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Dhaulagiri Expedition Successful 
The American Dhaulagiri Expedition was suc-

cessful in placing two members and one Sherpa on 
the summit despite exceedingly bad weather. Louis 
Reichardt and John Roskelley reached the top on 
May 12. Unknown to him, Roskelley climbed on the 
summit day with frostbitten feet, discovered it on 
return to camp and subsequently was carried down 
the mountain and flown to a Seattle hospital. 

Base camp was established on the N.E. Col at 
19,200 feet about April 3. In 16 flights from Pok-
hara by a Pilatus Porter aircraft, eight tons of sup-
plies were air dropped at base camp, an operation 
that will give this expedition a special place in the 
history of Himalayan climbing. 

AAC Selects Director 
Will Knedlik, 26, has been appointed as Execu-

vtie Director of the American Alpine Club, the first 
such appointment in the club's 71-year history. A 
graduate of Harvard Law School, Knedlik brings to 
the club executive skills needed for the increasing 
activities of the club. 

Columbia Indians Bar Access to High Peaks 
Despite approval from various officials in Colum-

bia, Philip Ritterbush of the Smithsonian Institu-
tion and four other members of a scientific expedi-
tion on their way to the central peak district of the 
Sierra Nevada de Santa Marta in northern Colum-
bia were denied permission to follow the path up 
the Rio Donachui, the principal means of access to 
this district. Further details will appear in the next 
issue of SUMMIT. 

AAC Certifies Guides 
The American Alpine Club has put into opera-

tion for this summer a guide certification program. 
When fully implemented, this program should alle-
viate the problem of incompetent individuals pos-
ing as guides and instructors in mountaineering 
and rock climbing. William L. Putnam is chairman 
of the AAC committee. 

Blind Students Ascend Mt. Hood 
On May 13, Ed Johann led a party of 17 people 

to the summit of Oregon's Mt. Hood. The group 
included six blind students. The ascent took 16 
hours. 
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Upthust ramparts of scultured ice and stone, 
Cleavage of earth and sky — 
Chastener of the unready 
Who dare to sip the wine of airless winds 
And sense the music struck from fluted walls 
Privy to the mountain gods. 



We descended the Ingraham Glacier; Little Tahoma floated below us in the warm colors of the afternoon. 

Near Liberty Ridge Crest at 13,000 feet; Gene, Russ, Bruce, Al, and Joe. 



Gene, Russ, and Bruce traversing on snow to the `‘smile," an inappropriate name we gave to a smile-shaped 
rock band that consisted of snow and fallen rocks embedded into an armor plate of ice and frozen snow. 

froverse 
of 

by John Spezia 

A snowmobile to transport our supplies to the 
Park Boundary. . . several members of the Bo-Alps 
who volunteered to break trail into the first camp 
. . . some more of the Bo-Alps who volunteered to 
be the support party and carry some of the weight 
to lighten the climbers' loads. . . a carry of fuel and 
food for over eight days of climbing on the moun- 
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tam. . . a lightweight radio for weather informa-
tion and emergencies . . . down mitts, booties, 
pants, jackets, sleeping bags, and half-bags as 
standard equipment. . . overboots, double boots, 
silk gloves, wind pants, balaclavas, wind parkas, 
and face masks as casual wear. . . ice screws, coat 
hangers, thunderbirds, dead boys, snow pickets, 
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front-pointing irons, carabiners, slings, and ropes 
for the technical aspects of the climb. . . add an ele-
vation gain of 12,000 feet, frostbite, high winds, 
crevasse falls, and Cascade winter weather to a 
five-day sojourn on Big Tahoma and the result is a 
expedition equal to any trip to the Himalayas or 
McKinley. 

The first attempt in the last week of February 
was a jovial affair. We had trailbreakers, support 
party, "Sherpas," and lots of surplus food to devour 
on the way in. The climbing party had a delightful 
food trip while the Sherpas from the Bo-Alps strug-
gled with heavy loads and mediocre snowdrifts. 
The first camp was made at 6,000 feet and upon 
waking the next morning we were greeted by the 
usual winter weather on Big Tahoma. The smart 
Sherpas left. The stubborn climbers continued on 
up to about 7,800 feet where they put in a cache of 
70 pounds of food, stoves, fuel, and climbing equip-
ment for an optimistic second attempt. 

In March, Russ Hanks, Bruce Byers, Al Erring-
ton, Joe Kassuba, and John Spezia were neatly 
packed into Gene Mickle's truck and heading for 
the Mowich entrance of Mt. Rainier National Park. 

Our packs should have been light with our six-
day cache already on the mountain, but everybody 
brought extra goodies like jars of peanut butter and 
asparagus with melted cheese. We followed our old 
trail of wands to the cache and in a hail storm dug 
up all the equipment and food. The weather was 
not reassuring but the next morning was bright 
and clear. After breakfast we snowshoed up Ptar-
migan Ridge until the terrain became rock and 
wind-packed snow. The snowshoes were buried at 
9,500 feet for a pickup in the spring, and two pairs 
of small plastic snowshoes were carried with us. 

The ridge narrowed as we climbed up its pre-
cariously balanced rock and packed snow. On our 
left side, steep snow dropped off a thousand feet 
onto the Russell Glacier and on the right side, the 
slopes of teetering and ever-falling volcanic rock 
fell 1,500 feet onto the North Mowich Glacier. The 
clouds began to flow up the glaciers and soon we 
were enveloped. We had enough visibility off and 
on to see our route to the Ptarmigan Ice Cap. The  

route consisted of a long diagonal snow traverse 
through a rock face and a 180-foot traverse across 
the "smile" to the ice cap. (This was an inappro-
priate name we gave to a smile-shaped rock band 
consisting of snow and fallen rocks embedded 
into an armor plate of ice and frozen snow.) Around 
10,300 feet we reached the area of our Ptarmigan 
Ridge camp where we dug in our tents with a rock 
cliff protecting us from any icefall activity. 

While the others sorted out food and equipment, 
Al and John went up toward the "smile" to find a 
shorter route. In the process they crossed below a 
300-foot icefall that tumbles onto the North Mo-
wich Glacier some 1,000 feet below. Twenty minu-
tes later a huge block of ice peeled off and ava-
lanched over their tracks. They decided it was not 
the route to take and returned to camp safely much 
to the relief of the others. 

"It's 4:30. Get up fellows," a far off voice rang 
out in the early hours of the next morning. By six 
we had crossed the bergschrund at the bottom of 
the diagonal snow ramp and were traversing over 
steep snow. The runout was minimal with several 
rock bands and cliffs below us. After some very thin 
snow pitches above those rock cliffs we arrived at 
the "smile." Gene led off, belayed by Russ. The 
first 70 feet were on snow. He placed a dead boy in 
the snow and continued across ice and rock with a 
runner for further protection. The first rope was 
not long enough so a second one was tied on and 
Gene continued on until he could tie it off in a safe 
place. The fixed rope was secured at both ends. 
Russ crossed, then Bruce, and John followed with 
Gene's pack. Joe and Al came across and John re-
turned for his pack. 

All this took us some time. Unnoticed to our pre-
occupied minds were clouds boiling up the glaciers 
and threatening to envelope us. A quick meeting 
was called and it was decided to continue. We 
started up the ice cap on wind-packed snow, and 
through knee-high snowdrifts which made the go-
ing very difficult and slow. If it wasn't deep soft 
snow, it was hard steep ice. John led a forty-foot 
ice wall using front points, ice axe, and a ice screw 
for a dagger. A fixed line was placed and everyone 
else followed. After that the going was a bit easier 
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Gene leading the "smile," and Russ belaying. 5 



as we weaved our way in and out of crevasses and 
ice walls. The background was the Carbon Glacier 
some 4,000 feet below us. It provided spectacular 
scenery to gaze down upon when we had the time 
for such luxuries. 

As we rounded the top of the Ptarmigan Ice Cap 
the winds struck with such ferocity that it was 
knocking us over. At this rate we would never get 
to the summit crater and protection. A quick con-
ference was held and it was decided to retreat be-
low the crest, to a crevassed ice wall at 12,500 feet. 
The winds blew so hard that the snow pellets made 
the face raw and could be felt through the clothes. 
The two tents were dug in and protected by six-foot 
snow walls. We all got in and enjoyed the tempor-
ary comforts, melted snow, and cooking supper 
while the storm raged outside. 

After an unsuccessful try at making contact by 
radio we went to bed thinking all was secure. Later 
that night Al woke up feeling a pressing weight 
against him. The tent was drifting in on all sides. 
Joe went out to dig it out, but as soon as he shovel-
ed it out it would drift over again. They tried 
sleeping by setting up with their backs to the walls 
to support the tent. That didn't work. If the tent 
wasn't collapsed soon the weight of the snow would 
tear it apart. It was decided to send Al over to the 
other tent to warn them while Joe and John col-
lapsed the tent and followed him. After Al left, the 
tent began to tear so they made a quick exit to 
save it. John had no boots or gloves on as he fur-
iously hacked away at the guide lines with an ice 
axe. In the hurry he lost a half-bag, air pad, and 
three days of food. The wind blew away Joe's en-
solite pad. Both of them rushed to the remaining 
tent which was already half collapsed by the snow. 
Now there were six of us in a three-man tent that 
the drifting snow had reduced to the size of a small 
kitchen table. 

This was the most uncomfortable night that any 
of us had spent. Russ and Al were sick. Bruce and 
Gene were being squeezed to death between the 
drifting snow and John. Joe was getting bad leg 
cramps. Everytime someone went out to shovel the 
snow off the tent we would get more inside until 
everybody was sitting on it. It was necessary to put 

it in plastic bags and throw it outside. The night 
lasted for another five hours before the light of day 
filtered through the snow-covered tent. It revealed 
no change in the weather. The only solution was for 
two of us to go outside and start a snow cave or 
igloo. Joe and John volunteered to give it a try. 
They started an igloo but the wind was so strong 
that the blocks were blown over. A quick assess-
ment of the situation was made and they began to 
dig a snow cave. A trench was dug to get out of the 
wind and then one would dig and the other would 
shovel the snow out until the cave was big enough 
to get inside and work. Bruce and Gene came out 
to help while Russ and Al tidied up the inside of 
the collapsing tent. 

