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teree... 
Dhaulagiri Expedition 

The 18-member American Dhaulagiri Expedi-
tion left Kathmandu, Nepal for Pokhara on March 
4. The approach to Dhaulagiri was up the Kali 
Gandaki Valley to Tukche, then over Dhampus 
Pass, 17,000', through Hidden Valley and over 
French Pass, 17,500', to a basecamp in the Glacier 
Basin lying to the north of Dhaulagiri I. The plan 
called for climbing the peak by the southeast ridge 
(the route of the ill-fated 1969 Expedition) and 
descending by the northeast spur (the Swiss route 
to the top). Camps for the descending party were 
to be placed before the ascent. 

In the planning stage it was decided to climb 
the mountain without the use of oxygen (medical 
oxygen for use in camps was planned). On arrival 
in Kathmandu, it was decided to use oxygen for 
climbing as well. Seventy-three cylinders of oxy-
gen left in Khumbu by the British Everest Expe-
dition of 1972 were obtained through Mountain 
Travel for one thousand pounds. Fifty cylinders 
were then sold to the Japanese Everest View Hotel 
for one thousand pounds. Thus the expedition ac-
quired twenty-three cylinders, value about $1,500, 
free! 

The expedition has a Sherpa team of eight led 
by Sardar Sona Girmi, plus two cooks for base-
camp. The expedition's gear was transported by 
200 mules. 

Half of the expedition members are from Wash-
ington, two from California, one from Switzerland 
and one from Nepal. Members of the expedition 
are: James Morrissey, M.D. (36), California, 
Leader; Craig Anderson (26), Washington; Terry 
Bech (33), Nepal; Jeffrey Duenwald, DVN (30), 
Washington; Ron Fear (28), Washington; Andrew 
Harvard (23), Connecticut; Del Langbauer (29), 
Washington; Peter Lev (33), Utah; Tom Lyman 
(30), New Hampshire; David Peterson, M.D. 
(30), Washington; Louis Reichardt (30), Switzer-
land; Drummond Rennie, M.D. (36), Illinois; 
John Roskelly (24), Washington; Lowell Smith 
(36), California; Todd Thompson (24), Washing-
ton and Del Young (25), Washington. 

—Michael Cheney 



Aconcagua Ascent 
Led by Tom Limp, a group of Southern Califor-

nians made the summit of Aconcagua, 22,834', on 
February 13th. The group arrived in Buenos Aires 
January 26, via Aerolinas Argentinas, 17 hours 
after leaving Los Angeles. After surviving the wild 
traffic to and from their hotel, they flew to Men-
doza (Argentina) the next day where they spent 
31/2  days fulfilling the various government, army 
and police requirements necessary to obtain climb-
ing permission for Aconcagua and buying addi-
tional food for the climb. Drinking wine and beer 
and eating large, excellent meals in Mendoza (all 
food and beverages including water can be safely 
consumed) does not necessarily aid conditioning 
for high altitude climbs! 

On January 31, the climbers boarded a charter-
ed bus for Puente del Inca, 9,000', army camp 
(start of the normal route to Aconcagua), to await 
permission to make the climb. Due to the size of 
the party (9) a guide, Rafael Juarez, was required 
to accompany them. As it costs $12 per day to 
stay at the army camp (though use of the army 
mules is free), they camped across the river near 
ruins of a resort hotel and mineral baths which 
had been destroyed by a rock avalanche. While 
there, welcome use was made of the hot baths still 
existing and nearby summits up to 13,000' were 
climbed for conditioning. 

Permission arrived on February 3, so, leaving 
most food and equipment for the army mules to 
bring in later (duffel bags with locks handy for 
this), they backpacked about eight miles that 
afternoon, camping overnight at "La Confluencia", 
11,000'. The next day, after several interesting 
stream crossings, they reached "New" Plaza de 
Mulas, 13,500', about 16 miles further up the Rio 
Horcones Valley. Here the army has built a large 
hut (refugio) of five rooms plus kitchen, eventual-
ly to have electric lights and running water. After 
a rest day here while waiting for the mules to 
bring in their gear, they moved camp in two car-
ries to the refugio at "Old" Plaza de Mulas, 
14,000'. 

On February 8, the climbers carried food and  

equipment to the next refugio, called "Anarticia," 
following a good mule trail all the way except 
across one snowfield containing Argentina's ver-
sion of suncups called "penitentes," which resem-
bled a forest of stalagmites up to six feet high! 
Returning to Old Plaza de Mulas that night, they 
moved camp to Anarticia, 17,900', the following 
day. There, staying in their tents as the hut was 
so small, they waited out two days of wind and 
snowstorm. 

On February 11, leaving tents behind, they 
moved up to the next refugios (three huts, large 
enough to accommodate all) at 19,400'. After wait-
ing out another stormy day, they headed for the 
summit on February 13. The guide, who was in 
top shape, arranged for an 8 A.M. start; 5 A.M. is 
more logical! Passing the last refugio (Indepen-
dencia, 20,500') , the trail ends at 21,000' in the 
infamous scree slope, El Gran Acarreo. In spite of 
an intermittent snowstorm which made the scree 
even more slippery, all of the group but two reach-
ed the summit. Return was aided greatly by 
moonlight on newly fallen snow; maximum climb-
ing time was 14 hours round trip. 

The summit was reached by Tom Limp, Gail 
Wilts, Bill Feldmann, Barbara Lilley, Dennis Hen-
nek, Brian Gregory and Norma Viault. Sue Con-
don and John Osterhault were other members of 
the party. 

—Barbara Lilley 

Mexico 

Sierra Juarez: El Gran Trono Blanco. East Face 
(Direct). On December 27-29, 1972, Isabelle and 
Henri Agresti and Larry Gorbet climbed a new 
route on this 1600' face in Baja California. The 
route went almost all free, and the rock was excel-
lent. Ledges were frequent and natural protection 
was more the rule than exception, so that only 40 
pitons, nuts, and wedges were placed in 20 pitches, 
with 22 placed on the two aid pitches. Access is 
best from the plateau behind (west of) Trono 
Blanco, via descent into Canon Tajo (3-4 unpleas-
ant hours). 

The first 7 pitches follow the ramp used by 
to page 27, please 
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Western profile of Moses Tower—note climber on right skyline. Photo by Thom Nephew 
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A DESERT 'MINER 

by Gregory Markov 

Moses is a spectacular 500-foot sandstone tower 
securely tucked away in an almost hidden corner 
of Taylor Canyon, about 50 jeep miles drive from 
Moab, Utah. 

Fred Beckey and Eric Bjornstad discovered this 
prize while on an aerial reconnaissance of Canyon-
lands in 1970. In late autumn of that year, they 
gamely tackled Moses but were driven off by 
storms. 

Last fall, considering the isolation and the 
drudgery of carrying heavy loads, they agreed 
that the project called for additional manpower. 
Unbeknown to each other, Fred and Eric both so-
licited outside help. The result was three new 
climbers: James Galvin, Thom Nephew and my-
self. Now it appeared that there was an awkward 
number of persons, but Fred assured us that 
everyone would get his share of climbing. 

We were more than a little apprehensive about 
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the weather, for it had rained abnormally hard for 
the past two weeks, and the usually bone-dry 
washes were running high. Getting to basecamp 
would possibly be our greatest problem. 

On Saturday, October 21, after a muddy ride 
through Canyonlands National Park, we pitched 
camp beneath the only large juniper tree in sight. 

On a spur ridge 600 feet above camp, Moses 
stood in grand repose, flattered by the exquisite 
lighting of the evening sun. The tower's vertical 
and overhanging North Face looked grim, and re-
minded me of a big Dolomite wall; yet its slender 
western profile suggested the classic spires of 
Monument Valley. 

During the next couple days, Jim, Fred and I 
pushed the route about halfway up the steep face, 
following a large crack system that was remark-
ably uniform in width for the first 200 feet. This 

to page 18, please 3 



EXPLORATIONS 

IN THE 

ILLABOT RANGE 

by Allen A. Smith 

Lying just southwest of the North Cascades 
National Park, the Illabot Range is one of the 
least known ranges of the Cascade Mountains. 
It is a region of low elevation and high relief, 
dotted with tiny lakes. A few trails enter the for-
ests around the range, but none reach the mea-
dows around the 7,000-foot peaks that form the 
heart of the range. 

The Illabot Range lies just to the west of the 
Ptarmigan Traverse; this led Bob Wilson to pro-
pose an Illabot Traverse to parallel it. We talked 
a lot, but not until 1969 were we able to afford 
the long vacations we thought the project would 
require. 

On the 16th of July we put Bob's "beetle" at the 
end of a logging road high above the south bank 
of the Cascade River and drove my ancient Ply-
mouth to the Green Mountain Trail above the 
north bank of the Suiattle River. The trail led us 
up through groves of hemlock and lushly-flowered 
meadows. We camped beside two tarns on the 
shoulder of Green Mountain. 

Early the next morning we reached the lookout 
at the end of the trail. Ice-mantled Glacier Peak 
dominated the view of the south. To the east an 
ever-broadening line of ice-carved rock stretched 

4  

from Glacier Peak to the Canadian border. Direct-
ly north, the Illabot Range drew itself up in two 
great ranks with the spires of Mt. Chaval at 
point on the west. 

We spent the rest of the second day working 
across alternate bands of heather and forested 
cliffs, finally descending to an inviting little lake 
at the head of Horse Creek. We discovered too 
late that the lake had no campsites and threw 
down our sleeping bags under the trees. The next 
day a first-class deer trail led us back up to the 
heather, where we paused for repairs to my pack 
frame. A few hours walk across slopes of heather 
and hellebore brought us to a pond with abundant 
campsites. A red tooth to the northeast was clear-
ly point 7311, which the Forest Service and Geo-
logical Survey maps call Mt. Buckindy. Beckey's 
Guide gives this name to the slightly higher peak 
a quarter-mile to the south. The guidebook de-
scription of the route led us easily to the summit 
of point 7435. The summit box contained 5 names. 

In view of the intimate connection of the prob-
lems of population and conservation, we propose 
that point 7435 be named Mt. Margaret Sanger 
(after the founder of Planned Parenthood) and 
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The Illabot Range from the south (Green Mountain) 

that point 7311 keep the name Buckindy since it 
lies on the Buck Creek-Kindy Creek divide. We 
left notes to the effect on both peaks. 

On the fourth day we dropped our packs on 
the glacier at the foot of Mt. Buckindy and as-
cended a snow finger on the west face. The sum-
mit box informed us that J. R. Carlson and Kenn 
Carpenter had made the only previous ascent in 
1963. A castellated ridge of red rock extends al-
most a mile westward from Mt. Buckindy. From 
it rises a sheer pinnacle of light gray tillite. In our 
conversation this became Orthanc (the White 
Wizard's castle in J. R. R. Tolkien's Lord of the 
Rings). 

We turned the ridge on glacier, scree, and snow 
to a long heather bench. Half a mile to the north 
we were stunned to find the remains of a mining 
camp. A survey of the trash pit proved it to be 
quite recent, and the remoteness of the site sug-
gested that it had been supplied by helicopter. 
One of their tent platforms served us well. 

The next day we found a low point in the ridge 
100 feet above a snow finger that led down to the 
bench running above Kindy Creek between the 
Buckindy and Snow King groups. Our packs made  

the descent sufficiently uncomfortable that we 
named the pass Kirith Ungol after the pass in the 
Black Wizard's kingdom. We followed the bench 
from the Buckindy gneiss to the Snow King 
granite. 

A snow finger led us up to the neve of the 
Mutchler Glacier, which occupies the east side of 
the Snow King massif. We climbed point 7100, 
crossed the glacier, and camped beside a rill on a 
small heather bench. The summit prong of Snow 
King loomed a few hundred feet above us and 
the cirque below descended steeply into the cold, 
green water of Mutchler Lake. Across the valley 
to the east Eldorado, Goode, and Johannesberg 
stood out against the pink twilight sky. 

The sixth day was spent in ascents of the sum-
mit and West Peaks of Snow King. We returned 
to camp early to savor the view and to celebrate 
with a tin of anchovies. On the seventh and last 
day we followed the ridge on which we were 
camped to the Found Lake Trail. As we left the 
high country Little Cyclone Lake treated us to a 
last spectacular view of Snow King, granite-
crowned and robed in ice, reflected in its waters. 

The blessing of perfect weather had allowed us 
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The author on Anduril. 

Route on Mt. Margaret Sanger in 

background. 

to make the trip in only seven days. So far as I 
know this was the first high-level traverse of the 
Illabot Range. 

Two months later Bob and Dean Wilson made 
a brief foray into the Buckindy group and climbed 
Orthanc by its southwest ridge. "The stair was 
found to be exceedingly narrow and made treach-
erous by magic steps capable of spontaneous mo-
mentum under the command of the High Wizard. 
. . . We escaped with the aid of ropes woven for 
us by the Elves of Lothlorien — the stair being 
meanwhile smote asunder by Saruman in his aw-
ful wrath." 

In August, 1972 Bob and Dean Wilson and I re-
turned to the Illabot Range. We began our work 
by naming the peaks around Mt. Buckindy as we 
viewed them from Green Mountain. 

6 

When we reached the col above Horse Lake we 
followed the ridge to the north (instead of drop-
ping down to the lake). At the edge of a boulder 
field we dropped our packs and scrambled on up 
the ridge, over several false summits, to the sum-
mit of Minas Ithil (7,185'). We found a cairn but 
no summit box. 

