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KNOW YOUR MOUNTAINS 

Mt. Teewinot in the Tetons of 
Wyoming as seen from the top of 
the Grand Teton. Photo by Ira 
Brant. 

Hurry for a storm approaches, 
Faster move the limbs and heart, 
No time for word reproaches, 
Lost all the joys of the start. 

Hurry the boom thunder frightens, 
The face now eddying mist, 
Snow commences then lightens, 
Dark stone with pattering fist. 

Hurry electric is tension, 
Abandon chaff but no axe, 
Rock a devil's invention, 
No ledge to rest or relax. 

Hurry the storm is upon us, 
Remember the fate of friends, 

Frostbites icy then gangrenous 
Stormbound endure frozen ends. 

Hurry the blow gale is roaring, 
Ice rime sly forming on all, 
Perhaps it's best not caring, 
Easier to die with a fall. 

Hurry the ropes still commanding, 
Uniting and stating a truth, 
Supreme effort still demanding, 
Despite muffled curse so uncouth. 
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Approaching the drop site. Left hand tower and needle in view. 

Mendenhall Towers from the air. 



SiJRV1VAI. 
ON THE 

MENDENHAU. TOWERS 

By John Svenson 
Photos by the Author 

Wump! 
Hypnogogic images turn a spiral across my eye-

lids and, though almost asleep, adrenalin courses 
through all parts of my body, and I snap to real-
ity. Heartbeats mingle with heavy breathing in 
the darkness of our snow cave. A heavy rumble 
outside the turmel entrance lets us know that 100 
mph winds are still screaming over the ridge not 
far above us. 

"Got the time, Loren?" 
A headlamp blinks on amid rustling nylon, 

thousands of diamonds cover our reclining forms 
and dazzle sleeping eyes, jets of white air shoot 
from our mouths. 

"Uh, 1:00 a.m." 
"Wow! Four more hours. I sure hope the ceil- 

ing's thick enough to hold!" 
A muffled silence descends upon us . . . 
"We've been here for four days. It can't give 

out now!" 
"Then what was that jolt?" 
"Must be that crevasse under the floor . . . 

From now on, I'm sleeping with my boots on." 

After some thinking I place all my gear within 
reach and wait. Tomorrow we start down, down 
the windswept ridge to the glacier, but that's in 
the morning, so I try to sleep and as thoughts get 
groggy my mind wanders back to the beginning 
of this climb that turned out to be as bad as we 
planned . . . or as bad as it could get. 

All of us came from Juneau, Alaska, only 31 
miles away, fifteen of which involved glacier travel. 
There are four of us: Jim Leath, Victor Lane, 
Loren Adkins and myself. Loren, a veteran of 
three major Alaskan expeditions inspired us into 
attempting a winter ascent of the "Mendenhall 
Towers" by flashing slides of massive unclimbed 
granite walls and tales about warm snow caves 
with lots of food to eat. 

Jim and Victor, having very little hard core 
experience with climbing, and myself, being used 
to hot Yosemite walls were reluctant at first, but 
soon gave in and started planning the "Menden-
hall Towers Expedition" to take place on January 
9th. 

Very few people if any, have ventured onto the 
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Packing willow 

wands up the second 

ice fall. 

Below: Expedition 

members with Towers 

in background. L to R: 
John Svenson, Jim 

Leath, Loren Adkins, 

Victor Lane. 
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Juneau ice field during the winter months. The 
towers jut into the sky thirteen miles up the Men-
denhall Glacier and can be seen from the Juneau 
airport. The highest peak, 7000 feet, has been 
climbed once, in the spring of 1959, by a party 
that was flown in. Since that time no other at-
tempts have been made. 

As Alaskans, this would have to be undertaken 
in an Alaskan manner which meant packing in 
from the end of the road, planes used for airdrops 
only. This led to the need of special gear for ex-
treme conditions. 

We started with a couple of test runs up small 
peaks with our gear, and found that four-man Mc-
Kinley tents blow down when winds approach 90 
mph. Army Arctic K-Boots were a necessity, just 
a double boot would have meant frostbite within 
an hour. Cleated snowshoes for climbing steep 
slopes made glacier travel much easier. The most 
creative and helpful invention (thanks to Loren's 
ingenuity) was the modified army felt-lined face 
mask. We took off the mouthpiece and added a 
4-inch polyethelyne muzzle. Between two wooden 
dividers was a copper pad. This device enabled us 
to face into 100 mph winds at —30 degrees and 
still be able to breathe comfortably. 

Having packed 300 willow wands, a folding sled, 
the four-man tent, and four days' supply of food 
up to the second icefall (six miles from the end of 
the road) in the, previous two weeks, we had rela-
tively light packs on the first day. Our airdrop of 
ten days' supply of food, iron, fixed lines, and a 
case of beer was scheduled on the 11th, giving us 
almost three days to pack to the peaks. 

First day out three pairs of snowshoes broke; 
we floundered across the glacier following a trail 
of wands put in the week before. This was our 
first taste of winter ice field weather, a clear cold 
spell had just begun and we were caught in the 
first of the North winds. It was —87 degrees this 
day as we forced our way, leaning into the wind 
toward our stash. By dark we had the tent pitched 
in an icy hollow; the wind died and was gone. 

We spent most of day two repairing snowshoes 
and repacking. By 4:30 p.m. we started skirting 
the icefall, reaching the top by dark. A full moon  

shone above the surrounding peaks, and the air 
was dead calm. We walked up the massive Men-
denhall Glacier, as unclimbed summits shone and 
sparkled against black skies on either side. It was 
eeerie and fantastic, but we laughed and joked. 
We spent the best night of our lives under the 
ever-growing forms of the dazzling towers. We 
pitched our tent at the base of the shoulder lead-
ing off the glacier to our peaks. It was a happy 
camp at 1 a.m. Tomorrow we were to get the air-
drop and dig our snow cave; then no weather 
would be able to blow us off the mountain. 

On the third day by 11:30 a.m. we snowshoed 
off the end of the glacier and started up the shoul-
der. A vertical rise of 1600 feet would bring us to 
a relatively level area almost at the base of the 
left-hand tower. Excitement mounted as we put 
on crampons and started to rise off the Menden-
hall Glacier; fantastic views opened up allowing 
us to see even distant Fairweather. 

The wind picked up and gusts would rush down 
from the peaks in huge clouds of snow. If alert 
we could see them coming and have time to ram 
an ice axe in and brace ourselves, but more than 
once we would be sent spinning off our feet, and 
the gale would shriek, then roll down the moun-
tain and out across the glacier to be lost in the 
flat expanse of whiteness. 

At 2:30 we threw our packs downs by the drop 
site, in a kind of hollow, but wide enough for a 
small plane to buzz through. On our left, 200 feet 
above, a fantastic spire of clean, sharp granite 
rose vertically out of the ridge, while ahead of us 
was a 1500-foot tower with a 900-foot, 80-degree 
granite face on its right side. Our planned route 
would go directly up the mixed rock and ice in the 
center. We started digging our snow cave as the 
sun set; no plane, getting dark, so we pitched the 
tent, still no plane, no radio contact. 

"Must be windy at the airport!" 
"Yeah, hope the weather holds." 
Under a full moon we ate and crawled into our 

down bags to await tomorrow. Suddenly a roaring 
was heard and the tent bellowed, sucked in, the 
center pole bent to the ground, crampon anchors 
ripped loose from the snow and smashed against 

5 



the nylon. Everything inside flew into the air, and 
sorrowful faces looked at each other. Jim and 
Victor stayed inside and held the tent down. 
Loren and I quickly dressed and collapsed the 
pole. Outside we floundered most of the time on 
our hands and knees. Total whiteout, we dove into 
the cave we had started and dug furiously for two 
hours by headlamps. Even though it was well 
below zero we were sweating. 

By 2 a.m. the four of us moved to the cave. 
While pulling the four corner anchors of the tent, 
Victor got his ice axe tangled in the lines. Without 
warning an extremely high gust ripped it loose 
from our hands and yanked Victor off his feet. He 
and tent sailed six feet off the ground and over my 
head down the slope for twenty yards before hit-
ting the ground. We charged down the mountain 
after him and he was saved. 

The next day Loren and I climbed up onto a 
ridge that put us in line of sight with the airport. 
Though fairly calm on the towers, we couldn't 
make radio contact and our plane wasn't in sight. 
The food was almost gone. Upon getting down the 
four of us set to work enlarging our cave, sleeping 
cubical for three, standing room, cook shelf, ben-
ches, and home was made. We ate our last meal 
that night and made plans to head down the next 
day if the weather looked like no airdrop. 

Things were worse the fifth day. A wind of 110 
mph and —30 degree temperature made the chill 
factor about -187 degrees. We couldn't go down. 
It would be rather risky trying to find the begin-
ning of our wand trail one-half mile below us in 
a whiteout. So we spent the day in down bags, 
taking shifts outside listening for aircraft. Dinner 
was composed of two lemon drops, one slice of 
salami, one slice of cheese, one cup of Swiss Miss, 
one cup of Wylers, per man. 

Another night descended upon us. Tomorrow 
must be the day to start down. Nobody down 
there could help us out of here. 

Morning welcomed us with sheets of ice skating 
and tinkling down the slope over our heads, and 
we slowly started mumbling. 