Once the cave was finished everybody rounded 
up all the gear they could find and moved into our 
cozy new quarters. There still remained two tents, 
three packs, and assorted equipment buried in 
four-foot snowdrifts. Bruce and John went back 
outside into the storm and dug out the first tent. It 
was ripped, poles were bent, and the lines had to be 
cut because we were unable to untie them. The 
other tent, which had been dug in and protected 
by six-foot snow walls, had disappeared completely. 
No trace of the walls could be seen. The work of 
digging it out at 12,500 feet was just about all Joe 
and Bruce could manage before they were exhaust-
ed. It was important to get the tent in the cave 
before the snow covered it up again. Inside it was a 
gallon of fuel, a three-man stove, food, John's boots 
and other community gear. Al and Russ went over 
and collected the three packs and dragged the tent 
into the cave. All was safe at last around noon that 
day. Big Tahoma had let us off with only mere 
discomfort. 

We rearranged and organized all the gear, cooked 
a huge lunch and tried to make up some sleep for 
the previous night's interruption. Our situation was 
assessed and all seemed well. We had lost a half-
bag, ensolite pad, air pad, three days of food for 
one man, stakes, poles, snow picket, and neither 
tent could be erected because of missing poles and 
torn fabric. We figured we could last four days be- 
fore fuel and food would force us to climb up or 
retreat. Our plan of attack was to get up at three 

6 SUMMIT/MAY 1973 



the next morning and check the weather. If it was 
good, we would go up. 

The next morning Russ got out of our cozy little 
ice palace and was greeted by frigid but clear 
weather. We all busied ourselves with the usual 
chores of packing and cooking and moved out 
quickly with John leading up the crampon-hard 
ridge to Liberty Cap. The wind began to buffet us 
as the morning sun burst over Curtis Ridge and 
across an ominous-looking Willis Wall to the east. 
The snow was in perfect condition for the most part 
but the wind made the cold seem intolerable. As we 
moved closer to the crest of Liberty Cap Ridge we 
could look down onto Sunset Amphitheater. Its 
walls were fluted like organ pipes and huge cornices 
jutted out over its 1,500-foot face. Hands were 
numb, toes had no feeling, and minds seemed 
slightly dull. As we were walking amidst the snow 
plumes blowing off the ridge the wind-blown cold 
would rip right through our bodies. 

After what seemed like eternity we reached 
Liberty Cap and dropped into the saddle between 
it and Columbia Crest. It felt terribly good to get a 
reprieve from the wind and the cold of the Cap. We 
had lost 400 feet in doing so and now had to regain 
600 feet to the crater at 14,410 feet. As we moved 
out along the upper edge of the Winthrop Glacier, 
the wind blew the swirling mist back and forth so 
we could see the crater once in awhile floating 
above our heads. 

At last we dropped into the crater and had the 
warmth and calmness of its protection to comfort 
us after seven hours of climbing. We rested for 
awhile and tried to eat some food and crack the ice 
off the water bottles, but all efforts at both tasks 
seemed in vain. Since Joe was familiar with the 
Ingraham route down to Camp Muir, he led off 
protected by John. We crossed the crater and 
hoped to have enough visibility to use Little Ta-
homa for a reference point to descend by. Upon 
reaching the crater rim the clouds parted and Little 
Tahoma floated below us in the warm colors of the 
afternoon. A surface blizzard raged at our feet like 
an ocean surf and the wind tore at our clothes, but 
it was clear. Camp Muir seemed only a couple of 
hours away. 
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Falling! Joe stepped into a crevasse and John 
went into a half-arrest. Joe was okay and stepped 
out of it by himself only to disappear completely 
into the next crevasse. John, who had relaxed after 
the first fall, was flipped over and driven face down 
into the snow with his pack pinning his arm against 
the snow. Bruce came down and helped Joe out. 
Joe seemed completely exhausted even after rest-
ing for awhile. He led off again cautiously with a 
very taut rope between him and John. Because of 
the small snowfall this winter the crevasses were 
covered only lightly with a thin crust instead of 
being filled in as usual. They were almost unde-
tectable by shape or ice axe. Joe went very slowly 
after his two falls. Bruce pushed out into the lead 
and descended quickly. At 11,000 feet the wind 
ceased and it actually felt warm enough to stop for 
a rest and eat some much-needed food. Joe was so 
fatigued from the fall and lack of food that he be-
came delirious. We had to sit him down and pump 
food into him. After a short rest he recovered and 
we proceeded towards Cadaver Gap. 

We descended to the glacier leading to the gap 
but our way was blocked by a band of cliffs that 
were an easy scramble in the summer. Al led across 
a steep snow slope to the right, but the slope began 
to make a cracking sound and a hasty retreat was 
made. The only alternative was to work our way 
down snow gullies and ramps on the cliff face. The 
cliff was finally negotiated and we dropped onto 
the glacier below it. Gene was in the lead when he 
disappeared instantly, and Bruce and Russ sprawl-
ed into an arrest. The hidden crevasses we thought 
we had left behind on the Ingraham Glacier were 
still plaguing us. After a few minutes Gene had ex-
tricated himself from his second crevasse of the day 
and we proceeded to Cadaver Gap. We sped quickly 
down it, taking care not to fall into the bergschrund 
at the bottom. Camp Muir was 200 feet away and 
the remaining descent seemed safe. 

CRUNCH! SWOOSH! Al found another crev-
asse and disappeared! John went into the snow 
face down for the third time today. Each of us 
jumped the crevasse with an axe belay for safety 
and then went the remaining distance to Muir and 
finally to Paradise. 
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Stone Canyon, unspoiled and 

relatively unexplored, leads up from the 

Colorado'River to the Powell Plateau 
towering high above in a series of sedimentary 

layers that color the Grand Canyon. A human 

figure at the bottom of the picture is 

dwarfed by the immensity of the canyon. 

Photo by Verne Huser 

by Verne Huser 

We'd just run Dubendorff Rapid (mile 131.8) 
and landed the big rig below the creek coming in 
from the right, Stone Creek. Huge ponderosa pine 
logs, brought down from the North Rim by some 
major flood, bumped the boulders as the tail waves 
from the rapid roughed up the shore, a good spot to 
take pictures of the smaller rig coming through the 
big waves. 

Once off the river, watching the others float by, 
we have time to realize the immensity of the Grand 
Canyon, its grandeur. We have floated along for 
hours without being fully aware of where we are, of 
the forces that created all this, of the forces within 
us that make us seek these quiet places. Quiet? In 
the midst of a rapid? Yes, quiet that the soul can 
hear. 

We photograph our companions, then rejoin our 
crew to unload the gear for the night. A trio of us — 
Rod, Peter, and I — plan to hike up the creek into 
Stone Canyon. As far as we know, this canyon is 
almost an unknown quantity. We pack our sleeping 
bags and enough food for an overnight campout 
into light rucksacks and strike out, accompanied 
by Karl and Bob, who are just going to hike with 
us for awhile. 

Walking upstream along the Colorado River 
sand bar, we turn into the narrow canyon, only to 
be confronted a hundred yards upstream by a 
slender waterfall dropping over a travertine head-
wall overgrown with fern and moss — lovely, but 
it offers no passage. We try the side of the canyon 
wall to the right — steep and rotten — no route 
here. The left wall is sheer, and we have no climb-
ing gear. We backtrack: Peter finds a way up a 
steep crumbly slope to the right farther down the 
canyon, and we follow up a treacherous hillside to 
traverse the terrace above the falls. At a rocky pass 
we break into the upper canyon, drop down to the 
stream, and begin following the shallow meander- 

to page 10, please 
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ing rill toward the Powell Plateau, which towers 
high above us miles away to the north. 

The five of us, exhilarated by the new view and 
the unspoiled quality of Stone Canyon, wander up 
the gravel-paved stream bed — wide open here and 
laced with cottonwoods along the stream, making 
discovery after discovery: a collared lizard scurry-
ing away from our crunching footfalls, mourning 
doves winging home to the evening roost, a water 
ouzel flitting and diving in the stream, a colorful 
wildflower growing in a rocky crevice, a canyon 
wren singing on a shadowy cliff. Presently we come 
to another waterfall. Cattails grow in the shallow 
pool below the falls, a 12-foot drop from a broad 
ledge. Just above the falls a huge boulder balances 
beside the stream — a good spot to camp. We leave 
our packs here, drink briefly at the rim of the falls, 
and continue upstream. We'll camp at this spot but 
use the remaining daylight to explore the upper 
canyon that begins to narrow, even as the shadows 
grow deeper and the walls steeper. 

A side stream comes in from the left where the 
creek embraces the left-hand wall of the main can-
yon, a jumble of broken and eroded rock. The at-
mosphere of the place prevades our collective spirit: 
the color of the rock layers that block out the sky, 
the wispy clouds floating overhead catching the 
late-afternoon sun, the smell of the aromatic desert 
herbs, the gurgle of the stream, the wierd forma-
tions and the haphazard arrangements of the rock 
debris, the heat of the rocks and the cool of the 
shadows. From which layer came this rock? Where? 
When? A sense of endless time and limitless depth, 
both human and the earth. 

Soon Karl and Bob turn back, but the trio 
presses on. 

The stream curves to the right and disappears 
above a sliding waterfall. Approaching the water-
fall, we attack the dirt bank to the right, climbing 
upward by clinging to exposed roots of the vicious 
saw grass. At the head of this lower falls, we cross 
the stream and begin working our way up a series 
of ledges, finally topping out above the upper cas-
cade through a polished chimney. Another canyon 
wren floods the alcove with its double-noted 
melody, and high overhead a hovering kestrel 
catches the near-sunset light of the sun. 
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A few hundred yards upstream the creek flows 
over a rough granite ledge in another sliding falls. 
Climbing the tortured rock is like going up the 
friction pitch on the Grand Teton without the ex-
posure. A third and smaller waterfall almost stops 
us, but we force it and continue to follow Stone 
Creek through a narrow defile. We can no longer 
see the distant rim, so deeply entrenched are we, 
and another headwall looms ahead. It is time to 
turn back. We are lost in the bowels of the canyon, 
in the immensity of the complexity of the Grand 
Canyon. We retreat, but it is a grand retreat in the 
relative cool of the late afternoon and in the soli-
tude and silence of the wilderness. 

By the time we reach our campsite, it is dark. 
We build a small fire with the abundant dry wood 
that lines the stream and cook our dinner: chili 
with hunks of ham, cattail salad with watercress, a 
little Scotch (on the rocks?) with Stone Creek 
water. Overhead the stars shine brightly, the big 
dipper hanging just above the sky-lined rim. Night 
sounds fill the isolated basin: frogs in the stream, 
insects in the grasses along Stone Creek and in the 
sparse vegetation along the arid ridge, the waterfall 
itself. We lay our sleeping bags on the still-warm 
rock, talk awhile about wild places and the need to 
escape to them from the rat-race called civilization, 
and fall asleep lying atop our sleeping bags on the 
flat boulder above the waterfall. 

