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EaaLy Morming 

Now in the early morning we arise. 
The mountain waits above us there, 
Old white head pinked by alpenglow, 
Indifferent to our presence at his feet. 
All the sounds of mountain morning are around 
us — 
The blurry hiss of Alan's stove — 
Ah, coffee! And plaintive moans 
From sleepy warm cocoons still in the tent. 
The topmost twigs of Ponderosa bend 
And barely sound the early wind. 
Lost in the shadowed meadow grass 
A tiny stream maneuvers round our camp 

With busy comments to a cautious deer. 

And, now the sun — 
No longer hidden by the distant hills 
Illuminates our party on the trail. 

How can you say what makes one morning magic? 

Some special blend of time and mind and place. 
The climb? It's buried in a box of slides, 
Just one more summit shot of grinning faces. 

But that morning's carried with me as a charm 
Against the city sickness of the head, 
A memory and a promise of a time 
When I was whole and wide awake, alive. 

— Miki Magyar 



scree 
Pamir Tragedies 

"Goodbye, we will die," was the final word re-
ceived by radio from a team of eight Soviet women 
on Lenin Peak the first week of August while 
attending the International Climbing Camp in the 
Pamirs. Members of the American Alpine Club 
team in the Pamirs—Christopher Wren, Allen 
Steck and Jocelyn C. Glidden—discovered the 
bodies. The tragedy ranks among the worst in 
international mountaineering. 

Lenin Peak at 23,400 feet is the Soviet Union's 
third highest mountain. Wren, Steck and Glidden 
had been pinned down for three nights at 22,000 
feet on the ridge of Lenin Peak because of storms. 
When it cleared they continued their ascent and 
linked up with six Japanese climbers. They 
stumbled upon the frozen body of the leader at the 
base of a snow face that soared several hundred 
feet to the summit. They called base camp and 
were told that seven more were unaccounted for. 
Continuing climbing they found three more frozen 
bodies sprawled across a torn tent, futilely pitched 
on a scooped-out snow platform. A fifth body was 
doubled over a climbing rope. Two others had 
apparently fallen down the slope. Search for the 
eighth woman took the climbers to the summit 
where they found what appeared to be tracks that 
dropped over a sharp rock ridge. 

Lenin Peak, a massive snow bulwark, is not 
technically difficult to climb by established routes, 
but the sheer scope of the arching ridges and the 
sometimes treacherous weather make it an ascent 
that is usually taken as seriously by mountaineers 
today as when the peak was first ascended by 
three Germans in 1928. 

American J Garry Ullin of Mercer Island, 
Washington was killed in an avalanche in the 
Pamirs on July 24. The International Climbing 
Camp in the Pamirs has been hit by severe storms, 
avalanches and two earthquakes during the past 
month, creating climbing hazards. A Swiss woman 
died of exposure while climbing Lenin Peak the 
last week of July. 

American Annapurna Expedition 

During the spring of 1976 a group of American 
mountaineers will attempt to climb Annapurna I, 
26,502 feet, by the same route as used by the 
French on the first ascent of the mountain, which 
was also the first ascent of a peak over eight 
thousand meters. The expedition was originally 
organized under the leadership of J. Gary Ullin 
who was killed in the Pamirs on July 24, 1974. He 
has been replaced as leader by Steve Johnson. 
Other expedition members include Stan Arming-
ton, Scot Macbeth, Bruce McCubbrey, Jerry 
Tinling and Tony Watkin. 

Future Himalayan Expeditions 
Expeditions which have received permission to 

climb in the Nepal Himalayas during the autumn 
of 1974 include the following: 

Everest, West Ridge, France; Kangbachen, 
Yugoslavia; Annapurna II, Japan; Annapurna IV, 
Netherlands; Pumori, Japan; Makalu, U.S.A. 
(Aspen Mountain Club, Fritz Stamberger); Dhaul-
agiri V, Italy; Churen Himal, Italy; Annapurna 
South, France; Gangapurna, Japan; Lamjung, 
Japan; Gurj a Himal, Japan; Dhaulagiri IV, 
Austria; Lhotse, Poland. 

Ascent Cards Aid Nepal Hospital Fund 
More than $750 has been given to Sir Edmund 

Hilliary for his hospital project in Nepal by the 
Vagmarken Mountaineering Club. The funds have 
been raised through the sale of cards that have 
been carried to the summits of notable mountains 
throughout the world by various climbers. Gordon 
Palmer, Secretary for the Vagmarken Club, says 
that if anyone is interested in these cards they can 
write to him for details at Box 572, Reseda, 
California 91335. All proceeds, less printing and 
postage, go to the Sherpa Hospital Fund. 

Metric Conversion 

A reasonably accurate and quick method of 
converting meters to feet is to multiply by 3 and 
add 10% —the result will always be a little high: 
e.g. 800m x 3 = 2400 feet ± 240 feet = 2640 feet. 
(Accurately: 800m = 2624.7 feet). 
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THE HOGGIIA 

Sun setting on 

famous Tezouiaig Peak, 

central Hoggar Atakor Region. 
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Camel caravan passing beneath an impressive 1,000-foot Cross-county travel in the Tefedest Region of the Hoggar 
Hoggar monolith. Mountains is very rugged. 