"Sure sounds bad out there!" 
"Yeah, it better change soon." 
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"We've gotta start down today!" 
"Uh . . . I don't know. . . could be a real risk." 
"Hey, Jim! Poke a snow block out and take a 

peek!" 
Jim scuffled to the tunnel entrance and jabbed 

at it with his ice axe . . . w000000sh! A hundred 
lions roared as a jet of fine powder shot across the 
snow cave turning Jim white; our ears buzzed with 
air pressure and Loren's air mattress expanded 
and contracted. Frantically the hole was plugged 
and we slumped back and sulked. With a pocket 
knife Loren sliced off our 4-oz. breakfasts of sa-
lami and cheese. 

Later in the day Jim, while keeping watch out-
side for our plane, decided to dig a latrine up 
slope. In the process he almost toppled into a 
yawning crevasse when the floor of his new cave 
dropped into a deep pit. Upon examining it we 
found that our snow cave was built directly above 
the icy gorge, and this didn't help our already over 
anxious minds. 

So another evening, another day. My feet 
wouldn't get warm any more even under down 
gear, and Jim had a badly frostbitten finger and 
nose. Tomorrow we would pack out regardless of 
the weather. We slept until 1 a.m., when an un-
usual disturbance awakened us, but slowly the 
clock ticked on and we sunk into a heavy stygian 
blackness. 

Our alarm buzzed at 5:30 a.m. and the wind 
screamed as though disturbed from a deep sleep. 
By 7:30 a.m. we crawled from the cave and se-
cured snowshoes to packs. It was the worst day 
yet; couldn't see, couldn't stand, and couldn't 
imagine what we would do if we walked off the 
wrong side of the mountain. 

A mixture of fear and awe filled our minds. The 
real challenge began here. We only took this 
chance because we had to. For a half mile we 
crawled, zigged, zagged, and stumbled down the 
shoulder, but luckily traversed into our line of 
wands. If you could have seen through our pig-
like face masks we would have been smiling, for 
the wands marked a ten-mile trail down the center 
of the glacier. Upon descending off of the shoulder 
we changed from crampons to snowshoes. 



This unique face mask 
allowed climbers to face into 

100 mph winds at —30 degrees 

and still breathe comfortably. 

We were soon to find out that just being off the 
mountain didn't have anything to do with a drop 
in the high winds. Blasting us from the left, we 
were blinded in that eye, and goggles couldn't be 
worn due to rime ice building up on them. Long 
icicles formed at the end of the muzzles and walk-
ing was done in ten-foot leaps and bounds. In one 
instance the wind dropped suddenly and I stood 
in calm sunlight. Overjoyed, I crunched ahead 
taking advantage of the rare stillness only to be 
yanked backward as the rope became taut. Glanc-
ing back I saw Jim, only 150 feet behind me, 
floundering on the ice in a screaming gale! 

Most of the wands were still in although often 
four or five had blown out and piled up against 
one of the strange toadstool ice formations that 
covered the glacier. By 4 p.m. we collapsed behind 
a huge rock about where the medial moraine 
should have been. Jim had lost one of his big mitts 
and nursed his icy fingers while we ripped off our 
snowshoes and strapped on crampons. 

Setting off again we soon came to a stash of 
one day's food buried along the line of wands, but  

with no time to eat we charged across the second 
icefall and started descending it as the sun sank 
below the horizon. 

We stopped to eat some "Danish Go Rounds" 
then raced to finish the last one and one-half 
miles of glacier before darkness set in. The wind 
died down and stars came out as we shuffled and 
wound our way through a mile of crevasses, then 
total darkness and no more glacier. Bathed in 
sweat we dropped our packs and switched on head 
lamps, still sub-zero so Loren "wore" the walkie 
talkie under his clothes to warm the batteries. 

Upon talking to Loren's father from the trail 
we found that an attempt was made to fly to the 
towers, but due to high winds they had to turn 
back. The climb ended at 10 p.m. as we stumbled 
into the parking lot. We hadn't made any first 
ascents or even started technical climbing on the 
towers, but due to the time of year and expected 
bad weather we had gained seven days of experi-
ence surviving in extreme conditions. We look 
back at this trip, not as a failure, but as a success 
in a test of survival. 
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EL CAP 
FUTURE 

CLIP! B By Galen A. Rowell 

"I'm not making it. Get ready for a fall," Paul 
yelled as his fingers slid from a barely discernable 
microflake. Fifty feet below, Pierre flipped the 
control lever from 1.5 fps* to STOP. Seconds later 
a muffled dragging sound preceded by an instant 
a sudden tension on the rope. Paul had fallen 
twenty-five feet. Lower me. I give up," he yelled, 
"You can have this lead, too." 

Pierre reached for the lever and switched it to 
0.5 fps, gradually increasing the setting to a rapid 
2.0 fps. He was tempted to lower Paul even faster. 
Hidden under his smiling composure was a mix-
ture of respect, jealousy, and contempt. Respect 
that Paul was'twelve years his senior and part of 
an older, accomplished generation. Jealousy that 
Paul had climbed five routes on El Capitan in the 
early seventies. Contempt that this man had ap-
proached him in a patronizing manner and was 
now unable to make the moves on the easier part 
of the climb. By the rules of NAM,** clients were 
required to make half the leads or the party must 
come down. So far, Paul had successfully led only 
two of the first seven pitches. Years before, NAM 
had decreed that only its members or guides with 
clients could use the single remaining route on El 
Cap. The other seventeen routes were ordered 
sealed by the first Commissioner of Mountaineer-
ing in 1978. 

* Feet per second 
** National Association of Mountaineers 
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Before beginning the lead, Pierre double-checked 
the guidebook: 

"PITCH #7 —HISTORY: Originally referred 
to as the pendulum into the Stovelegs which 
are a series of moderate cracks first climbed 
by Harding (deceased) by means of now-
illegal direct aid and legs sawed from old-
fashioned stoves. The Stovelegs were climbed 
free by Bridwell in the late sixties, but the 
pendulum (5.13) was not properly climbed 
until 1976 by Harlan Jones of Nigeria. SPE-
CIAL EQUIPMENT: Use a RR II with a 
#14 toe insert for the left foot and a PA IV 
with a #6 for the right foot. Grade 8 chalk 
will suffice for both hands." 

Soon Pierre disappeared out of sight, leaving 
Paul to contemplate the rope running through the 
silver-plated Doltbox in front of him. Incorporat-
ing 617 moving parts, the miraculous device at-
tached to the anchor, removing all doubts as to 
the certainty of belays. Anchors on El Capitan 
were titanium snaplinks fused permanently onto 
studs in deep holes, angled to avoid rope drag, 
and positioned exactly fifteen feet apart. Installed 
in 1980, these greatly simplified the sport by re-
moving the necessity of carrying pitons, cara-
biners, and hammers. 

"Off belay," came the cry from above. Paul 
moved the lever to RELEASE position, took the 
Doltbox off the rope and hooked it to his waist. 
After several crys for tension, he finally reached 
Pierre in the Stovelegs. 

"I'm sure I can lead this one," Paul said. "I did 
these pitches free in 1972." 

"You'll have to lead everything from here to 
Dolt Tower if we're going to have any chance at 
all. The hardest leads are up where Boot Flake 
used to be." 

"Used to be!" Paul exclaimed. "What happened 
to it?" 

"Where've you been?" Pierre, retorted. You 
mean you didn't hear about the rescue in '78 when 
the only surviving member of the party was left 
hanging from a bolt above the flake without a 
rope after the flake chopped the rope and his two 
companions?" 



"No, I never heard. I didn't get much news from 
the outside." 

"Were you isolated by the eco-failure?" 
"No, I was in jail. I did ten years and just hit 

the streets last month." 
"That explains a lot. Did you know how popular 

climbing had become while you were in jail?" 
"Sure. They let us see the Olympics on tele-

vision. I also saw Firing Line when that top 
climber of the sixties — wat's his name — debated 
William F. Buckley on bolting ethics. Wow! What 
ever happened to him after that disaster?" 

"He was committed for observation. Nobody's 
seen him since." 

"How did climbing get to be the nation's num-
ber one sport in just a few years. I was never 
quite sure of the details." 

"That's a long story," Pierre said. "I'll tell you 
about it tonight when we reach our bivvy site." 