We are up with the sun — early this third week 
of June — for a quick breakfast of dried fruit, 
scrambled eggs with more ham, coffee made with 
boiled water from Stone Creek. . . then the hike 
back down to the river in the early-morning awak-
ening of the desert: the birds and lizards just be-
ginning to move about, the multitude of cacti, the 
thorny desert shrubbery, and saw grass, the ferns 
and mosses at the last waterfall. 

Refreshed by our wilderness experience — even 
deeper than our larger group experience of floating 
the Colorado through Grand Canyon, we join our 
comrades on the sandy beach below Dubendorff 
Rapid. The magic of Stone Canyon is gone, but we 
have that experience in our storehouses, those mo-
ments of communication with the rocks and the 
stars, with Stone Creek and the night sky, with 
Stone Canyon and with each other. • 
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Pioneer Hut region. Note hut. Photo by Mike Andrew 

TRAMPING IN 

THri NEV'/ ZEALAND ALPS 
by Arlene Blum 

Dear T., 
Time for a vacation from snow and cold. "Try 

tramping — jolly good fun," suggested Margaret 
Clark and Faye Kerr, New Zealand friends with 
whom I'd climbed McKinley a few years back. I 
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began having romantic visions of hoboes sitting by 
campfires, jumping from freight car to freight car, 
nibbling on big rock candy mountains. "Tramping 
is what you call hiking in the States," Margaret 
disillusioned me. Well, it was good fun but a rather 



Two climbers on the Silberhorn-Tasman ridge. Photo by Mike Andrew 

different phenomenon from hiking. First hint came 
when we packed our gear. 

"May as well take ice axes, crampons and ropes." 
My hope for a restful stroll through meadows of 
flowers began to diminish. 

"I suppose you even take ice screws tramping," 
I suggested, jokingly. 

"Hmm, may not hurt to toss in a couple ice 
screws." 

Our walk was to take us up a typical New Zea-
land Valley, across a six thousand-foot pass to 
another valley and then up to the region around 
Mt. Cook (12,349') , the highest peak in New Zea-
land. After bouncing up the dry river bed that pre-
tended to be a road, we were greeted by a swarm of 
sandflies, one of the more aggressive local creatures. 
Apparently an immunity to their bites can be de-
veloped. 

"Don't let them bite you," said Faye rather 
smugly, as I ruefully surveyed the large itchy red 
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welts appearing all over my arms and legs. The 
New Zealanders wore shorts for the warm walk up 
to the first hut; I wore long pants, parka, gloves 
and hat — at least until the sandflies deserted us. 

"Good track to the hut." Well, it was quite a 
good track — really much more interesting than 
the wide graded path that would be considered a 
good trail in the States. Had to stay alert though 
to realize where to go. We followed blazes through 
the woods, waded across rivers, strolled through 
meadows knee-deep in thick grass and clover, and 
finally went quite steeply up through the forest. A 
long suspension bridge, reminiscent of Nepal, came 
into view. 

"Cross at your own risk — one person only," one 
of the very few signs of people we saw on the entire 
track. As I never get quite accustomed to swaying 
fifty feet above a foaming river on a swing bridge, 
my adrenalin level was high after cautiously walk-
ing across the bridge. My companions told me if I 
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Upper Franz Josef Glacier. Photo by Mike Andrew 

was lucky we'd encounter an old style bridge — 
two cables, one for your feet and one for your 
hands. I hoped I wouldn't be lucky. 

Soon we were at the hut drying our boots by a 
crackling fire and committing atrocities upon the 
resident sandfly population while the rain fell. 
Pleasant huts like this are found throughout the 
alpine valleys of New Zealand. Built mainly to ac-
commodate the deer cullers, they also provide 
shelter for trampers. 

"Deer cullers?" Strangely enough, deer are con-
sidered noxious animals in New Zealand, and the 
government employs hunters to try and keep their 
population down. When Europeans first came to 
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New Zealand, there were virtually no native mam-
mals. The lush green islands were a paradise for 
birds — many species of which had lost the ability 
to fly. Rabbits, deer, and other creatures were in-
troduced with rather disastrous results. With no 
predators to keep their numbers under control, 
they multiplied explosively, destroying the vege-
tation and habitats for the native creatures. All the 
introduced creatures are now considered pests. 
(Some New Zealanders exempt sheep from this 
generalization.) Many deer inhabit rugged moun-
tain areas where their eradication is impossible and 
their control is difficult. Deer cullers walk or are 
helicoptered into these remote areas where they 
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try to kill as many deer, chamois, and Himalayan 
tahr as possible. 

A beautiful walk in the sun brought us to Rich-
ardson Bivy — a large rock with a small cozy shel-
tered area underneath. Following a river, the track 
to the bivy consisted of a cairn every few miles. Up, 
over, and around, we climbed the New Zealand 
pebbles that lined the river banks. The nearby 
peaks looked most interesting. Though they are 
little more than 8000 feet high, climbing these 
mountains is not really easy under good conditions 
and can be extremely difficult given the soft snow 
and changeable weather often found in these parts. 

"Tomorrow we go over Tragedy Col. May have 
to rope up a wee bit, but this is just a tramper's 
trip — no problem." My visions of flowers and 
forests began to recede even further. The walk up 
to the Col was like many climbs in the Sierra. The 
belayed descent was steeper, ending with a mixture 
of very steep grass interspersed with cliff bands. If 
this was what New Zealander's called hiking I was 
curious what they considered climbing. 

Though the elevation of mountains in New Zea-
land are between 7,000 and 12,000 feet, the climbs 
tend to be long and rugged. Weather sense and 
route finding ability are invaluable, as is the 
patience to wait out bad weather. "Training ground 
for the Himalaya," is a trite phrase that rolls easily 
off the tongue, but these mountains are just that. 
Both Everest and Kanchenjunga were first ascend-
ed by New Zealanders. Two local climbers went to 
Europe a couple years ago and climbed the seven 
great north faces in a season, many outstanding 
routes in the Andes are being pioneered by New 
Zealanders. I think part of the reason is that climb-
ing here is such a serious business. The climbs are 
generally long without easy descent routes. Since 
this is an island, the peaks are all close to the sea 
and the weather changes rapidly. If there is a 
period of warm sunny weather, the snow may well 
be too soft for safe climbing. The rock tends to be 
rotten. In spite of these difficulties, there are a large 
number of enthusiastic New Zealanders doing fine 
ascents. The era of face climbing has begun here 
recently. The Caroline Face of Mt. Cook, long 
considered unclimbable, now seems almost routine. 

Considering the elevation and latitude, the de- 
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gree of glaciation is unique. The Tasman Glacier 
extends 18 miles from about 2,400 to 10,000 feet, 
and is 2,500 feet thick at 3,300 feet in elevation. 
Ice cliffs on the face of Mt. Sefton are several 
hundred feet thick. The mountains are young and 
steep. 

Oh, yes, Tragedy Col. Well, we crossed over it 
without tragedy and saw a snug little hut across a 
swiftly flowing river. 

"How fortunate. Arlene is going to get to learn 
about river crossing." 

"How fortunate," I chorused dutifully. The tech-
nique used was rather interesting. With linked 
arms we all held on to a stout stick lying horizontal. 
While crossing, the upstream person who felt the 
full force of the river was supported by those down-
stream. It all worked quite well, amazingly enough. 

The stream cut in close to the bank a short way 
above the cozy hut where we'd spent the night. 

"We'll avoid wading the stream by going up 
through the bush above the stream." To me the 
bush appeared so dense that a fat mosquito might 
not have gotten through it. 

"Us get through that? Never." An hour later 
we'd fought our way through about fifty feet of 
the stuff. I felt great empathy for marines in basic 
training as my Kelty got caught on every branch 
around. At least our boots were still dry. 

Minutes later we waded across a stream thor-
oughly wetting our boots. And so it went, along 
and through glacial torrents. Then a moraine, and 
finally snow. By now the unpromising morning 
weather had turned to light rain and heavy wind. 
Our tramping trip continued up a steep snow slope 
from which gusts of wind threatened to dislodge us 
and at last to the hut at Baron Saddle. 

Though it shook a lot the hut did not get blown 
away in the next day and at last the sun shone. Our 
descent route led us over the top of Mt. Darby, a 
small peak with fine views. "Just tramping," I 
mumbled as we belayed down a steep slope. At last, 
leaving winter for spring, we reached the bush and 
finally "the Hermitage." Ah. What a delight to sit 
on the green grass just looking at the mountains 
through a screen of lupine. That's the life. 

Sincerely, 
Arlene 
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Bivouac hut just below Copland Pass. 
Margaret Clark walking along Tasman Glacier with 
Hochstetter ice fall in the background. 

P.S. There's lots of other fine tramping trips to be 
done in New Zealand. 

Two others I particularly enjoyed were crossing 
the Copland Pass and the Routetsurn Track. The 
Copland Pass trip takes you from the icy splendor 
of the high Alps to the dense rain forest of the coast 
in only a few miles. At Welcome Flat Hut, there 
are hot sulphur pools in which to swim and an in-
quisitive family of Wekas, a curious flightless bird. 
The Routetsurn Track in Fiordland boasts mag-
nificent views of heavily glaciated peaks, dense 
bush, and very comfortable huts. 
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New Zealand is one of the best places in the 
world to learn to climb steep snow and ice. A good 
week-long course is taught by Alpine Guides, Ltd. 
You can get further information by writing them 
or to Mt. Cook National Park Headquarters, Mt. 
Cook, South Island, New Zealand. 

New Zealand has many other national parks 
with less difficult climbing than that in the vicin-
ity of Mt. Cook. Both Arthur's Pass and Nelson 
Lakes Parks are suitable for the less experienced 
climber. Good topographic maps of all these areas 
may be readily obtained in New Zealand. 
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"I have fond memories of that place. I don't want 
to spoil them." With these words a climber who had 
made first ascents in the Bugaboos in the fifties 
turned down my invitation to go there. At first I 
did not understand his reasons. The Bugaboos are 
not highly developed. A similar group of mountains 
in Europe would have hotels, teleferiques, farms 
and highways reaching into the high country from 
the river valleys. Sometime later I visited the west 
side of the Bugaboos, where fewer than fifty hu-
mans have ever been. I began to understand his 
reasons. The Bugaboos were not the same, and 
there was no one else to blame except the climbers 
themselves -- you and me. Unlike other climbing 
areas, such as Yosemite and the Grand Tetons, 
the Bugaboos are not used by the general public. 
They are a perfect test case of what climbers will 
do with a place they have to themselves. 

