 
north side of the southernmost and highest sum-
mit of at least four having nearly the same height. 
The rock is quite rotten and dangerous and the 
summit gives every indication of being ready to 
disintegrate at the first tremor. The aspirin box 
register made some inference that the previous 
ascent, five years earlier, had been only the second 
ascent. The view of the north wall of Goode from 
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this point is tremendous. In addition, we had a 
good opportunity to study our proposed route on 
the east side of Mt. Logan two days hence. 

Considerable time was expended in the safe de-
scent of the upper 500 feet of Storm King. While 
descending, Kent suffered a severe blow on the 
knee from a large falling rock that resulted in 
some curtailment of our remaining days climbing 
plans. After some discussion we decided to at-
tempt a two-man ascent of Goode. With a guide-
book description of "class 3," we were sure there 
would be little difficulty! However, following an 
ascent to 8,700 feet up some of the most rotten, 
treacherous rock we had ever seen, Monty and I 
were forced to review our situation. It was 
5:00 p.m. The 150 yards or so of intervening 
climbing to the summit chimney appeared to be 
class 4 most of the way with possible class 5 over 
the last 60- to 70-foot face into the chimney. 
Either we or the guidebook were badly screwed 
up! We explored two alternative approaches, but 
everything pointed to the necessity of difficult and 
time-consuming climbing to gain the chimney 
(after which things looked relatively easy). Men-
tally and physically we were not prepared and the 
late hour persuaded us that discretion should rule. 
We retreated, cursing our ill fortune and those 
who underrate route classifications. Rejoining the 
rest of our party in the meadows below we de-
scended through trees and brush to the Park 
Creek trail and trudged the four miles back to our 
camp near the Pass. Following our flashlights into 
camp at 10:30 p.m. we were rewarded with hot 
soup and dinner by Norm, who with foresight had 
elected to remain in camp that day. Our joy was 
some compensation for our fatigue from this, our 
most strenuous day — over 14,000 feet of vertical 
ascent and descent. 

A late start and leisurely pace the following day 
were the aftereffects of our effort and could very 
easily have proven fatal to the success of the trip. 
A weather front was moving in as the afternoon 
progressed and it was 4:00 p.m. by the time we 
reached the summit of Mt. Logan. The prospect of 
continuing down the unknown east side with full 
packs, poor visibility and route finding problems 



• 

Pescendinc3 ougt.as cte. 
on easi- side of Mt. Logan 

on the Douglas Glacier, and the possibility of 
spending a couple of days on the ice waiting out 
weather did not appeal to us. After a good deal of 
soul-searching we retreated to 8,000 feet at the 
southwest foot of the Fremont Glacier where a 
flat spot offered prospects of a stormproof shelter. 
We built a sizeable rock-wall wind screen and 
pitched our tents as heavy slate grey clouds moved 
in off of Boston Glacier and Forbidden Peak. As 
the first drops of rain fell, we prayed fervently for 
good weather the following day. Knowing that this 
prospect was not in the cards, we had situated our-
selves for a 24-hour layover if necessary, and an 
orderly retreat through Park Creek Pass if the 
storm should continue. 

Arising the next morning I was astounded to 
see patches of blue occasionally poking through 
the cloud layer. Somebody important had to be on 
our side! We raced through breakfast, packed up 
and retraced our steps up Mt. Logan, moving just 
southeast of the summit on the East Ridge at the 
9,000-foot level and climbing down to the headwall 
of the Douglas Glacier. This upper section gave 
us some mild difficulty, owing first to a crevasse  

extending completely across the upper 400 feet of 
glacier and subsequent steep down-climbing over 
schrunds, ice, and loose rock to the main body of 
the glacier. The crevasse was negotiated at a nar-
row convergence down a 10-12-foot ice cliff, where 
some excitement was again provided by Kent fall-
ing as he descended. A bollard belay prevented 
him from following his ice axe and hard hat into 
the crevasse (recovered with little difficulty) . Hav-
ing now picked up some bruised ribs to join his 
injured knee we advised Kent and Bod (an M.D.) 
that the accident and medical demonstrations had 
been outstanding and would probably suffice for 
the rest of the trip. Descending to the Douglas 
Glacier under now rapidly clearing weather we 
reached its base at 3 p.m. after only minor route-
finding difficulties. 

Perhaps the finest aspect of the trip, summits 
notwithstanding, was the country covered during 
the two days between Mt. Logan and Black Peak. 
This wilderness country did not display a sign of 
human molestation over its entire distance — 
not one single tin can or piece of charred wood, 
plastic or horse manure! Beautiful ridges and 
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peaks, pristine meadows, and virgin campsites 
visited by only a handful of people gave us a thrill 
that only beautiful unspoiled wilderness such as 
this can give. Even the animals seemed unused to 
the intrusions of man. We saw numerous deer 
which we were able to approach within 70-100 
yards and on one occasion walked up to within 50 
feet of a grazing doe who clearly had us in full 
view. 

The route to Fisher Pass is straightforward, 
contouring at 5,300 feet through trees and mead-
ows after descending from moraines at the east 
end of Douglas Glacier. From camp at Fisher Pass 
we ascended the unnamed ridge to the northeast, 
referred to here as Spectacular Ridge for its views 
and beauty. At its first small col, there is a prom- 
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inent point to the north, providing fine views of 
Mt. Arriva and Ragged Ridge, below which stands 
a vertical stone obelisk approximately 8-12 feet on 
a side and about 60 feet in height. (This point, 
with its own geographic punctuation mark, is re-
ferred to as Exclamation Point on the map.) The 
ridge continues with little height variation one-
half mile east to a col which is descended slightly 
on the north side to a small glacier. This is then 
traversed and then diagonally ascended to a sec-
ond col east across Grizzly Creek to Black Peak. 
(Note: two inaccuracies were noted on the 1963 
71/2 ' USGS maps in this area. First, the above 
glacier is actually separated into two parts, the 
eastern part extending all the way to the second 
col, rather than as shown. Second, there is a 



small lake or dammed area in the stream approxi-
mately one-half mile east of Fisher Pass, not 

shown.) 
From the second col, a great rock slide may be 

descended all the way to Grizzly Creek. Halfway 
down, as vegetation converges, it is important to 
bear left (north) in order to stay in the open. 

Grizzly Creek is easily crossed; however, from 

there things get rapidly worse. 
The 3 miles or so of bushwhack necessary to go 

from this point on Grizzly Creek to the upper 

meadows of Woody Creek are a typical mixture of 

what the Cascades have to offer the cross-country 

traveler: slide alder, woods, slide alder, rock and 

scrub, and always more slide alder. 
There is a little windfall thrown in, also, to as-

sure you that you are kept sweating, but, even-

tually this is passed and one reaches the beautiful 

upper meadows and streams of Woody Creek. A 

bath and dinner refreshed us and our bushwhack 

became part of the past. But wait, you say Paul is 

missing his camera? — Among other unprintable 

things he says he remembers leaving it at Grizzly 

Creek?! It might as well be on the moon — after 

all, that bushwhack is not too far in the past for 
any of us. 

Our eighth day ended psychologically satisfying 

with the ascent of the ridge between Woody Creek 

and Wing Lake. Only three of us felt like taking in 

Black Peak. Bob, Monty and I went up and re-

viewed old and new scenery. There to the east was 

Rainy Pass, Heather Pass, Lewis Lake, etc., and 

the end of the trip. We also observed with a grim-

ace the ugly scar of the North Cascades Highway, 

and realized that soon this area will be a hub of 
civilization. We then rejoined our friends at Wing 

Lake, ate lunch and continued to Heather Pass 
where trail is again regained. We spent our last 

night amid garbage and debris at Lake Ann, mar-

velling that the highway hadn't even been opened 
yet! 

Our ninth and last day, which had originally al-
lowed for climbs of Fisher and Arriva Peaks, was 
used instead for leaving the area after all efforts 
to arrange for access up the new highway to Rainy 
Pass failed (due to the road being paved) . We 
exited via Bridge Creek, Copper Creek, Copper  

Pass and the North Fork Twisp River to Gilbert, 
Washington (14 miles). When the new highway 
is opened nine or ten days should be ample for 
ascents of all significant peaks on the route. 