Paul had kept in shape while he was in jail by 
weightlifting and jogging. All he could think of 
were the fine years he spent in Yosemite and how 
wonderful it would be to return after a ten-year 
absence. He was thirty-six, slender, muscular, and 
dedicated to the unstructured existence he had 

known in those fleeting early years. With hind-
sight, he could remember the first hints of the 
present: 

1971 — Yosemite Valley becomes world's first 
four - dollar - per - night - high - capacity-outdoor-gov-
ernment-operated motel . . . 1972 — Guided as-
cents of the big walls become frequent . . . Park 
naturalists quietly disappear and are replaced by 
armed policemen . . . 1973 — Reagan elected 
President. He takes the National Park Service 
from the Dept. of the Interior and merges it with 
the Army Corps of Engineers. Things look hope-
ful as the President appoints Warren Harding 
Chief Surveyor after a game of golf on the Ahwah-__ 
nee Golf Course, but a few months later, Harding 
tragically drowns in a half gallon of Red Mountain 
. . . The National Guard is given control of the 
Valley . . . 1974 — The name of Camp 4 is changed 
to Hoover Memorial Campground. All the camps 
are ruled under the continuation of the not-so-
unique theory pioneered in the wilderness by the 
Dept. of the Interior.* Paul is arrested in Camp 
Hoover for twenty-eight violations of Park Service 
regulations. He gets a ten-year sentence after re-
fusing to testify against a friend . . . 1975 . . . 
1976 . . . 1977 . . . 1978 — The eco-failure. Un-
predicted by most scientists, biological systems 
reached a threshold of damage where they began 
collapsing in rapid succession. At the end of a 
year, this biological fission had wiped out every 
warm-blooded animal on the globe with the excep-
tion of man, who was able, through a crash tech-
nological program to synthesize the necessary pro-
teins and nutrients from raw materials. It was 
predicted that by 1984, the only living things on 
the planet Earth would be man and a few isolated 
soil bacteria. Man almost didn't make it. The 
population of the world was reduced to 800 mil-
lion, and that of the United States to 60 million, 
before the system of synthetic nutrition was per-
fected. Of course, the small blocks of nutrient 
mixed with dextrose were a natural for big wall 
*Stated simply, the formula is L = R2  3-  D, where L = 
law and order, R = rules and regulation, and D = basic 
human dignity. The squaring of R was a simple task ac-
complished behind a desk in Washington, but the sub-
tracting of D called for imaginative innovation from the 
most creative minds in public service. 
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climbing, which thrived throughout the entire 
holocaust. In contrast, it can be said that the 
decade of the seventies was rather hard on the 
restaurant business. 

Reaching the lower ledge of El Cap Tower at 
dusk, 1,500 feet up the wall, Pierre announced to 
Paul, "We're going entirely too slowly. We'll never 
make the top tomorrow at this rate." 

"Do we have to make it in two days?" Paul 
replied. 

"That's what the rule says," Pierre said with 
an air of finality. 

After a long pause, Paul asked, "What is the 
fastest time on this route?" 

Pierre answered, "Three hours and thirteen 
minutes, just last month by a fifteen-year-old kid 
named Tommy Herbert. Just fantastic!" 

"He must really be good," Paul commented 
reverently. 

"It's not so much that. Lots of guys are good 
these days. Take a look at that twelve-page guide-
book description of this route. It would take four 
hours just to read and comprehend it. That kid 
must have a photographic memory!" 
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Throughout the evening Paul sensed a strange 
coolness in Pierre's manner. He did not speak un-
less he was spoken to, and even then he would 
reply in a curt, overly polite way. Early in the 
morning they arose from the bivouac and suddenly 
Pierre drew himself up quite formally and began 
to speak, "It is my duty as a licensed guide to 
inform you that your ability and technique is not 
commensurate with the climb for which you have 
engaged my services. We must discontinue the 
effort." 

Shocked, Paul replied. "You mean that we have 
to do down?" 

"No, we'll go up just a little farther." 
Pierre, tied on to the rope but unbelayed, began 

to scramble up the 5.9 crack to the upper ledge. 
A few minutes later Paul joined him with an upper 
belay. Clambering onto the ledge, Paul looked up 
with amazement. Behind Pierre and set directly 
into the facade of El Capitan, was a huge glass 
window. Behind the window were faces pressed 
against the glass. To the left of the window was 
a steel door. 

Pierre tapped on the glass and a man in an 



army uniform unlocked and opened the door. 
Dragging the haul sack behind him, Paul followed 
the guide into the depths of El Cap. They got onto 
an elevator and soon the door opened onto a giant 
automobile parking lot. "Part of the Master Plan 
of the seventies," Pierre said, seeing that his client 
looked bewildered. "One hundred thirty stories, 
twenty thousand cars, all hidden from view. Built 
when ecology was the watchword, and the Sierra 
Club objected to the paving of a meadow outside 
of the Valley for a large parking lot. Cut down too 
many trees, they said. But all the trees are gone 
now, anyway." 

Soon guide and client parted company and Paul 
began to wander through the vast subterranean 
lair created by the Corps of Engineers. Surround-
ing the drove of cars on each floor were shops, 
offices, and guiding concessions. A sign over a 
doorway caught Paul's eye. It read, "Go climb a 
rock, but do it on the Charles Pratt Memorial 
Tramway." In smaller letters, Paul continued to 
read, "Hourly trips to Sentinel Rock, Cathedral 
Spires, Lost Arrow, and Half Dome. Exciting, Ex-
hilarating, and Safe." 

Paul hesitated and then walked impulsively 
to the ticket window. After buying a ticket, he 
was handed a pamphlet and told to take an ele-
vator to the eighty-third floor, where a moving 
floorway would deliver him to the terminal. Fol-
lowing the instructions, he soon found himself 
standing in a fenced alcove looking out across the 
Valley. He wasn't sure, but something seemed 
strangely familiar about the place. He sat down 
to wait for the cable car and began to read the 
pamphlet which described the natural features 
enroute and exactly where to look for the climbers. 
A few minutes later he heard a gradually increas-
ing rumble. Soon a cable car came grinding to a 
halt. Seating himself near the back of the car, Paul 
found himself across from an older couple who 
were discussing the events to come. The man was 
saying, "I hope we get to Sentinel in time to 
watch Jimmy Bridwell finish the west face. The 
paper said he was going to solo it this morning. 
He's not as good as, say Tommy Herbert, but you 
have to admit that climbing 5.13 cracks when 
you're forty years old isn't too bad." 

"I like his style, and the way he smiles," the 
woman replied. 

With a lurch, the car began to roll out across 
the cable. Paul looked down with a new fear which 
he had not experienced while climbing. Regaining 
his composure he turned around and looked back 
at El Capitan. Staring at the dark hole from 
which the cable emanated Paul had an abrupt 
realization. Startled, he voiced his thoughts to 
no one in particular, "We've just come out of the 
Cyclop's Eye on the North American Wall." 

Across the aisle, the older man leaned over to 
his wife and said, "North American Wall. 1964. 
Chouinard, Robbins, Pratt, Frost. A pioneer route 
sealed by the Commissioner in '81 because of 
dangerous rock." 

The woman smiled and said, "I know, dear. I 
saw it on that History of Climbing spectacular we 
watched on TV last week." 

The man replied, "That was an amazing show. 
You could almost feel the destiny of climbing as 
the national pastime in those early photos. With 
the eco-failure, baseball was doomed. Too much 
dependence on organic materials. Oh they re-
placed grass with Astroturf in the late sixties, but 
baseball has a long tradition of horsehide-covered 
balls, hickory bats and rawhide gloves. Climbing, 
on the other hand, never had any relationship to 
nature. The classic items of equipment — pitons, 
carabiners, bolts, nylon ropes — were all syn-
thetically manufactured. And the climbers them-
selves never cared —" 

Just a minute sir," Paul interrupted, "I used 
to climb back then and it wasn't that way at all. 
We did care—" 

"Oh no you didn't," came the intercepting voice 
of the woman, tempered with righteous indigna-
tion. "I saw an excerpt from an old movie made for 
television in the late sixties about a climbing 
school, and there wasn't one hint of any concern 
for nature. It was all clangings of hammers, pitons, 
and carabiners mixed with direct aid climbing and 
pendulums. At least the modern' boys don't use 
any of that stuff." 

"You just don't understand," Paul said in a 
bewildered voice. For the rest of the trip he was 
silent, staring sullenly out of his window as the 
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passengers in the car pointed eagerly to the fa-
mous routes and people on the granite below. A 
single sentence from an antiquated biological book 
kept running through his mind, "Life itself is a 
state of enormous general improbability." 

Through the window in the front of the car, 
Paul could see Half Dome, rearing its white bald 
head above a ghost forest of decaying trees. The 
eco-failure had even destroyed the black streaks 
of lichen on the northwest face, and the dome now 
looked like a piece of white marble sculpture. 

Paul didn't bother to disembark on the summit 
of the dome with the rest of the passengers. He 
waited quietly in the rear of the car and did not 
show any sign of activity until the cable car 
homed in on the Cyclop's Eye. Pressing his face 
to the window, his eyes followed the climbing 
route on the El Cap nose until they reached a 
glint of light reflecting from the pane of glass 
above El Cap Tower. "Can this really be happen-
ing?" he muttered under his breath. 

Leaving the tramway, he stood by the fence in 
the alcove and watched a new load of chattering 
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tourists clamber into the car. His gaze followed 
the car as it creaked and groaned from the ter-
minal along the steel thread in the sky, shriveling 
in size until he was no longer quite sure he could 
see it. Lowering his eyes onto the Valley floor, 
he spotted the wreckage of old buildings, de-
stroyed by the spring floods of water, mud, and 
stones that had passed through the Valley every 
year since the eco-failure. A sudden pulsation ran 
through his body and his hands tightened their 
grip on the guard rail. Slowly, deliberately, he 
vaulted the railing and disappeared in a rush of 
air over the side. 

A woman screamed. Several men ran towards 
the attendant. "I was standing next to him. I saw 
it. He just jumped, for no reason at all," one man 
exclaimed. 

"What did he look like?" asked the attendant. 
"Middle thirties, dressed in climbing garb," 

came the reply. 
The attendant took a deep breath, looked at 

the ground, and said, "I know the type. That's 
the fifth one this year." 