In order to fully comprehend the situation, let's 
trace the mountaineering history of the range. The 
area was first visited by climbers in 1910. Guiding 
in Canada had flourished before the turn of the 
century. The Canadian Pacific Railroad had im-
ported guides from Europe to work out of its giant 
hotels at Banff, Lake Louise and Rogers Pass. 
From the summits of peaks in both the Rockies 
and Selkirks early climbers had spotted an un-
known group of spires in the distant haze. The 
1910 party, composed of Conrad Kain, Byron Har-
mon, T. G. Longstaff, A. 0. Wheeler and two 
packers, spent more than a month exploring and 
surveying the Bugaboo region. They did not have 
the time or equipment to ascend any of the sum-
mits. Kain was an Austrian guide who emigrated 
in 1909. In 1916 he returned to the Bugaboos with 
his habitual employer, A. H. MacCarthy (with 
whom he made many major first ascents, including 
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Mt. Robson) . With a Mr. J. Vincent they climbed 
Bugaboo Spire, which Kain called his most dif-
ficult ascent in Canada. 

Today's rock climber finds Bugaboo Spire rather 
easy. The only obstacle is a 5.6 traverse around a 
gendarme on an otherwise moderate ridge climb. 
But Kain did not have any of the advantages of 
modern technology. The gendarme pitch is highly 
exposed. An unarrested fall would result in a 2,000-
foot tumble. Even the mention of such a fall seems 
ludicrous today, because we know that good be-
laying technique, ropes and pitons would prevent 
anything but a very short drop. Kain climbed the 
steep friction traverse in nailed boots, tied to a 
hemp rope with no hardware and an unanchored 
belayer 70 feet below. He had great difficulty with 
his footwork and finally used his ice axe for sup-
port. 

On the same outing, Kain led the first ascent 
of the Howser Spires which are the highest sum-
mits in the region. He considered the climb rou-
tine although most modern climbers have more 
difficulty threading crevasses, climbing the berg-
schrund and routefinding up the broken headwall 
than with anything on Bugaboo Spire. Kain's 
group circled Snowpatch Spire, finding no major 
dents in its defenses. Surrounded by ice, its gran-
ite walls towered 800 feet from the shortest side 
and 2,000 from the east. It was the idiom of Kain's 
era to call such things unclimbable. But Kain had 
no such images of his own prowess. He predicted 
that "this pinnacle will be the most difficult as-
cent in the Canadian Alps" and also that another 
generation of better trained and equipped moun-
taineers would ascend it. He sent a picture home 
to a woman friend with the caption: "The moun-
tain that Conrad could not climb." 
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Preparing to cross 
an ice gully on the east ridge 

of North Howser Spire. 

by Galen Rowell 

The Kain party's trip was speeded up by a 28-
mile dirt road built to within five miles of the peaks 
by a lumber company in 1916. The company sub-
sequently abandoned the few cabins at the road-
head and by the Thirties the road was in poor 
shape. When a Sierra Club party drove to the 
Bugaboos in 1940 they had to cut fallen timber, 
clear debris, rebuild bridges and fabricate occa-
sional detours to get Raffi Bedayn's new Buick 
Century to the roadhead. After two days of bush-
whacking loads they established a campsite at 
what is now called "Boulder Camp," a small tim-
berline meadow perched on the rocky moraine of 
the Bugaboo Glacier. At the time, Snowpatch 
Spire was considered America's number one climb-
ing problem. It had turned back such skilled clim-
bers as Fritz Weissner and Conrad Kain, and it 
would obviously require new techniques. Only six 
years before, rock climbing had come of age in 
Yosemite when the Higher Cathedral Spire was 
climbed with direct aid. Raffi Bedayn and Jack 
Arnold were Yosemite veterans, equipped with 
pitons, carabiners and tennis shoes. Using direct 
aid to surmount the hardest pitch, they made the 
first ascent. 

Throughout the Forties and Fifties small par-
ties of climbers, more often from the States than 
from Canada, came to the Bugaboos to try the 
classic routes as well as attempting new ones. The 
golden years of Bugaboo climbing were from 1958-
1961 when almost half of the present routes on the 
major spires were ascended. It has been fixed in 
the minds of many climbers that long rock climbs 
in America are strictly the product of the "Yose-
mite School." It is interesting to note that the 
names of Kor, Cooper and Beckey are associated 
with long routes in the Bugaboos several years 
SUMMIT/MAY 1973 



Crossing the Vowel/ Glacier toward the Howser Spires. 

before any of them made significant Yosemite 
climbs. Although these routes are not as long and 
difficult as El Capitan, they take much the same 
mental commitment since they are in an alpine 
area instead of balmy Yosemite. 

The first grade V or VI route in Canada was the 
east face of Snowpatch climbed in 1959 by Fred 
Beckey and Hank Mather with the aid of fixed 
ropes. In 1960 Layton Kor and Cooper climbed 
the 1,500-foot east face of Pigeon Spire in a long 
day. The same year Cooper and Art Gran climbed 
the east face of Bugaboo Spire after Cooper had 
spent several days preparing most of the route 
solo. 

On a reconnaissance in 1959, Beckey found the 
Howser Spires to be rather like icebergs. The im- 
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pressive 1,000-foot faces visible from the Boulder 
Camp side were dwarfed by 3,000-foot buttresses 
on the west. His immediate reaction was that it 
resembled Patagonia. In 1961 Beckey and Choui-
nard climbed the west pillar of the South Howser 
Spire, a narrow blade of granite that required 23 
pitches of roped climbing followed by 400 feet of 
scrambling to the summit. In 1963 Beckey and 
Brian Greenwood climbed the northwest buttress 
of the North Howser, another two-day route wind-
ing through the buttresses and icefields for thou-
sands of feet. By this time Beckey had made new 
routes on all the important summits of the Buga-
boos and had begun to take on a rather propri-
etory attitude. He contacted the Canadian Gov-
ernment about the possibility of buying Snow- 
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A typical Boulder Camp scene in 1971. 

Hans Gmoser's Bugaboo Lodge. 
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patch Spire, receiving a lengthy, serious reply that 
he would have to survey the entire area and com-
ply with several regulations which were obviously 
not intended for vertical tracts of land. 

Although Beckey's query was at least partly in 
jest, it was the forerunner of a sad trend. The 
Canadian Government now plans to turn the 
Bugaboos into a Provincial Park, giving token 
protection against hunters, loggers and would be 
toll-collectors. But the most insidious threat is 
from the climbers themselves. In recent years, con-
servation of the climbing environment has been 
equated with saving cracks by using nuts. While 
this is a step in the proper direction it is a case of 
tunnel vision. There are more serious problems in 
most of the climbing areas of America. 

Most modern climbing is not done in the wilder-
ness. Yosemite Valley, the Tetons and the Sha-
wangunks are non-wilderness nurseries for clim-
bers. Although parts of these areas may still be 
wild, the majority of camping, hiking and climb-
ing is done in an environment that has been 
changed by human use. The assence of a wilder-
ness experience is adapting to the natural scene 
instead of changing the surroundings to fit human 
needs, as man has done in the rest of the world. 
A trail is a narrow snake of civilization sneaking 
through the wilderness. It is often a pathway to 
the wilderness, but it is not wilderness itself. The 
highest level of experience comes when we are no 
longer conscious of man's intrusions on the na-
tural scene. This explains why first ascents are 
revered, why bolts are disdained and why nuts and 
runners are considered an answer. There is a very 
real parallel between the overuse of pitons in a 
crack and of people in a mountain region. But we 
have not arrived at a clean, simple solution for the 
people problem. 

Unfortunately, most of the present solutions 
have more negative than positive feedback. For 
instance, it may be theoretically true that a hut 
will concentrate visitor-use into a small area, and 
make it easier to control human impact if the num-
ber of visitors remain the same. But the creation 
of a hut, and the improved trails that follow, al-
ways increase the useage of the area far beyond 
the level of the old wilderness campers. The net 
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result is an increase in impact and, for the first 
time, a permanents vestige of civilization. In the 
United States, the National Park Service has rec-
ognized factors contributing to overuse and acted 
accordingly. They have closed some roads, re-
moved buildings, stopped maintaining trails and 
in some places set limits on the number of people 
allowed in the back country. The Bugaboos pro-
ceed in the opposite direction. 

The only buildings torn down have been the 
quaint log cabins at the roadhead, which disap-
peared board by board and log by log at the time 
of the construction of Canadian Mountain Holi-
days' giant lodge. Owned by longtime mountain-
eer and skier, Hans Gmoser, the business operates 
a mountain guide service in the summer and ski-
ing in the winter. The ski potential of the Buga-
boos has been developed in an interesting way. 
Instead of building chair lifts and gondolas, the 
skiing is all done from helicopters, leaving the high 
country unscarred. The Bugaboos have developed 
the reputation of being the best and most expen-
sive powder skiing area in America. In summer 
Gmoser's guides spend much of their time in 
Boulder Camp. 

In the late Forties, members of the Alpine Club 
of Canada recognized that the Bugaboos might 
become a mountaineering attraction of the future. 
A member bequested funds to build a hut for the 
climbers in the Bugaboos. But generations of com-
mittee members disagreed about where to place 
it, what material to use and how large a hut to 
build, until inflation made the fund insufficient to 
build anything but a pair of alpine outhouses. 
(And that is very nearly what happened!) In 1966 
the ACC placed two fiberglass igloos in Boulder 
Camp. In order to land a helicopter with the ma-
terials, the tops were cut off many timberline trees. 
In the arctic climate, these trees grow very slowly 
and it is doubtful that the damage will be healed 
during our lifetimes. The huts were twin, twelve-
foot, white hemispheres capped with red ventila-
tors. Their overall appearance was embarrassingly 
like a giant pair of pop-art breasts in an Andy 
Warhol exhibit. Reaction to the placing of the 
huts was sadly predictable. Climbers from the U. 
S. decried their ugliness in print, but slept inside 
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of them during storms — and, oh yes, occasionally 
to avoid mosquitoes. In 1972 the igloos were re-
placed by a three-story lodge which can accom-
modate more than forty people. 