Some minor statistics of interest are as follows. 
Pack loads for each person were near 50 lbs. Aver-
age days ranged about 12 hours in length, usually 
leaving camp by 7:00 a.m. and camping about 

6:30 p.m. to 8:00 p.m. Pace was usually moderate, 

with frequent stops to enjoy scenery or inspect 

visible portions of the route ahead. Our loss of a 

half day on Mt. Logan was avoidable; an early 

start is definitely in order for a successful one-day 

traverse of this mountain after the Douglas Glacier 

has opened its crevasses. 
Sufficient gasoline was carried for cooking all 

meals; however, wood fires were generally used 

from the fourth day on owing to the abundant 

supply of dry wood and the increased speed and 

convenience in cooking. 
One result of this trip was a change in the 

author's opinion on the controversial tramway 

plan for the North Cascades National Park. The 
amount of wilderness which exists in the North 

Cascades is tremendous and the effort required to 

see this country far exceeds the resources of health, 
strength and time available to most of us in a sin-

gle life span. Eventually all of us will grow too old 

to see this grand country on foot. The incursion of 

two or three tramways into the perimeter of the 

wilderness does not effect the wilderness situation 

at all. They are mere drops in a sea of inaccessi-

bility and remoteness PROVIDED that they do 

not serve also as an access for the lazy into the 
interior. 

So, let the tramways be built and keep the peo-
ple on them. The real threat is trails. Trail devel-

opment and hostel plans should be fought without 
compromise. Tourists, horses and their attendant 

garbage have already messed up most of the re-
maining Cascades that are easily accessible. Care 
and preservation of wilderness is a full-time job 
calling for hard work, conscience and self disci-
pline on the part of those that would enter this 
fragile kingdom. Unfortunately, such qualities 
tend to be lacking in those who will not work to get 
there in the first place. 
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In Chile the Cordillera of the Andes offers the 
climber a degree of variety found in few other 
countries of the world. In the North lofty vol-
canoes rise out of a high desert plateau. The colos-
sal wall of rock that is the backbone of the Central 
Zone forms some of the highest peaks in the west-
ern hemisphere. Steadily lowering in their march 
southward toward frigid Patagonia, the Andes 
enter the superb Lake District, whose tranquil 
blue lakes lie in deep valleys surrounded by vir-
gin forests and snow-covered peaks. The Patago-
nian Andes catch the moisture of one of the storm-
iest regions on the face of the earth and are man-
tled by enormous ice caps and glaciers. 

El Tronador, 11,660', is located right at the 
transition of the Lake District Andes into the 
Patagonian Andes. Many features of both of these 
zones merge here. The splendid lake district scen-
ery culminates in emerald-colored Lake Todos los 
Santos. This area, at about 41° latitude South, is 
far enough north to be graced by some pleasant 
summer weather. However, high winds, and driv-
ing rain and snow, so typical of the Patagonian 
Andes, are likely to occur at any time of the year. 

The glacier-covered massif of Mount Tronador 
sprawls across the Chilean-Argentine border like 

MOUNT TRONADOR FROM CASA PANGUE 

18 Drawing by Connie Lovelady. 
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an icy octopus. The mountain is the ruin of an 
ancient, gigantic volcano that existed during the 
interglacial age. It is draped by a huge glacier 
from which ten distinct tongues spread out. El 
Tronador (The Thunderer) was named for the 
noise produced by ice from these glaciers avalanch-
ing into the surrounding valleys. 

This northernmost patagonian peak is the high-
est in the Cordillera of the Andes between the 
Lanin volcano, 102 miles to the north, and Mount 
San Valentin, 358 miles to the south. Although 
not among the high peaks of the world, it is an 
extremely interesting mountain. Its more than 
10,000 feet of vertical rise from its base make it 
a mammoth bulk of rock, snow and ice. Several 
life zones are traversed from its base to its summit. 
Of Tronador's three hoary summits, the Interna-
tional Summit is the highest, and the Chilean 
Summit, second. The lower Argentine Summit is 
frequently ascended from the Argentine side, 
where it is easily accesible from the resort town 
of San Carlos de Bariloche in Nahuel Huapi Na-
tional Park. But the International Summit from 
that side is quite difficult and is very seldom 
climbed. On the Chilean side, access to Trona-
dor's main body of glacial ice is a major problem. 
The mountain is heavily fortified by dense for-
ests, avalanche threatened walls and cavernous 
canyons overhung by ice cliffs. The crossing of 
turbulent rivers can also be a major difficulty en-
countered by the mountaineer. These fortifica-
tions are passable in few places. Consideration of 
the relative feasibility of various routes to the 
principal summit, and a determination to climb 
it from the Chilean side, led Mike Mullin, Bob 
Pfister, and me to establish a new route from the 
Chilean side in January of 1970. 

A combination of bus and boat transportation 
took us into Vicente Perez Rosales National Park 
and within 6 miles of the base of the mountain. An  

international tourist route connecting Puerto 
Varas, Chile, with San Carlos de Bariloche, Ar-
gentina, passes across Lake Todos los Santos, and 
virtually under the shadow of El Tronador. 

We began our approach to the mountain from 
the Casa Pangue "Carabineros" Station at the 
foot of Perez Rosales Pass, which divides Chile 
and Argentina. The glacially-carved valley of the 
Peulla River leads directly south from Casa Pan-
gue to the huge north walls of Tronador. The 
Casa Pangue Glacier falls over these walls and 
forms a regenerated glacier which extends down 
to about 1,300 feet above sea level. The less pre-
cipitous Azul Glacier, which was to be our climb-
ing route, curves down practically into the luxur-
iant forests at Tronador's base. The runoff from 
these glaciers has strewn the flat-floored valley 
with glacial outwash stones. Walking on them was 
not enjoyable, but was much easier than through 
the tangled forests soon to be pushed through. 

Our main problem in the valley was the ford-
ing of the Peulla River. We hiked only a short 
distance the first afternoon, camping at a spot 
where the wandering river divided into several 
branches, and waited for morning when the run-
off from the glaciers would be at a minimum. 

It took us a full hour to cross the river on logs 
we threw across the successive branches. We pos-
sibly could have waded the waist-deep currents, 
but only at some risk, which didn't seem very ap-
pealing in the damp chill of the morning. 

Four to five hours in the middle of the day were 
spent threading our way through the virgin for-
ests on Tronador's lower slopes. These dark, dank, 
fantasy-like forests attest to the huge amount of 
the precipitation that falls on them each year — 
surely more than the average 165 inches recorded 
at Casa Pangue. Hanging mosses drape the 
branches of the trees, and vines spiral up their 
trunks and hang from their limbs. Huge fallen 
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logs sprout small gardens of plants including tiny, 
bright-colored toadstools. Most of the trees, such 
as the coique, an evergreen broadleaf whose 
branches are arranged in graceful, tiered levels, are 
species of the southern hemisphere's Nothofagus 
forests. The tall u/mo, blossoming with white flow-
ers from which bees make a delicious honey, 
sprinkle the forests, and the smooth, golden bark 
of the arrayan brightens it in many places. The 
fragrant odor of the tepa freshens the air. Bright-
ly-colored, waxy, tube-shaped flowers lend life to 
the dusky, predominately green forest under-
growth. We see virtually no wildlife in these damp, 
thick woods. A few interesting species do exist 
here, such as the dwarfed pudu deer. They are 
preyed upon by an occasional puma. 

The going was slow with our heavy packs, the 
frames of which were constantly getting caught 
on obstacles, but luckily we encountered little of 
the impenetrable bamboo that in many places 
chokes the forests of the zone. Bushwhacking in 
southern Chile would definitely be much easier 
with rucksack-type packs. 

We emerged from the forest several hundred 
yards below the foot of the Azul Glacier. In front 
of us were rock piles which the glacier had ap-
parently left in its recent retreat, and which are 
now covered with pangue, whose one huge leaf 
grows on a rhubarb-like stalk. We crossed part of 
this area, but not wanting to come too near the 
threatening snout of the glacier, we scrambled up 
a series of dirt and rock gullies. From the top of 
these we could more safely approach the side of 
the glacier. We could hear the continuous rumble 
of ice avalanches thundering over the steep walls 
of the mountain. The Indians of the zone, now 
extinct, had thought El Tronador to be the seat 
of the Gods of Vengeance whose thundering was 
a warning for them not to come too close. 

Darkness nearly caught us thrashing our way 
through entangled timberline brush which nearly 
prevented us from reaching the only spot where a 
flat campsite was feasible in this section of the 
climb. Just as night arrived we scraped out a tent 
platform on a small snowfield high in the gullies. 

The next morning we awoke to find that a 
soupy fog enshrouded us. We had no alternative 
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but wait until it lifted, which it did enough in the 
afternoon to permit us to scout a route on up to 
the glacier's edge. 