Late Summer at Island Lake 
By Del Owens 

It was mid-afternoon on a clear September day 
when the trail led us up over a grassy little pass 
and we saw the lake sprawled irregularly below 
us, its sudden deep blue making a well-defined 
break from the lighter gray of the granite rising 
beyond. 

Fremont Peak, second highest summit in Wyo-
ming's Wind River Range, is the monarch here — 
not so much by merit of beauty as by bulk and 
height. It sits imposingly, if a little glumly, some 
31/2  thousand feet above the lake, and somewhat 
farther back from it than would appear at first 
glance. A rough ridge drops down from its right 
(S) side, then swings back up to connect with the 
summit of Jackson Peak, which is of slightly les-
ser proportions. A few miles away to the left is 
seen a shapely group of sharp peaks lifting them-
selves above the Titcomb Gorge, with the snow-
faced triangle of Mt. Woodrow Wilson in their 
center. 

At this time of year one is likely to encounter 
few people in the back country. Dick and I passed 
a few fishermen at other lakes along the 14-mile 
trek from Elkhart Park, but once we arrived at 
Island Lake where we would camp, we saw no 
one. There was just that far-reaching emptiness 
and quietude familiar to all who have traveled in 
the more remote mountain country. 

The next day we climbed Fremont, and the fol-
lowing day, Jackson. Both summits offer problem-
atic ascents for those seeking them, but we chose 
the alternate routes which require more marching, 
perserverance, and stamina than skill. For Fre- 

mont we followed the Indian Pass trail toward 
Jackson for a while, then angled off to the south-
west buttress of Fremont and clambered up talus, 
moderately steep slabs, and boulders to the sum-
mit. On Jackson we headed for the semi-saddle 
visible on the ridge to the south of the summit, 
then turned up the long, tilting snowcap to the 
top. On this peak there was loose rock which made 
the going less than pleasant in a few steep places. 

Stretching away from the base of Jackson is a 
gently-sloping upland valley of rock, grass, and 
shallow lakelets — a desolate, but restrainedly 
beautiful wilderness within itself. Notable sum-
mits seen from here include Knifepoint Mountain 
and Ellingwood Peak; the many-spired ridgeline 
of the one is offset by the conservative symmetry 
of the other. Once up on the slopes of Fremont, 
you look across to the jagged crests topping the 
western headwall of the Titcomb Gorge, and down 
to green glacial lakes lying abandoned below. 

In spite of clear skies and abundant sunshine 
it was violently windy and cold on top of Fremont, 
so that we went scrambling back down over the 
boulders as fast as we could manage, after a very 
brief paying of respects that did not even include 
signing the summit register. But the next day on 
Jackson it was so mild that we were able to spend 
as much time as we wanted, studying the vista 
from which we had fled somewhat unapprecia-
tively before. 

The aspect from these peaks is indeed grand. To 
the north, across the expansive Fremont Glacier, 

to page 15, please 13 
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The west faces of Fremont Peak (13,730') and Jackson (13,400') in Wyoming's Wind River Range are seen 
here above Island Lake, in the Bridger Wilderness. Just left of Fremont is Sacagawea; Mt. Helen is far left. 

"The Clutch of Despair" on Fremont's south face. From Jackson. 



"Beautiful Wasteland," between Island Lake and Jackson. On the left is Cairn Peak; in the background are 

the three summits of Mt. Lester. 

from page 13 

rises a forceful line of granite-and-snow summits, 

reigned over by white-capped Gannett Peak, high-

est of the Wyoming mountains. Here one looks 

into the heart oi the harshest, most isolated repre-

sentatives of the Wind Rivers, few of whose sum-

mits are attained casually. In the northwest dis-

tance can be seen the aristocratic columns of the 

Tetons, ever-so-delicately etched against the sky-

line. 
Looking southeast down the range, the impres-

sion is comparatively milder; there are plenty of 

aggressive peaks throughout this region, but from 

here they do not present so striking an appearance 

as do the northern members. Anyone familiar with 

the southern watchguards of the range will easily 
spot the distinctive profiles of Temple and Wind 

River Peaks many miles distant. 
It should be noted that a view of Fremont from 

the north or east will reveal a massive sheet of per-
manent snow and ice plastering the northeast face  

of the peak — the upper portion of the Fremont 

Glacier mentioned above. Snowfields which drop 

sharply off the north face of Jackson merge with 

the Knifepoint Glacier lying in the valley below. 

These aspects of the two summits offer an im-

pression completely different from that given by 

the barren west faces, which have practically no 

snow at all in late summer. 
Eventually we departed from our lookout on 

Jackson, to make our way down and back to camp 

at the lake; the late-afternoon sun was still warm 

when we arrived and dropped down on the grass. 

Before nightfall and starlight there was time to 

doze, to look up to where we had been and to 

places we had not been, to speculate on future 

trips, and to savor the remaining leisure of the 

present one. 
Winter snows were not far away, and it would 

be a long time until the return of summer days like 

these. 
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more information on 

Rainier's Summit Ice Caves 
By Eugene P. Kiver and Martin D. Mumma 

The twin summit craters of Mount Rainier may 
contain as much as 500 feet of ice and snow. Hot 
volcanic gases from the volcano move upward be-
tween the crater floor and the ice fill and have 
melted out over one mile of ice cave passages in 
the east crater. The passages are located near the 
edge of the crater and do not cross the crater cen-
ter as suggested by Lee Nelson's map (Summit, 
April, 1971). The dimensions and locations of the 
cave passages will change with variations in geo-
thermal heat release. Thus, the caves are useful in 
recognizing heat increases that might be associ-
ated with an impending volcanic eruption. 

Obviously, close observation of these caves is 
necessary for .the next few years until the caves 
are better understood and the recent heat increase 
reported by the U.S. Geological Survey has been 
fully evaluated. We studied the caves intensely 
during our ten-day expedition to the summit last 
summer and plan to continue our studies during 
1971. We cannot climb to the summit every month 
of the year, so that supplemental observations of 
the caves, especially during the winter or early 
spring, would be welcome. 

Useful observations that could be made by 
mountaineers who visit the caves include spot 
measurements of passage dimensions, air tempera-
ture, the location of dome-like melt features ("ice 
cups") in the walls and ceilings, and whether 
ridges of rock debris are away from or against the  

downslope wall. We suspect that these small ridges 
of talus form against the cave wall and that 
changes in the position of the wall occur season-
ally or with variations in heat release. The spot 
measurements of passages could be made in those 
areas that are easily located on the accompanying 
map. 

Dangers in the ice caves are no greater than in 
conventional limestone caves. Dependable light 
sources, common sense, and not being overly tired 
are extremely important. Most of the cave pass-
ages are quite large and are filled with fresh air 
except for some sulfurous gases in the west crater 
caves. No special breathing apparatus is necessary 
in either the east or west crater caves. Some 
treacherous talus slopes occur, but they can be 
avoided unless one wishes to descend to the bot-
tom of the "big room" (see "lowest accessible 
point" on map) . Only one instance of roof col-
lapse was noted in the entire east crater system. 
Collapse is apparently quite rare, but can involve 
ice blocks weighing over 500 pounds. 

Some of the unsurveyed side passages on the 
southwestern edge of the crater as well as the 
large passage on the northwest require ropes to 
explore. With the few exceptions _rioted above, the 
only other dangers are the ever-present threat of 
bad weather, the climb on the mountain slopes, 
and the automobile drive between your home and 
Mount Rainier National Park. 
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Aconcagua, the highest peak in the Western Hemisphere. 

IFFE ASCENT 
Depending on which world atlas one reads (or 

believes) the height of Aconcagua is given at 
22,834 feet or 23,034 feet (7021 meters). Mt. 
Aconcagua, the highest peak in the Western 
Hemisphere, is located in the Andes on the 
southern border of Argentina. It is a massive rock 
upthrust that dominates this part of the Andes 
chain — barren and almost devoid of snow. It 
has been disparagingly referred to as the world's 
highest rubble pile. For the admitted "altitude 
hunters," it's a natural due to the ease of access, 
the challenge of the elements, and the altitude. 

Paul Williams (an attorney) led the trip. This 
was Paul's second attempt on the mountain. When 
Paul first asked me to join him I had just re-
turned from my second ascent of McKinley and 
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was temporarily tired of (and from) altitude. I 
refused. As time wore on, and fatigue wore off, 
Paul wore me down. The other members of the 
party were Dr. Paul Gertsmann, James Henriot 
(an attorney), Michael Hansen and his wife Joan 
(both attorneys) and Victor Solome, an aviation 
student from Mexico City. Paul had invited Victor 
to join as a tribute to Father De La Mora, a Mex-
ican priest that died on Aconcagua in a storm on 
Williams' first attempt. This was to also be a 
memorial climb to the priest. The climbing club 
in Mexico City had pooled their resources and 
sent Victor to join us. 

We decided to take our food and fuel with us. 
Two hundred and fifty pounds of food were pur-
chased and packed in Seattle along with 54 cylin- 



Plaza de Mu! as, the first refugio at 13,500 feet. 

OF ACONCAQUA By Charles Crenchaw 

ders for the Bluett stoves. We were 57 kilos over-
weight when we transferred at Los Angeles to 
Aeroleanas Peruvian. Obviously, there are advan-
tages of attorneys in the party for after a bit of 
head nodding and arm waving between Paul Wil-
liams and the airline agent, the whole mess was 
loaded without our paying one extra penny. 