We returned to our packs and tramped across 
boulders, heather, and hellebore to our pond. 
Nights are cold here because the night breeze 
comes down from the snow-filled cirque at the 
base of Minas Anor. I slept under the stars and 
found ice on my bag every morning. 

On the third day we ascended the cirque and 
followed a snow finger to the col south of Minas 
Anor (7,300'). Except for one pitch of 5.1, the 
south ridge went easily from the col to the sum- 
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Mt. Mindolluin and Snow King from Mt. Buckindy. 

mit. A mountain goat caused us to regret our lack 
of telephoto lenses, but we consoled ourselves by 
spending the rest of the day snapping pictures of 
conies around the pond. 

The next day Bob led us up the west ridge of 
Dol Amroth (7,130'). We dispensed with the rope, 
not because it was unnecessary but because it was 
unsafe. The rock was too rotten to hold protection 
and a rope would have brought down showers of 
loose rock. Dol Goldur (7,110') proved equally 
rotten, but a chimney on the southeast permitted 
a safe and pleasant unroped ascent. We named 
the small pinnacles between Dol Goldur and Dol 
Amroth: Anduril, Orcrist, and Glamdring, after 
the 3 great swords in Lord of the Rings. Each of 
them gave one pitch of 5.0 climbing. Finally we 
scrambled up the southeast ridge of Caradhras. A 

SUMMIT/ APRIL 1973 

cairn on top showed that we did not. have another 
first ascent here. 

On the 13th Dean and I climbed the east ridge 
(5.2) of Buckindy while Bob soloed the route nor-
male on "Mt. Margaret Sanger." We packed out 
in a light drizzle on the following day. Crampons 
were indispensible on the wet grass. 

For four years the Illabots have been our pri-
vate preserve. The walls of forest around them 
make these peaks as much a wilderness experience 
as a mountaineering experience. Some of their 
rock is prohibitively unsound — I never want to 
climb Dol Amroth again and I'm happy to have 
missed out on Orthanc, but where the rock is good 
the climbs are short and pleasant. Campsites are 
few, but nowhere else are the flowers so large or 
the alpenglow so bright. 
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BLANCA: the north face 
in winter 

by James McChristal 

The Sangre de Cristo Range flows like a series 
of jagged wave crests through south-central Colo-
rado. The high point of the range is its southern 
terminus — Blanca Peak. 

Blanca's main challenge is its 3,000-foot North 
Face, one of the most spectacular in Colorado. 
First climbed in 1948, the Face remains unclimbed 
in winter, despite the efforts of at least six teams 
over the past few years. 

Now we — The Colorado College Mountain 
Club Blanca North Face Expedition — planned to 
try. Curt Haire, Russ Hotchkiss, Pete Koscumb 
and I had spent two days packing equipment into 
Huerfano Valley to an abandoned miner's cabin 
that would serve as our basecamp. The team split 
on the third day, Russ and Pete having the ardu-
ous task of snowshoeing ten miles out to our 
cache camp to pick up 150 pounds of hardware, 
rope and spare food. Curt and I planned to set up 
a camp as high on the face as possible. 

Snowshoeing up the valley, we turned west into 
a hanging cwm which skirts a line of huge but-
tresses beneath the Face. At 11,600' we left the 
snowshoes and began climbing on the peak itself. 
Our route would ascend this snowfield to the rim 
of a small spur, then into a large couloir which 
angles up to the west ridge about 350 vertical feet 
from the summit. Despite rumors of overhanging 
ice walls, rock showers and avalanches, we felt 
the route would go if the snow was good. 

The snowfield, however, didn't inspire us with 
confidence. In some places it was so hard that it 
was nearly impossible to cut steps (our crampons 
were at the cache), while ten feet beyond, we'd 
sink halfway to our knees. One short, vertical 
pitch to a rock shelf was like walking on air — no 
steps, just great, fluffy piles of snow. But as we 
neared the spur, the snow grew more solid and 
we kicked steps more easily. The spur offered no 
campsite. On the west side, which we had just 
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ascended, the snow was pitched about 350, while 
on the east, the route into the couloir hung close 
to 55°. We descended about 200 feet to a small 
shelf on the lip of a rock face. At 12,600' we had 
a fantastic view down the valley to Pikes Peak, 80 
miles to the north. After half an hour of chopping 
snow, we pitched the tent, tossed in the gear, and 
returned to basecamp. I limped into the cabin 
with some frostnipped toes, one of which turned 
purple, swollen and sore. 

It was Christmas, but our celebration ended 
when I knocked our pot of Chicken soup on the 
floor and followed it a while later with my hot 
chocolate. At that point I went to bed. 

The next day was R and R for us and we waited 
for Russ and Pete. The weather, a big worry, re-
mained clear and calm. The "pack mules" showed 
up just after lunch. While Pete, our "Polish Sher-
pa," began a real Christmas dinner complete with 
Polish sausage, Russ and I took a short hike — 
back down the trail to search for my ice axe. It 
had fallen off the equipment sled. We didn't find 
it. I could continue to use Pete's, since he wasn't 
on the climbing team, but now we had no spare. 

Next morning, Curt, Russ and I left Pete, and 
headed for Camp III. I felt lousy, possibly be-
cause of my toes, and, when we reached the camp, 
I collapsed in the snow and let them straighten 
up the tent. It was one o'clock. We had planned 
to ascend the couloir to "the hourglass," a short, 
vertical rock pitch at 13,700'. I told Russ and 
Curt to go. All I wanted was to lay down. They 
racked their hardware and set off for the spur. I 
crawled into the tent and fell asleep. 

When I awoke it was dark — 6 o'clock. No sign 
of the others. I called. Nothing. I got up, dressed, 
and stuffed the first aid kit into a rucksack. Out-
side, I strapped on my crampons and hung a 
headlamp on my helmet. Working my way slowly 
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From basecamp, 

looking toward the north face of 
Blanca in the Sangre de Cristo 

Range of Colorado. 

up to the spur, I heard voices, then shouts. Curt 
and Russ were crossing that steep wall in total 
darkness. I climbed to the rim and beamed the 
lamp on the route. Faint, dark forms moved slow-
ly toward me one at a time. They reached me just 
before the batteries gave up. 

Back at the tent, they told me we had it made. 
They felt they could have made the summit, but 
it was almost dark when they reached the hour-
glass. The first two leads were bad; steep, loose 
snow with no belay points. Then beautiful snow 
and rock to the hourglass. From there, it looked 
easy to the ridge. 

It was good to be together in the tent. 
Snowing heavily at 3:30 a.m. I had slept very 

little and heard the first angry flakes expend 
themselves on the tent. I looked outside — white-
out — no summit today. We'd have a hard enough 
time just getting off the peak. Waiting didn't help 
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and at 4:30 we knew we'd had it. Russ made 
"chocolate soup" out of some instant pudding, 
while Curt and I began to pack. By 5:00 it was 
light enough to see sluff avalanches pouring off 
the face above us. We wondered if the snowfield 
would slide. 

The descent was miserable. Our packs were 
abominable, we couldn't see, we had no spirit left. 
It was noon before we reached the cabin. Pete 
had gotten up early and noticed that the moun-
tain had disappeared. Totally bummed out, we 
sat around the cabin. We didn't have the time to 
wait for all that snow to settle. We'd lost our 
chance. 

We left the next morning with the clouds still 
swirling around Blanca. By the time we reached 
the jeeps, sore and exhausted, it was dark. We 
headed north for Colorado Springs, a hot shower, 
and a pizza. 
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The last thing Alan and I were planning to do 
during our fortnight in Zermatt was climb the 
Matterhorn. Practically every climber I know has 
a healthy dislike for this most commercialized of 
all Alpine Peaks, and since the beginnings of my 
own climbing career I had been subjected to that 
barrage of anti-propaganda which causes one al-
most automatically to view the mountain with a 
jaundiced eye. For years I had recoiled at the 
thought of the huge crowds of tourists who were 
daily shipped up and down by the avaricious 
guides. I had long wearied of the perpetual public 
hysteria surrounding mountaineering's most fa-
mous disaster, and when in 1965, on the anniver-
sary of Whymper's ascent and tragedy, the 
wretched peak suffered a TV circus clambering all 
over it, it became firmly established in my sub-
conscious as a mountain to be avoided at all costs. 
It was like a restaurant in Soho with a reputation 
for overcrowding, small helpings and dirty table-
cloths, with even the occasional plate (rock) being 
hurled at the customers' heads. Why dine there 
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when there were so many other more delectable 
places to explore? 

But when another party of British climbers ar-
rived in the Bahnhof cellar one night, flushed, 
sweating and exuberant that they had actually 
done the unthinkable, climbed the Matterhorn 
that day by the Ordinary Route and survived, I 
became aware that the mountain represented a 
gap in my Alpine education. "Have you climbed 
the Matterhorn?" my sea-level friends had some-
times asked, and each time I had qualified my 
"No" with the explanation that from the climber's 
point of view the Matterhorn was not a very at-
tractive mountain, nor was it very difficult. But 
each time the question was put to me I felt I was 
being slightly dishonest, and I was, of course. I 
was like a Sewer Inspector who has to keep ad-
mitting that although he has all the theory at his 
fingertips he has never actually rolled up his 
sleeves and been underground. Why not therefore 
sneak off now and polish it off? The weather was 
set fair, the mountain was almost entirely free of 
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by Tony Smythe 

snow, and I felt that Alan, who was a very amen-
able type and was just back from a series of 
laborious snow-plods in the Himalayas, would not 
need all that much persuading. 

All this may seem an extraordinary and some-
what unworthy attitude to face a mountain with, 
but I am afraid that the Matterhorn, because of 
its popularity and, you could say, sheer vulgarity, 
somehow puts one on the defensive. Looked at ob-
jectively it is a superb peak. At 14,701 feet it is 
one of the highest in the Pennine Alps, and its 
fang-like shape makes it one of the most dramatic 
and distinctive mountains in the world. There can 
be few mountains anywhere which actually con-
form to the cartoonist's image and are taller than 
they are broad, but the Matterhorn is one of 
them. It has four splendid steep ridges rising to a 
short, level, and knife-edged summit ridge, and 
between the ridges are four great faces including 
one looking northward which is considered to be 
one of the most exacting problems in the Alps. 
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The ridges vary enormously in technical difficulty. 
The Furggen or Southeast, if taken direct on the 
final steep step, is very hard indeed, and the 
Zmutt to the Northwest is long and complicated. 
Alan and I, who had not climbed together very 
much, felt that we were too slow a party for 
either of these. Apart from the standard North-
east or Hornli Ridge, this left only the Southwest 
Italian Ridge as a possible sporting route, but 
unfortunately this was not easy to reach from 
Zermatt and we thought that one would have to 
make a lengthy trip to Breuil in Italy in order to 
attack the mountain from that side. We resigned 
ourselves to climbing and descending by the 
straightforward Ordinary Route which carried the 
pioneers of the last century and the multitudes 
of this one. 

At first I found it difficult to adjust to the idea 
that I would be climbing with a hundred or more 
other people — apparently a normal daily figure 
for the Matterhorn during a fine spell in August. 
I had always enjoyed relative solitude in the hills 
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and even on Snowdon after a climb on one of the 
lower crags one comes in contact with the train 
and the crowd only briefly. But I soon recognized 
that this would not be so much a day's mountain-
eering as an eye-opening experience which could 
easily have its funny side. In most fields of human 
activity these days people are looking for new 
and unusual ways of expressing themselves. 
Painters paint by riding bicycles across their can-
vases, composers dabble with computers and elec-
tronic sounds; I would broaden my mountaineer-
ing experience by climbing the Matterhorn by the 
Ordinary Route in the height of the season. Any 
doubts I might have had about the sense of the 
project were chased away when I asked one of the 
lads from Birmingham why he had done the climb. 

"Well," he said, scratching the back of his 
rugged neck, "I think it's something that every 
climber's got to do." 

He went on of course, to tell me what a fear-
some experience it had been, with the falling 
stones and curses of the guides and the clients 
falling off everywhere, but all this was somehow 
of lesser importance to him than the fundamental 
truth that the Matterhorn was a sort of hurdle 
which had to be taken sometime by everyone who 
elected to climb in the Alps, and this was the sum-
mer he was getting it over and done with. I am 
afraid this was more or less how I felt about it. 

We were warned that the notoriously popular 
Hornli Hut, which was the starting-point for all 
Matterhorn ascents from the Swiss side, was likely 
to be packed to capacity by 3 p.m. but it was past 
this hour before we left Zermatt. One has to be 
philosophical about crowded Alpine huts if one 
heads for trade routes in August. I once arrived 
late at the Gouter hut on Mont Blanc to find 130 
people competing for the 35 bunk spaces, but 
there was a strange sense of relief in knowing that 
there was no hope of a bunk and that one might 
as well aim for the best bit of floor-space one 
could find. Leaving Zermatt hopelessly late meant 
that we could relax and stop worrying about 
whether we should get bunks at the Hornli; we 
should only have to concentrate on getting 
through the door. 

The Telepheriques, ominously empty, swept us 
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up to Fun and the Schwartzsee, and then we be-
gan the two-hour plod up the long crumbling ridge 
leading to the hut perched on its saddle at nearly 
11,000 feet. The great peak reared overhead like 
an enormous caricature of itself — one sees so 
many pictures, paintings, postcards and Christ-
mas cards of the Matterhorn that one tends to 
think of it as a harmless cardboard mountain. 
Only when you start to labour up its lower slopes 
do you realize that it is made of rock and thrusts 
up for thousands of feet and is blasted by bliz-
zards and icy winds. In fact the weather at the 
moment was undecided. Over to the west the Tete 
Blanche and the Col d'Herens were smothered in 
grey cloud and wisps were shredding themselves 
on the jagged ridges of the Matterhorn, with even 
a spit of rain in the air, but for the past week this 
had been the regular evening pattern and the 
mornings had always been clear, with the sun 
shining until late afternoon. 