Anticipating a long day, we broke camp early 
and started up the slimy upper parts of the gullies 
in good weather marred only by a threatening 
cloudcap that wrapped itself in contorted flow 
patterns around the summits. Route finding on 
the glacier slowed us down a bit, but the only dif-
ficulties encountered were a couple of very weak 
ice bridges and one nearly vertical upper side of 
a crevasse. The glacier steepened considerably as 
we approached the rock pinnacles under whose 
protection we planned to pitch high camp. We 
had lost sight of the top of the mountain when we 
were suddenly hit by rain and sleet driven by 
strong winds that forced us to hug the 50° slope. 
Apparently the cloudcap had spread down over the 
mountain. We were soon drenched. We crept up 
to the first pinnacle during lulls in the wind and 
put on our rubberized rain suits. Previous expe-
rience in the zone had taught us that it was im-
perative to carry the extra weight of completely 
waterproof rain gear, but it did little good this 
time since we were caught by surprise. At least 
we still had dry sleeping bags and extra clothing 
since we had double-wrapped everything in heavy 
plastic bags. 

A relatively flat trough on the lee side of the pin-
nacle provided a good tent platform, which we 
dug out deeply with a light shovel. We nearly 
built an igloo around the tent and weighted down 
the rainfly with blocks of snow. But neither that 
nor the protection of the rock wall above us was 
sufficient to prevent the rainfly from being ripped 
partially off during the night's storm. Our sleeping 
bags got a bit wet from the flapping tent sides 
before we could re-anchor the fly. We may have 
been wiser to have dug a snow cave, or at least to 
have had a tent with as low a wind profile as 
possible and a rainfly that came completely to 
the ground on three sides. 

The storm eased off during the night and the 
morning dawned with intermittent sun, but the 
cloudcap still wrapped itself around the summits. 
We were able to dry out all of our clothing and 
bags. Another day was thus lost due to the 
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weather, but we had expected that and were car-
rying enough food to spend 7 or 8 days on the 
mountain. Often the only way to successfully at-
tain a summit in this region is to climb prepared 
to resist any bad weather and sit at high camp 
until the weather permits a rush on the summit. 
(Although freze-dried food is not available in 
Chile, there is a variety of dried soups and fruits, 
as well as beef jerky, oatmeal, jello, noodles, in-
stant potato, powdered milk and hot chocolate 
which allows lightweight meals to be planned.) 

The cloudcap was still playing around the sum-
mit in the evening, but was decreasing in size, 
so we decided to wake up early for a summit at-
tempt. Luck was with us as we set off under a 
black sky studded with bright stars. The snow 
was perfect for cramponing, and by sunrise we 
were traversing under the secondary summit peaks 
and above the heavily broken-up parts of the 
North Glacier. We passed through the saddle be-
tween the Chilean and International Summits and 
climbed up the back side of a promontory on the 
west side of the International Summit. Our route 
then traversed back out onto the north face of  

the International Summit which we climbed via 
steep snow gullies that led to the top through the 
vertical-walled snow mushroom that sits like a 
beret on the peak. 

The view from the summit encompasses thou-
sands of square miles of mountains. The Lanin 
and Villarrica volcanoes are visible far to the north. 
Spire-like Puntiagudo and conically symmetric 
Osorno stand close at hand to the west, and to 
the east the rugged Cathedral Spires jut into the 
sky. The sea of Patagonian peaks stretches out to 
the south. Lake Todos los Santos snakes west-
ward, and to the east the many arms of Lake 
Nahuel Huapi penetrate into the Andes. 

We started back down to high camp shortly 
after 11 o'clock, and the snow was already begin-
ning to soften so that we were sinking to our 
knees and falling to our waists in hidden crevasses. 

The next morning we awoke to another rainy 
day, through which we resigned ourselves to walk 
for 13 hours back to Casa Pangue. There we were 
greeted by the border police with hot "cazuela" 
and a crackling fire, typical of the warm hospital-
ity of the Chilean people. 
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Veteran rock climbers 
Fred Beckey 

and Eric Bjornstad 
following the ascent of 

Utah's Bride. 

experienced in the mountains. The space is over-
whelming, smells and colors a rare delight. Strat-
egy on the frioble sandstone is a test of the climb-
ers ability to adjust and readjust to the ever-
changing wind, sand and stars as he is seldom 
called upon to do in the high country. Every day 
holds a distillation of all that is met on the big 
walls. 

Incurably addicted to the variable hues of des-
ert adventure — Fred Beckey and I returned this 
April, directing our efforts once more to the Bride. 

She stands vigil at the head of a box canyon 
only four or five miles west of Moab, Utah. The 
only approach, by dune buggy or jeep, is via a 5.9 
mining slice in the steep Windgate walls north of 
Moab. Her virgin head, composed of soft Kayenta 
sandstone, caps three hundred feet of thin allur-
ing body. 

Last year's abortive attempt on her ended in 
miscarriage when two bomb-proof pins pulled out 
on me at nearly the two hundred-foot level. 
Troubled by her budging bouquet imminently 
perched above us and split on both sides by a bong 
crack — we reluctantly withdrew. 

This year, armed with new confidence, and 
backed up by Jim Hudock, we contracted Canyon-
lands guide Lin Ottinger and his dune buggy for 
transportation. Avoiding the gargantuan bouquet 
which only providence seemed to hold in position, 
and the bottoming pleats of her skirt, we set fixed 
ropes on an aid crack forty feet to the west of her 
hemline. A quick traverse allowed us to sneak be-
hind to a narrow col and a solid belay. Fred and 
I exchanged turns in the stirrups. Every anchor 
demanded the attention and care typical of desert 
ascents on soft unpredictable sandstone. We used 
undersized drills, cleaned a ton of surface mud 
and nestled marginal pitons in bottoming cracks. 
Two days later, I plucked, disconcertingly, a forty-
pound rock flower from the Bride's summit veil 
and backed down her overhanging rear. The bitter-
sweet task was done. We sat around the campfire 
that night drinking Morman tea and vicariously 
reascending our slender lady. Resolving the prob-
lems of the climb, re-evaluating. As the hour grew 
late, the fire to embers, we drifted, each into our 
silent world, reviewing other years on the desert 
and secretly setting plans for our return. 
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TH S ALAI E 

The reasons one takes leave of his climbing part-
ners and wanders off on a long solo climb are com-
plex, actually obscure, and seem at times to be 
too intertwined with one's most intimate psychic 
workings to be brought shrieking into public. What 
led me through the solo ascent of the Salathe Wall 
early this July was indeed a dark engine some-
where in my soul and to explain this nearly em-
barrassing, headstrong force and the wealth of the 
experience it made possible will be difficult. 

For several years I believed that a big wall solo 
was a kind of ultimate feat in the dimensions of 
Yosemite to which I was exclusively devoted, and 
I was impressed by the solo ascent of El Capitan's 
Muir Route. I rationalized that the feelings of 
loathing, nausea, and increasing boredom de-
scribed were due to the character of that climb and 
not to the nature of all solos. The Salathe, I 
thought, differed greatly from the Muir in being so 
varied pitch to pitch, pin to pin, and move to move. 
But the greatest problem remained after it seemed 
clear that the Salathe was really feasible for a solo 
ascent. This problem was (quite painfully) my 
fear of being incapable of doing such a route; I 
almost kneeled before the task. I was known main-
ly as a free climber, and occasional ascents of small 
aid climbs, or failures at larger ones were the only 
contact I had with the nature of big wall ascents. I 
had even wrecked my solo attempt of the North 
Face of Quarter Dome, no longer able to stifle my 
increasing feeling of senseless horror about being 
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up there alone. So, by my eighth year of climbing 
I had done over a third of all the 5.10 routes in 
Yosemite and all of the formidable free classics 
like Crack of Doom and the Twilight Zone though 
I hadn't even completed a grade V, let alone a 
grade VI. 

Buying food and nylon webbing, sorting equip-
ment and packing it, I prepared for my outrageous 
adventure. I drove to El Cap parking lot to fix the 
bag a rope length up for the start next morning. 
The sixty-pound pack plus three ropes and seventy 
pins and nuts were divided into two loads for the 
trip to the base. While the first load pendulously 
tottered me about as I hiked up the short trail I 
suddenly became aware that a rock, probably one 
hundred pounds or so, was making haste down 
the wall . . . for me, I thought, and I dashed for 
some kind of fake shelter. The rock kindly chose 
a tree a safe distance away as an example and 
shattered it. An omen? It seemed the afternoon 
winds and heat were causing this frequent, light 
rockfall and I thought that I could probably avoid 
it by clever timing on the wall but as soon as the 
first pin was placed a vast granite squadron was 
alerted and soared down to shell me and the de-
fenseless forest. I covered my head and pressed 
myself flat to the unprotected slab I was nailing . . . 
irritated, fearful. In spite of being hit a few times, 
once in the head, I kept nailing along and as the 
sun passed below the horizon and the gusty winds 
subsided, the rockfall dwindled. I finished a 5.8 



WALL SOI 0 
By Peter Haan 

jam crack below a small and beautiful roof, hauled 
up my heavy bag stuffed with favorite things 
such as canned peaches, clams, and pear nectar. 
I had enjoyed the climbing, but the rockfall had 
worried me. 