One common approach to the mountain is to 
fly to Santiago, Chile, clear customs and travel by 
car or bus into Argentina, having to clear cus-
toms in both Argentina and Chile. Another way is 
to get a through flight to Mendoza, Argentina, 
which requires a transfer in Santiago, Chile to a 
local airline, with the need to clear customs only 
in Argentina. This we did. Clearing customs 
turned out to be no problem. We piled all packs,  

food and Bluett cylinders in a big heap, explained 
we had come to climb Aconcagua, opened our per-
sonal bags and one sample food can for inspection, 
and the Inspector proceeded to stamp the heap 
and we were on a bus to our hotel in about 1/2  
hour. 

A friend of Paul Williams' met us at the hotel. 
With him he brought Hannes Neuwirth who 
wanted to join us on the climb. Hannes was a 
climber from Austria that was touring South 
America on a bicycle. He had done some signifi-
cant climbing in the Alps and had fine creden-
tials so after a party caucus, we decided to let 
him join us. 

To my knowledge, Aconcagua is the only moun-
tain in the Andes that one needs permission to 
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The approach to Aconcagua. The trail goes 26 miles to Plaza de Mulas. 

climb. The following morning, February 6, Paul 
Williams went to see the General of the Army 
that controls that section of Argentina where the 
mountain is located. The General granted us per-
mission to climb and also permission to use the 
Army's mules to pack our gear to the base of the 
mountain. The rest of the morning was busy — 
Paul and Victor went to rent a bus, Hannes went 
to get his gear, and the rest of us went to find a 
supermarket to buy additional food. If one is not 
touchy about food in South America, there is no 
need to carry food, for we found a really good 
supermarket with everything except instant rice 
or instant potatoes. We got toilet tissue, corned 
beef, sardines, bread, 12 liters of fine wine and a 
case of beer. When all of Mendoza stopped for 
siesta we loaded our gear (plus Hannes' bike on 
the top) into the rented bus. We had a circle of 
spectators five people deep watching our show. 

From Mendoza, we drove south following much 
the route and roads that the Incas constructed. 
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Puente Del Inca (The Bridge of the Incas) is 
180 kilometers from Mendoza and is the location 
of the isolated Army post from which the climb 
starts. We were met by Major Carlos Bulacois, 
Post Commander of the Mountain Ski Troops 
(their major job is to control smuggling over 
15,000-foot mountain passes). They really treated 
us well. We were quartered in the casino of the 
Commandant, who apologized for the short no-
tice when he served us a multi-course dinner which 
included eight bottles of wine. The following day 
we loaded the packs for the mules (about 170 
kilos per mule). At lunch we had a celebration 
for Naomi Nemura, a young Jananese climber, 
who had just returned from a solo climb of Acon-
cagua which took him only three days. (In 1970 
he climbed McKinley solo in five days.) A splen-
did man. 

On February 8 at 6:40 a.m. we left for the 
mountain. From the Army post the route follows 
a trail 26 miles up the Harcones Valley to the first 



Paul Williams, suffering from pulmonary edema, is evacuated from 17,400 feet on a makeshift litter made by 
lashing two Kelty's together. 

refugio, Plaza de Mulas, which is at 13,500 feet. 
The major rode with us to Plaza de Mulas. The 
group consisted of 27 mules (11 for us riders and 
16 pack mules) and five barking dogs that trotted 
along. Getting to Plaza de Mulas is no easy 
trick, even on a mule, for there are several swift 
streams to cross and parts of the trail hang on the 
edge of cliffs — at several places the packs on 
the mules scraped the cliff sides. The major de-
parted but left two soldiers at 13,500 feet to 
guard our gear while we climbed. We met an in-
teresting Italian that also rode to Plaza de Mulas. 
He made the 7th ascent of Aconcagua in 1934; 
had a copy of the Italian Alpine Club Journal to 
prove it. We were never certain whether he in-
tended to climb with us or had come up to take 
pictures for he spoke only Italian and Spanish and 
used these interchangeably in the same sentence. 
Victor and I agreed that I would only speak Span-
ish and he would only speak English when we 
conversed. This way we both practiced. Beware  

of the water supply here for the snow is sparse 
and the mules have total access to the water melt-
ing from the Harcones Glacier (hence the wine). 
We strolled to 15,000 feet the following day to 
scout, the Austrian climbed a 16,000-foot un-
named peak and Paul Williams scouted the Har-
cones Glacier. February 10 we moved up to re-
fugio Anarticia which is a new refugio built in 
1966 at 17,400 feet elevation. It was a long steep 
trip which took us most of the day. There was a 
small amount of snow which we could chop for 
melting. We planned to spend a day here. The 
refugio was too small for all the party and we 
had difficulty pitching the tent on the rocks. Vic-
tor, Paul Gerstmann and I slept in the tent, the 
others in the refugio. 

February 11th it was a cold 18'; the wind was 
blowing hard and we slept almost until noon. We 
started to make hot chocolate when Jim Henriot 
called in alarm to Dr. Gerstmann that Paul Wil-
liams did not respond to being awakened. Paul 
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The author at the Berlin Refugio, 18,500 feet. It was built by Germans in memory of a companion who died 
there. 

had pulmonary edema. Dr. Gertsmann told us we 
had to get him down immediately. Victor was 
sent to Plaza de Mulas to notify the soldiers to 
bring up mules so we could get Williams down. 
We tied two Kelty packs together, lashed Williams 
to this make-shift litter and four of us started 
carrying him down; Joan carried one pack with 
some water and food for us. We left shortly before 
1 p.m. and arrived at Plaza de Mulas at 8:15 p.m. 
very tired. The soldiers brought in blankets which 
we put on Paul. He was not responding to the 
lower elevation very well but was able to take a 
spoonful of tea. While we were having our prob-
lems with Paul, the Italian who stayed at 13,500 
feet got pulmonary edema and was carried out 
on the one good mule left at 13,500 feet. 

On February 12 Paul revived a bit, and was able 
to sit outside the refugio in the sun. More mules 
came in the afternoon so we sent Paul out. Dr. 
Gertsmann went out with him. On February 13 
we returned to refugio Anarticia. The following 
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day we moved up to 18,500 to the 3rd refugio, 
Berlin. The new refugio is called Berlin as it was 
built by the Germans in memory of a companion 
that died there. The weather was good, no winds. 

Henriot and I went to scout the route. We 
planned to climb to the summit on the 15th. It 
was 8° when we left at 7:15 a.m. for the summit. 
There were no route finding problems via the stan-
dard route. We climbed to 20,500 feet past the 
last refugio which was no longer fit for use. The 
contour of the mountain forces one to either gain 
and follow the ridge (this is the Polish route), 
or stay at the base of the ridge and traverse a gi-
gantic rock slide area to a prominent gully which 
starts at 22,000 feet and ends at the summit. 
Everything moves in the gully and it is slow prog-
ress to take four or five breaths per step and slide 
back part way. Victor was the first on the summit. 
About a minute later I stepped onto it. We took 
pictures and I lit a cigar which didn't want to 



The upper part of the south face of Aconcagua, a sheer drop of more than 70,000 feet. It was climbed in 1954 
by a French team. 

burn at that altitude. Henriot came up and finally 
Joan Hansen and her husband Mike. Joan was 
the first American woman to climb Aconcagua 
(only four Americans had made it prior to us). 

We were slow descending and darkness caught 
us before we reached the rock slide. This had 
been described as the most dangerous part of the 
route and true to its reputation it let go. Victor 
and Henriot got across and I was preparing to fol-
low when the slide let go. If I'd have been 30 
seconds earlier I'd have been wiped off. We had 
left a nylon tent in a sheltered area about 21,500 
feet which we found. Mike, Joan and Victor slept 
in the tent and Jim Henriot and I buttoned up 
and slept outside. The night was calm. Aconca-
gua by the standard route is not a difficult climb 
yet I describe it as a killer mountain. When we 
climbed there had been fewer than 200 successful 
ascents yet 38 persons had died on it. There is a 
tendency to go light because of the refugios, but 
high winds and intense storms develop almost  

without warning and there is no place to find 
shelter. The terrain is completely barren. 

At daybreak we started back for refugio Berlin 
where we drank a lot of water and slept. At noon 
we were awakened when two Japanese, three 
Chileans and Dr. Gerstmann arrived. The refugio 
was too small for all of us so we packed and re-
turned to Plaza de Mulas (13,500 ft.). I'd prom-
ised Dr. Gerstmann I would climb again to the 
summit with him but I knew I did not have an-
other summit attempt left in me. I had my usual 
high altitude hacking cough and they were all 
watching me. Paul climbed on the 18th with the 
Japanese and I waited for him at the Plaza de 
Mulas. The others walked out so they could tour 
in Peru. Paul came over the ridge in the afternoon. 
He made the summit. He slept for a couple of 
hours and we started out the 26 miles to Puente 
de Inca. We had had a splendid climb, a bit of 
drama that came out all right and a closeness 
among friends that lasts to this day. 
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scree 
BOUNDING DOWNWARD 

Sheridan Anderson, whose satirical 
drawings have many times graced the 
pages of SUMMIT, was seriously in-
jured recently when he fell while tra-
versing a slabby, rock-strewn hillside 
above Echo Lake, in the Sierra Nevada 
near Lake Tahoe. He stepped on a 
large boulder, and when the boulder 
rolled Sheridan rolled with it, bouncing 
and bounding 70 feet. When he stopped 
he had a crushed vertebra and sundry 
other injuries. He had been on his 
way to visit Warren Harding's climb-
ing school, Downward Bound. 