Thus Boulder Camp transcended wilderness. It 
is now an alpine civilization. City men have 
brought city ways to the wilderness, but their eyes 
no longer see wilderness. They see an environment 
that has been irrevocably modified for human use. 
And they raise questions without answers. 

On my first visit to the Bugaboos I had little 
perspective. Boulder Camp was filled with tents 
and voices. I was tantalized by the whole scene. 
Not by the wilderness of it, but rather by the jux-
taposition of socializing with friends from Califor-
nia in a meadow more than a thousand miles from 
home under the shadows of incredible spires. I en-
joyed the friendly atmosphere, finding it similar 
to Camp 4 in Yosemite, but in a more beautiful 
setting. The experience was not at all similar to 
that of the pioneer climbers, but I felt a warm rev-
erence when I walked through the venerable cabins 
at the end of the road, knowing that Kain and 
other early climbers had spent many nights in 
them. 

Not until later did I realize my duality con-
cerning the huts. I was against building one at 
Boulder Camp, but I had profound respect for the 
ones in the valley below. Upon analyzing my emo-
tions I decided that dwellings in wild areas, like 
other living things, must be in harmony with their 
life zones. The old log cabins were in a forested 
valley. Built of native material they were invisible 
from a, distance and would eventually decay to 
become part of the forest floor. But I questioned 
whether any human dwelling belonged at timber-
line or above. For this is a land where man does 
not live; he visits. Once a dwelling is established it 
becomes all to easy for the whole gamut of civil-
ization to follow. 

The east side of the Bugaboos is neither wilder-
ness nor civilization. Wildlife in summer revolves 
around human intrusions: the Yellowstone Syn-
drome has begun. Food and garbage attract bears 
and ground squirrels out of their natural habitat 
to become camp followers who are subsequently 
stoned or shot for having broken the solitude of 
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The West Face of North Howser Spire. This 3,500-
foot wall is the highest in the Bugaboos. 
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Sunset from the summit of Howser Spire. 

Traversing a steep snowpatch on the regular route up North Howser Spire, climbed by Kain in 1916. 



The east face of Pigeon Spire. 
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someone's 'wilderness' experience. The ground 
squirrels are called snafflehounds because of their 
propensity for theft, and they have become adept 
at outsmarting humans. In 1940 they had one of 
their first tastes of civilization when they ate part 
of Bedayn's boot. Soon they learned to climb ropes 
into suspended food bags, eat holes in tent walls 
and climb overhanging boulders to reach food. 
Gmoser's guides have carried guns to Boulder 
Camp and used them on snafflehounds, marmots 
and once to kill a black bear who threateningly 
approached the garbage dump. In 1971 the gar-
bage became bad enough that the British Colum-
bia government sent in a group of youths to clean 
up the area and haul out trash. This should have 
been done by the guide service, the ACC and the 
individual climbers using the Bugaboos. It would 
be unfair of me to single out the ACC and Cana-
dian Mountain Holidays as the cause of all Buga-
boo damage. As David Fisher, then President of 
the ACC, accurately pointed out to me in a letter, 
'first hand reports clearly indicate that the major 
offenders regarding trash and other debris left at 
the Boulder Camp are American mountaineers." 
But we should expect Canadian guides and climb-
ing groups to take the lead in preserving the sanc-
tity of the area. While other areas in America have 
been forced to limit use, the Bugaboos are being 
prepared for more and more people. The end re-
sult is predictable. The net experience will be con-
siderably diluted. 

Fred Beckey wrote a letter to Hans Gmoser in 
October 1972, complaining about a trail that had 
been built above timberline and marked with large 
amounts of red paint on the rocks. Beckey con-
tended that the trail was unnecessary and had 
damaged the fragile soil of the alpine zone. He 
said, "if anyone did something similar in the Cas-
cades or Sierra Nevada there would be a posse out 
after them." He concluded by saying, "I think 
wilderness terrain — what is left of it — is more 
important than the people currently using it." 

Gmoser replied in kind by saying, "There is no 
power in the world that can consign these people 
to any given space or likewise deny them access 
to other areas like the ones you claim to be more 
important than these people." He must be unaware 
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of the recent actions in the United States where 
not only has overnight camping been forbidden 
from several areas, but limits have been put on the 
number of people allowed in certain back country 
areas. He also stated, "I caused this trail to be 
built. . . I also wanted the trail marked with paint, 
although not as profusely as it was done." 

Gmoser also revealed much of his personal phil-
osophy regarding use of mountain areas and the 
naivete of climbers who "entertain lofty ideas 
apart from the realities of the world.", He said, 
"This society of 'idealistic' climbers is infested 
with the same malign traits of man, hate, vanity, 
jealousy, aggression, selfishness and what make it 
really impossible to stomach is that you bastards 
are so - - - - ing righteous about it all. Give me 
the rest of the world any day with all its lies, cor-
ruption, pollution, poverty, stupidity, wars, crime, 
filthy noisy cities, there at least is less pretence." 

While I agree with Gmoser that those who wish 
to save the mountains by minimizing human im-
pact are perhaps not morally superior to others, 
I disagree with his explicit intent to merchandise 
the Bugaboos: "In order to provide at least some 
measure of outdoor experience to the billions that 
have begun to tear down the prison walls of their 
poverty, we have to build trails, huts, so that these 
people will at least only destroy a minimal area 
of the wilderness while enjoying all of it and this 
is the approach I have taken unilaterally in build-
ing these trails in the Bugaboos." 

Do we have to build trails and huts? If so, why? 
Is it not possible that wild areas should be used 
by those who do not need the crutches of civiliza-
tion to maintain their stay? Many people have the 
idea that it is democratic to allow everyone into 
the wilderness, and since the maintaining of wil-
derness keeps out the old, the infirmed and the 
lazy, it is somehow elitist and morally wrong. Even 
David Fisher, then President of the ACC, phrased 
a statement in which the alternative to opening 
up wildlands was keeping everyone out: "We have 
difficulty sometimes deciding on whether to com-
pletely preserve areas and keep everyone out of 
them or to open them up for people to see and en-
joy." It seems obvious that a certain amount of 
human use can occur year after year in a wilder- 
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Crossing the Bugaboo Glacier behind Pigeon Spire. The lower rocks of Pigeon are at left; Bugaboo Spire is 

under the cloud; Snowpatch at right. 

ness area with nature healing the wounds in the 
off season. But beyond a certain point human im-
pact makes an annual and cumulative depletion 
on our wildlands. It is this that we seek to control. 
Using proper methods, ten people can travel 
through the high country making less impact than 
one man or a horse. In the long run, more people 
will be able to use the wilderness over a longer 
period of time if their impact is kept below a level 
that will not ultimately destroy the wildness they 
have come to visit. 

A sad example is Tuolumne Meadows in the 
Yosemite high country. In 1958 a new highway 
was opened. The Sierra Club Bulletin had printed 
an article and photo essay decrying the new road. 
Many of the points were technicalities of road 
width, length of tangents, etc. I have driven the 
new road for 15 years, always thinking how wrong 
the Sierra Club was to object, on such flimsy 
points, to this wonderful road which allowed me to 
reach the High Sierra in a few hours. In the last 
year it suddenly dawned on me that the road was 
the major cause of human impact in Tuolumne 
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Meadows. It is clear to the National Park Service 
that the Meadows area cannot survive many more 
years of the same impact. The old, narrow, wind-
ing road — unsafe for trailers, almost invisible 
from the air — would have brought only a fraction 
of the people to the Meadows. 

The same is true of the Bugaboos. The path-
ways are open and the people have begun to flow. 
I cannot blame my friend for trying to preserve 
his fond memories. I used to think that mountain-
eers were somehow better than the general run of 
wilderness users, but the Bugaboo experience 
proves different. By a quirk of fate, civilization re-
mained at a distance from one of the most specta-
cular mountain areas, while scarcely fifty air miles 
away, high-heeled tourists trampled the shores of 
Lake Louise. The Bugaboos were a gift to moun-
taineers from the civilized world. The very name 
came from an unsuccessful mining venture in a 
nearby canyon. Mountaineers have had the chance 
to prove they could responsibly manage a wild 
area — a region in which there were almost no 
conflicting interests. We have failed. 
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by Tom Evan 

Tom Evans and George Homer on the top of Half Dome. 
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Mostly it's a collection of memories, then some-
how I am there and it's eight miles along quiet 
trails, then down snow and rock. For a long mo-
ment we stand, George Homer and I, hot, sweaty 
heads bent back, straining upward at a trillion tons 
of granite, two thousand feet high. Half Dome. A 
moment — a lingering moment of hopes and 
dreams, of hours and days behind desks, under top 
ropes, on bolt ladders, practicing, running, and al-
ways my thoughts return to this spot. 

As shadows lengthen we climb upward, relaxed 
in the evening glow. Three pitches, then down to 
long hours of restless sleep. Full moon over the top 
— 2 a.m. I wake George. He questions my sanity 
and quickly falls back to sleep. Perhaps my English 
companion and I are as different as we are alike. 
Morning light brings life and desire. Cold, deep 
shadows cut by a long, thin strand leading up 250 
feet. The climb comes to life. Pins clank, slings flap, 
'biners snap, hammers pound. We grope and jerk, 
swing and pull. We are climbing well and by 2 p.m. 
arrive at the ledge I bivouacked on last year. How 
clear the memory. I tell George of searing heat, 
thirst, exhaustion and the escape route. He listens, 
mildly interested. It's different now. We continue 
upward and I lead a wonderful pitch up an expand-
ing flake to a bolt ladder leading to a pendulum 
right. George goes up and right on bad pins. We 
arrive at the bivy ledge. We eat and look out from 
our fortress, finally we sleep. The night is cold, 
clear, and moonlit. At morning we go upward. 