With a wide scope of emotions ranging from joy 
to horror I returned to Camp Four and the famed 
coffee shop. I met Bridwell at the door. I hinted 
I had begun "something." Jim said my project was 
probably something long and ugly such as the 
Dihedral or the Salathe. I told him the bag was 
at this very moment below the roof and that I 
was going to do a solo. We spent some time talk-
ing about the details of the route. With no appe-
tite and no apparent need of sleep I hit the sack 
anyway. My mind sprang to attention at 5:30 next 
morning for the great battle. 

Day One 

A quick jumar up the rope and I was ready to 
nail under a fine little ceiling and then do a bit of 
free climbing above it to a ledge. I used a jumar 
and a triple prusik knot for all of my self-belaying. 
The climbing increased in character and in diffi-
culty pitch by pitch; soon I was doing thin slab 
climbing on dents and bumps above bad aid pins. 
But the effort was intensely enjoyable and the 
sun's tiring effect was mitigated by a strong 
breeze all day long. No rockfall. Higher, I took a  

short fall trying to free climb behind the Half 
Dollar, and so resorted to aid which led to a spa-
cious ledge. Dinner was a pathetic quiet show of 
fatigue and increasing self-pity as my hands stif-
fened up and swelled with soreness. 

Day Two 

Next morning those hands had not only be-
come stiffer but hurt even more after a long rest-
ful night. Conceiving of what they would be like 
after thousands of feet of climbing was difficult. I 
determined at least to climb the easy two pitches 
to Mammoth Terraces where I unexpectedly 
thrilled at the discovery of ten gallons of good 
water, seeming to have been placed some time ago 
and in plain sight. I bagged one gallon of it and 
scampered on down to Heart Ledge where the 
descent could now be made if I was so disposed. 
But I kept going, knowing well not to even think 
of the much greater involvement on the nearly 
2,000-foot wall above. Later I prepared myself for 
the famous pendulum to the long, unprotected 
Hollow Flake Jam Crack. The flake had been splin-
tered in two small places, making the climbing 
dangerous due to the very loose rock stacked up 
inside. Friends drove up in the lot below. I valiant-
ly waved at them and proclaimed to humankind, 
"I am completely well." Nonetheless, the ledge 
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had been reduced to a rubblefield this winter, offer-
ing an uncomfortable second bivouac, and I was 
reminded of the dangers of being up there in direct 
line of fire. 

Day Three 

The next day I hung up the pack twice, forgot 
the haul line, and began to encounter some of the 
overhanging, strenuous, but exciting, climbing 
that characterizes the second half of the wall. This 
hard day ended with a difficult, slippery and thank-
fully short 5.9 jam to the Alcove, a surprisingly 
large recess below the fantastic El Capital Spire, 
perhaps 1,500 feet above the talus. 

Day Four 

As slowly and subtly as the others, the fourth 
day slid into place, but to speed it up I third-
classed the 5.6 chimney behind El Cap Spire and 
brought up the haul bag, which was now light 
enough to haul by hand occasionally. After two 
mixed pitches, I arrived at Broad Ledge. While 
deciding which of two cracks above to take to the 
infamous jungle pitch below the Block, I dropped 
my hammer. It went flipping off into space, I com-
forted myself with the fact that I had another. 
After reaching the Block which was a slightly slop-
ing, spacious ledge conveniently fenced at its lower 
end with several large slabs, I thought of how the 
jungle pitch just below had been a relief from this 
"vertical desert" of stark and ravaged walls. With 
water dripping, oozing, and spraying everywhere, 
this dihedral is a veritable greenhouse of moss and 
delicate, lush plants; the climbing through them 
was messy, though fascinating. I would have to try 
for Thankgod Ledge tomorrow, with seven of the 
hardest pitches and no good bivys on the route 
between. 

Day Five 

After climbing several unusual aid and free 
pitches to Sous le Toit Ledge and past it to a belay 

26 

in slings, I was set for the hardest aid pitch on 
the wall, the one leading to the Roof. A number 
of nests of Leeper pins and angles brought me to 
some good placements followed by several hard 
ones — in a wide, flaring, flaky-bottomed groove. 
The Roof pitch itself, which leads obliquely over a 
fifteen-foot ceiling formed by thin horizontal 
layers stacked up over each other onto the grim 
200-foot overhanging wall above, was the most 
memorable of my life. But I had two pitches left 
to Thankgod Ledge and the day was practically 
over. Only the Headwall itself now was still in the 
light as I began nailing the first of those remain-
ing pitches. By dark I was anchored in one of the 
most exposed places in all of Yosemite and in the 
steepest section of the Headwall with just one ver-
tical crack running up out of sight and the view 
below so extravagant that I doubted my visual 
physiology. I had a seventy-foot aid lead still left 
to reach the ledge. I had never slept in a hammock 
or even tried a two-point one hanging from one 
point. Though my sleeping rig was poor and caused 
cramps in my legs I slept well, waking infrequently 
to silky drafts and a moonlit sacredness that glis-
tened and shimmered, seducing me off to "when 
life and the world were as bright as knives," as 
Robinson Jeffers has said. 

Day Six 

With morning coming, I arrived at Thankgod 
Ledge and now had a mere three pitches to go. 
Two easy and exceedingly pure, beautiful mixed 
aid and free leads on ancient knobby orange rock 
brought me to the final problem: above a low angle 
apron a roof jutted out perhaps seven feet and 
with a few aid pins the pitch would lead to an over-
hanging, converging chimney blocked by an ele-
phant's ear flake that eases off to lesser climbing 
to the summit. Many of the fourteen previous 
parties had resorted to some form of aid in the 
crux here, but I was determined to do it in the 
most rewarding way possible, without any tugs on 
the rope or unnecessary pins of aid. Intimidated, 
I took forever preparing. I looked up at it a hun- 
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dred times. To soothe myself I called to the cast 
of thousands waiting on top. No answer; further 
doubts, but I started. Four pins of aid in the roof 
and I was ready to start the free climbing. I 
tightened by PAs, now mere raggedy slippers, and 
began. Going deep and high in the squeeze I tested 
and clipped into a fixed bong. I climbed down 
slightly and out, facing the wrong way for the 
chimney, the right way for an obvious and entirely 
necessary horn. With ten feet of slack out, each 
move brought me more horizontal as I searched 
around in the deep narrow guts of the chimney 
to get a good heel-and-toe jam. Half-inch moves, 
quarter-inch moves, soon I thought I might not 
make it and take a horrible fall. I tried to reach 
the little fist jam flake hanging out above the 
chimney. I could not. I manipulated my heel-toe 
and my other knee. I was nearly too high to use  

the horn now. Just a few more inches of this 
abominable, ecstatic and single-minded searching 
and I would have it. I was growing exhausted but 
with a particularly insecure and risky move on a 
tiny edge and a sideways push on the horn I got 
one -fist, then the other solidly squished in the ap-
propriate place in the roof. I swung out on my 
arms with savage joy and stepped on the crux 
horn to another higher horn and so rested. It was 
over. No, I had to go down there and clean. That 
done and only the pack to be hauled I sensed 
something strange above me. I looked directly at 
them — two. Weird, dark and wrinkly. I waved 
and said that they were the first persons I had 
seen in 51/2  days. They waved back. Then they 
called my name and only very slowly was I able to 
fully recognize Jim Bridwell and Mark Klemens, 
my friends who had come to welcome me. 
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By John Stannard 

Serenity Crack, Yosemite, shows serious piton de-

facement. 

28 



It is no longer possible for the American climber 
to pretend that chrome moly can be repeatedly 
driven and removed on routes and still have those 
routes even vaguely resemble their original con-
dition. If a major revolution in American climbing 
does not occur soon, it is inescapable that all of 
our climbs will become both ugly and unnatural. 
Serenity Crack in Yosemite has already reached 
this advanced state, and no climber can look at 
this route without having grave doubts about the 
future of American climbing. Alternatives to re-
petitively driven chrome moly must be found and 
their use must become widespread. Climbing nuts 
promise to replace chrome moly to a significant 
degree, and they are presently in that process of 
familiarization and evaluation that every new 
technique must go through. Although nuts have 
been in use in this country for several years, there 
has been no widely published study of their 
strength when used with various kinds of nylon 
sling. The absence of such information can only 
cause climbers either to take nuts less seriously 
than they otherwise might, or cause them to be 
overly concerned with obtaining the ultimate 
stength in each size of nut. In hopes of alleviating 
this situation, a series of tests using a tensile ma-
chine has been made on the six sizes of Clogs with 
a variety of common sling materials. 