TETONS 
The Tetons this summer bore the 

marks of a heavy winter. The amount 
of snow on the peaks at the end of 
July was extraordinary, being five to 
ten feet deep in the bottom of Garnet 
Canyon. Lake Solitude was still total-
ly frozen in mid-July. Torn and shat-
tered timber strewn by massive ava-
lanches lay in great piles in Avalanche 
and Cascade Canyon. 

GUIDES' WALL — The one thousand 
foot Guides' Wall is on the lower flank 
of the south side of Storm Point, about 
two hours' walk up Cascade Canyon. 
Early this summer TM Herbert, Yvon 
Chouinard, and Juris Christiansen made 
a new route of high quality—steep, 
with sustained moderate climbing and 
one difficult pitch, all on good rock. 

SYMMETRY SPIRE — This popular 
low altitude Teton peak (10,546 feet) 
took six lives this year. Three fell to 
their death from the peak itself, in ad-
dition to the party of three that drowned 
in a waterhole. 

WIND RIVER RANGE 

AMBUSH PEAK (12,173 feet). This 
peak lies two miles SW of Mt. Hooker. 
In July, Larry Young and Steve Arsen-
ault made a new route on the NE face 
face in 21/2  days. Grade V 5.8 A4. 

SIERRA NEVADA 
MERCED PEAK — Ken Boche and  

Mary Bomba made the first ascent of 
the north face of Merced Peak in the 
Yosemite high country. 5.7, 500 feet. 

DESERT CLIMBS 
STANDING ROCK—The second as-

cent of this 325-foot sandstone spire 
in Utah was finally made by Bill For-
rest and Kris Walker. Described by 
Steve Roper in the 1970 issue of AS-
CENT as "one of the most difficult 
and dangerous routes in the desert," 
Standing Rock was first climbed in 
1962 by Layton Kor, Huntley Ingalls, 
and Steve Komito. Forrest reports 
Roper's evaluation accurate, especial-
ly of the first two pitches, but the 
route starts on the north, not the east 
face, and is mainly a north face route. 

CLEOPATRA'S NEEDLE—The pair 
also made a new route on this classic 
sandstone spire, the first ascent of 
the west face. Two pitches of moder-
ate aid and free climbing. 

YOSEMITE 
EL CAPITAN — The Yosemite spring 

was wet and cold, and many parties 
who would have made ascents of El 
Capitan were frustrated by the weath-
er. Some of these thwarted El Capi-
tanians stayed into the summer, pre-
ferring to take their chances with the 
sun. They, and others who arrived 
later took advantage of the compara-
tively cool weather and racked up an 
unusually number of mid-summer as-
cents. The more salient of the suc-
cesses were: 

SALATHE-WALL— Peter Haan, until 
recently known primarily for his boul-
dering prowess at Indian Rock in 
Berkeley, on July 7th made the first 
solo ascent of the Salathe-Wall. This 
ascent, remarkable enough in the time 
taken (six days, with two pitches 
fixed) and in his doing all of the nor-
mally free pitches without aid, verges 
on the incredible when one considers 
Haan had never done a Grade V, and 
this was his first Grade VI. An inspir-
ed achievement. 

NEW ROUTES 
AQUARIUS—In June, Jim Bridwell 

and Kim Schmitz put up a new line 
between the west buttress and the 
Dihedral Wall. The route starts near 
the left side of the great apron be- 

tween these routes and meanders to a 
ledge about 1,000 feet up, where the 
wall steepens. Earlier this year they 
had reached a high point several hun-
dred feet above this ledge. At the end 
of May, they climbed fixed ropes for 
21/2  pitches and quickly reached virgin 
territory 12 pitches up. They then 
climbed to Thanksgiving Ledge and 
finished up the west buttress, doing 
that section free, and reaching the 
top about 1:30 p.m., June 1st, on their 
third day—fast time for an El Capitan 
first ascent. They drilled 70 holes 
into which they placed either bolts, or 
aluminum dowls which, like Harding's 
rivets can make use of shallow holes. 
Bridwell says the route was the hard-
est he or Schmitz had done on El 
Capitan. 

ANOTHER NEW ROUTE—Rick Syl-
vester and Claud Wreford-Brown made 
a new route between the Heart Direct 
and the John Muir Route, using part of 
the lower Muir and going up the right 
side of the Heart (the Kroger-Davis 
route goes up the left side). After fix-
ing the first five pitches, they climbed 
to the top in 9 days, with Sylvester 
doing all, or nearly all, of the leading. 
They encountered 5.10 free climbing 
and "a lot of A4," and ran out of wat-
er two days short of the top. 

ELSEWHERE IN THE VALLEY 
Ken Boc.he and Russ McLean made a 

new route, RAINBOW, on the east face 
of the Ribbon Falls amphitheater in 
two days. 

Jim Bridwell and Mark Clemens 
reached the top of two narrow, con-
verging buttresses between Yosemite 
Falls and the Lost Arrow Chimney, 
which they named GEEK TOWERS. 
About 800 feet up, 1 day, 5.10, A3. 

The third ascent of the DIRECT NW 
FACE OF HALF DOME was made by 
Andy Cox and George Meyers. 

HALF DOME— SOUTH FACE — The 
first ascent of this 2,000-foot wall 
was made last year by Rowell and 
Harding in a six-day effort. Harding 
had been working on the route over a 
period of four years. A total of 180 
holes were drilled. In late May of this 
year Bugs McKieth and Ian Wade, both 
from Great Britain, now living in Can-
ada, made the second ascent, also in 
six days. They ran into bad weather 
near the top, and bivouacked in a snow 
storm. "My worst bivy," said McKeith. 
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Mountain  
6201 Wats Place 
Oakland, Calif. 94611 

 

1971 Brochure sent on request 

MOUNTAIN TRAVEL (USA)  
6201 Medau Place 

Oakland, Calif. 94611 

(415) 339-8310 

They arrived on top the next day in 
time to help rescue a party of three 
stranded on Sandy Ledge, 400 feet 
down on the NW face. 

THE PROW—Steve Arsenault made 
the first solo ascent of this Grade VI 
on the Washington Column. 

FREE CLIMBING 
Free climbing has been remarkably 

intense this year, with special empha-
sis on short climbs, primarily cracks. 
Many new, ferocious routes have been 
established, including several 5.11's. 
In the next •issue SUMMIT will pub-
lish a survey of this highly significant 
Valley free climbing and a summary of 
the new routes. 

FREE SOLOS 
There are two types of soloing. One 

involves protecting oneself, the other, 
free-soloing, is climbing without a 
rope, normally on a route without aid. 
Last year Mark Clemens free-soloed 
the LEFT SIDE OF REED PINNACLE. 
After climbing the 5.10 crack, he 
passed behind the "pinnacle" about 
50 feet below the top, and finished by 
climbing the 5.10 final pitch of the 
Triple Direct, a yawning, slippery-
sided bomb-bay horror that requires 
fine technique and strength, too. 

Peter Haan, in July, free-soloed the 
5.10, 400-foot CRACK OF DESPAIR 
from which, both leading and follow-
ing, a number of good climbers have 
fallen. 

John Stannard, who has garnered a 
considerable reputation for his free 
climbing ability in the Shawangunks  

of New York, visited Yosemite this 
year and made the third free ascent of 
SERENITY CRACK and the fourth as-
cent of NEW DIMENSIONS, both 5.11. 
Stannard was featured in an article on 
rock climbing in the September 3rd is-
sue of LIFE Magazine, a well-written 
article with a curious ending—either 
cryptic or snide. 

Royal Robbins 

FATALITY ON CHACARAJU 

Mike Hane of Berkeley, California 
was fatally injured while climbing on 
the south face of Chacaraju in Peru 
this summer. 

At the time of the accident, Mike 
was third on the rope, some 200 feet 
below the leader, Jerry Roach, who 
was moving up a vertical wall of ice 
on aid. He was less than 20 feet be-
low the top of the south face of the 
mountain at about 19,600 feet. Roach 
cut through a thin rib of ice to gain a 
stance, but it turned out that the rib 
was holding part of the wall under 
tension, and with its release, the ava-
lanche was triggered. There was just 
no way to tell that this was going to 
happen. Randy Berg, second on the 
rope, was hit and knocked out of the 
way. Mike Hane was hit directly with 
enough force to break carabiners and 
ice screws. 

After the arrival of two climbers with 
equipment from below, Mike was 
placed in a sleeping bag and lashed 
to a litter improvised from pack  

frames. It took the rest of the day and 
part of the night to lower Mike a thous-
and feet down the wall to an ice cave 
at 18,500 feet, where Dan Garnett, the 
expedition doctor, did what he could. 
The next day Mike was lowered and 
pulled dog-sled fashion down to base-
camp. Fifty-two hours after the acci-
dent, Mike arrived at a hospital. He 
died there the next morning, July 16, 
due to causes directly related to his 
head injuries. 
Other members of the Seattle-based 

expedition were: Rob Coppock, Gary 
Palmer, Mrs. Barbara Roach, Bill 
Hackett, and Warren Bleser, leader. 