The cold shadows see me peer into the teeth of 
the 5.9 squeeze chimney. Not today, Royal. I go 
left, nailing a perfect crack up to a short pendulum 
leading to the base of the famous undercling pitch. 
George goes up, jamming and liebacking and gets 
into the chimney above. The notorious overhanging 
squeeze chimney has been in the back of my mind 
for a long time. I start the chimney — it's soaking 
wet and tight. I can hardly move. Exhale, shove 
and squirm, slip and block. Salt taste, eyes burn, 
knickers tear. Soon a ledge and no doubts, we are 
going up this wall. George goes up sharp jams to a 
ramp. Loose blocks, dirt, Psyche Flake was here. 
The Big Sandy Ledges welcome George. I come 
through and start the first Zig-Zag pitch. Tired. 
Late afternoon, great nailing, huge clouds building 
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Air photo of Half Dome by Frank Hoover. 

in the high country. Strange sounds float around 
us — like voices. Yes, someone is up there, hanging 
over the Great Visor. Norris yells, then McCrum. 
Spirits rise and we yell back, joking. No, we won't 
be up today, 6 pitches left. I finish the pitch and 
descend. Windy face — cold, we eat and talk. Nice 
ledge. We doze, sleep, then it's too cold so we just 
wait. 

Dawn and up the long, strenuous Zig-Zags to 
Thank God Ledge. George crosses, muttering and 
groaning, then I come up and see why. The ledge 
is fantastically exposed and very narrow. I crawl, 
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THE DOLT CO 
Still producing the same quality items which are 
available at your local shop. 

Corlay Softlay Rope Bashies 

Colorperl DOLT Bolt Hangers 

Perlweb Pulley DOLT 

Colorweb Colornuts 

Dealer's Inquiries Invited 

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

Telephone: (213) 478-7059 

(213) 477-5250  

Half DOMA -- from pace 27 

heart pounding, sweating, until it's too narrow, 
then swing down on hands and traverse. George 
tries several times to climb an awkward crack and 
finally succeeds. I go straight left as the rope pulls 
out a pin I just stood on. Bolts and tied blades 
lead up to the base of the Visor. It is very windy 
and cold so we dump the water and go down and 
left on a long, easy traverse. Last pitch, cake, 5.6 
friction; two friends waiting on top. I step up a few 
feet and we are on top. Smiles, handshakes, beer, a 
thick Liverpool accent and warm sunlight are fused 
to the top of Half Dome. 

Down the cables, more friends, trees and paths, 
swelling hands and aching muscles are the way 
down. The mist trail is mine as I linger to enjoy its 
wetness. Shoes come off with help and soon a warm 
embrace with love is the end. 

Later as night approaches, I wander out alone to 
look, and already I try to remember what it was 
like. Somehow, it's different now and I wonder as I 
look — have I been there? 

karrimor, born and bred in England, 
tried and tested on the world's major 
climbs. Illustrated is the Joe Brown — 
it's a "cooler" carry. 
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Don 

a myth 
, a legend. He is even more widely known 

to the general public and his sac reflects a very modern approach. The 
double back panel is able to take a 38" long closed cell foam Karrimat, 
the protruding end rolls up into a special cotton flap. This roll sits on the 
hips and spaces the sac from the back. 7 oz. Nylon fabric with a double 
reinforced base. The back panel is in cotton for a "cooler" carry. There's 
something very European about a frameless climbing sac, something 
which we do imperceptably yet markedly better. 
Distributed by: 
Thos. Black & Sons Ltd. Alpine Crafts Company 
930 Ford Street 255 Channel Street 
Ogdensburg, New York San Francisco, California 94107 

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

Mountain Paraphernalia 
Box 4536 
Modesto, California 95352 
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Forrest Titon climbing nuts have 
been designed for a variety of 
uses. Due to their simple cam 
action, they work extremely 
well in horizontal, shal-
low, flared, and parallel, 
cracks — something 
climbers have long needed. Titons 
are the strongest and lightest nuts 
in their size range and are now 
available in five sizes to fit cracks 
from 11/4  to 4 inches wide. 

Forrest 
Mountaineering 
5050-M Fox Street • Denver, Colorado 80216 
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Our new poster/ price list of 
the Diamond on Longs Peak 

is available on request. 
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MOUNTAINEERING 
How to Recognize 
and Avoid Them 
By WILHELM PAULCKE 
and HELMUT DUMLER 
Translated by E. Noel Bowman 

Long considered the classic European text 
on mountaineering, this famous book has 
now been completely revised, updated and 
enlarged for this new American edition. 
Lavishly illustrated with more than 100 
photographs and numerous diagrams, this 
practical guide is a veritable encyclopedia 
covering every aspect of the sport. $8.95 

OXFORD UNIVERSITY PRESS 
200 Madison Avenue, New York 10016 



A RESULT OF OUR 
CONTINUOUS PRODUCT 

IMPROVEMENT PROGRAM 

THE QUALITY LINE 

PRECISION MADE IN THE UNITED STATES 

Down home 
comfort in 
Kastinger boots. 

In the WHITE MOUNTAINS 
of New Hampshire 

Ask for Catalog M 

. 603-745-2767 

STOCK, New Hampshire 03262 

Mountain Products Corporation 
Exclusive U.S. distributors for Kastinger boots. Makers of down insulated sleeping bags and clothing, tents, packs and jackets. 

Send for free catalog. 123 South Wenatchee Ave., Wenatchee, Wa 98801 
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LOOK TO OAF" FOR BETTER 

BACKPACKER SLEEPING BAGS 
Mountaineering sleeping bags by COMFY are specially designed for backpacking and mountaineering. 
Prime Goose Down insulation provides greater warmth with less weight and bulk. Special construction 
features assure extra comfort and convenience. 

Snaps for washable 
cotton flannel liner 

1.8 oz. Ripstop Nylon 
(water repellent) cover 
and lining 

Overlapping "V" tube 
inner construction to keep 
Down evenly dispersed 

Boxed end for 
extra foot room 

Two-way zipper for 
warm weather 
ventilation at foot 

Full length 
Full length zipper Down-filled 
with locking slider weatherstrip 
(two opposite-zipper backing zipper 
bags will mate together) 

Drawstring hood 
with locking clamp 

MT. WHITNEY (ill.) 2/b. Down, 
total bag wt. 3% lb. Four other 
standard models, plus extra 
long models. 

COMFY SLEEPING BAGS AND GOOSE 
DOWN INSULATED CLOTHING ARE 
SOLD AT BETTER SPORTING GOODS 
STORES THROUGHOUT THE NATION 

COMFY-SEATTLE QUILT DIVISION OF 

310 FIRST AVENUE SOUTH MEMIIIIIIIMME SEATTLE, WASHINGTON 98104 

For The Finest In 
Quality Custom Made 

Goose Down Equipment. 
FOR FREE Catalogue Write 

Wildwood Mountaineering Outfit-
ters, P.O. Box 2065, La Mesa 
Calif. 92041, or Visit us at our 
shop, 7417 La Jolla Blvd., 
La Jolla, California 92037. 

L.A.S. CAM NUT (Pat. Pend.). The "Super Nut" that works in 
parallel and even moderately flaring cracks. #3 size now 

available (fits cracks or holes from 21/2 " to 41/4"). $3.95 
* L.A.S. EXPEDITION PACK. The "Ultimate Pack" for dif- 

ficult climbing. Superb for ski touring, cycling, back- 

, 
packing, and traveling. Selected for use by the 1973 

Outward Bound-National Geographic Sponsored 
Expedition to Peru. $65.00 

L.A.S. SWAMI. The simple yet versatile swami 
with adjustable leg loops, wide waist 

belt, and hammer holsters, $11.50 

Box 151 • Louisville, Colorado 80027 

ALM 
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In down-design. Precision engineering ... 
the BIG A brand has it: SLEEPERS, TENTS, 
PACKS, DOWN-FILLED CLOTHING, 
ACCESSORIES. Weight is designed out. . . 
ruggedness, in. And comfort, quality, 
dependability ... by the experience of a 
quarter century. 

Live-out backpacking equipment 
by the Master Outfitter is nature-matched. 

GERRY makes it. 

GERRY/73 
division of Outdoor Sports Industries, Inc. 
Dept. S 5450 North Valley Highway 
Denver, Colorado 80216 

Write for free 16 pgge color 
catalog and the name of 
your nearest dealer. 

Instant satisfaction for trail hunger,, featuring Lasagna with 
Meatballs and many others! Plus, the ihdustry's broadest 
selection of over 150 delicious lightweight foods. 
Send for FREE COLOR BROCHURE and list of 
our dealers in your area. Catalog features 
caloric, fat, carbohydrate & protein contents 
and a handy Day Planner. 

RICH-MOOR® 
A General Recreation, Inc. Company 
P.O. Box 2728, Dept. Su- 5 Van Nuys, Ca. 91404 

rm..... MIN MIE MIN IIIMM NMI I 
Name 

IAddress  

I City State Zip  
Mom= mom imm Nom NI= MIN MS 

l'sterpiece, 

Travel Light :: aluminum frame snowshoes 

LIGHTER, QUICKER, STRONGER 

Than any snowshoes avail-
able - at any price. 

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

Get ready for next Winter 
NOW. 

sand for catalog: 

.417:

11 

 Liel  

zofin WAHtf.ff. Snell 

'I MO 
01141TV 
Akin 
111,1 

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



FIELD TEST 
EXPEDITION-QUALITY 

GOOSE DOWN GARMENTS 
WITHOUT RISKING ONE CENT! 

Selected by Dhaulagiri 
Wear the Eddie Bauer Goose Down Trail 
Shirt as a jacket in mild temperatures, 
use it as an undershirt in colder 
weather, or fold it into its own pocket 
and have a compact bundle or luxurious 
pillow. And no matter where you climb, 
backpack or camp, won't it be nice to 
know your Trail Shirt was good enough 
for Dhaulagiri? Colors: Ice Blue, Avo-
cado, Orange, Gold. Sizes: S(39), M(42), 
L(45), XL(48). 0010 Trail Shirt, $31.95 ppd. 

Ultimate Backpacking Comfort 
On trail or mountain, near or far, this 
Goose Down Backpacker Sweater meets 
your specific needs. Goose Down insu-
lated kidney flap adds warmth to your 
lower back and cushions your pack 
frame waist band. Innovative side vents 
assure you free movement because your 
waist band buckles under the front of 
the garment. Colors: Orange, Avocado, 
Navy. Sizes: 5(39), M(42), L(45), XL(48). 
0104 Goose Down Backpacker Sweater, 
$35.50 postpaid. 

Order today! Money back guarantee! 

Enclosed is my check or money order for 
(Add sales tax where applicable.) 

n 0010 Trail Shirt 
Color  Size 

    

o Please send me FREE the new Eddie Bauer 
catalog. 