There were no other people climbing the well-
worn track, but parties were still coming down in 
large numbers, many with that ragged wreathed-
in-equipment look of having just escaped from a 
big mountain. At one point I was walking fifty 
yards ahead of Alan when a harassed French 
party thundered past. The leader stared at me 
and my ice axe and crampons and flung over his 
shoulder the gratuitous comment: 

"My god — a solo climber! He must be mad!" 
At the Hornli there are two buildings — the 

Swiss Alpine Club hut, which is a smart new con-
struction, and the gaunt and delapidated Belve-
dere Hotel. Both places were jammed with climb-
ers, and confusing the two Alan and I fought our 
way into the hotel, found the seat of power, the 
kitchen, and asked for the hut warden. The group 
of guides who were enjoying the privilege of this 
inner sanctum stared at us, then burst into 
laughter. 

"The hut warden!" one of them roared. "They 
want the hut warden!" 

Annoyed and mystified we retreated, and then 
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realized our mistake — obviously we should have 
asked for the "Manager" or "Reception." Still, I 
thought sourly as we wrestled out through the 
press of bodies packing the bare-boarded corri-
dors, if this was supposed to be a hotel anybody 
could have been fooled into making the same 
mistake. 

If anything the hut was even more crowded. 
Over a hundred people sat shoulder to shoulder 
on the benches in the dining room, waiting like 
convicts for a bowl of soup or a scrap of spaghetti 
from the kitchen. The warden, a tall thin gloomy 
man, with shoulders understandably bowed under 
the weight of his responsibilities, told us that 
there was no hope of a bed, but we should return 
to him again at nine o'clock for a situation report. 
We went out to the chilly porch and managed to 
find a few square inches on a concrete ledge where 
we set up our solid-fuel cooker and busied our-
selves with brews of tea and soup. While we were  

give us a crucial lead if we could only get up early 
enough. 

But I quailed at the thought of the mad scram-
ble to come, when everybody would be competing 
to be first on the mountain. As the night closed 
in we both grew tense and preoccupied, and al-
though I tried to keep a sense of proportion I 
found myself regarding all the other parties as po-
tential threats to our own safety. The real adver-
sary, the mountain, I felt I could largely ignore; 
it was the clumsy fool above me I was afraid of. 

Before it was completely dark I went out to fill 
our water bottles and billy from the Heath Robin-
son hose-pipe which, suspended across a quarter 
of a mile of thin air, provided water for the com-
munity from a stream higher up. The local clouds 
had dissolved and the Matterhorn stood forbid-
dingly against a superb canopy of stars. There was 
a reassuring nip in the air, and the one threat to 
our plans, a single vast thunder cloud a long way 

:ramble to come, when everybody would be competing to be first on the mountain." 

doing this, in company with several other groups 
who had been similarly rejected, a German 
climber appeared and asked if he could borrow a 
stove at midnight so that he could have a warm 
drink before making an exceptionally early start 
for the mountain. 

"The hut will not provide hot water until 3:30," 
he explained, "and I wish to leave at 1 a.m." 

But all the stove owners felt themselves too 
short of fuel to oblige and the German went away 
disappointed. I felt sorry for him and knew exact-
ly why he wanted to get away at such an un-
earthly hour. On most Alpine peaks the pre-dawn 
start means better snow conditions and the avoid-
ance of possible benightment later on, but on the 
Matterhorn there was a much more important 
reason for getting away smartly — falling stones. 
In the first half of the climb the route was an as-
sending traverse of the loose and crumbling East 
face, and it followed that parties climbing last 
were vulnerable to stones accidentally dislodged 
by climbers above them. Alan and I realized that 
our pathetic little Tommy cooker could, in fact, 
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to the southeast in Italy, looked as though it was 
bedded down for the night. Its top glowed in the 
setting sun like a terrible nuclear mushroom. 

When we returned to the dining room counter 
the guardian waved his arms despairingly and in 
due course Alan and I were laying ourselves out 
for the night, like self-service corpses, on the floor. 
There was precious little space since at least fifty 
people had already staked their claims but I 
squeezed under a table and was grudgingly per-
mitted a few square feet. Needless to say the tops 
of the tables and benches had been occupied long 
before. 

I had discovered three tiny pieces of foam rub-
ber in a cupboard and now carefully inserted 
these under my hips, ribs and shoulders, while my 
head rested on the luxury of my down-filled 
jacket. There was no question of wearing the 
jacket — the room was stifling hot, and as an 
Anglo-Saxon who enjoys his fresh air, I was half-
inclined to take myself and my three pieces of 
foam out into the open under the stars. The dis-
advantage with this was that I might oversleep 
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and find myself being used as a doormat by the 
legions setting forth for the Matterhorn before 
dawn. 

Since there were only three or four hours before 
Alan and I planned to get up, I decided not to 
tire myself in a futile effort to get to sleep, but 
instead lay listening to the chorus of scuffles and 
groans which represented a crowd of weary men 
trying to find comfort on a couch of seasoned 
Swiss pine in the middle of the night. At 2 o'clock 
an alarm shrilled and the company sprang to its 
feet and dressed feverishly, and Alan and I real-
ized that we were not the only ones with a "se-
cret" plan to get away extra early. We rushed 
downstairs to find a body full-length on our con-
crete ledge — no matter, there was an inch or two 
by the right ear where we could set up our cooker! 

Twenty minutes later, with a couple of cups of 
lukewarm tea inside us and rucksacks on our 
backs we hurried outside. 

We had been puzzled by a series of flashes out-
side the door and had assumed that they were 
caused by the torches of a party on the terrace, 
but we now discovered that although the Matter-
horn was clear, an immense thunderstorm was 
raging to the south. It was too distant for the 
sound to reach us but the sky was being lit by 
great violet flares revealing a vast bank of Cu 
Nims straddling the horizon for miles. 

By this time ten or fifteen parties were ready 
to start, but to our surprise none of them ap-
peared to be the least deterred by the storm and 
one by one they adjusted their head torches and  

participate in, but with so many other parties in 
the vicinity it was all too easy to pretend that the 
other people must know what they were doing, 
and to follow them passively. 

That some of them did not know what they 
were doing was soon obvious. In a few yards the 
path came to an end and a snow slope loomed 
above, leading to the rocks of the ridge proper. All 
the parties had halted and were busy strapping on 
crampons, and Alan and I thinking that there 
was an ice pitch ahead, automatically copied 
them. We were mortified to find that the slope 
lay back at the gentlest angle, had huge bucket 
stops in it, and could have been ascended by an 
old-age pensioner in his carpet slippers. At the 
top all the parties, including ourselves, wasted 
more time solemnly removing crampons and stow-
ing them on the rucksacks. After this fiasco Alan 
and I were more than ever determined to follow 
our own noses, and the policy paid off a few min-
utes later when we saw that half a dozen climbers 
had somehow managed to stray off the route onto 
the improbable top of a hundred-foot-high 
pinnacle. 

For two hours we moved steadily up easy blocks 
and walls in the cave-like darkness, sensing rather 
than seeing the increasing drop to the left down 
the East face. The whole mountainside was 
scratched and polished by the countless thousands 
of feet which had pounded up and down the climb 
for a century. How many people have climbed the 
Matterhorn? A hundred thousand? A million? 
With so many kicking feet and clutching hands it 

How many have climbed the Matterhorn? A hundred thousand? 

moved off into the darkness. Almost against our 
will, Alan and I found ourselves following suit, 
and I had to remind myself that we were after 
all, completely independent, and must make our 
own decisions, and the fact that there were sev-
eral dozen other people with us on the Matterhorn 
would not in any way lessen the consequences 
should a storm catch us high on the mountain. I 
knew that mountaineering was the most unforgiv-
ing kind of activity for a large sheep-like group to 
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is incredible that there can be any loose rock left 
on the route, but unfortunately the mountain it-
self is one enormous pile of loose pieces, apparent-
ly with no solid core. Before long we had our first 
scare — a yell from above and the vicious thud-
ding of a heavy rock on its way into the void. It 
fell well clear, but we felt thankful for the small 
but significant protection of our fiberglass crash 
helmets. It was amazing to us that the Zermatt 
guides did not provide themselves and their 
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The Matterhorn. 
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clients with hard hats, and we could only assume 
that they were either old-fashioned in their out-
look (although they had the latest ropes, boots 
and clothing) or were perhaps unwilling to deter 
innocent potential clients with such stark and un-
compromising safety equipment. 

Whatever the guides' attitude is, there can be 
no doubt that a protective helmet is vitally neces-
sary on the Matterhorn. Later that morning we 
saw a helicopter hovering near the Hornli, and 
on our return to Zermatt we heard that it had 
been involved in recovering the bodies of two  

ilarity between the Matterhorn and an old-fash-
ioned hill. 

"Ich auch," the guide replied, jerking at the 
rope to check his employer from making a head-
long slide down the North Face. 

"Have a good breakfast," called Alan after 
them wryly, but they were out of earshot already. 

"Getting ready to count his 250 francs," com-
mented my companion as we returned to our own 
leisurely ascent. 

Twenty-five pounds seemed a substantial sum 
for a day and a half's work, but after we had seen 

.araffic jam on the cables 
climbers who had been killed by rockfall at 4 a.m. 
in one of the lower gullies on the Ordinary Route. 
Although we saw and heard nothing at the time 
— apart from that one rock — it was disturbing 
to realize that we must have been in approximate-
ly the same area when it happened. 

But apart from their seeming disregard of the 
dangers of stonefall, the Zermatt guides are tre-
mendously safe and rapid climbers, and their skill 
in mountaincraft is matched by their ability to 
persuade their clients, many of whom were de-
cidedly middle-aged, to move quickly with them. 
Once we had got past the lower section, where the 
danger of falling stones is greatest, Alan and I 
slowed down, and since the overnight thunder-
storms on the Italian plains had now petered out, 
we planned to be among the last to come down 
the mountain — and thus have the fewest possible 
number of people bombarding us in the descent. 
Consequently we were now overtaken by a num-
ber of parties, and by the time we reached the 
Shoulder about a thousand feet below the summit 
the first guides were actually on their way down 
again, although it was still only 8 o'clock. One of 
these professionals who knew that we had made 
an early start took the opportunity to have a little 
crow over us. 

"You tire yourself out by getting up too early," 
he laughed, as he steered his panting client down 
the slabs. 

"We like to enjoy our day on the hills," I re-
taliated, wondering however if there was any sim- 
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what was involved — the courting of the falling 
stones, the watching of your charge every milli-
second for eight hours or more, the balancing of 
risky weather against profit margins, and above 
all, the tedium of the same marathon grind per-
haps three times a week for two months on end — 
after seeing all this Alan and I agreed that the 
guides earned every penny. 

However within a few minutes we began to feel 
less well-disposed toward guides. What difficult 
climbing there is on the Matterhorn Ordinary 
comes just above the Shoulder, where there is a 
steeper step before the roof-like summit slopes. 
This section has been made completely artificial 
by a series of fixed ropes — massive nylon hawsers 
and steel chains — and after we had moved a hun-
dred feet up them we were unlucky enough to 
meet half a dozen guided parties in descent. At 
this point the hawser lay in an evil snow-plastered 
gully in the shadow of the North Face and Alan 
and I, having neglected ta don crampons, were 
caught napping on the sloping ledges which had 
been polished by the passage of innumerable feet 
into hard ice. As I heaved myself upwards, my 
boots skating about like a schoolboy on a park 
pond, Alan wisely remained at an iron stake be-
low me, paying out the climbing-rope in the ap-
proved British belaying style. I met the floods of 
bodies coming downwards just as Alan called that 
there was no more rope and was I belayed and 
should he start moving? Yes, I shouted to all this, 
although the only belay I had was a small iron 
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spike only about three inches long which I was 
standing on. But Alan now announced that he 
had been overtaken by another mob, also ascend-
ing, and his progress was blocked. 

By this time the patience of the dozen or so 
people who were wanting to descend began to run 
out. A burly guide whose client kept slithering 
suicidally towards the abyss insisted that I should 
move on, but I could only apologize, state that 
this was impossible at the moment, and point out 
that if he and his comrades had only waited at 
the ledge above things would have been less con-
gested. . . . At this the guide threw up his hands 
despairingly — a risky luxury with a client as un-
steady as his, I thought — and moaned: 

"We shall be here forever." 
I was tempted to reply that if this were so he 

would at least be earning double-time in the pro-
cess whereas I would merely miss my plane book-
ing, but at that moment Alan called that he was 
in motion, and uncomfortably aware that this was 
the spot where Whymper's party met disaster, I 
started upward again. The delay had caused my 
hands to go numb and they slid horribly on the 
ropes, reminding me of my feeble efforts in the 
gymnasium at school. This however was somewhat 
different; Alan and I were now moving together 
above a precipice 4,000 feet high, and if either of 
us lost his grip we should both follow the trajec-
tory of the unlucky Hadow, Hudson, Douglas and 
Croz. 