MOUNTAINS, CENTRAL SAHARA DESERT 
Text and Photos by Gene Markley 

Exploration of mountains has always been my 
thing, and climbing is a mere portion of this 
greater love. Thus succumbing to my upmost de-
sires I found myself astride a camel wandering 
through the Hoggar Mountains on a Mountain 
Travel venture deep in the Sahara Desert. The 
Hoggar (or Ahaggar) rises to nearly 10,000 feet in 
Southern Algeria. In truth the geographic location 
is difficult to imagine. One can state the range is 
located 1,000 miles south of the Mediterranean, 
1,000 miles east of the Atlantic Ocean, 1,000 miles 
north of the Bight of Benin, and 1,000 miles west 
of the Red Sea. This isolated range, surrounded by 
the most barren plains in the world, is still noted 
for their inaccessibility and utter remoteness in the 
20th century. 

Only in this century has there been any real 
penetration into the area. This was accomplished 
by the French as they expanded their influence in 
the Central Sahara after the defeat of the nomadic 
Touaregs in 1916. Just when the French mountain-
eers arrived on the scene I do not know, but one 
could guess that most of their ascents have been in 
the last ten years. To date, few outsiders have 
traveled in the area and American mountaineering 
types have yet to judge the standards of the 
range. Mountain Travel made several ascents 
during their 1972 and 1973 expeditions but very 
little time was budgeted for climbs. In my own 
estimation the number of rock type peaks and 
routes offered by this range is mind-boggling. 

A description of this barren desolate range is 
impossible to convey. In general terms the range is 
155 miles in diameter and is an oval-shaped 
massif. The range rarely drops below 6,600 feet. 
Its central core is climaxed by Mount Tahat, a 
9,842-foot peak which is surrounded by bizarre 
rock spires, pinnacles, needles and cathedrals. The 
only other range I have traveled that is slightly 
comparable is the Dolomites of Italy. The colors of 
the Hoggars opens up new vistas of browns, reds 
and blacks. 

The expedition first traveled by foot for six days 
exploring the Tedefest region of granitic origin. 
We scrambled up ancient gorges (oueds) where  

thousands of years ago water tumbled down now 
dry inclines. The peaks we climbed in this region 
were of granite and not unlike some of the domes 
in Yosemite. Although we stuck to scramble type 
routes, the peaks were generally of a technical 
nature. On each peak the number of fifth class 
climbing routes were in plentiful challenging 
numbers. From the summits the awesome terrain 
of the Hoggar comes to rest, and you now know 
the lack of intrusion into the area. 

On the eighth day we got together with the 
camels for a seven-day jaunt through the Atakor 
region which has the most impressive peaks, 
spires, and needles. In all directions they project 
up from the lunar-like landscape. It is all quite 
unbelievable and as one rides his camel through 
this barren maze it is difficult to tell who you are 
and where you are. 

We were ably lead by Touaregs, the fierce 
nomads of the area, who know the ancient camel 
tracks and widely scattered water holes. They 
proved to be excellent scramblers and seemed to 
be somewhat akin in ability to the rock climbing 
goats they herd. 

Happily all the horrid stories I had heard about 
camel travel were to remain virtually untrue. They 
didn't kick, bite, spit, or run away with you. After 
a couple hours in the saddle you become 
accustomed to their gait and begin to appreciate 
the creature that has provided transportation for 
eons of time in the Sahara. 

The climate during February was mild and 
never exceeded 80°F during the day, nor colder 
than 20°F at night. The winds of the Sahara can 
be tiring as they are constant and could interfere 
with long difficult technical rock routes. Measur-
able rainfall in the Hoggars is very rare and during 
the summer months temperatures may rise to over 
140°F. 

In summary, the Hoggars appear to be a vast 
remaining climbing frontier and, because of their 
location and climate, I suspect they will remain a 
frontier in the forseeable future. LI 
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Sun rising over the most desolate mountain range in the 
world, the Hoggar Mountain, Central Sahara Region. 

Early morning shadows in the Atakor Region, Central 
Hoggar. 
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Peak climbing in the Tefedest region on Yosemite 
dome-like peaks. 

Lunar-like landscape of the Hoggar massif. 



The awesome landscape of the Hoggar Mountains with a 
sandstorm in the distance. 

The proud nomadic Touaregs serve as guides in this 
desolate mountain range. 