These tests were designed to indicate the 
strength one can expect from new Clogs and nylon 
sling that have been bought "off the shelf." The 
tests were also designed to show the strength one 
can expect when all six sizes of Clogs are carried 
on hero loops of 9/16" Chouinard tubular nylon. 
This was done because nuts carried in this way 
give the best chance of obtaining good placements, 
especially in the Shawangunks. Carrying all the 
Clogs in exactly the same way also makes their use 
simpler and more efficient. Six specimens of each 
of the six sizes of Clogs were taken off the shelf 
along with: 

1 inch Chouinard blue tubular nylon webbing 
9/16 inch Chouinard blue tubular nylon 

webbing 
9 millimeter Chouinard nylon rope (perlon) 
7 millimeter Chouinard nylon rope (perlon) 

5 millimeter Chouinard nylon rope (perlon) 
11 millimeter Edelrid 

In this study six specimens of each size of the 
Clogs were tested with the applicable sizes of ny-
lon sling. The nut was mounted above a hole in a 
plate and pulled against the plate by the sling 
which ran through the hole. The sling did not 
touch the plate and it was pulled using a Choui-
nard carabiner. All tests were dead weight tests 
to failure, which in all cases occurred due to fail-
ure of the sling at the nut. In no instance was 
there any visible damage to the nut. The results 
are shown in the figure. Each datum point is the 
average of six tests performed on six different nuts, 
and the error bars equal two standard deviations. 
For each point the results of the tests fell within 
a range of three standard deviations or less. This 
means that the individual tests for each point fall 
almost entirely within the error bars shown for 
that point. 

The gross features of these results were as ex-
pected. Heavier nylon slings are stronger and a 
given weight of sling is strongest in the largest 
Clog. If a climber uses aluminum oval carabiners 
which break at 3,000 lbs., the combinations giving 
strengths well in excess of 3,000 lbs. do not serve 
any purpose other than to guarantee that it is the 
carabiner that breaks. Since most climbers use 
aluminum ovals and they almost never fail, it 
seems clear that falls seldom generate forces as 
high as 3,000 lbs. This implies that nuts which will 
withstand forces of 2,000 lbs., while not over-de-
signed, should stop all but the most desperate 
falls. These results do indicate that the sling ma-
terial should be replaced two or three times a year 
in those combinations with a new strength below 
3,000 lbs. This will guarantee that the slings have 
not been weakened by abrasion. In comparing 
7mm. perlon with 9/16-inch tubular, it seems at 
first that the 7mm. is the stronger of the two. 
However for Clogs 4, 5, and 6 the error bars over-
lap considerably indicating that this difference 
may not be statistically significant. For Clog 3 
this difference does seem to be real, and the 7mm. 
perlon is somewhat stronger than the 9/16" tub-
ular. The real surprise was the Clog 2. When 7mm. 
perlon is forced through this nut it does not prove 
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to be any stronger than 5mm. perlon in that nut. 
At least in the case of a Clog 2, no additional 
strength is obtained by forcing the largest possible 
perlon through the nut. As to whether a Clog 1 
fitted with 5mm perlon will stop a long fall, one 
can only say this: In a fall, the nut sling will feel 
a force somewhere between one and two times the 
force exerted on the climber. For a fall to break 
this sling, the climber would have to feel a force 
something like he would get by doing a leg left 
with the front end of a Volkswagen tied to his 
waist loop! An unusual mode of failure was found 
for 5mm. perlon in the Clog J. The core of the 
perlon often broke cleanly leaving the mantle in-
tact, and this by itself was able to hold 800 lbs. 

These tests indicate that the dead weight 
strength of 7mm. perlon in Clogs is not significant-
ly greater than that of 9/16" tubular. It has been 
suggested however that the higher elasticity of the 
perlon may put more give in the protection system 
thereby allowing it to hold a more severe fall. In 
order to answer this question, measurements were 
made of the elongation shown by all the forms of 
nylon for many values of applied force. These tests 
showed that for all the forces applied, the percent 
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increase in length was very similar in all of the 
forms of nylon. The only exception was the 7mm. 
perlon, which was more elastic than all the others 
when the applied force was in excess of 1,000 lbs. 
These measurements indicate that under a force of 
2,500 lbs., an eight-inch nut sling of 7mm. perlon 
will stretch 2 inches while a similar sling of 9/16" 
tubular will stretch 11/4  inches. In most climbing 
situations a nut will be at least five feet above the 
lower protection points, and these measurements 
indicate that this five feet of climbing rope alone 
will stretch eight inches while stopping a fall that 
exerts a force of 2,500 lbs. on the highest protec-
tion point. Clearly the stretch in the climbing rope 
is so large that the system really does not care 
whether the short length of nut sling is as elastic 
as it might be. From considerations of both 
strength and elasticity, it is apparent that 7mm. 
perlon and 9/16-inch tubular are equally good as 
slings for Clogs. 

During these tests, measurements were also 
made to show the strengths of various knots and 
the strength of nylon when bent over a carabiner. 
Quite a few numbers were generated but only one 
important point emerged. When tying a perlon 
sling that must be strong, the double fisherman 
knot must be used. In 7mm. perlon the single fish-
erman, the ring bend, and the double figure eight 
all broke at around 2,500 lbs. while the double 
fisherman was good to 3,300 lbs. 

To summarize, these tests show that Clogs with 
slings of either 9mm. perlon or 1-inch Chouinard 
tubular are stronger than alumnum oval carabi-
ners. Mounting Clogs on either 7mm. perlon or 
9/16" tubular gives a strength that ranges be-
tween 2,600 lbs. and 1,600 lbs. Even the smallest 
nuts which fail at 1,600 lbs., should be able to 
hold most of the falls that climbers encounter. It 
has been shown that 7mm. perlon and 9/16" tub-
ular are equally suitable as nut slings. This article 
has not discussed the tricks that can be used to 
obtain nut placements or the strengths of nut 
placements in rock because these are different for 
different climbing areas. Such information should 
be assembled and circulated within each area by 
the people who have had the most experience and 
success with nuts in that area. 
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By Royal Robbins 

The big Yosemite walls have fallen. New lines 
remain, here and there, but it's mostly over-the-
shoulder stuff. A steady flow of skilled and ambi-
tious cragsmen have come from all over the coun-
try and from our Northern Friend and with pitons 
and copperheads have crucified the notion that big 
walls are awesome, and so have turned their eyes 
to realms which offer more scope for their energies, 
namely the infinitely expandable horizons of free 
climbing. It is a pity that the walls of the Valley 
are only three thousand feet high. If they were 
six or nine thousand they would provide a test 
worthy of the mettle of modern Yosemite climbers. 
But to get the equivalent of these double or triple 
El Capitans one has two choices: pick a line so 
blank that the number of bolts required makes in 
effect a 6,000- or 9,000-foot wall of a 3,000-foot 
one — the Harding solution; or attack walls in 
regions — Alaska and Patagonia, for example — 
where the elements provide the unknowns that 
used to exist in the Valley — the Chouinard solu-
tion. Few of the modern generation have the tern-
perment for Harding's solution, even if they had 
the desire. And few are willing to quit the arena 
for wild adventure — north or south. 

So the alternative, the total concentration on  

extending the limits of free climbing, is chosen 
and, in the confines of the Valley is now by many 
considered the ultimate expression of the climber's 
art. Hence we have what amounts to a free-climb-
ing renaissance in the Valley. The degree of skill 
and devotion to the craft which this remarkable 
activity indicates is matched only by the intensity 
of concentration and sometimes bitter in-fighting 
between the participants, and explains the list of 
accomplishments and striking rise in standards 
achieved by these dedicated climbers in a brief ex-
plosion of aggressiveness: Last year there were 
only two or three climbs deserving a rating of 5.11 
in the Valley. Today there are at least seven. A 
survey lists 17 5.10's, some involving extended 
leads of extreme climbing with scanty or non-exis-
tent protection. The climbers operating at such 
levels are very well prepared, both physically and 
psychologically for such exacting endeavors. 

Part of the credit for the recent accomplish-
ments must go to that old demon, competition. 
Competition in Yosemite climbing has always been 
fierce, but there now prevails a ferocity, albeit a 
quiet one restrained beneath cool and friendly ex-
teriors, that exceeds in intensity what has gone 
before. The lads are playing for keeps. And 
a new vocabulary is arising: "free-soloing," "climb-
ing clean" (no pitons — only chocks or natural 
runners) , and the dread "groundfall." 
A list of these ultimate "free climbs" (it should be emphasized 
that this list is not complete) compiled by Peter Haan is avail-
able by sending a self-addressed, stamped envelope to SUMMIT, 
P.O. Box 1889, Big Bear Lake, California 92315. 

creative wilderness exploration to many countries of the world: 
Kashmir, Nepal Himalaya, Persia, New Guinea, Cordillera Blanca (Peru), 
East Africa, Himachal Himalaya (India), Hoggar (Sahara), New Zealand, 

Galapagos Islands, French Alps and Iceland. also: Mt. McKinley, the Volcanoes 
of Mexico and raft trips down the Colorado River. our trips are limited to 15 to 20 

persons and are designed for the hearty, vigorous and adventuresome individual who likes to 
rough it and who wishes to share in a truly exciting adventure in wild places. 
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rope. Fastest ascending method at the 1000 ... 200 lb. closures. 
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$8.50 ea. 
($6.25 ea. in lots of 10 or more) 

—include 250 postage per ascender/ 
50f air mail— 

Send To: 

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

NEW! 
aluminum 
snowshoe 

kits 

RUGGED DESIGN 

NEOPRENE BINDINGS INCLUDED 

For SNOWSHOE information and FREE CATALOG on SLEEPING BAGS, DOWN 

JACKETS, VESTS, PARKAS. . 