At last we were reunited on a ledge in the sun-
shine and Alan was so overwrought after the jos-
tling and sordid arguments that he swore he 
would abandon the summit and head downhill 
again as soon as the traffic cleared. However after 
a rest and a bite to eat he recovered his sang-
froid and we pressed on up the last of the ropes 
to reach the final 300-foot slope leading to the 
summit ridge. This was less steep, but it was a 
place for extreme care — snow-covered slabs with 
only the occasional iron spike for protection — 
and we were bewildered to see several Japanese 
climbers gaily clambering up unroped. One of 
these suddenly gave a startled shout and dis-
lodged a huge boulder weighing a couple of hun-
dredweight. It thudded within inches of a pair 

SUMMIT/ APRIL 1973 

of climbers fifty feet below and then bounded 
from sight, to fall like a bomb down the entire 
length of the fixed ropes and the ground below 
the Shoulder. I shuddered to think of the things 
that might be happening at that moment; for 
all we knew one or more lives might be in the 
process of being snuffed out by that single terrible 
missile. 

This was not our last brush with horror. A few 
moments later a woman climber appeared from 
the summit, with her face a mass of blood and 
bandages. She stopped to tell us that she had been 
struck lower down the mountain but persuaded 
her guide to continue to the top. We could only 
admire her courage. 

Only in the last few feet of the Matterhorn did 
I feel at last that the mountaineering was of the 
genuine, justified kind, requiring care and preci-
sion of movement, rather than a kind of Russian 
Roulette luck in avoiding falling debris and the 
aggressiveness to keep ahead of other people. The 
summit was almost deserted and it was much 
more beautiful and memorable than I had ex-
pected — a razor-edge perhaps two hundred yards 
long, with the famous crucifix at one end and a 
bulging snow cornice at the Swiss end forming the 
highest point. A mist was rushing up the south 
face and writhing into nothingness in the faultless 
blue overhead. Apart from a few rocks and the 
cornice, and the crucifix, we were surrounded by 
space, and the seamed glaciers far below and the 
turquoise lakes in Italy lent scale to this incred-
ible feeling of height and depth. 

It was eleven o'clock. We had taken hours more 
than the guide-book time in our slow and at times 
bewildered and frightened crawl up the mountain, 
but who cared? I am tempted to say, nothing mat-
tered, we were alive! We spread ourselves out on 
the sun-baked rocks in a pocket of air so still that 
a match would have burnt steadily, and began to 
go through the summit ritual — the eating, the 
identifying of the mountains around, and the 
dreaming. An ocean of effort separated us from 
the safety of the Hornli, but for the moment we 
could afford to forget about the trials to come. 

For a few precious minutes we could cradle the 
Matterhorn in the palms of our hands. 
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MOSES: a desert tower fo.pa„,,,e 

we managed in spite of our prevailing disorganiza-
tion and the distracting party atmosphere at base-
camp. Our group had swelled to a dozen or so, in-
cluding a Great Dane and two German Shepherds. 
We breakfasted leisurely, finding it difficult to 
leave the hot coffee and the campfire for a breezy 
session in etriers. 

As expected, the nailing was awkward and 
strenuous and became more so the higher we 
climbed. Sometimes the only usable cracks lay 
deep inside of badly flaring chimneys. In one case, 
I was forced to place bolts next to the chimney 
because I couldn't reach the crack. 

Since this was my first experience climbing on 
desert sandstone, I was amazed at the way a piton 
placed only one-quarter of its length into a crack 
would continue to bury itself into the rock after 
repeated pounding. Yet, the actual quality of the 
piton placements was surprisingly good. Fortun-
ately, Moses is composed of Wingate sandstone — 
a reasonably solid substance for desert climbing. 

Some loose rock kept our anxiety level high, 
especially several chockstones perched just above 
the second hanging station. The leader had to 
climb very gingerly around these blocks, for any 
little disturbance might have sent them crashing 
down on both belayer and ropes. We toyed with 
the idea of pushing them off to the side, but final-
ly decided to leave them entirely alone. 

Discussing our tactics around the campfire, 
Fred made an eloquent plea for a new, spartan 
schedule. We hoped to make the summit in two 
more days at the most, before poor weather set 
in again. 

The next day it rained. 
On Wednesday, Thom and Eric, obviously anx-

ious to get on with the climb, put in a full day's 
work on the face. Progress was slow and tedious, 
as is the nature of desert climbing, but by eve-
ning they had succeeded in placing ropes just be-
low the west shoulder of Moses before rappeling 
off. All that remained was to gain the skyline 
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ridge and then clamber up the final summit block. 
Unfortunately, the route up the ridge was blank, 
necessitating a bolt ladder. 

The job of drilling fell to Jim, and it was not 
quite 8:30 in the morning when I clipped the 
hauling line to his waist loop and he led off, 
quickly moving onto the skyline, where the angle 
eased off to 70 degrees. Using hero loops to get 
maximum reach, Jim spaced the bolts as far apart 
as his height would allow, and managed to place 
a pin in an obscure crack in the process. As my 
partner feverishly drilled away, I nervously eyed 
a group of fast approaching storm clouds. I re-
flected on the ludicrous situation of being rained 
off a climb in the desert, but by the time I ju-
mared up to Jim's belay ledge, the immediate 
threat of a storm had passed, and the sun broke 
through. Fred, Thom and Eric, seeing that the 
weather had taken a temporary turn for the bet-
ter, started up the ropes to join us. 

Realizing that the top was now easily within 
reach, we relaxed for a few minutes, and sorted 
the hardware I would need for the last pitch. I 
eagerly took the lead, stemmed up an odd little 
chimney, surmounted a short headwall with the 
aid of two bolts, and scrambled to the delightful 
table-top summit of Moses. 

Soon we were all gathered together on our ex-
posed perch, sharing in the common joy and sat-
isfaction of our endeavor. The celebration was 
short-lived however, since it was evident that the 
impending storm was not far off. We hastily de-
scended the tower via some truly exhilarating rap-
pels, and then hiked back down to camp for the 
last time. 

Technical Information 
Moses Tower (Grade V, 5.6, A-3) 
Canyonlands National Park 
First Ascent: October 21 to 26, 1972, via the North Face 
Ironmongery: Approximately 100 pitons, 50 bolts, and 

several hexentric nuts. Bring 10 nuts and hangers for 
1/4" bolts. 5 nuts and hangers for 3/8" bolts. 

Personnel: Climbers: Fred Beckey, Eric Bjornstad, James 
Galvin, Thom Nephew and Gregory Markov 
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Taylor Canyon—Moses is highest tower with lopsided summit capstone. 

Climbers preparing to rappel down the route—blur in picture is falling sling, Photos by Thom Nephew 
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Dear G., 
We'd just begun to have delusions of compe-

tency after successfully organizing about ten trips 
to the mountains in East Africa and Asia. For 
nearly a year, almost everything except the 
weather had worked according to our plans. Noth-
ing had been stolen from us. We'd learned to cope 
with the third world, or so we thought. Nepal was 
to be the climax of our trip, a thirty-day trek with 
climbing possibilities. Our route would take us 
through the remote Rolwaling Valley, across the 
Tesi Lapcha Pass (19,000 feet), up near Mt. Ever-
est, and back from Lukla to Kathmandu by plane. 
As the Rolwaling Valley is quite close to the Ti-
betan border, it has been closed to trekking until 
quite recently and we hoped to encounter few 
other visitors. 

We were especially looking forward to hiring 
some of the famous Sherpas of Nepal to accom-
pany us. What Himalayan book has not praised 
the noble Sherpa for his strength, honesty, cour-
age and loyalty? At last we would meet and climb 
with these renowned porters and guides among 
the world's highest mountains. Alas, things did 
not work out as we'd expected, perhaps because 
of mistakes on our part, perhaps because Nepal 
is changing. 

Earlier trekking groups in Nepal have been 
almost unanimously enthusiastic about their trips; 
we suspect our experience was quite unusual. 
However, by telling about it, I may somewhat 
temper the view "trekking in Nepal is the groovi-
est activity around" that is currently bringing 
hordes of tourists to Nepal. 

We thought Nepal to be very crowded, expen- 
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sive, and overrated in comparison with other 
places we've visited. As for the faithful Sherpa, 
the one we hired turned out to be a most clever 
and unpleasant thief. I do not mean to malign 
Nepal or Sherpas in general, but just to accurate-
ly tell you about our experience. 

Kathmandu is still a fascinating crowded east-
ern city of shrines and temples. Nowadays though, 
narrow streets are full of taxis and westerners. 
The continual blair of horns virtually drowns the 
melodious bells and gongs of the temples. Appar-
ently all the foreigners in town are going trekking. 
"Namche Bazaar," "Kuli Gandaki," "soybeans," 
"far out" fill the air. 

Our Sherpa was warmly recommended to us by 
Nepal's most reputable trekking firm. "Take 
Mingma Norbu — very honest — an excellent sir-
dar." Fantastic. Unfortunately, Mingma insisted 
sahibs couldn't cook in Nepal. He would take care 
of all the food and cooking. To help him he would 
have to hire a kitchen boy. "Very cheap. Porter 
wages." Oh, yes, we would have to equip him, feed 
him western food and fly him back from Lukla. 
Giving in, we acquired Kami, a second Sherpa 
who Mingma undemocratically insisted on refer-
ring to as "kitchenboy." 

"We need boots, packs, jackets, tents, and 
many other things, sahib." Suddenly it became 
apparent that the daily wage paid to Sherpas was 
only a small fraction of their real cost. About $100 
worth of cooking gear was also requested, al-
though not purchased. The gear given to Sherpas 
is usually sold by them after each trek or expe-
dition. Consequently, most Sherpas have no gear 
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IASC 0 IN NF PAL 
By Arlene Blum 

and there is a lot of climbing equipment for sale 
very cheap in Kathmandu. 

The first few days of our trek involved pleasant 
strolls through low altitude farm and forestland. 
Our appreciation of the scenery was somewhat 
marred by the leeches, fleas, ticks and bad colds 
we'd acquired. It is unlikely there is a form of 
life lower than the disgusting leech. Upon at-
taching themselves, they insert an anaesthetic 
and an anti-coagulent into the wound. Looking 
down, I'd see tell-tale red on my sock or shoe. 
Investigating further, my foot would be bleeding 
profusely and in the shoe I'd find a fat leech 
bloated with my blood. Ugh! Leech bites are 
harmless as leeches carry no disease. Still the 
bleeding can be most tiresome, and it is useful 
to carry a stiptic pencil to stop it. 

Doubtless, you've heard many times of the 
beauty of Nepal and the friendliness of its peo-
ple. True enough, so I won't bore you with further 
exclamations of rapture. Be it said that the trek 
up the Rolwaling Gorge to Tesi Lapcha is quite 
a nice walk. 

On the eleventh day we stopped at a group of 
huts called Nangaon (13,500 ft.) just south of 
the Tibetan border to do a bit of climbing. Some 
parties get here in seven or eight days. However, 
there was always someone ill in our group so we 
did not object too strongly on the many days 
when Mingma told us we could go no further 
after two hours of walking. The way in which this 
two hours was stretched into a whole day was a 
wonder to behold. "Tea, sahib," would wake us at 
6 a.m. or so. The porters would be on the trail at 
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7 a.m. Each tea house or resting place would pro-
vide the occasion for a long stop. Breakfast would 
be around 10:00 though the breakfast spot could 
usually be reached in an hour's walk. At noon, 
our erratic progress would start again and stop 
for the day at 2:00 or so. "It is the custom, 
sahib." 

In spite of this leisurely progress, we were all 
losing weight at a great rate. Perhaps, this is a 
typical reaction of sedentary Americans trekking 
in Nepal. However, Joel, Ann and Dave, George 
and I had just spent a month climbing between 
15,000 and 24,000 feet in Afghanistan, and Tom 
Stephens and Bill Conrad had spent the summer 
working in the mountains as climbing rangers. 
This was the first trip during which everyone had 
lost a lot of weight. Why? 

Although we tried to do the cooking, Mingma 
insisted on preparing and supervising the food 
which was disappearing at an astonishing rate. 
The fact that three small bottles of liquor we'd 
given to Mingma for safekeeping were all broken 
or leaked away in the first couple days of the trip 
should have given us a clue as to what was 
happening. 

Returning from a reconnaissance of the peaks 
near Nangaon, we met a group of twenty German 
climbers and fifty porters who informed us that 
an even larger Alpinismus group (remember No-
shag?) was only a couple of days behind. For 
the third time it looked as though we'd be in-
vaded by Alpinismus. "Let's cross the Tesi Lap-
cha Pass before they catch up with us." "Good 
idea, we'll see Everest in three days. But where 

to page 24, please 21 
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Going through the ice fail below Tesi Lapcha Pass. Fantastic scenery on the trail near Tesi Lapcha. 



Trail after a heavy snowfall. 

A peak in the Rolwaling Valley. 



are our porters?" Our porters were now working 
for the Germans who'd offered them higher wages. 
An indignant Mingma soon returned, followed 
sheepishly by the wayward porters. 

Three days later we crossed the pass in a bliz-
zard and camped at 18,600 feet. Ann and Dave 
helped carry a porter who had collapsed below 
the pass and been left out in the storm by the 
others. The Sherpa porters spent the frigid night 
in the open camped on some rocks. We admired 
their fortitude but wondered why no one had ever 
bothered to stack the rocks to make a hut or at 
least stone walls for protection from the wind. 
The Tesi Lapcha is a frequently crossed route 
connecting the Sherpa community of Beding with 
the Khumbu, and this is a standard camping spot. 

Mingma kindly (so we thought) invited us to 
stay at his house in Kumjung (12,500 feet) for 
a day before we went up to Everest. Though it 
was October and supposedly the dry season, it 
now began to storm in earnest. For nearly a week, 
we camped in the mud in Mingma's potato patch 
while the snow sogged down upon us at a sticky 
thirty degrees. The snow was so heavy it broke a 
tent pole. 