Warren Bleser 

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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Write now for FREE catalogue 

HIGHLAND Outfitters 
P. 0. Box 121 

Riverside, California 92502 
Bankamericard - Master Charge 

"Lazy Backpacker" 

New from the 
Mountaineers: 

THE 
CHALLENGE 

OF 
RAINIER 

by 
Dee Molenaar 

In man's lifetime, Mount Rainier 
has been many things to many 
people, from an object of rever-
ence to early-day Indians living at 
its base, to a challenge and a 
training ground to the experienced 
mountaineer. 

In this new book, Dee Molenaar 
presents the first complete docu-
mentation of the climbing history 
of Mount Rainier. He covers the 
climbing environment; the dis-
covery and exploratory years; the 
pioneering efforts after 1900 that 
opened up 35 routes; the moun-
tain tragedies that have claimed 
18 lives on the peak, and the 
guides who knew the mountain so 
well. Sketches by the author (a 
seasoned expedition climber and 
once a summit guide and Park 
ranger himself) and more than 100 
photos provide the climber's view-
point high on the peak. 

This volume is for those who 
have responded to the challenge 
of Rainier, and those who yet as-
pire to test themselves on the 
peak. This is also a book for those 
to whom Rainier is a symbol of 
one of nature's last testing grounds 
for man's physical enterprise and 
endurance. 

352 pages, 7" x 10", hardbound; 
100 photos, many sketches and 
graphs. $12.95. 

101 HIKES in the North 
Cascades 

102 HIKES in the Alpine 
Lakes, South Cascades 
and Olympics 

50 HIKES in Mt. Rainier 
National Park 

Every rewarding trail in W. Wash-
ington is fully described and pic-
tured, or outlined for further 
exploring, in these three books. 
Easy-to-use format of sketch maps, 
trail directions, photos of scenic 
highlights. Features trips of 15-20 
miles or more in length for back-
packing or more rugged day trips; 
plus complete Cascade Crest Trail 
and new North Cascades Nat'l Park. 

"101" and "102": $4.95 each; 232 
pages, 115 photos, 105 maps, paper-
bound. "50" is $3.95; 120 pp, 72 
photos, paperbound. 

WILDERNESS TRAILS of 
Olympic National Park 

Guide to every trail and high route 
in Olympic National Park. 240 pp, 
23 photos, paperbound. $3.95. 

THE MOUNTAINEERS • P.O. Box 122, Seattle, Wash. 98111 
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ASCENT MAGAZINE 
Mountaineering annual published by the Sierra Club. 1971 issue 
(56 pages) available July 1. 1969 and 1970 issues still available. 
Price $3.00 per annual issue. (Please include local sales taxes 
applicable for New York, New Jersey and California.) 

Order from: 

Sierra Club, Mills Tower, San Francisco, California 94104 or your 
bookdealer. 
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AGERRY 
division of Outdoor Sports Industries, Inc. 
Dept. S-5 
5450 North Valley Highway 
Denver, Colorado 80216 

Gerry. 

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

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

CORLAY IV 
DOLTROPE 
Now available at stores in 
Oregon, Utah, Colorado, New Mexico, 
Wyoming, Arizona, Nevada, California, 
Montana, Vermont, New York, 
and New Hampshire. 

BACKPACKING & SKI TOURING 

Alm..m"716°'  SPECIALISTS 

.40. 

.... ...,.... wait 
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seAvi-1 41  
ALPINE RECREATION 

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

WOBURN 4-B Henshaw Street 617-935-4171 
Mass. 01801 Hours: Mon-Fri 8AM to 9PM, Sat 8AM to 6PM 

MOUNTAINEERING RECREATION 
LATHAM 960-A Troy-Schenectady Road 518-785-0340 
New York 12110 Hours: Mon-Fri 11AM to 9PM, Sat 9AM to 5PM 

ALBANY 268 Central Avenue 518-465-1174 
New York 12206 Hours: Mon-Fri 10AM to 9PM, Sat 9AM to 5PM 

(in the same store with Moe Engleman) 

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

alpen.lit,e 

the first 
really 
bitchin' 
pack 
Because of its —  
vibrant color light weig1ijEt$ i,j r comfort 
standup capability 

Available at —
back packer shop stanley andrews alpine sportshop 
neal's pack & piton pat's jonas westridge sport chalet 
sports and trails dan's skiing & mountaineering shop 
sports ltd tex's san diego ski chalet the open trail all-
american sporting goods ski haus 

alpenlite products • p.o. box 627 claremont, ca. 91711 



BONAITI • CARABINERS 

P.O. BOX 4037, SAN FERNANDO, CALIFORNIA 91342 

.. THE QUALITY LINE 

MADE IN THE UNITED STATES 

specialized 
alpine equipment 

do yourself a favor by writing for our free 

alpine equipment catalog to: 

SWISS 
SKI 
SPORTS 
559 clay street 
san francisco 
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Eiger Aluminum Carabiners 
10 for $17.50 
One inch Nylon Tubular Webbing 
Yellow. 4000 pound test. lk a foot 
Postage Paid U.S. Only 
— Immediate Shipment — 

DOLT MOUNTAIN 
EQUIPMENT 

DOLTCO Sales • Box 5579 
Santa Monica, Calif. 90405 

CAMP AND TRAIL EQUIPMENT 
Manufacturers of 

BACK COUNTRY BRAND 

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

8272 Orangethorpe Ave. 
Buena Park, California 

13ISI-TOP 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 

BETTER BUYS... 

. from Blacks selection of lightweight camping 
equipment for the hiker, climber, canoeist, 

or cyclist, including 

FRAMES & RUCSACS • CLIMBING HARDWARE 

ANORAKS & PARKAS • GOOSE DOWN BAGS 

LIGHTWEIGHT TENTS 

for full details — 

ASK YOUR LOCAL DEALER or 
SEND FOR NEW 1971 CATALOG 

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

Also in Ottawa, Ont., & Gt. Britain 
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BACKPACKING 
EQUIPMENT 

KAYAKS 

CANOES 

MOOR & MOUNTAIN 
Spring Surnmcr 1971 

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

Send for Spring-Summer 

1971 Catalog 

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

FINE ALPINE EQUIPMENT 
from 

one of Southern California's finest shops. 

We feature top equipment by: 

Chouinard • The North Face • Sierra Designs • Universal 
Edelrid • CMI • Dolt • Forrest Mountaineering • Galiber 
Lowa • Pivetta • Dunhams • Primus • Svea • Optimus 

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

6744 Brockton 
Riverside, Ca. 92506 

S I &SPOrt Ph. (714) 784-0205 
sport specialists

, 
 for your leisure time 

Riverside 

Ascender with spring wire $7.25 ea. 
115.00 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 25 postage per ascender/ 

50k air mail— 

GIBBS 
ASCENDER 

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

Especially applicable to equipment 
haulage, group ascents, fixed rope and , 
rescue operations. May be operated by 
hands or feet. Will not come off the 
rope accidentally. For use on ropes 

6"-'/2 " (8-13 mm) 

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

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

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. 

Send To: 

GIBBS PRODUCTS—H 
854 Padley st. 
SLC, UT. 84108 
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ROCK and SNOW 
A climbing store by climbers 

in the Shawangunks 

44 Main St., New Paitz, N.Y. 12561 
Tel. (914) 255-1311 

chouinard equipment 
P.O. BOX 150, VENTURA, CALIFORNIA 93001 
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SELF -ASSURED 

modele 
SUPER GUIDE R. D. 

SUPER R. D. 

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

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

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

you are "sure-footed" 

With 

Galibier 
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MOUNTAINEERING, Ltd. 

t;onsistently fine quality write 
for FREE 1971 HOLUBAR CATALOG 

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

I write to point out some inaccura-
cies and omissions in Thomas Martin's 
article on Mountain Sickness in the 
April issue. In the list of symptoms, 
the author has omitted mention of the 
most serious (and potentially fatal) 
ones: severe muscle cramps, difficulty 
breathing (a herald of pulmonary 
edema), and problems with mental 
acuity, ranging from loss of coordina- 

tion to loss .of consciousness (cere-
bral edema). The implication of alco-
hol as increasing the symptoms of 
mountain sickness is presented with-
out documentation (as is the rest of 
the article), and is superfluous, since 
the serious climber who is concerned 
about acclimatization is unlikely to 
be toting an extra six-pack. 

In his recommendations for weekend 
climbers, the author recommends a-
voidance of foods “which are difficult 
to digest," without either specifying 
which foods these might be or recom-
mending easy-to-digest fare. Conso-
lazio et al. recommend a high carbo-
hydrate (70%), low fat (20%) diet to  

minimize altitude effects.1  While one 
study 2  suggested that physical fitness 
was associated with fewer symptoms 
at altitude, the numbers in the study 
were not statistically significant, and 
no conclusions regarding this associ-
ation can be drawn from the data. 