Write to: 

It 131ACk FOPCST CDT. 
ente P0. 130X 1007 
(ii?c NCVAdA CiTY 

CA. 95959 

WINTER WHITE WILDERNESS BECKONS YOU! 

Come climb, ski, or snowshoe with 

NORTHERN LIGHTS ALPINE RECREATION 
in the heart of the Canadian Alps. 

write: Arnor Larson #731 
lnvermere, B. C. 
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FOR WINTER'S CHALLENGE? 
PREPARE FOR ACTION! SCALE THE WINTRY SUMMITS. 
REFIND THE SERENITY AND PURITY OF OUR 
MAGNIFICENT WILD COUNTRY. 
SHERPA Snowshoe Bindings give positive control, easy positioning of your 
snowshoes. They are dependable hour after hour, season after season. Once 
attached and properly adjusted to your climbing boots (fits Korea boots, too) 
the one buckle attachment or release can be readily accomplished with your 
mittens on. No constant readjustment is necessary. 
SHERPA Traction Bars keep you out of icy tree wells — out of winter creek 
gorges. With steps firm on the steep slopes, you can hold a maximum grade 
of ascent. 
On those final windswept slopes your SHERPA Ice Ax Basket will be quickly 
removable — your ice ax shaft available for deep penetration and belaying. 
Now stash your webs and relish those final leads to the summit. Claim the 
serenity and beauty of our wild country for your own. 
Poor equipment can leave you vulnerable to winter's wiles. DON'T JEOP-
ARDIZE YOUR PARTY. GO WITH SHERPA EQUIPMENT! 

Ask your local climbing equipment 
dealer about 
SHERPA PRODUCTS. 
If he doesn't yet carry them, you may mail 
orders or inquiries to the address below. 

_ 

sMil[Dm a  SNOWSHOE and 
 

DESIGN INC. MOUNTAINEERING EQUIPMENT 
3109 BROOKDALE ROAD EAST • TACOMA, WASHINGTON 98446 
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Eiger Aluminum Carabiners 
10 for $17.50 
One inch Nylon Tubular Webbing 
Yellow. 4000 pound test. 4 a foot 
Postage Paid U.S. Only 
— Immediate Shipment — 

Ask for Free 
Catalog M 

SNUG MOUNTAINEERING 
exclusive distributors 

LOWE ALPINE SYSTEMS 
catalog available: 

BOX 122 • SUN VALLEY • IDAHO 83353 • PHONE (208) 726-3808 

CORLAY' IV DOLTROPE 
MOUNTAIN ROPE MANUFACTURED TO MILITARY SPECIFICATIONS 

MINIMUM STRENGTH 4,500 lbs. SAMPLE TESTED 5,200 lbs. 

AVAILABLE IN FOUR LIGHT-BRIGHT COLORS 
ORANGE, BLUE, RED, YELLOW 

HANDLES BEAUTIFULLY 

SOLD BY STORES IN THE FOLLOWING STATES: 
OREGON, CALIFORNIA, NEVADA, ARIZONA, UTAH, NEW MEXICO, 
COLORADO, WYOMING, MONTANA, VERMONT, NEW HAMPSHIRE, 

NEW YORK, PENNSYLVANIA, CONNECTICUT, 
IDAHO, MASSACHUSETTS 
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P.O. BOX 4037, SAN FERNANDO, CALIFORNIA 91342 

For SNOW and ICE 
CLIMBING this winter.. 
your best choice is.. 

The SMC CRAMPON 

AT BETTER 
DEALERS 
EVERYWHERE 

CD. . THE QUALITY LINE 

MADE IN THE UNITED STATES 

there's more to the climbing 
of a mountain than good 
equipment  

but it helps 

sports 
11930 w. olympic blvd., west los angelesiphone 477-5250 



\\ 

Mass. 02139 Hours: Mon-Fri 10AM to 9PM, Sat 9AM to 6PM 

Mass. 01801 Hours: Mon-Fri 8AM to 9PM, Sat 8AM to 6PM 

ALBANY 
New York 12206 

268 Central Avenue 518-465-1174 

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

(in the same store with Moe Engleman) 

Iztaccihuatl — 17,342' 

Popocatepetl — 17,882' 

Citlaltepetl — 18,854' 

CLIMB 

THE GLACIATED PEAKS 

OF MEXICO 

Leaving January 21, 1972 

lute jeRsta0 abventuRes 
9920 SW Terwilliger Blvd Portland, Oregon 97219 

Telephone (503) 246-9830 

// 
SCARSDALE 455 Central Park Avenue 914-725-4658 

New York 10583 Hours: Mon-Fri 11AM to 9PM, Sat 9AM to 5PM 

CLIMBERS AND CAMPERS 
SPRINGFIELD 510 Main Street 413-736-7938 

Mass. 01105 Hours: Mon-Fri 11AM to 9PM, Sat 9AM to 5PM 

(formerly Howard Buffintons) 

CLIMBERS' CORNER 
CAMBRIDGE 55 River Street 617-876-6270 

WOBURN 4-B Henshaw Street 617-935-4171 

MOUNTAINEERING RECREATION 

ilhat you need 
to climb The 
steep and 

dangeroas. 
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Write now for FREE catalogue 

HIGHLAND Outfitters 
P. 0. Box 121 

Riverside, California 92502 
Bankamericard - Master Charge 

"Lazy Backpacker" 

A BACKPACKING & SKI TOURING 

SPECIALISTS 

ALPINE RECREATION 

Bugaboo Mountaineering 
DOWN SLEEPING BAGS 
AND JACKETS 

limited production 
individually made 

brochure: 
689 Lighthouse, Monterey, California 93940 

LATHAM 960-A Troy-Schenectady Road 518-785-0340 

New York 12110 Hours: Mon-Fri 11AM to 9PM, Sat 9AM to 5PM 

MAIL ORDER 
Alpine Recreation Warehouse, 4-B Henshaw Street, Woburn, Mass. 01801 



BACKPACKING 
EQUIPMENT 

KAYAKS 

CANOES 

MOOR & MOUNTAIN 

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 Catalog 

MOOR & MOUNTAIN 
Dept. 19 Main Street 
Concord, Mass. 01742 

BISI-101:) 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. 20034 

America's most comprehen- 
sive line of down - insulated 
sleeping bags. Known for superior design and 
workmanship. See at your local sports shop or 
write for catalog: 

TEMPCO, 414 FIRST S., SEATTLE, WASH. 98104 
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DO LT MOUNTAIN 
EQUIPMENT 

DOLTCO Sales • Box 5579 
Santa Monica, Calif. 90405 

Completely interchangeable system of 3 5 
frames and 5 packs lets you tailor your own 
backpack system to your own kind of ex- y 
pedition. If your needs vary from hike to 
hike, buy one frame and as many 
styles of packs as you need. All packs 
attach to frames with positive side an-
chors. Frames have navy blue fabric, 
packs in contrasting red or orange. See 
them all at Stag dealers everywhere. 

r----) 

CROSS COUNTRY 
#33701. Unique square 
tube aluminum for ri-
gidity, no brittle welded 
joints, padded nylon 
shoulder straps, double 
back panels, buckled 
waist band. 33 ounces. 

CONSTRICTOR PAK 
#33802. Drawlines with 
B-Lok slider permit com-
pressing pack as sup-
plies are used. Water-
proof nylon, 4 zippered 
pockets, large flap with 
map pocket. 14 ounces. 

HIKER #33702. Deluxe 
tubular aluminum, un-
welded frame, padded 
nylon shoulder straps, 
double back panels, 
buckled waist band. 33 
ounces. 

DIVIDER PAK #33803. 
A zippered flap 9 inches 
from bottom divides 
pack into 2 compart-
ments accessible from 
inside or outside. Wat-
erproof nylon, 4 zip-
pered pockets, map 
pocket in flap. 15 
ounces. 