Occasionally we'd have a meal in Mingma's 
house to get away from the squalor of our tents. 
As Sherpa houses lack chimneys, the dense smoke 
inside made it difficult for us to breathe. Appar-
ently this smoke leads to a high incidence of eye 
and lung disorders among the Sherpas. To es-
cape the soggy tents and smoky house, we took 
to eating in the loft below the house, the resi-
dence of the cows and spiders. 

One of the storm days was spent at the Ever-
est View Hotel just up the hill from Kumjung 
at 12,500 feet. This hotel, which is being built by 
the Japanese, charges $65 per day per person and 
is noted for its lack of central heating. At lunch, 
the frosty breath of the warmly attired guests 
shrouded the elegantly set table. All the water 
used in the hotel must be carried up to it by 
porters or yaks. 

The guests are flown to Lukla and then either 
walk two days or are helicoptered directly to the 
hotel. Often they are so ill from the sudden alti-
tude change that they spend all their time lying 
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in their rooms under electric blankets, breathing 
oxygen. The hotel recently tried to buy part of 
Kumjung to build a landing strip. The Sherpas 
refused to sell their village so a landing strip is 
being blasted out of a nearby hillside. 

"Sugar finished, sahib. Need twenty pounds 
more." "Okay, here's the money." Four days 
later, "Sugar finished, sahib." Since only three of 
us used sugar and we'd used less than a pound 
a day on past trips, using up twenty pounds of 
sugar in four days seemed rather peculiar. Also 
strange was the fact that our wood bill was three 
times as great as that of other parties. Still, 
Mingma insisted these were the prices and be-
came very insulted when we questioned them. 
We did object though when he charged us more 
for camping in his muddy front yard and eating 
in the loft than the Sherpa tea houses charged 
for a day's food and lodging for a group like 
ours. "It is the custom, sahib." 

And, so it continued. We lost more and more 
weight while spending more per day than we had 
on any previous trip. Obviously, it was mostly 
our fault for not carefully supervising the Sherpas. 
After six months of climbing in Asia we were tired 
of hassling, and thought it worth paying a bit 
more to have a smooth relaxing trip and avoid un-
pleasant scenes. This was undoubtedly an error 
for it encouraged Mingma to think we were rich 
fools. 

When the storm ended, we set out for Gorek 
Shep, a frozen lake near Everest, with nine por-
ters and two Sherpas carrying our one hundred 
fifty pounds of personal equipment and meagre 
food. Since porters should each carry sixty-six 
pounds, we tried to dismiss some of them. Ming-
ma said all the porters would quit if any were sent 
back. Most of Mingma's sister's load was her baby 
who seemed rather unhappy. We suggested send-
ing her back. "Impossible, sahib." 

Mingma then told us we must pay the lightly 
laden porters five days' wages for what was an 
easy three days' march. "It is the custom, sahib." 
I finally refused Mingma's demands and got in-
volved in a most unpleasant scene. We ended up 
paying four days' wages. 

Next day the frame of my Kelty pack, which 
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the Sherpas had been carrying, was completely 
broken. No one knew how it had happened. 

The hike up to Everest was really beautiful 
although the track was full of garbage and defeca-
tion. An even worse effect of the ever-increasing 
hordes of visitors is that all the trees are being 
cut down for firewood. Until a few years ago 
there was a taboo against cutting live wood. No 
longer. Now there are predictions that in a few 
years all the wood will be gone, and the hillsides 
barren and eroded. 

The best day of this trip we hiked from Lobo-
che (16,200 feet) to the French Camp I on 
Pumori (17,700 feet). The sky was deep blue, the 
air warm and calm, and the views fantastic. Ever-
est and so many of the mountains I'd heard about 
for years lay majestically before me. We could 
go no further because of all the new unconsoli-
dated snow left by the storm. The North Col of 
Everest can be seen by walking to about 20,000 
feet on Pumori, reputedly an easy hike when the 
snow is consolidated. Someday I'd like to see this 
view. If I ever go to the Khumbu again, I plan to 
bring freeze-dried food from the U.S. and to do 
my own cooking and carrying. 

After thirty days we escaped from the Khumbu 
in an emaciated condition. In the confusion of 
leaving, our loyal Mingmu kept all the equipment 
we'd given to Kami, the kitchen boy, of whom 
we thought highly. 

On our return to Kathmandu, we called the 
trekking firm that had recommended Mingma. 
"He doesn't work for us. He was just a Sherpa 
hanging around looking for work. Goodbye." 

As a parting gasp, we had a big dinner at Kath-
mandu's best restaurant, and all got dysentery. 

We're off now to the Great Barrier Reef of Aus-
tralia to wash away the diseases of Asia and then 
to the New Zealand Alps. 

Sincerely, 
Arlene 

P.S. If you still want to go trekking in Nepal, be 
sure you either hire an honest Sherpa (don't know 
how you do this), pay a reputable trekking com-
pany to arrange things, or just carry your gear 
yourself. Trekking campanies charge $12 to $20 
per man day for organizing everything. Our trip 
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cost $8 per man day and I expect you could live 
quite well for less than half of that if you didn't 
hire Sherpas. In any case, in Kathmandu there 
is a most useful book called "Trekking in Nepal" 
that gives an idea of how long various treks 
should take and contains lots of useful informa-
tion. There are also trekking maps of most of 
Nepal available in Kathmandu and topographic 
maps of the areas around many of the major 
peaks are available in Europe. For example, 
Schneider has made an excellent topo of the 
Khumbu which may be purchased from Sporthaus 
Schuster in Munich, Germany. 

We spent $2.50 per man day for food for us 
and the three Sherpas who ended up eating with 
us. There is a definite tendency for the number 
of Sherpas to increase — we had only wanted to 
hire one. Other per man day expenses were $3.50 
for porter and Sherpa wages, $1.00 for expenses 
along the way like wood, and $1.00 for flying the 
Sherpas and ourselves out from Lukla. 

The best time of year for trekking in Nepal is 
supposed to be October to December and Febru-
ary to March. The long storm we encountered in 
October is most unusual. During this storm four 
porters died of exposure and many more got se-
vere frostbite. Judging from our experience with 
the exhausted porter on the Tesi Lapcha, the 
Sherpas and porters do not always look after one 
another. It is the responsibility of the trekking 
party to keep track of all porters when conditions 
are severe. 

Also, a trekker died of pulmonary edema while 
we were in Kumjung. Many people fly to Lukla 
every day and then try to walk up to Korek Shep 
(17,000 feet) in a week or so. A number of peo-
ple react badly to the altitude, and the amount 
of pulmonary edema is increasing. There were no 
climbing fatalities in Nepal while we were there, 
but five people died on trekking trips. Rather 
surprising. 

After the crowds on Noshaq we expected the 
Khumbu to be crowded with tourists. It certainly 
was. Several thousand people visit the area each 
year and the number is rapidly increasing. I won-
der what will happen after all the trees are 
chopped down? 
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Scree from page one 

Karlstrom et. al. in January, 1972 (Summit Sept. 
1972). After a bivouac at this point, surprised by 
a storm, we decided to try to avoid the A3 pitch 
and wind-exposed diagonal cracks of the original 
route; instead we followed 13 new pitches more 
sheltered from the wind. From the bivouac, we 
traversed slightly right, then up two pitches, after 
which easy ledges led left to a line above the start 
of the route (just right of center of the face). 

By Larry Johnson 
In the event you do not immediately recognize 

the rock due to its unusual and startling propor-
tions when viewed from this angle, it is the very 
famous Maiden near Boulder, Colorado. The out-
skirts of Boulder and a road leading into town 
may be seen to the left of the rock. 

Normal approach to the Maiden is from where 
the picture was taken; up and then down some 
steep slab climbing. The traditional climb then, 
is up the left (north) side. The south side also 
has a longer, much harder, and infrequently 
climbed route. 

Becoming more popular is the 115-foot aid 
climb of the west overhang as seen in the picture. 
The overhang is about 25 feet and provides a 
high degree of exposure. An obvious crack system 
leads up the left side to the first roof where bolts 
are placed to get one to the lip where a small 
piece of white webbing may be seen. The route 
then moves to the right and up through the large 
cleft. 

Following rainy periods a climber will find a 
good sized pool on top with its myriad of fresh 
water shrimp and other insects. The appearance 
of shrimp on top of a rock such as this is, to say 
the least, surprising. 

The ultimate reward of this climb, however, 
is the spectacular, completely free, 115-foot rap-
pel off the overhang. A piece of white webbing in 
the center of the left half of the rock marks the 
jumping-off point. 
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From here we went directly up, mostly in cracks 
and chimneys, in a recess left of a large zone of 
overhangs. This section includes two A1-F6 mixed 
pitches and a passage of F9. A second stormy 
bivouac was necessary after pitch 17. The route 
will probably go in one day, at the cost of a 
bivouac at the foot of the face and perhaps another 
on the summit or descent route (the SW face — 
complicated and exposed enough F2-F3 that night 
climbing would be "interesting"). NCCS IV or V, 
F9, Al. 

—Henri Agresti 

Brooks Range Trust Fund 
A Brooks Range Trust Fund has been set up 

with the transfer of the bulk of Hans Van der 
Laan's estate into the trust by his parents, Mr. 
and Mrs. H.F. Van der Laan of Voorburg, The 
Netherlands. Hans lost his life in an avalanche on 
the Eklutna Glacier near Anchorage. The Moun-
taineering Club of Alaska will have a supervisory 
role. 

Basically, the Trust activity will be as follows: 
to promote establishment of a "Gates of the 

Arctic" National Park in the Brooks Range and 
to designate a Wilderness area inside the park; 

to promote wilderness areas throughout the 
Brooks Range; (3) to promote wild river systems 
in the same area; (4) to set up a library or col-
lection of literature on the Brooks Range. 

Japanese in Alaska 
An increasing number of Japanese climbers are 

appearing in Alaska to climb in the various ranges. 
This has sparked a renewed effort on the part of 
Alaskans to make the remaining first ascents. The 
Japanese research their climbs well and are cur-
rently in the process of translating "55 Ways to 
the Wilderness in South Central Alaska." 

—Scree 

Appalling .. . ? 
Official figures from Mount Rainier National 

Park show that during the period of July 15 and 
September 5, 1972, there were 2,300 attempts and 
1,675 ascents of Mr. Rainier. 1,652 climbers tried 
the summit without guides and 1,150 reached it; 
650 climbed with guides and 525 were successful. 
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A NEW SOLO CLIMBING 

Solo climbing in the United States doesn't have 
the proud tradition it does in Europe. While sig-
nificant technical solo ascents were done as long 
ago as the thirties in the Alps, climbers in the 
U.S. haven't really come to see solo climbing as a 
valid method of stretching their personal limits, 
both mental and technical, much less simply en-
joying oneself, until quite recently. Ever since 
Royal Robbins climbed the John Muir Route solo 
in 1968, people have begun to realize that in many 
ways American climbing is more suitable for solo 
climbing than the Alps. 

The big solo climbs done in the U.S. recently 
have been predominantly aid climbs, or mixed 
aid and free climbs, on granite walls where re-
liable belay anchors are usually easy to find. With 
the development of big wall techniques for jumar-
ing and hauling, roped solo climbing came to be 
technically reasonable. The climber leads a pitch 
using some belay system, anchors the rope at the 
top, then rappels down and cleans the pitch on 
jumars. After hauling, he is ready to repeat the 
process. 

There are three central problems with solo 
climbing. First, the climber must do twice as 
much work as if he had a partner, and goes cor-
respondingly slower. Secondly, the climber has a 
higher degree of uncertainty and commitment, 
due to the impossibility of help for quite a while 
after any accident. (Paradoxically, this is also the 
central attraction of solo climbing.) Lastly, the 
climber must have some self-contained belay 
system. 

Climbers have traditionally used two jumars to 
belay themselves for solo climbing. The climber 
attaches the rope to the anchor at the bottom of 
the climb, and feeds the rope out through the 
jumars, (or one jumar and a Prusik knot, or a 
Gibbs ascender) which are attached to his waist. 
The system is not very reliable since jumars break 
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at highly varied weights, and are quite susceptible 
to fracturing, being brittle castings. The climber 
must keep feeding out rope to himself as he 
climbs, which isn't much of a problem when doing 
straight-forward aid, but can be quite difficult 
when free climbing. What is needed is a system 
that will pay out rope freely as the climber climbs, 
but will lock onto the rope during a fall. In the 
spring of 1972, a Seattle climber, Steve Barnett, 
developed a system that seems to fit this criterion. 

The Barnett System 
The basic element of this solo system is a Pen-

berthy style ascender knot made with the most 
pliable and limp nylon rope available, in 8, 9, or 
10 mm diameter. It is critical that the rope be un-
processed (i.e., not heat-treated). If the rope is 
as stiff as 9 mm Edelrid or Mammut, the ascender 
knot may not catch. Unprocessed nylon rope is 
available at many marine supply stores, and at 
Mountain Safety Research, in Seattle. 

As shown in the picture, the climbing rope from 
below at the belay anchor runs up through the 
carabiners on the aid pins or protection place-
ments, then through a pulley on the climber's 
chest sling, and through the ascender knot. As the 
climber moves upward, the pulley is pulled down-
ward, and compresses the ascender knot, letting 
the rope slide through. If the climber falls, the 
pull will come from above, and the pulley will dis-
engage from the ascender knot, which locks onto 
the climbing rope. The direction of the pull de-
termines whether or not the ascender knot will 
catch. 