No mention is made of the use of 
drugs such as acetazolamide 3  or furo-
semide 4  to minimize symptoms. De-
pending on whom you read, either of 
these may be used immediately before 
and during the climb; the former is 
perhaps the safer of the two. 
This is the second article in the 

last six months to present a somewhat 
fuzzy, incomplete, and sometimes in-
accurate picture of acute mountain 
sickness. You owe it to your readers 
to do better than that. 

R. P. Billingham, M.D. 
Consolazio et al., Federation Proceed-
ings, May-June 1969 
Hansen, J.E. et. al., Military Medicine 
132:585, 1967 
Forwand, S.A. et al., New England Jour-
nal of Medicine 279:839, 1968 
Singh, I. et al., N.E.J.M. 280:175, 1969 

Dear Editor: 
The June 1971 issue has an item 

which upsets me by its tone. I am re-
ferring to the notice by Ernie Ander-
son, pg. 1, concerning the decision of 
the Navajos to forbid rock climbing on 
the Navajo Indian Reservation. Wheth-
er it was intended or not, the tone of 
Mr. Anderson's announcement is abus- 

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 

20,320-foot 
MT. McKINLEY 
EXPEDITIONS 
Departure Dates 

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

Box 48, Anchorage, 
Alaska 99501 

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 



KELTY 
winter hiking 

snow camping 

cross country skiing 

snow-shoeing 

trip suggestions 

winter photography 

inquire about our 
winter camping course 

KELTY mountaineering-backpacking 
1801 Victory Blvd., Glendale, CA 91201 

(213) 247-3110 

WINTER HOURS: M,T,VV,F — 930 to 6 
Th — 9:30 to 9 Sat — 9 to 5 

4
4 

Aeozr 

send for catalog 

department S 
1615 university ave., 
berkeley, ca. 94703 
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ive to the Navajo. In fact, the Navajo 
decided to enforce the regulation ban-
ning climbs on rock formations which 
they consider to be sacred because 
the rock climbers themselves insisted 
upon defacing such formations with 
cairns, etc. To have been allowed to 
climb these rocks in the first place 
was an honor which they should not 
have jeopardized by defacing the sac-
red places of the Navajo. In a sense 
to the Navajo, it is as if an expedition 
had received permission to traverse 

the ceiling of the Sistein Chapel and 
had painted a big red X in the middle 
on its way across. We all believe in 
freedom of the hills and the liberty to 
climb and hike where we please, but 
that freedom and liberty demands that 
we respect the rights of others. When 
the rights of others include the rights 
of such a misused and misunderstood 
people as a tribe of Indians, I suggest 
we be even more courteous in our 
actions. 

Barbara E. Smith 
San Diego, Calif. 

Dear Editor: 
Bravo Navajo Indians! 
Since today's Indians now have some 

rights, the Navajo tribe has prohibited  

any future invasion of their property, 
Shiprock. 

At last the tables have been turned. 
One hundred and twenty years ago a 
similar issue of the right to occupy 
and enjoy the use of land had a much 
different outcome. In 1851 the civilized 
white man drove the savage Chief 
Tenaya and his little band of rene-
gades out of Yosemite Valley. 
Much has since transpired. The white 

man has really changed the Valley. 
Why it even has its own jail! In 1970 
there were 765 arrests and 2,170 per-
sons charged for various offenses in-
cluding larceny, robbery, narcotics, 
drunkenness, rape and manslaughter,  

all within its seven square miles of 
land (statistics from Edward Abbey's 
eye-opening article "The Park That 
Caught Urban Flight" in LIFE, Sep-
tember 3, 1971). Cars, litter and pol-
luted water run rampant. The Valley 
today is no longer in a state of wild-
ness as when the Indians were force-
ably driven out, but just one big 
"wild scene." 

If this is an example of how the 
white man uses some of God's most 
beautiful country, then thank God that 
we have the Indian to help protect us 

from ourselves. 
Stephen M. Grochowski 
Quincy, Mass. 



LOOKING FOR THE BEST? 
the CO-OP CRUISER 

a sensible pack 
at a sensible price 

JUNIOR 

aluminum frame • top bar for rigidity 

waterproof nylon bag • clevis pin attachment 

ir\e\

FREE 74-PAGE COLOR CATALOG 

CO-OP PRICES • DIVIDENDS TO MEMBERS 

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

REVIEWS 
CLIMBER'S GUIDE TO YOSEM-
ITE VALLEY, by Steve Roper, pub-
lished by The Sierra Club, 1050 Mills 
Tower, San Francisco, California. 305 
pages and 16 pages of illustrations. 
$6.95. 

Since the first Climber's Guide to 
Yosemite Valley was published in 
1964, about 150 new routes have been 
created there. Roper's new guide in-
cludes these climbs plus many revi- 

sions and corrections. With his wizard 
memory and persnickety attention to 
detail, his personal knowledge of the 
Yosemite scene as a climber and ob-
server, Roper seems the perfect man 
to have authored both editions of the 
Guide; and the Sierra Club, with its 
tradition of excellence (if not punc-
tuality) in publishing, is the logical 
publisher. Roper was aided in this 
work by the copious and faithful note-
books of Chuck Pratt, as well as by 
Pratt personally and by Allen Steck. 
There are several changes from the 
previous Guide. The format is differ-
ent. It is a "Totebook," made as light  

as possible and designed to be carried 
in the pocket or pack. The cover is 
flexible vinyl, and the paper is good 
quality with rounded edges to reduce 
dogearing. In addition the book has this 
advantage: it is bound with two rivets 
with screws, allowing the addition of 
pages as new routes are recorded, or 
the replacement of old as corrections 
or revisions become necessary. Fur-
ther, it allows pages to be removed, 
carried on climbs, and replaced after-
ward (suggesting another idea, the 
purchase of individual pages so one 
wouldn't have a hole in one's book if 
the page became lost or destroyed). 
There are other changes. The illustra-
tions are all functional photographs 
of walls and crags with route diag-
rams. No beauty shots, no action pic-
tures. A bit of flavor is lost with the 
gain in lightness and efficiency. As in 
the previous guide, there are short 
prefaces to the route description for 
each area. But where before these 
were written by Roper and sang of the 
beauty and wonder of the walls, those 
in the new guides are quotes from 
various sources, only one of which vi-
brates with the joy of climbing in the 
Valley. The others are humorous, re-
sentful, insightful, or ironic. 

One misses Dave Brower's safety 
sermons in the publisher's foreword. 
They have long accompanied the Sier-
ra Club guides. Brower is no longer 
with the Club, at least not in a posi-
tion of power, but if he were it seems 
doubtful that the new guide would 
have included his traditional piece. It 
is a legacy of the past, but a legacy I 
am sorry to see fade. It was one of 
those institutions which give a feeling 
of stability to the world. There seems 
more need for them now as the acci-
dent rate in the Valley skyrockets to-
tally out of proportion to the increased 
number of climbers. 

It is inevitable in a guide containing 
almost 500 routes, that mistakes will 
be made. I have found one (the first 
"left-facing dihedral" on In Cold Blood 
should read "right-facing dihedral"). 
But as there are few activities more 
pleasing than informing a guide-book 
writer of his errors, doubtless these 
will all be brought to the author's at-
tention. The new Guide is a first-class 
production. 

—ROYAL ROBBINS 
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0 NEW 0 RENEWAL 

$Uninlit A MOUNTAINEERING MAGAZINE 

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

Please send SUMMIT for the term indicated to: 

NAME 
 
I Year o $ 7 

STREET 
 
2 Years 0 $10 

CITY 
 
3 Years o $13 

STATE  ZIP 
 
5 Years 0 $20 

0 MONEY ENCLOSED 0 BILL ME LATER 

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 

sierra designs • 4th & addison • berkeley, california 94710 
send for catalog 
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ODDS & ENDS 
Rate: Twenty cents per word. Payment in 
advance. 

BASIC ROCKCRAFT by Royal Robbins. 
A new 72-page booklet on rock climbing 
technique. Send $1.95 to Mountain Para-
phernalia, 906 Durant, Modesto, California 
95350. 

WANTED: Climbing & backpacking equip-
ment. Send descriptions and prices. 
KRAUSS, 9791 Wildbrook, Cinti. 45231. 

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. 

ALASKA Wilderness Survival and Lead-
ership School —Mt. Mc Kinley Expeditions 
—Expedition Outfitters. Write: ALASKA 
MOUNTAIN GUIDES, INC., Talkeetna,, 
Alaska 99676. Phone 733-2328. 

MANUFACTURERS seeking quality rep-
resentation on a retail level in the Great 
Lakes area . . . 

Mature individual desires to represent 
your products in Illinois, Wisconsin, Min-
nesota, Michigan and Iowa. Sales experi-
ence plus intimate knowledge of equipment 
and apparel based on a lifetime of active 
participation in the type and level of out-
door activities appearing in SUMMIT maga-
zine. Available to discuss plans mutually 
beneficial. Post Office Box 153, Winnetka, 
Illinois 60093 (Suburb of Chicago.) 



- S
. 
 

Handmade in Italy for the Outdoor Man 
and Woman with Discriminating Taste. 

Send for free brochure with many other 
technical mountaineering styles and name of 
of your nearest dealer. 

Fabian° ,ShoeCo, Ina_ 
DEPARTMENT A-2—SOUTH STATION 
BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS 02210 



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

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

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

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

Vasque is an American climbing boot 

...with a European accent. 

mumum. 

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