OVERNIGHTER #33703. 
Tubular unwelded alu-
minum frame, single 
back panel, padded ny-
lon shoulder straps, 
buckled waist band. 30 
ounces. 

SOURDOUGH PAK 
#33804. Extra light-
weight standard pack, 
waterproof nylon, 3 zip-
pered pockets, large 
flap. Only 12 ounces. 

EXPANSI-PAK #33801. 
Zippers on both sides 
permit 3-inch outward 
expansion of pack for 
larger loads. Waterproof 
nylon, 3 zippered pock-
ets. 15 ounces. 

RANGER PAK #33805. 
Economical, yet tough 
10.38-oz. water-repel-
lent army duck, one 
large zippered pocket, 
2 bellows pockets un-
der large flap. Red only. 
15 ounces. 
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Hirsch 
Weis 

White Stag.  

• INN 

Send 25 cents for complete catalog of backpacks, trail tents and 
lightweight sleeping bags to: Hirsch-Weis Division of White Stag, 
Dept. SMT-18, 5203 S. E. Johnson Creek Blvd., Portland, Ore. 97206. 

Name 

Address 

City State Zip 

scree 

Himalayan Accident 
After making a successful first as-

cent on the south face of Ganga 
Puma, 24,457 feet, three Japanese 
and five Sherpas were swept to their 
deaths by an avalanche in late 
October. 

Fairbanks-Anchorage Highway 
The new Fairbanks-Anchorage High-

way that roughly parallels the Alaska 
Railroad is now open. Dedication 
ceremonies were held October 14 at 
the new Hurricane Gulch Bridge. Driv-
ing time from Fairbanks to McKinley 
Park is now less than three hours. 
Because of the expected rush of 

traffic next summer, the National Park 
is contemplating closing the park road 
to all private vehicles and instituting 
shuttle bus service between Park 
Headquarters and Wonder Lake. 

Seneca Rocks Accident 
A party of three, Fred Schladen, Ford 

Swetnam and Joan Webber, were climb-
ing the fourth class ledges at the 
base of the east face of Senaca Rocks, 
when an accident occurred that took 
the life of Schladen. 

The party was unroped and at dif-
ferent levels when Schladen dislodged 
a large block that crushed his chest 
when he fell with it to a ledge forty 
feet below. Despite mouth to mouth 
resuscitation and first aid, Schladen 
did not revive and his body was evac-
uated with the help of John Christian, 
John Markwell and other climbers in 
the area. The accident occurred on 
the standard approach to the east face 
which is normally climbed unroped. 

Broken Neck — Survives 
Sam Warfel, 18, was within 100 feet 

of the summit of 10,280-foot Emigrant 
Peak, about 25 miles north of Yellow-
stone National Park, on September 14 
when he stepped on a rock which gave 
way. Alone, he thinks he fell about 
100 feet. When he came to, he realized 
that his neck was badly hurt. Holding 
it with one hand he made his way 
down the mountain to his car three 
miles away and drove to a small re-
sort where an ambulance was called. 

The orthopedic surgeon who attend-
ed him says it is a mystery how he 
got off the mountain with a broken 
neck that should have killed him on 
the spot. 



 
 

“I've never seen anyone live with 
a break like that,” said Dr. Francis 
J. Kelley of Bozeman, Montana. 

Ecology Corps 
An Ecology Corps, formed as an 

alternative service for conscientious 
objectors, now includes a 12-man 
mountain rescue team available for 
service in California and beyond. 

Training includes mountaineering 
medicine, rescue and evacuation, tech-
nical rock climbing, ice and snow 
climbing, cross-country skiing and 
other applicable skills. The plan calls 
for constant practice when not on 
a rescue such as spending a week on 
Mt. Shasta, the next in Yosemite Val-
ley, and maybe next skiing at Mam-
moth. 

Further information can be obtained 
from Walt Prather, Mountain Rescue 
Team, Calaveras Ecology Centre, Star 
Route, Angels Camp, Ca. 95222. 

Ski Touring Binding 
Of interest to the ski mountaineer is 

the improved Marker ski touring bind-
ing. The old binding by Marker used 
special plates which had to be bent 
exactly to the shape of the touring 
boots and clamped onto the side of 
the skis. These plates could easily 
be lost. The new Rotamat TR binding 
permits the heel to rise about eight 
inches off the ski while still giving 
good lateral support. The boot is held 
by bars from the heel plate and pres-
sure is transferred to the toe plate. It 
is simple to change from the uphill to 
the downhill position and then have 
downhill binding with forward and 
side safety releases. 

New Backpacking Foods 
Lightweight non-spoiling foods for 

the backpacker have gone from sow-
belly and canned beans through dehy-
drated foods to freeze-dried dinners. 
However, concomitant with this de-
velopment has been a general in-
crease in chemical and preservative 
content and "food substitutes." The 
Ski Hut, 1615 University Ave., Berk-
eley, Calif. has researched, tested 
and now placed on the market several 
naturally grown and preserved foods. 

These include Muesli Fruit Biscuits, 
Honey-Oat Cereal, several high pro-
tein drinks and broths, raw energy 
nuggets, and honey-dipped dried fruits, 
organically grown and tree-ripened. 

 

 

Happiness is a waterproof cagoule! 

Made in Scotland for — 

 

chouinard equipment 
P. 0. BOX 150, VENTURA, CALIFORNIA 93001 
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r  KELTY 
winter hiking 

snow camping 

cross country skiing 

snow-shoeing 

trip suggestions 

winter photography 

inquire about our 
winter camping course 

e----- 

KELTY mountaineering-backpacking 

1801 Victory Blvd., Glendale, CA 91201 
(213) 247-3110 .i 

WINTER HOURS: M,T,VV,F — 9:30 to 6 L 
Sat — 9 to 5  Th — 9:30 to 9 

MOUNTAINEERING, Ltd. 

Consistently fine quality write 
for FREE 1971 HOLUBAR CATALOG 

Dept S Box 7 Boulder, Colorado 80302 
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letters 
Dear Editor: 

HYPDXIA or HYPOGLYCEMIA (low 
blood sugar)? This is my reaction to 
the series of SUMMIT articles on the 
physiological effects of high altitudes. 

The symptoms have a similar de-
scription: headache, weakness, naus-
ea, dizziness, insomnia, chills, mo-
mentary blackouts and fuzzy vision, 
irritability, judgment defects, inability 
to perform complicated tasks, and  

even hallucinations. Cerebral and bod-
ily functions in general suffer from 
lack of either sugar or oxygen, and 
these conditions of lack may be either 
transient or chronic, and not necessar-
ily correlated with elevation. 

There's "the high-camp-nausea-on-
getting-up" syndrome, thought to be 
mainly mental. Then there's the gung-
ho at 1 a.m., who develops waves of 
nausea four hours later. He's at a 
higher elevation, yes, -but also four 
hours after breakfast-often sketchy. 
This is more often cured by resting 
and eating rather than descending to a 
lower elevation. 

Regular and adequate high-protein  

meals the days before, and the morn-
ing of the climb, are probably of more 
benefit than the constant snacking on 
carbohydrate-charged foods. Some in-
dividuals with a functional hyperinsu-
lin response to carbohydrate will actu-
ally lower their blood sugar by eating 
sweets!' 
Conditioning and muscle development 

no doubt plays a role also in bettering 
ones mountain performance and endur-
ance. 

It seems to me that hypoglycemia is 
the main producer of "mountain sick-
ness" below 11,000 feet that most of 
us have noticed or experienced, and 
that both sugar and oxygen lack are 
felt at higher elevations. Most climb-
ers do not develop a big crisis over 
this, or few mountains would be 
climbed. Could the ones that do de-
velop a crisis over hypoglycemia and/ 
or hypoxia have an inappropriate 
pituitary-adrenal response, such as in 
the pulmonary-edema syndrome, except 
that the pathways are a bit divergent? 

Would appreciate hearing from some 
of the earlier SUMMIT writers on the 
subject. 

Edith Goodman 
Tacoma, Wash. 

(Medical Technologist, with 25 years 
climbing experience, sea-level to 
14,000 feet.) 
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S ummit A MOUNTAINEERING MAGAZINE 

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

Please send SUMMIT for the term indicated to: 

0 NEW 0 RENEWAL 

NAME 1 Year 0 $ 7 

STREET  2 Years o $10 

CITY  3 Years 0 $13 

STATE  ZIP  5 Years 0 $20 

0 MONEY ENCLOSED 0 BILL ME LATER 

Dear Editor: 
Carlos Comesana, climbing leader of 

the Argentine Everest Expedition, was 
staying with me this week on his way 
home to Buenos Aires after the expe-
dition on which, despite very bad 
weather, Jorge Peterek and Ulises 
Vitale reached 27,550 feet with five 
Sherpas carrying supplies for a high 
camp. The weather was so bad that 
they returned to the South Col where 
on the night of October 30 their tents 
were all destroyed in gale winds, thus 
ending the attempt. 