The ascender knot is simple. One merely wraps 
the pliable sling rope around the climbing rope 
from five to ten times, and joins the ends together 
such that the swami is included in the circle. The 
ends may be tied with a ring bend, a doubled 
overhand, or any other knot that is convenient 
and reliable. With the swami or harness included 
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SYSTEM by Bruce Carson 

in the circle of the sling rope, a pull upward on 
the climbing rope pulls the knot tight around the 
rope, and transfers the pull in turn to the swami. 

Problems 
That is the basic design, but just as one prefers 

not to trust a jumar set-up fully and ties into the 
end of the rope, some backup is necessary for a 
solo system. Instead of tying into the rope end, 
however, it seems to work better if the climber 
gives himself about forty or fifty feet of slack, 
then clips a figure-eight knot to his swami. The 
loose end of the rope hangs free down the wall. 
This has the advantage of reducing the maximum 
distance the climber can fall, and with less rope 
hanging down from the belay system, there is less 
drag on the climber. 

This backup is necessary since the amount of 
slack in the ascender knot is fairly critical. Too 
little slack results in excessive friction through 
the system. More serious is too much slack. The 
knot may not catch in the event of a fall. This 
can also happen if the sling rope is too rigid, if a 
Prusik knot is used instead of an ascender knot, 
or if not enough turns of the sling rope are used 
around the climbing rope. The adjustment of the 
knot is mostly a matter of experience but a few 
points are clear. If a five-foot section of sling rope 
is used, about eight or nine turns around the 
climbing rope are necessary. If the sling rope 
doesn't wrap closely and smoothly around the 
climbing rope, it is probably too loose. A quick 
test is available to make sure the knot will hold; 
one merely pulls upward on the climbing rope to 
simulate a fall, and makes sure that the ascender 
knot grabs the climbing rope. A little practice 
will determine what is best. 

Actual Use 
This system has been known for a short time 

but there is already a reasonable amount of ex-
perience with it. Seattle area climbers have done 
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quite a few shorter climbs on the local cliffs, up 
to Grade IV's, and Ed Gibson did a solo ascent 
of Grand Wall at Squamish Chief, a Grade V. A 
recent solo ascent of the Integral on El Capitan 
also used the system. On some of these climbs, 
there have been falls, and confidence in the sys-
tem seems to be justified. The longest fall yet 
held was thirty feet, but tests have been run us-
ing an ascender knot that indicate the climbing 
rope will break before the knot. One case of fail-
ure has been reported, and the problems were too 
much slack in the ascender knot, and sling rope 
that was perhaps a little too thick (10.5 mm.) 
All in all, there seems to be significant advantages 
in comparison to the traditional methods of roped 
solo climbing. Use of this new solo belaying sys-
tem could make high standard solo climbs more 
feasible, as well as providing a means for less 
gung-ho climbers to achieve the aesthetic rewards 
of solo climbing more easily. 
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MOUNTAINEERING, BACKPACKING, 
CROSSCOUNTRY SKIING 

HIGHLAND Outfitters 
Riverside, California 92502 

Ice Climbing 

Seminars 

on Mt. Hood 

Rite jeRstAO 
3,6v enturzes 

Recent Books... 
SKI TOURS IN CALIFORNIA, by David Beck. 
Published by the Wilderness Press, Berkeley, 
Calif., the 244-page book sells for $4.95. Contains 
detailed descriptions of cross-country tours as well 
as information on how to ski tour. With this guide, 
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one can follow in Beck's tracks on tours from Mt. 
Shasta to Mt. San Jacinto, in the state with the 
most ski touring outside of Alaska. 

OREGON SKI TOURS, by Doug Newman and 
Sally Sharrard. Published by The Touchstone 
Press, P.O. Box 81, Beaverton, Oregon, at $4.95. 
This comprehensive field guide to cross-country 
tours by two experienced skiers, contains maps, 
photographs and detailed trail descriptions for 
each tour. The tours vary in length from short 
warm-up trips to 25-mile expeditions. Describes 
65 select ski trails. 

9920 SW Terwilliger Blvd Portland, Oregon 97219 
Telephone (503) 246-9830 
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Monte Rosa 
Pivetta 5 

Red Spider 

The very finest boots for hiking, 
climbing, mountaineering 
Famous Pivetta comfort and fit 
Strongest construction for 
reliability 

WRITE 
FOR YOUR 

FREE COLOR 
ILLU

STRATED  
CATALOGUE TODAY. 

411FOR CAMPING, 

CLIMBING 
OR CYCLING... 

THE "TUNNEL UNIT TENT" 
A new easily portable and simple to erect 

4'3" x 7' x 3'3" high. "Ripstop" nylon. Sup-

ports are of sectional fiberglass. Total weight 

only 7 lbs. 

THE "JOE BROWN" RUCSAC 
Manufactured of waterproof nylon duck, 
shoulder straps of tubular nylon, foam filled 

weighs only 21/4  lbs complete. 

BLACKS 
225 Strathcona Ave., Ottawa, Canada K1S 1X7 

930 Ford St., Ogdensburg, N.Y. 13669 

1973 IOWA MOUNTAINEER VENTURES 

June 16 - July 15 Alaskan Expedition 
(Travel Alaska Highway; then climb or 
sightsee) 

July 24 -  Aug. 3 Mount Robson Camp, B.C. 
(Superb camping, hiking and climbing.) 

Aug. 6 -  17 Mount Assiniboine Camp, B.C. 

(Superb camping, fishing, hiking and 
climbing) 

Only inquire if seriously interested. 
P.O. Box /63, Iowa City, Iowa 52240 

Phone 3/ 9/337-7163 

COMPLETE CROSS-COUNTRY SKIING AND 
SKI TOURING, by William J. Lederer and Joe 
Pete Wilson. Published by W. W. Norton & Co., 
New York, it is available from the Trak Ski Co., 
P.O. Box 497, Byfield, Massachussetts for $3.50. 
Every motion in ski touring is well-illustrated in 
drawings by Frank Thomas. One of the finest and 
most comprehensive books on ski touring ever 
published. 

SKI TOURING GUIDE TO NEW ENGLAND, 
compiled by Medora H. Bass with the assistance 
of Jean Turnbull and Ethel MacAdam. Available 
from Eastern Mountain Sports, 1041 Common-
wealth Ave., Boston, Massachussetts, for $3.95. 
Contains over 100 entries, including trail mileage 
and ability rating. 
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WEST RIDGE SPORTS 

FREELANCE ALPINE RESEARCH 
TEAM 

Scheduled Climbs 

22 June — 13 July — Cordillera Blanc, Peru 
Climb Huascaran, Alpamayo, or Huandoy. This 
area is noted for excellent weather and beauty. 
Est. total cost $575. 

7 Sept. — 16 Sept. — Ecuador 
Climb Chimborazo (20,557') and Cotopaxi. Sneak 
a week and get a 20,000 footer. 
Est. total cost $475. 

10 Nov. — 18 Nov. — Mexico, Volcanoes 
Climb Popo, Ixty, and Orizaba (18,854'). A true 
fun trip with lots of climbing. 
Est. total cost $200. 

25 Jan. — 10 Feb., 1974 — Argentina 
Climb Aconcagua (22,834'). A chance to reach 
the highest point in the Western Hemisphere 
plus the local food and wine are the best in the 
world. 
Est. total cost $775. 

Additional Information: Freelance Alpine Research 
Team, 11930 W. Olympic Blvd., Los Angeles, 
Calif. 90064. 

All Trips: You furnish your mountaineering equipment 
and your high altitude food. 

Est. Total Cost: Based on L.A. to L.A. spending and 
previous expedition members costs, includes 
all air and ground travel, all food and drink 
outside of U.S.A., and hotels. 

Air Travel: AEROLINEAS ARGENTINAS 
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HEY MAN! EVEN 
Wirt/ 3111P4 
GEAR You cANY 
COME UP THE 
uwoERSIOE OF 
CORNICti 

Than any snowshoes avail-
able - at any price. 

LIGHTER, QUICKER, STRONGER 

That's why Black Forest 
TRAVEL - LIGHT Snowshoes 
were selected for use on 
The American Dhaulagiri 
Expedition. 

Get ready for next Winter 
NOW. 

send for catalog: 

Black Forest Enterprises 
P.O. BOX 1007 * NEVADA CITY ,CA . 95959 

11 ik* 

phone (213) 477-5250 
,•WEST 

sports 

Travel Light* aluminum frame snowshoes 

members of 'FREELANCE 
ALPINE RESEARCH TEAM' 
on the summit of... 
.. CERRO ACONCAGUA 
February 15,1973 22,834ft. 

11930w. olympic blvd., west los angeles, california 90064 

Mama Wash.,  

SUMMIT/ APRIL 1973 



himalayan's system 3: a light fantastic 
A total pack-and-frame weight of 1 pound, 
14 ounces. Special design features for 
skiers, hunters, fishermen and backpack-
ers with medium loads. That's Himalayan's 
exclusive new "System 3." A light, fan-
tastic pack system that's highly versatile. 

Split side pockets with buckle straps ac-
commodate long items such as skis and 
fishing rods. Leather accessory plate with 
cord ties on additional items. Bag is wa-
terproof, abrasion resistant, emergency 
orange nylon with self-repairing nylon  

zippers over the side pockets. Frame has 
Himalayan's patented dyna-flex construc-
tion for more freedom of movement than 
rigid, welded frames. All with the Hima-
layan quality that conquered Mount 
Everest—twice. 

Want a larger model? We've got those, 
too. With exclusive new benefits that no 
one else offers. Write us and see for your-
self. 

Fantastic! 

WRITE FOR FREE CATALOG. HIMALAYAN, P.O. BOX 5668- Pine Bluff, Arkansas -71601 (501) 536-6436. 
A Division of Leisure Group, Inc. 
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JENSEN PACK 

The classic Don Jensen design is carefully con-

structed by Rivendell. Ingenious compartmentali-

zation and contoured shape provide optimum 

comfort. Four lengths assure a perfect fit. Accept 

no imitations. 

Send for free brochure and dealer list. 

Box E, Snoqualmie, VVa. 98065, U.S.A. 

/# 

64,  climbing 
rope 

The Number One rope for safety, reliability, handling. 

Supplier to the American Dhaulagiri Expedition 

DV THE DONNER MOUNTAIN CORPORATION 

111111 BERKELEY. CALIF. 94710 

GIBBS 
ASCENDERS cni  

Each Ascender is tested 
to 1000 pounds. Its smooth 

rounded teeth produce 
little or no rope damage. 

Especially applicable to 
equipment haulage, group 

ascents, fixed rope and 
rescue operations. Operates 

on icy or muddy ropes. 

ASCENDERS with spring wire $7.25 
ASCENDERS with quick release pin $8.50 

include 250 postage per ascender / 500 airmail 

ROPE / SLING / CARABINERS 
20% DISCOUNT ON ORDERS 

of $65. OR MORE. 
SEND FOR A CATALOGUE TO: 

GIBBS PRODUCTS 
854 PADLEY STREET 
SALT LAKE CITY, UTAH 84108 
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Bashies 

DOLT Bolt Hangers 

Pulley DOLT 

Colornuts 

Corlay Softlay Rope 

Colorperl 

Perlweb 

Colorweb 

send for catalog 

THE SKI HUT 
departments 

1615 university ave., berkeley, ca. 94703 

THE DOLT CO 
Still producing the same quality items which are 

available at your local shop. 

Dealer's Inquiries Invited 

11920W. Olympic Blvd. • Los Angeles, Ca. 90064 

Telephone: (213) 478-7059 

(213) 477-5250 

'Biggest 
'Name ilt 

Tents 
Good enough for Mt. Everest . .. and week-
ends, too. Eight models .. . featuring Rein-
vent dryness. 
BIG A nature-matched live-out back-
packing equipment is engineered and 
experience-tested for togetherness: 
Packs, bags, clothing, accessories. 

The brand seen and used around the 
world . . . because of its compact 
ruggedness, ultra-lite weight 

and unquestioned dependability. 
Trusted name. Our customers 

are particular. 

A 
GERRY/73 division of 

Outdoor Sports Industries, Inc. 
Dept. S 

5450 North Valley Highway, 
Denver, Colorado 80216 

Write for free 16 page 
color catalog and the 

name of your nearest 
dealer. 
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In the WHITE MOUNTAINS 
of New Hampshire 

Ask for Catalog M 

03-745-2767 
STOCK, New Hampshire 03262 

The 
Compleat Climber. 
Complete and intensive seen and eight da), 
alpine climbing seminars, held within the 
heart of Wyoming mountains. Four climbers 
(or two) and a guide camp, climb. and learn 
together on rock, snow and ice. Offered are 
different programs to fit your learning needs. 

Daily Teton climbing schools. Offered daily 
are classes in all levels of instruction: rock, 
snow, and two day ice climbing seminars. 

We guide the hard ones ... 

Write for information folder. 

JACKSON HOLE MOUNTAIN GUIDES 
TETON VILLAGE, WYOMING 83025 

Famous expeditions equipped with MPC products include: Mt. McKinley Expeditions 1963 to 1970 — Aconcagua Expedition 1967 and 1968 — American 
Kilimanjaro Expedition 1968— Fairweather Expedition 1970 — Mt. Vinson Antarctic Expedition 1967— Mt. Logan Expeditions 1964 and 1966 — American 
Dhaulagari Expedition 1968 — Logan Yukon Expedition 1971 — Nepal Trekking Expeditions 1968, 1970, 1971 and 1972 — St. Elias Expedition 1972. 