Name 

   

   

Address  

City  

State Zip 

  

  

  

  

Dept. SMW Seattle, Wash. 98124 

1:1 0104 Backpacker Sweater 
Color Size  
Name  
Address  
City  

 
State Zip  
The exciting new Eddie Bauer catalog 111 

▪ will be included FREE with your order.
•  

• 
IN 
111 
• 

 

111 
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Every goose down garment 
and sleeping bag 
on the 1913 American 
Dhaulagiri Expedition 
comes from 

and every goose down product 
you select from Eddie Bauer will 
have the same expedition quality 
Eddie Bauer goose down sleeping bags, parkas, 
pants, mitts, vests, trail shirts, undergarments and 
bootees — that's what the 1973 American Dhaulagiri 
Expedition selected from Eddie Bauer. If it's goose 
down insulated, it's from Eddie Bauer. Quality-
constructed in our own factory to exacting expedition 
standards. And we put the same kind of care into 
every product we sell, so you can enjoy the finest in 
outdoor clothing and equipment whether you're 
an expedition climber or a weekend camper, expert 
or beginner, traveling near or far. 

SEND FOR YOUR FREE EDDIE BAUER CATALOG 
Begin your own great outdoor adventure with 
Eddie Bauer expedition-proven gear. Over 1,000 
exciting outdoor products in full color — 
including "The World's Most Endorsed Outdoor 
Equipment" for climbers, campers, mountaineers, 
backpackers, all outdoor enthusiasts. Plus 
outstanding casual, Western and travel sportswear. 
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HEY MAN! EVEN 
WIT*, SMERPA 
GEAR YOU CAN'T 
COME DE ENE 
UNDERSIDE OF A 

COANKL! 
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GIBBS 
ASCENDERS 

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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1st WITH 
6 FASHION 
COLORS... 

s BROWN 

GRAY 

SAND 

•• BLUE 

GREEN 

RED 

The Originator of 

the one-piece seam-

less upper with lac-

ing to the toe. 

THE ALPS by FABIANO 
introducing the T.R.C.#37 

Made especially for technical rock climbing mas-
tery — tested and proven at Mt. Cervino by one 
of Italy's most outstanding technical rock climbers 
and mountaineers. 

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

SIZES: 

N. M. L. 4-14 

BLACK 

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

This boot cannot be used for hiking. 

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

Fabian° Shoe Co., Ina. 
DEPT. A-2-850 SUMMER ST. 

SOUTH BOSTON, MASS. 02127 
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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. 

WEST WATER 
RIVER 
GUIDES 

Since 1969 Buzz Belknap's best-selling 
GRAND CANYON RIVER GUIDE has become a 
must for Colorado River runners Now 
DINOSAUR RIVER GUIDE and SNAKE RIVER 
GUIDE join the series Order through your 
bookseller or from 

WESTWATER BOOKS 
Box 365-S / Boulder City, Nevada 89005 

Please send postpaid 
GRAND CANYON RIVER GUIDE by Buzz Belknap 
Colorado River: Lees Ferry, Ariz. to Lake Mead. 

Waterproof ed. $5.95 0 Standard $3.95 

DINOSAUR RIVER GUIDE by Evans/Belknap 
Green River: Flaming Gorge, Wyo. to Split Mt., Ut. 
Yampa River: Deerlodge Park, Colo. to Echo Park. 

Waterproof ed. $5.95 E] Standard $3.95 
SNAKE RIVER GUIDE by Huser/Belknap 
Upper Snake River: Jackson Hole, Wyo. to Alpine. 

Standard edition only $3.95 
I ENCLOSE $  

NAME  
ADDRESS  
CITY  

.STATE, ZIP 
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MOUNTAINEERING, BACKPACKING, 
CROSSCOUNTRY SKIING 

HIGHLAND Outfitters 
P. 0. Box 121 Riverside, California 92502 
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Dept S 53 Box 2190 
Boulder, Colorado 80302 

new books.... 
MOUNTAINEERING FIRST AID, by Dick Mit-
chell. Published by The Mountaineers, P.O. Box 
122, Seattle, Washington, $1.95. 

Mountaineering accident statistics compiled 
over the past 20 years indicate that, while most 
accidents involve people with little or no moun-
taineering experience, those who are constantly in 
the mountains are far more likely to see or be 
involved in an accident. 

"Mountaineering First Aid," is an excellent 
handbook for anyone participating in outdoor 
safety or first aid training. The booklet, subtitled 
"A guide to accident response and First Aid Care," 
reflects the experience gained in The Mountain-
eers' own first aid training program. 

First aid techniques described and illustrated 
include what to do for wounds, shock, fractures, 
effects of excessive heat or cold, exertion, cessation 

And save 50% by making it yourself. That's the average 
savings between Frostline items and the outdoor gear you see 
in your local sporting goods store Our Big Horn is a match 
for any hundred dollar bag for warmth and durability.  
We use an overlapping tube design that means you're always 
protected by a full layer of prime northern goose down, 
the best natural insulator available. Yet even with all the 
warmth it offers, our regular Big Horn bag weighs just a few 
ounces over four pounds. Our price: $52.50. 

Like all our outdoor gear kits, the Big Horn comes with 
everything you need to put it together on your home sewing 
machine. from explicit, easy-to-follow instructions 
right down to thread 
For a free color catalog of all our Frostline kits send a postcard to 

SUMMIT,' MAY 1973 

of breathing, eye injuries, high-altitude problems 
and common emergencies. There's a complete dis-
cussion and trouble-shooting chart on exposure 
and hypothermia, a death-dealing factor in about 
10% of mountaineering mishaps. 

The contents of a basic first aid kit are outlined 
in detail. Several charts cover the sequence of ac-
tions in examining an unconscious victim, prob-
ably the most challenging situation for a first-
aider. Another chart covers drug symptoms and 
first aid for overdose victims, necessary informa-
tion as the problem of drug abuse spreads in the 
outdoors. 

Holubar "CHATEAU TENT" New for 1973! 
A new big, roomy lightweight backpacking tent that's a dream 
to pitch . . . only four stakes! You cannot possibly imagine the 
roominess this tent affords until you get inside! It's 10' 5" 
long, 7' wide and 5' 6" high at the front . . . and only weighs 
6 lbs. 15 oz. (that's with fly and poles!) 
Compare this tent to any offered that are even somewhat 
similar and we believe you will readily see why we feel this 
will be the most popular new tent this year. 

FREE 1973 SPRING/SUMMER HOLUBAR CATALOG 
Write Dept. ST-5H Box 7, Boulder, Colo. 80302 
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YOSEMITE 
MOUNTAINEERING 

Right now, it's in Yosemite Valley, and it's 
spring. Big waterfalls, small classes. It's 
fantastic. 

In mid-June, we migrate to Tuolumne 
Meadows. To the clean white granite 
domes. The crisp air. The flowers. The 
sweeping snow gullies and the glaciers. 

It's a migration back to spring. 

Come climb in the spring with us. In Yo-
semite Valley now, in Tuolumne Meadows 
later. 

All levels of mountaineering instruction, 
by top experts. 

For Details: 

Wayne Merry, Director 
Yosemite Mountaineering 

Yosemite, Ca. 95389 

209-372-4611 ext. 244 
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Correct Threading for Logan Hooks 

For secure grip on marginal flakes and nubbins, 
Logan Hooks should be tied as shown. A separate 
tie-off loop of half inch webbing is threaded from the 
back until the knot jams in the hole. This keeps the 
"line of force" close to the rock, as the bend at the 
base has been adjusted to allow clearance for two 
strands of half inch webbing next to the rock. Do not 
tie a loop permanently passing once through the eye. 

 

Ed Leeper, Wallstreet, Colorado 80302 

 



Eight seminars during July and 
High August in the h Sierra near: 

Big Pine, Calif. Eacha week of fun, 
fellowship of wilderness and 

rope. Comprehensive climbing 
instruction for h i, novice and 

continuing a unique leadership 
program for the proficient. 

Brochure on request. 
Smoke Blanchar Jul

i 
 Tiura 

Bob John Fischer - S ft 
Pasang Karni Sherpa 

alisade Schoo 
1398 Solano Ave. 
Albany, Ca. 94707 

The same high quality Holubar materials 
and know-how for about half the price, 
because you sew it yourself. 
Carikit Outdoor Equipment Kits include 
down parkas, down sleeping bags, down 
mittens and booties, tents, rainwear 
and accessories. 
Adult and children sizes. 

.biodegradable. 
NATURAL 

SOAP FOR DOWN 
CLOTHING AND 

SLEEPING BAGS 

Write For a Free Catalog 
Can kit 
Dept S-5C 
Box 7 
Boulder, Colorado 
80302 

Outdoor Equipment Kits 

sold by all sports 
shops carrying 

EDELRID equipment 
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IELT'Y 
twice the store 
it used to be. 

2 pcm...-rY n'ff,PV:r 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., I OM TO 600 

THURS., 1000 TO 9:00 

SAT. 9,00 to 500 

KIELTY 
Offering the Best 

in Equipment. 

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 

Protect Yourself From 
Unfriendly Surroundings 

Since you have to protect yourself 

from unfriendly surroundings be-

cause nature didn't provide you 

with it naturally and you have to 

take it with you, take the best, take 

ASCENTE. 

Ascente Down 
Parkas And 

Sleeping Bags 

And Related 
Lightweight 

Products 

See Your Local ASCENTE Dealer 

mountaineering 
specialists 

send for catalog 

THE SKI HUT 
department S 

1615 university ave., 
berkeley, ca. 94703 

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 

r
50 

Forrest 
A Mountaineering 

Equipment for Climbers 
Send for Catalog: New Address 

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

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.- 

"' 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 tomers have 

work- said about 

ma n- their CAMP 7 

ship," bags. If you 

would like to 

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: 

CAMP7 
3235 Prairie Avenue 

Boulder, Colorado 80301 
(303) 444-2772 
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TOUTLE GLACIER 

TALUS GLACIER 
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The climbing guide 
you've been 

Basa lt R idge waiting for! 

False Summit 
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copies "Cascade Alpine Guide" at $9.95 
plus 21(D ea. shipping. 
copies "Climber's Guide/Olympics" at $5.95 
plus 14( ea. shipping. 
(Wash. residents add sales tax) 

Send me 

CASCADE 
ALPINE 
GUIDE 
by FRED BECKEY 

Have you seen this handy guide? 