Carlos saw your 'account and asked 
me to send you an English version of 
what he wrote. My translation of what 
he wrote follows: 
"I should like to comment on what 

was published on page 24 of Summit, 
October 1971 about the Argentine Ev-
erest Expedition. 

The expedition was 60% fi-
nanced by the Army, but the expedition 
was led by a military officer only as 
far as Base Camp where a civilian was 
leader of both the mountaineers from 
the Army and the civilians on the 
actual attempt on Mount Everest. 

The expedition in actual fact 
had plenty of adequate equipment for 
all the 22 Sherpas we had contracted 
for and used (generally the same as 
we Argentines had). Unfortunately, on 
arrival at Thyangboche, Sirdar Karma 
demanded for each Sherpa a second 
sleeping bag (in order not to have to 
carry it between camps when relaying 
loads), a second pair of Lowa double 
boots (to have a dry pair above the 
Icefall), more socks, parkas, etc., or 
else the payment of 1000 rupees per 
porter. We finally had to agree to the 
added payment since we did not have 
the extra clothing. 

I, personally, accepted at Thy-
angboche the resignation of Karma, 
who had failed to meet standards as 
Sirdar during the whole approach march 
and who had engineered this effront-
ery. Ila Tsering went on as Sirdar and 
carried out his duties splendidly. We 
had no further problems with the Sher-
pas until the end of the expedition. 

Carlos Comesana" 
It is not surprising in a country 

where there are mountain troops that 
some of the members of a national ex-
pedition would come from the mountain 
troops. 

Carlos explained that the Sherpas' 
pay is carefully regulated by the gov-
ernment and the ploy of the extra 
clothing amounted to a strike for 
higher pay. They did not want to hire 
more Sherpas and did not do so. 

H. Adams Carter 
Milton, Mass. 



THE ALPS by FABIANO 
introducing the T.R.C.#37 
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Made especially for technical rock climbing mas-
tery — tested and proven at Mt. Cervino by one 
of Italy's most outstanding technical rock climbers 
and mountaineers. 

THE T.R.C. Style #37 
Makes the most of your technique and mastery 
of technical rock climbing. One piece chrome 
tanned uppers with non-stretch pig skin lining. 

SIZES: 

N. ML. 4-14 

BLACK 

Designed to secure you on the smallest holds — better friction on 
slabs. 

This boot cannot be used for hiking. 

Many other styles of hiking and mountaineering boots — send for 
free brochure. 

Fabian° Shoe Co., Ina_ 
DEPARTMENT A-2—SOUTH STATION 
BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS 02210 

1st WITH 
6 FASHION 
COLORS.. 

a BROWN 

GRAY 

SAND 

BLUE 

GREEN 

RED 

The Originator of 

the one-piece seam-

less upper with lac-

ing to the toe. 



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  

LOOKING FOR THE BEST? 

No. 96 and No. 86 
Nylon Fittings 

Cotton $095 
Canvas 

Waterproof $1295 
Nylon 

No. 330 and No. 331 
Nylon Fittings 
Nylon Bottom 

Cotton $1795 
Canvas I 

Waterproof $2395 
Nylon 

A

r\,\ 

 FREE 74-PAGE COLOR CATALOG 

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

CO-OP PRICES • DIVIDENDS TO MEMBERS 
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letters continued 

Dear Editor: 
I particularly enjoyed the article on 

the climbing of Minya Konka by Dee 
Molenaar. I have thought for some time 
that it would be of considerable inter-
est to have articles of historical inter-
est published in SUMMIT Magazine on 
a regular basis. I believe that we can 
still learn a great deal about mountain-
eering from the important climbs and 
expeditions of the past. I hope that 
more articles of this type will be pub-
lished in the future. 

J. S. Sanders, M.D. 
Jefferson City, Missouri 

Forrest 
Mountaineering 
Unique Climbing Equipment 

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

Box 7083 • Denver • Colo. • 80207 

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

535 North Larchmont Blvd. 
Los Angeles, California 90004 

Phone 469-2186 

Dear Editor: 
The article in the Sept. 1971 issue, 

"El Cap Future Climb," shows what 
will probably happen if the sport of 
climbing continues to grow at the 
same rate with inexperienced climbers. 
Routes will be down-graded when an 
inexperienced climber tries a route 
that is too hard for him and places a 
bolt. The rocks will become more and 
more scarred from pitons. Soon, there 
will be no room left, even in the wil-
derness. 

I am not an ardent conservationist, 
but I think that things could and 
should be slowed down a bit. 

Peter Williams Wright 
Asheville, So. Car. 

Statement of Ownership, Management and 
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PALISADE 
SCHOOL 

OF 
MOUNTAINEERING 

Eight seminars during July and 
August in the High Sierra near Big 
Pine, Calif. Each a week of fun, fel-
lowship of wilderness and rope. Com-
prehensive mountaineering experi-
ence for the novice, and continuing 
a unique leadership program for the 

proficient. 

Brochure available. 

Palisade School 
6201 Medau Place 
Oakland, Calif. 94611 
(415) 339-8310 

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 

pleasur dome 

sierra designs • 4th & addison • berkeley, california 94710 
send for catalog 

ODDS & ENDS 

HELP WANTED: General Manager, Retail. 
Must have above average backpacking ex-
perience and business know-how and offer 
a creative and aggressive approach to the 
problems of purchasing, pricing, inventory 
control, merchandising, promotion, and staff 
supervision. This opportunity is equal and 
unlimited. Attractive salary and incentive 
plan. Contact Don Douglass, President. 
Wilderness Group, Inc., P.O. Box 627, 
Claremont, California 91730. 

WANTED: Your thoughts on proper design 
of Alpine equipment. We will utilize your 
ideas in preparing a new line of backpack-
ing and mountaineering equipment, with 
production beginning this spring. For fur-
ther information, write: Firesign Mountain-
eering, Box 1026, Denver, Colorado 80201. 

Asheville, No. Car. —MOUNTAINEERING 
SOUTH — a complete climbing and back-
packing Specialty shop. We make our down 
gear and other items. Come by our store at 
845 Merrimon Ave. (next to Grace Restau-
rant). We offer complete repair service. 
Write for price list: Box 6412. Zip 28806. 

ALASKA 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. 

NEED STRONG MEMBERS for big spring 
Alaskan peak climb. Hunter? Foraker? Mc-
Kinley? Huntington? If interested, contact 
McNellie, 624 Wheaton, Kalamazoo, Michi-
gan 49008. 

CHOUINARD CRAMPONS — Limited sup-
ply. Send $35 to Mountain Paraphernalia, 
906 Durant St., Modesto, Calif. 95350. 

SKI TOUR COLORADO. Deep powder 
runs, forest solitudes, winter photography. 
Day trips, week excursions to mountain 
huts. Gore Range, Flattops, Snowmass-
Maroon Bells wildernesses. Equipment 
rental, professional instruction. Write The 
Wilderness Alliance, 3306S West Tanforan 
Drive, Englewood, Colorado 80110. 

ALASKA — 20,320-foot Mt. McKinley Ex-
peditions 1972! Taking applications now 
for May and July climbs to North America's 
highest peak —also for Wilderness Survival 
Treks. We offer Guide Services to individ-
uals and groups — anywhere, anytime! Write: 
Ray Genet, Talkeetna, Alaska 99676 or 
phone: (907) 733-2328 — 733-2198. 

ALUMINUM CARABINERS - Eiger Ovals 
10/$17.00- Bonaiti "D"s (open under body 
weight): Red Gates 10/$18.50, Blue Gates 
10/$21.00. Postpaid. MIDWEST MOUN-
TAINEERING, 1408 Hennepin, Minneapo-
lis, Minnesota 55403. 

CLIMBERS GUIDE TO ROCKY MOUN-
TAIN NATIONAL PARK AREA. 225 pages, 
over 300 routes, 30 photos. European style 
vinyl cover, pocket size. Available at bet-
ter climbing shops or from Walt Fricke, No. 
45, 1720 So. Marshall Rd., Boulder, Colo. 
80303 for $6.14 postpaid ($6.32 in Colo.). 
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introduce yourselF 
to the quiet 

white world 
oF ski-touring 

--; 

Eaavut Vottuteaza Sizo,a41 Tote. 

1041 Commonwealth Ave. 189 Linden St. Route 9 Main Street 

Boston, Mass. Wellesley, Mass. Amherst, Mass. N. Conway, N. H. 

254-4250 237-2645 413-253-5081 603-356-5433 

largest indepth selection of touring skis and down parkas 

ask about our rentals and free ski clinics 
- catalog on request - 



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

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. 

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