Send for 
free catalog. 

Down home comfort from Mountain Products Corporation 
Makers of down insulated sleeping bags and clothing, tents, packs and jackets. 

123 South Wenatchee Ave., Wenatchee, Wa. 98801 

36 SUMMIT / APRII_ 1973 



Here is Frostline's most popular lightweight jacket 
kit. Insulated by a quilted Nylon Taffeta construction 
and filled with prime northern goose down, the best 
natural insulator available anywhere. The Aspen is 
designed with elastic cuffs to help keep out the cold. 
A down-baffled zipper extends up into the high, 
plump collar. And warm, down-filled side pockets seal 
with firm Velcro flaps. The price: $18.50. 

Like all our kits, the Aspen jacket is available for up 
to 50% less than it costs for comparable models in 
your local retail store. That's because you make the 
Aspen at home on your own sewing machine. Our kit 
comes with everything you need to put an Aspen 
together, even the thread. 

For a free color catalog of all our Frostline kits, 
just send us the coupon below. Frostline. 
The kits made in America... by everyone. 

&saw& Dept. S52 
Box 9100 
Boulder, Colorado 80301 

address 

state 

karrimor, born and bred in England, 
tried and tested on the world's major 
climbs. Illustrated is the Alpiniste 
Model. 

The Don Whillans"Alpiniste' sac—
designed by a man whose name and 
exploits had gone down in legend long 

before the end of the '60's. Whillans was, and still is, renowned for 
his toughness and blunt Lancashire nature. His sac is made from good 
old fashioned orange cotton duck, full chrome leather straps and 
shoulder harness, and a contrasting black leather base; and it wears 
like 'ell. There's something very European about frameless climbing 
sacs — something that we do imperceptably, yet markedly better. 

Distributed by: 
Thos. Black & Sons Ltd. Alpine Crafts Company Mountain Paraphernalia 
930 Ford Street 255 Channel Street Box 4536 
Ogdensburg, New York San Francisco, California 94107 Modesto, California 95352 

ONE OF THE 
INTERNATIONALS 
from karrimor Products Limited Avenue Parade Accrington Lancashire England 

--/ZpZZZZ 
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Leader 
of the 
pack! 

(Shown: 
New 
Universal 
Loadmaster 
"Expedition") 

A The Champion of backpacks, chosen 
as the official pack for the '73 Ameri-
can Dhaulagiri Expedition. 
Universal's got the design and con-
struction to please the pro mountaineer 
... the assortment to equip any out-
door enthusiast, whether skiing, day 
packing, hitching, or biking. Every Uni-
versal pack is designed to hit new 
heights in comfort, convenience, and 
safety. 
Set your sights high  —  with the leader 
of backpacks. 

See your Universal Dealer 
Write for Universal '73 catalog 

UNRIERSAli 
Field Equipment Co., Inc. 

Bldg. 811-A, Mira Loma Space Ctr. 
Mira Loma, California 91752 

Catalog 
Dept. S, 1525 11th Ave. 

Seattle, Wash., 98122, U.S.A. 

Contributor: 
Dhaulagiri 1973 

NEW FEATURES... 
THREE NEW SIZES. 
MT. KATAHDIN TENT 
Climbers, hikers... choose from 
new 2, 3, and 4-man sizes. Light-
weight ripstop nylon. New 
breathable undertent has de-
tachable K-Koted floating fly. 
Floor, ends, sides are urethane 
coated. Pull-out sides add space. 
Nylon zippers throughout. 
Includes guylines, aluminum 
poles and stakes. Check these 
out at your Eureka dealer. Or 
write for catalog. 

38 SUMMIT/ APRIL 1973 



/MOUNTAIN HOUSE 

FRtEZE DRIED 
NOODLES AND 

STROGANOFF SAUCE 
WID4 BEEF 

"Keep your money. Just hand over the freeze dried beef 
stroganoff, shrimp cocktail, french toast, ice cream and all 
them other Mountain House goodies you got at your friendly 
outdoor store, friend." 

a‘‘ MOUNTAIN HOUSETm 

The gourmet restaurant you put 
in your pocket. 

For a free menu planner, send a stamped, self-addressed envelope to: MENU PLANNER, 
Oregon Freeze Dry Foods, Inc., P.O. Box 1048, Albany, Oregon 97321. 

1 
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IT'S NOT FOR EVERYONE... 
But if you think that rock climbing might 
be your thing, 

YOSEMITE 
MOUNTAINEERING 

Spring Instruction starts April 28 
May is the month in Yosemite Valley. 
Waterfalls boom. Flowers nod on airy 
ledges. Tawny granite is warm and rough 
to the hand. 

Instruction groups are small then, and 
personal. 

You will never find a more ideal time—or 
place. 

You know our reputation. 
All levels of instruction and guiding. 

For Details: 

Wayne Merry, Director 
Yosemite Mountaineering 

Yosemite, Ca. 95389 
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DELIVERANCE 
"It's beautiful! It's well made! It's 

warm! We chose it over all other 

choices!" 

"Your product is of superior quality 

at an honest price." 

"I like it, I like it." 

"This bag has kept me warm in 

20 degrees below zero. It is 

very good." 

"A fine, outstanding example 

of baghood." 

"Your design surpasses any 

I have used or read about." 

"Excellent craftmanship." 

"I love it! On my trip to 

Alaska I only slept with it 

zipped once — I am a 

cold sleeper." 

"Have yet to see a bet-

ter bag." 

"Truly a piece of fine 

workmanship. Fan-

tastic for the price. 

Recommendation to 

all." 

r'inest bag I have 

ever owned — 

good workman-

ship." 

"Best bag I've 

seen on the 

market for 

the price.'' 

"CAMP 7 of-

fers the fin- 

est bag on This is just 
the mar- a sampling 
ket in of what sat- 
terms isfied cus- 
of 

work-

m a n - 

s hi p," 

CAMP7 
3235 Prairie Avenue 

Boulder, Colorado 80301 
(303) 444-2772 

tomers 

said 

their 

bags, 

would 

know more a-

bout why they 

are so happy with 

their purchase, 

consult your dealer 

or write us for a free 

consumer brochure 

and dealer list at: 

have 

about 

CAMP 7 

If you 

like to 

KIEL_TY 
twice the store 
it used to be. 

2 KELT( =WA= STORES 

1801 VICTORY BLVD. 

GLENDALE, CA. 91201 

TELEPHONE 247-3110 

9020 TAMPA ST. 

NORTHRIDGE, CA. 91324 

TELEPHONE 993-0887 

STORE HOURS: 

MON., TUES., WED., FRI., 10:00 TO 6:00 

THURS., 10:00 TO 9:00 

SAT. 9:00 th 5:00 

KIELTY 
Offering the Best 

in Equipment. 

r

50 

A Mountaineering 
Forrest 

Equipment for Climbers 
Send for Catalog: New Address 

50-M Fox St., Denver, Colo. 80216 
(303) 222-6164 • 

PS  

hi) hm 0 0 0 

Dear Editor: 
I am writing this letter in response 

to John Hart's letter in the Jan.-Feb. 
issue of Summit. 

I have to agree with Mr. Hart's posi-
tion on the wilderness ethic. I feel 
that in today's society of impersonal 
relations between individuals, the 
building of a road to the base of a 
climb will merely encourage more of 
this insensitivity dilemma that our so-
ciety faces.I can remember many times 
that approach hikes preceding a climb-
ing route enabled us to share experi-
ences and information with fellow 
climbers and hikers alike. I feel that 
allowing roads to be built to the base 
of a climb would eliminate this oppor-
tunity and merely encourage the allud-
ed to snobbery that surrounds climbers 
in their relations with novices and 
hikers. I feel that for correct tech-
niques and safety we have to share our 
experiences and knowledge with new-
comers and prospective climbers. Al-
lowing individuals to by-pass one 
another in automobiles going to and 
fro from such climbing areas, whether 
they're climbers or interested climbers, 
increases the burden of impersonalness 
that already exists. 

Building access roads to climbing  

areas over-facilitates the abilities of 
"pleasure backpackers" to bring their 
campers and garbage into such areas. 
For those who take upon themselves 
the sacrifice and work to walk to an 
area will find an increased sense of 
responsibility for the opportunities 
they're sharing. I would like to see 
this sense of responsibility maintained 
and strengthened. 

With respect to the development of 
high country huts and chalets, I feel 
this should be primarily determined by 
the group and area climbers who would 
be using such facilities. These in-
dividuals must know how they feel on 
such an issue if it were to arise. This 
is a situational issue and should not 
be decided by the government or con-
tractors who might never avail them-
selves of such a building. 

In conclusion, let me say that I feel 
that climbers, hikers and conserva-
tionists must know how they stand 
with respect to issues that will affect 
them. I feel that Summit Magazine does 
a commendable job with its articles 
and would be an excellent sounding 
board for responses concerning the 
mountaineer and his associates. 

Frank N. Rife 
Columbus, Ohio 

Dear Editor: 
I should like to hear from people in-

terested in climbing in Chile, Peru, 
Argentina, Colombia, Bolivia, and 
Ecuador during the present year. 

Mike McNicholas 
San Jose No. 11, Departo No. 41 

Vina Del Mar, Chile, S.A. 

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

535 North Larchmont Blvd. 
Los Angeles, California 90004 

Phone 469-2186 
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ON ICE AND GRANITE 
A climbing school dedicated to the art 
of free climbing. Rock climbing in the 
Trinity Alps of Northern California and ice 
climbing on the Whitney Glacier of Mt. 
Shasta. 

For more information write: 

ON ICE AND GRANITE 
Box 490, Bonner, Montana 59823 

Eight seminars during July and 
August in the High Sierra nAr 

Big Pine, Calif. Each a week 
fellowship of wildernesiañd  

rope. Comprehensive climbing 
instruction fortheovice and 

continuing a unique,  leadership 
program for the proficient. 

Brochure on rage 
Smoke Blancher 
John Fischer -Bob 
Pasang Kami Sher  

lisade Schoo 
1398 Solano Ave. 
Albany, Ca. 94707 

BACKPACKING TRIPS 

Canyonlands- Utah 
Escalante Canyon - Utah 
Sawtooth Primitive Area - Idaho 
Bridger Wilderness- Wyoming 
Uncompahgre Primitive Area - 

Colorado 
Teton Wilderness - Wyoming 
Yellowstone National Park - Wyo. 
Glacier National Park - Montana 
Beartooth Primitive Area - Mont 
Bighorn Rata - Wyoming 
Gros-Ventre Wilderness - Wyo. 
Snowmass/Maroon Bells 

Wilderness-Colorado 
Selway Bitterroot Wilderness - 

Idaho 
And Others 

WINTER SKI TOURS 

Yellowstone National Park 
Glacier National Park - Mont. 
Teton National Forest - Wyo. 

CANOE TRIPS AND 
BICYCLE TOURS Yellowstone National Park 

Grand Teton National Park 

YOUTH LEADERSHIP SCHOOL 
Summer trips of Mountaineering, Backpacking, and Canoeing 

in the high - wild country of Colorado and Wyoming. 

An Escape to Reality 
Summer and winter vacation programs of wilderness living, 

study, and adventure for individuals, families and organ-

ized groups. 

Modern lightweight backpacking equipment, canoes, ski 

touring equipment and food furnished. 

Send for 1973 Brochure and Schedule 

The Wilderness Institute, Inc. 

P.O. Box UU, Evergreen, Colorado 80439 

Dear Editor: 
We want to take exception to the 

cartoon of Mr. Norman Clyde which ap-
peared on page 27 of your Jan.-Feb., 
1973 issue by Sheridan. We think it 
is ludicrous to depict Mr. Clyde in 
such fashion, as a fat man with a 
stupid look on his face and a patch 
on his pants and a flower on his hat. 
It is insulting to his friends to see 
such a cartoon of a wonderful man 
who is now dead. His love for the 
mountains was serious, not something 
to be laughed at. 

Mr. & Mrs. Tom Ross 
Independence, Calif. 

Dear Editor: 
Edward Daley's article on Gannett 

Peak caught my eye because I have 
camped in that area. . . to claim see-
ing the Teton Range 160 miles dis-
tant is too much to ignore. According 
to the Salt Lake City Sectional Aero-
nautical chart corrected to March 1971, 
the distance from Gannett Peak to the 
Grand Teton is 69 statute miles. 

The color photo of Gannett by Andy 
Carson was excellent, as was your 
1973 calendar. 

Bob Fay, Jr. 
Evansville, Indiana 

Dear Editor: 
With regard to the letter in the Jan.-

Feb. issue of Summit concerning climb-
ing, specifically at Devil's Lake, we 
feel compelled to reply: 

It strikes us as somewhat unusual 
that climbing should be the only sport 
where excellence is to be avoided, 
even shunned. Surely we must avoid 
this unfortunate trend towards higher 
climbing standards! 
As to the purported red paint on 

"illegal holds" —it's blood. 
"A Snobbish Group of Acrobats" 

Wisconsin Hoofer Mountaineers 
Madison, Wisconsin 
Tom Dunwiddie, Secretary  

Dear Editor: 
I enjoyed Bill Mohr's article in the 

Jan.-Feb. issue "Perspective for the 
70's." He has a rather refreshing ap-
proach which I appreciate in the wake 
of the articles by competitive-minded 
youth who are addicted to the same 
establishment-type competition they 
disclaim. 