NEW—fully describes climbing, high routes on 
virtually every peak from Stevens Pass to the 
Columbia River (South Cascades) in Washing-
ton State. Extensive route coverage on Mt. 
Rainier, other area "majors;' including photos 
from many angles. More than 100 pages of 
maps, sketches and photos with routes im-
printed in red. By Fred Beckey, whose 36 years' 
climbing experience in the Cascades includes 
hundreds of first-ascents.. 354 pp, 7x81/2, vinyl 
binding. Ready now, at outdoor and bookstores 
or by mail from publisher. $9.95 

CLIMBER'S GUIDE TO 
THE OLYMPIC MOUNTAINS 

Up to date; covers every 
climbing route and ap-
proach on Washington's 
Olympic peaks; plus high 
alpine traverses, ski and 
snowshoe tours. Wear-
resistant binding. 240 pp, 
4 3/4 "x71/4 "; 9 maps, 17 
peak sketches, 18'photos. 
By Olympic Mtn. Rescue. 
$5.95 

THE MOUNTAINEERS 
Box 122 • Seattle, Wa. 98111 

I enclose $ 

Name  

Street  

City State Zip  
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Dear Editor: 
Re the write-up of Aconcagua which 

appeared in the April 1973 Summit; just 
for the record, the last long scree 
slope leading to the summit is called 
the "Canaleta," rather than the "Gran 
Acarreo." I don't know the translation 
of "Canaleta" from Spanish but moun-
tain climbers of all nationalities prob-
ably have their own interpretation! 

Climbing-type food available in 
Mendoza's "supermercados" includes 
Maggi soups, instant potatoes, instant 
pudding, dried milk, jello, instant hot 
cereal, cold cereals, dried fruit and 
some canned meats. Recommended to 
bring powdered drinks (Tang and Wy-
lers), hard candies, instant rice, a few 
meat bars and plastic bags for food 
packaging. 

Requirements in Mendoza to obtain 
climbing permission for Aconcagua in-
clude electrocardiogram, blood test, 
fingerprinting, "mug" photos and de-
posit of $10 rescue insurance (bringing 
a Red Cross blood type card and two 
extra passport pictures could save 
time). 

On another subject, our ski touring 
group would appreciate any information 
on where "Trima" climbing skins for 
Alpine touring can still be purchased. 
All our previous sources have discon-
tinued them. Please write to: 

Barbara Lilley 
8421 Lindley Ave. 
Northridge, CA 91324 

Dear Editor: 
Please note that the article "Altitude 

Illness on Mt. Rainier" in the March 
issue reported work done by five peop-
le: although I planned the study, my 
colleagues did the work, and deserve 
the larger by-line. Secondly, the table 
summarizing altitude illness which ap-
pears on page 31 is printed in mislead-
ing fashion: the five categories of ill-
ness should have appeared in the left-
hand column, and each should be 
matched with the common symptoms in 
the right-hand column. As printed the 
list is confusing. 
We appreciate the opportunity of 

reaching a large number of persons in 
our campagin to reduce the incidence 
of altitude illness. 

Charles S. Houston, M.D. 
Burlington, Vermont  

Dear Editor: 
I have enjoyed reading and writing to 

Summit Magazine in the past ten years 
but this year have decided not to re-
new my seven-year subscription. It is 
not due to the fact that I have decided 
on another publication but because I 
feel the sport of climbing and hiking 
has degenerated to the point where I 
am losing interest. Over the past 
twelve years that I have spent in the 
mountains as a hiker, climber, moun-
taineer, and now a Park Ranger, I have 
noted a steady decline in the quality 
of the environment and the integrity of 
the mountain visitor. 

Fire scars dot the landscape, initials 
adorn many' trailside trees, dogs prolif-
erate most trails that would otherwise 
inhabit wildlife. It is now necessary 
to make reservations as much as a 
year in advance to use some popular 
camping areas. Here in Grand Teton 
National Park, fires and unlimited 
camping have been banned due to their 
mis- and overuse. Some lakes are 
closed to all overnight use. Where once 
you could leave your base camp unat-
tended for your day climb, now nothing 
is safe, even great distances from the 
road or at high altitudes. We are enter-
ing an age of the marathon, 90-day 
wonder, "instant" climber who per-
forms for an audience and applause 
rather than for his own pleasure. 

I suppose progress must go blindly 
forward. However, there is a 600-lb. 
bolting machine on the summit of Cerre 
Torre, a string of bolts from bottom to 
top of many of our most beautiful gran-
ite monoliths, toilets on the summit of 
Mt. Rainier, and a thousand pounds or 
more of garbage scattered around the 
base of the Grand Teton, and much 
more if one cares to look. At the same 
time we point our fingers at our "es-
tablishment" counterparts for building 
the Disneyland complex in the Sierra, 
planning a jetport in Grand Teton 
National Park and the Everglades and 
clearcutting. 

The simple fact is that we all are to 
blame for the desecration of our land-
scape. This includes the mountaineer-
ing publications who foster the notion 
that climbing is the ultimate ego trip 
by printing the "Dangle with Dingle 
on the Dufflehorn" ads and the "fly-
by-nite" climbing school ads. The  

American Alpine Journal now publish-
es Grade I climbs. Climbing Magazine 
talks about "those groovy little health 
stores" to drop by before the climb. I 
think it is time to develop some ethics 
and integrity in the sport and point 
that finger inward. . . and clean up the 
landscape. 

Your magazine has a lot of potential 
to direct outdoor lovers in a more posi-
tive direction. Until it does, I am can-
celling my subscription. 

Douglas V. Leen 
Moose, Wyoming 

Dear Editor: 
On December 31, 1972, as we were 

ascending Lion's Head on Mt. Wash-
ington, N.H., we met a descending 
party, a class run by an eastern moun-
taineering outfitter, tumbling down a 
long snow gulley which ran over rocks 
and further down between the trees, an 
obviously dangerous place for a heavy 
traffic of glissaders. We scrambled to 
the side for safety and fortunately, in 
the bedlam of lost axes, flailing cram-
pons, and a jam of bodies, the only 
apparent injury was a bloodied lip. 

The members of the party appeared 
to be much better equipped than 
trained, but this might be expected 
considering the source of the instruc-
tion. There is valid criticism against 
proselyting mountaineering by a flood 
of new magazines and books for the 
vicarious, clubs offering courses, and 
building refugios which on dangerous 
climbs lure the inadequate by the 
thought of safety further up. But it's 
far worse when opportunism is the 
motive, especially in equipment sup-
pliers offering classes, profiting not 
only by the tuition but by overequip-
ping the under-trained. 
Along with bashies, bolts, et. al., 

climbing schools should be frowned 
on—there's little else available in the 
way to opposition. Those who want to 
climb will learn somehow and rather 
more cautiously when it's not neces-
sary to justify the price of instruction. 
Climbing is a fragile activity and for 
those who wish only to climb, it can 
be destroyed by the flood of those who 
will try anything once. 

R. Maguire 
Kinnelon, New Jersey 

Dear Editor: 
Reference "East of the High Sierra," 

March '73 — Excellent. Superb photog-
raphy and very well written — plus a 
cool cover. 

R. C. Morrison, D.D.S. 
Long Beach, Calif. 
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ODDS & ENDS  

EXPEDITIONS 

ALASKA-20,320-foot Mt. McKinley Ex-
peditions 1974! 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 

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. 

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

Twenty cents per word, payable in advance. 

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. 

VAGABOUND ROCK CLIMBING SCHOOL. 
Classes and guided ascents. Appointments 
accepted by Tom Magee, John Daugherty, 
Robert Jensen and Laurie Fink. Write Vag-
abound, Leavenworth, Washington 98826. 

BOYS, 14 to 18. We offer a mountaineer 
ing program unequalled anywhere. Small 
classes, large results. Wri te THE CLIMB-
ING SMITHS, 10101 E. Colorado Avenue, 
Denver, Colorado 80231. 

MOUNTAINCRAFT: a comprehensive 
climbing school offering a variety of daily 
courses, Alpine Climbing Seminars and 
guided ascents. Maximum student-instructor 
ratio 3 to 1. Established in the Beartooth 
Mountains. 1973 brochure. Write: Mountain-
craft, Box 429, Red Lodge, Montana 54068. 

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. 

SALMON RIVER EXPEDITION. Incredi-
ble thirty-day wilderness trip combines 
,bicycling, white water rafting, horseback 
riding, backpacking in the Sawtooth Moun-
tains of Idaho. Free brochure on this and 
other unique trips for small co-ed teen 
groups. MNYC(3), American Youth Hostels, 
535 West End Ave., NYC. (212) 799-5810. 

ENJOY THE MOUNTAIN WILDERNESS 
of IDAHO —20,000 acres of majestic gran-
ite peaks and lakes. Five to 24 day semi-
nars, each a comprehensive mountain wil-
derness experience. Summit climbs, back-
packing, wilderness expeditions are great 
fun with EE-DA-HOW MOUNTAINEERING. 
Write P.O. Box 207, Ucon, Idaho 83454. 

ROCKIES MOUNTAINEERING! 4 weeks 
trip, basic snow and rock climbing school, 
followed by backpacking in Colorado. Other 
wilderness trips for small co-ed teen 
groups include backpacking, canoeing, 
bicycling. MNYC(3), American Youth Hos-
tels, 535 West End Ave., NYC. (212) 799-
5810. 

BOOT ec MISCELLANEOUS REPAIR 

COMPLETE REPAIRS & CUSTOM WORK. 
Zippers replaced, sleeping bags, tents, 
jackets, packs repaired. High quality cus-
tom work. Many standard items —Seconds 
and samples cheap. Call or write for 
prices: WILDERNESS EXPERIENCE, 9408 
Irondale, Chatsworth, California 91311. 
(213) 882-5514. 

CLIMBING BOOTS, kletterschuhe, resoled 
and repaired. Price list available. Dave 
Page, Cobbler, 346 N.E. 56th, Seattle, 
Washington 98105. 

MISCELLANEOUS 

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

HOLUBAR EXPEDITION ROYALIGHT 
with liner and cover, 4 lbs. down, excellent 
condition, $110.00. Mike Scavotto, 4671 So. 
Spring, St. Louis, Missouri 63116. 

NEW, NEVER WORN Galibier Makalu dbl 
boot size 12, $100. Phone 208-726-4368 
evenings. 

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. 
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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. 

 

  

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. 

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

 

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 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. 

 

    

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  

 

The Raichle Grimpeur 

   

 

correct proportion to the boot 
(and foot) size. 

 

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 fialf-sizes and three different widths. 
With soft pig skin leather lining and contour 
foam padding. All in all, it makes Raichle 

iEgkh/ 

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 

The best of Europe in America 
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