I wish to comment on the article 
"Castle Crags" by Michael Zanger. I 
have climbed in the Castle Crags the 
past ten years and appreciate their re-
moteness and freedom from people. He 
has presented a brief and enlightening 
picture of the Crags. I enjoy them for 
their solitude and freedom from the 
"Valley Christians'" platitudes. One 
thing he failed to point out is the nat-
ural defenses of the Crags —the lack 
of water after May which makes the 
bushwhacking even harder and less 
bearable. This keeps most climbers 
from pursuing the rewards of the Crags 
which is fine with me! Some of the 
first ascents not mentioned were: first 
ascent of N. Face of Castle Dome, 

1967 involving John Weiland, Bob 
Rears, Alan Cunningham and myself, 
and the S. Face of Battle Mountain in 
1968 by Jerry Sublett and John Weiland. 
I like the freedom to "trail-blaze," 
and I don't require a complete route 
description to climb; the Crags are my 
kind of climbing. 

Kenneth Edsberg 
Sacramento, Calif. 

Dear Editor: 
While reading your Jan.-Feb. issue I 

came across an interesting item. The 
article by Arlene Blum, "Not Quite 
Noshaq" stated that members of her 
party reached the highest summit of 
Noshaq, 29,500 feet. Now unless this 
mountain is the newly formed summit 
of the world, higher than Mt. Everest, 
29,028 feet, there has been an error on 
someone's part. Just letting you know 
I don't just look at the pictures. 

Jamie Schantz 

(Editor's Note: There is an error of 
5000 feet! It should have read 24,500 
feet. "The World Atlas of Mountaineer-
ing" lists Noshaq as 24,581 feet.) 

Dear Editor: 
I enjoy going through the ads in the 

back of the magazine. But when I was 
dreaming away in the March issue and 
came across an ad in the middle of the 
magazine, I did not like it. 

Please keep the ads in a unit; not 
spread over the magazine. 

Walter Leberg 
Seattle, Washington 
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E ALPS BY FABIANO 
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. M. L. 4-14 

BLACK 

THE IMPOSTERS ARE HERE...  
BEWARE 11 • • • 
Recently there has been an influx of sporting boots (whose names we 
will not mention) of such poor quality and shoddy material that Mr. 
Fabiano feels it is his responsibility to warn you about them. To lovers 
of the wonderful outdoor sports of hiking, skiing and climbing, BOOTS 
are a vital part of their equipment. They must be of the highest 
quality for comfort and safety . . . anything less is an insult to the true 
sportsman and woman. Know who manufactured the boots you are 

considering, it can save you money and disappointment! 

JOIN THE F.B.I. (FABIANO BOOT INSPECTORS) 

DON'T BE FOOLED! DEMAND THE GENUINE FABIANO LABEL 

With Fabiano on your boots you are guaranteed top quality, expert 

workmanship plus the finest materials available. Fabiano backs up the 

boots he sells. 

Remember you cannot buy a better boot for the same money! 

Made especially for technical rock climbing mastery — tested and 

proven at Mt. Cervino by one of Italy's most outstanding technical rock 

climbers and mountaineers. 

SOLD ONLY BY AUTHORIZED FABIANO DEALERS 

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. 

DEPT. A-2 — 850 SUMMER ST. 
FablaniDghtleak.i.rn.a.SOUTH BOSTON, MASS. 02127 
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Chownard shirts are for fun - 

THE GREAT PACIFIC IRON WORKS 
manufacturers and distributors of Chouinard equipment 

P. 0. Box '150, Ventura, California 93001 
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ODDS & ENDS  

EXPEDITIONS 

ADVANCE NOTICE. Anyone interested 
in climbing with the "Freelance Alpine 
Research Team" on Alpamayo, Huandoy, 
and Huascaran (22,205 ft.) in Pew, June 
22 thru July 13 please write or contact 
West Ridge, Dept. Alpine Team, 11930 W. 
Olympic Blvd., Los Angeles, California 
90064. Phone 213-477-5250. Estimated 
cost: Los Angeles to Los Angeles, your 
food and your mountaineering gear, $575. 

HIGH ALTITUDE EXPEDITIONS, 1973. 
Mt. Logan, Yukon, May 28-June  22, $890. 
Mt. Steele, Yukon, July 2-21, $825. Mt. 
Bona, Alaska, August 6-25, $850. EMS 
Expeditions, Box 12, Dept. A, Amherst, 
Mass. 01002. 

ALASKA— 20,320-foot Mt. McKinley Ex-
peditions 1973! Taking applications now 
for climbs to North America's highest peak 
—also for Wilderness Survival and Leader-
ship Course. 

We offer treks and climbs for individuals 
and groups — anywhere, anytime! Write: 
GENET EXPEDITIONS, Talkeetna, Alaska 
99676. Phone: (907) 733-2328. 

ROCK CLIMBING & 
MOUNTAINEERING SCHOOLS 

Twenty cents per word, payable in advance. 

ICE SEMINAR — BEARTOOTH MOUN- 
TAINS. A seminar specializing in steep 
hard water ice, with Pat Callis, an out-
standing innovator of modern ice tech-
nique, as Mountaincraft's guest instructor. 
Additional seminars and daily classes 
listed in 1973 brochure. Mountaincraft, Box 
429, Red Lodge, Montana 59068. 

IN HIGH PLACES with Dougal Haston at 
the International School of Mountaineering. 
Join us at the Chalet Vagabond and climb 
the mountains of the European Alps. De-
tails: ISM Chalet Vagabond, 1854 Leysin 
1 Vd., Switzerland. 

THE CANADIAN ALPS in summer. Moun-
taineering weeks (beginner-advanced), ex-
ploratory climbing expeditions, alpine hik-
ing treks, alpine photography school. 
Week-long sessions. NORTHERN LIGHTS 
ALPINE RECREATION, Amor Larson, 
No. 731, Invermere, B.C., Canada. 

EXPERIENCE THE ALPINE WORLD. 
Wilderness experiences for men and wom-
en. Programs include: mountaineering sem-
inars, leadership expeditions, family back-
packing, summit climbs, rock and snow 
climbing. Group and technical equipment 
provided. Brochure: COLORADO MOUN-
TAIN SCHOOL, Dept. D3, 2402 Dotsero, 
Loveland, Colorado 80537. 

WILDERNESS CANOE TRIPS, 1973. 
Thelon River, Northwest Territories, July, 
$900. MacKenzie River, Northwest Terri-
tories, July, $1025. Timagami, Ontario, 
Sept. 16- 30, $290, EMS Expeditions, Box 
12, Dept. A, Amherst, Mass. 01002. 

BACKPACKING ADVENTURES, 1973. 
Canadian Rockies, July 9- 28, $490. Wind 
River Mountains, Wyoming. Aug. 6-25 
$460. Klondike Goldrush Trail of '98, Aug. 
13-31, $660. EMS Expeditions, Box 12, 
Dept. A, Amherst, Mass. 01002. 

BOOT REPAIR 

CLIMBING BOOTS, kletterschue, resoled 
and repaired. Price list available. Dave 
Page, Cobbler, 346 NE 56th, Seattle, 
Washington 98105. 

BOOKS Ec JOURNALS 

GUIDE —MISSISSIPPI PALISADES (Sa-
vanna, Illinois), $1.00; J. Kolocotronis, S. 
Ohioville, New Paltz, N.Y. 12561. 

"PRACTICE CLIMBING." Techniques, 
advantages, hazards of top roped climbing 
for novices. $1 postpaid. Larry Griffin, 
2650 S. Columbine, Denver, Colo. 80210. 

ROCKCRAFT —Instruction and climbing 
with R. Robbins. Five-day courses. For 
brochure, write 906 Durant, Modesto, Cali-
fornia 95350. 

RAINIER MOUNTAINEERING INCOR-
PORATED— the most complete snow and 
ice climbing school in the United States 
offers climbing seminars and summit 
climbs. For brochure write to: RMI, 201 
St. Helens, Tacoma, Washington 98402. 

44 

WILDERNESS TRIPS 

TUNDRA TREKS —McKinley Park, Alas-
ka. Upgrade your physical fitness, wilder-
ness skills and ecological awareness. Two 
week guided backpacking trips exploring 
the tundra-alpine back country. Write CAMP 
DENALI, Box D, College, Alaska 99701. 

MOUNTAINEERING BOOKS. Big price 
reductions on remainder of two libraries. 
New list. F. Mullen, 2901 King Drive, 

Chicago, 60616. 

MISCELLANEOUS 

IN STOCK FOR SPRING: J.B. Helmets 
and P.A.'s. The Gendarme, Mouth of 
Seneca, W. Virginia 26884. 

WILDERNESS A-FRAME cabin for rent 
by the day, week or month. In the B.C. 
Coast Range. Climb, fish, photograph or 
relax. Information from Mountain Air, Box 
971, Renton, Wash. 98055. 

LIGHTWEIGHT equipment for backpack-
ing, mountaineering, camping, canoeing. 
Down sleeping bags, tents, boots, food. 
Complete line of Cross-country and Tour-
ing Skis. Free catalog. Moor & Mountain, 
Dept. 19, 67 Main St., Concord, MA 01742. 

UNBOUND ISSUES OF SUMMIT for 1971 
and 1972, $7 each postpaid. Send payment 
to SUMMIT, P.O. Box 1889, Big Bear 
Lake, California 92315. 

SUMMIT/ APRIL 1973 

SUMM I t A MOUNTAINEERING MAGAZINE 

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

Please send SUMMIT for the term indicated to: 

0 NEW D RENEWAL 

NAME 1 Year $ 7 

STREET  2 Years D $10 

CITY  3 Years n $13 

STATE  ZIP  5 Years 0 $20 

0 MONEY ENCLOSED 0 BILL ME LATER 



Cordilleren-Kundfahrt 1955 
Karakorum-Expedition 1957 
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Basuto-Ex 
Eigern 
Norw 
Moun 
Wint 

ak 
Rup 
Scot n1964 

ontreal Arctic Alpine E itiaM965 
hechoslowaklache Hinilukus xpedltion 
ugo a-EX IVAtIon 1 
wediâhe  

Finnische G 
zber' Vt-Expe 

and-Elpedition 1p66 

The Joint  British Patagonian Expediti 
CAM Odzione Air del Niger 1967 
Oeètrreichische Hindukusch-Kundfahrt 1967 
Orinoco-Pacific-Expedition 2 1967 
Rupal-Expedition 1968 
Scottish Himalayan Expedition 1969 
Chltral-Kundfahrt 1969 
Lasistan-Kundfahrt 1969 
British Women's Himalayan Expedition 1970 
Oesterrelchlsche Karakorum-Exped" 1970 
Anden-Expedition 1970 
Nepal-Kundfahrt 1970 
Tiroler Hindukusch-Ski-Exped 
British Patagonian Expedition 1970/71 
Internationale Himalay-Expedition 1971 
Belgische Mount-Kenya Expedition 1971 



Hi iuu, riouuts, Lsi. leciL 
Raichle's soft, foam-padded, 
leather covered Scree Guard 
keeps rock and ice out of the 
boot and adds comfort when 
hiking. 

Raichle has a full grain leather 
lining over contour foam 
padding for the inner boot. 
The soft leather-lined tongue 
(with padding) is hinged to 
eliminate binding and 
pressure points. This adds 
even more comfort. 

Grade "A" flesh-out, full grain 
Russia (heifer) leather is used 
for the upper boot. It's the 
most expensive leather in the 
world. 

Raichle boots offer a choice of 
three different widths: Narrow, 
Medium or Wide. We do not 
merely vary the amount of 
padding (like most 
manufacturers) so our boots 
fit better. 

Raichle hiking and climbing 
boots have double or triple 
stitched midsoles (the nylon 
stitches are waterproofed in a 
glue-pitch liquid composite). 
A full leather midsole 
conforms to the foot (as does 
the leather inner sole) and is 
cemented and screwed to the 
reinforced Vibram® sole. 

Special "heel counters" are 
built into Raichle boots. They 
grip the heel and help anchor 
the foot to the sole to prevent 
heel lifting when hiking. 

Raichle boots have steel or 
kiln-dried, laminated wood 
shanks to support the sole and 
protect the instep. Raichle boots come in true 

half-sizes for a better, more 
comfortable fit. This also 
makes the boot sole the  
correct proportion to the boot 
(and foot) size. 

The Raichle Grimpeur 

Raichle hiking, trail and climbing boots are 
number one in Europe. They're fast 
becoming the most popular boots in 
America, too. And for good reason. 

After more than 60 years of making 
outstanding quality boots, Raichle of 
Switzerland knows its work well. Raichle 
constructs their boots on the finest 
American lasts available to fit the 
comparatively wide ball and narrow heel of 
the American foot. And Raichle uses 
Norwegian welt (outside stitched)  

construction for hiking and climbing boots. 
It's the most functional, most durable 
method of fabricating boots yet devised. 
What's more, expensive Grade "A" leather 
is carefully inspected, tested and used in all 
Raichle boots. 

The foundation of Raichle's reputation rests 
on its long history of delivering a fine fit. 
No other boot maker offers every boot in 
true half-sizes and three different widths. 
With soft pig skin leather lining and contour 
foam padding. All in all, it makes Raichle  

boots fit like a second skin. 
We want you to know what to look for in a 
hiking, climbing or trail boot. Because when 
you do, we know you'll want Raichle boots. 
For even more information, ask your local 
dealer for a free copy of our new booklet, 
"Taking the Mystery out of Boots," or write: 

Raichle Molitor USA, Inc. 
200 Saw Mill River Road, 
Hawthorne, New York 10532 
In Canada: 
Sports Specialties Province of Quebec 
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The best of Europe in America 