The 

Hoggar 

Peaks 

A peak in the 
Atakor Region, central core of 

the Hoggar massif. 
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L cm0 of the 

miOniGht s a n 
Text and Photos by John Amatt 

Of all the wilderness countries of the world, 
Norway is perhaps least known and understood. A 
straggling country formed of sea and mountains, 
Norway forms the rugged western shoreline of 
northern Europe and can boast some of the most 
friendly people, and some of the wildest moun-
tains, that the world has to offer. It is also one of 
the least climbed of all the mountain countries, a 
fact of which we were well aware as we stood on 
the little quay of Narvik, a small town lying some 
three hundred kilometres inside the Arctic Circle, 
and the scene of two famous battles during the 
last World War. We had only arrived there after a 
long and tiring journey of five days aboard the 
coastal 'express' steamer, through what has been 
reputedly the roughest seas for a hundred years, a 
pronouncement with which our stomachs would 
undoubtedly agree! Around the town, jagged 
peaks demanded our attention. Finally, we were 
here! Tomorrow we could Yes, tomorrow. . . . 

The majority of climbing in Norway lies in three 
major areas. The highest peaks are to be found in 
the Jotunheimen—the "Home of the Giants" — 
where the 6,000-foot peaks actually start at sea 
level. The area also boasts the Jostedal Glacier, 
the largest in Europe, which extends for over 300 
square miles. Further north, the Sunnmore, 
Romsdal and Nordmore regions boast an amazing 
series of elegant peaks, which often rise sheer out 
of the elegant fjords that characterize this beauti-
ful country. Perhaps best known for the recent 
ascents of the Trolltind peaks (see Summit, May 
1966 and December 1973), this area has long been, 
and still remains, the backbone of Norwegian 
mountaineering. Yet, most spectacular of all is the 
"Land of the Midnight Sun," where night does not 
exist in summer and in which mountain explora-
tion is still in its infancy. The peaks of Arctic  

Norway are certainly amongst the most spectacu-
lar in the world and it has been written of the 
Lofoten Islands that. . . "If the ocean rose to the 
foot of the Chamonix Aiguilles, one would get a 
characteristic view of the Lofoten peaks." Quite a 
comparison! 

Yes, tomorrow we could at last get to grips with 
our mountains. But first we had to establish our 
base camp, which was to be 'home' for the next 
four weeks of our stay. A two-hour bus journey, 
across some of the worst roads I have ever seen, 
and another four hours of backbreaking toil, saw 
us at the site of our camp. The food boxes were 
broken open, the kit sorted. At last. Tomorrow. . . 

Our aim was to attempt to climb some of the 
huge faces and tremendous precipices which sur-
rounded us on all sides. And throughout our stay, 
we were fortunate enough to make fifteen first 
ascents of peaks and faces which ranged in height 
from five to seven thousand feet. A multitude of 
times we stood in places where no man had stood 
before, an achievement which cannot easily be 
duplicated in the crowded climbing areas of North 
America. Of all these ascents, one comes 
immediately to mind, having been made on a 
magnificent mountain. The memory remains with 
me to this day as typical of the many climbs and 
happy hours that I have experienced in this unique 
"Land of the Midnight Sun." 

We had established our Base Camp amongst the 
fir trees of the Skj omen Valley, south of Narvik. 
Some fifteen kilometres to the east of this camp 
lay a magnificent group of mountains, which were 
completely isolated and which had only previously 
been visited on one occasion. The main peak in the 
group was known as Kuinarcocka (5,987 feet), 
which was recognized as the most difficult 
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mountain in the area, since no flank could be 
gained with ease. All the faces rose steeply to a 
height of over three thousand feet from the 
plateau. To the north, a vertical precipice of rock 
drops for over a thousand feet without a break to a 
wide, heavily-crevassed glacier. To the south, a 
smooth barrier of overlapping slabs dropped 
steeply from the summit of the mountain to the 
picturesque tarn beside which we had now pitched 
our tents. To reach this site, we had struggled for 
five days, but had been twice repulsed by wide, 
swiftly-flowing torrents of meltwater, which we 
were soon to recognize as one of the greatest 
problems of climbing in this area. 

The day dawned clear, there being no cloud to 
blemish the clear blue sky that stretched above 
our heads, inviting us to climb towards its beauty. 
Rising early, we began to weave our way through 
the tangled boulders and outcrops of smooth rock, 
which were mute evidence of the vast glacial forces 
which had once passed this way. 

From where we now stood, the face rose 
unrelentingly for three thousand feet, a superb 
mass of slabs and overhangs sculptured in archi-
tectural grandeur. The problem was obvious. At 
half height, a band of overhangs cut across the 
face to abut against the great two-thousand-foot 
overhanging east pillar. To avoid this, we would 
have to move diagonally left, and then break 
through this barrier where a slab, followed by a 
vertical corner, offered the only chance. 

The unclimbed 
2,000-foot East Face of 
Lappviktind. 

High on the 
South Face of Kuinarcocka, 

with Lossivatin in the 
background. 
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We roped up. An easy traverse left, followed by 
a hard slab, led to the first belay in a niche. I 
hammered in a piton. . . .Above, an overhanging 
crack proved the way. A strenuous move to enter, 
followed by laybacking, and I was established on 
the slab above. As Chris moved carefully up to 
join me, the world below came to life—land and 
lake glimmering in the early morning mists. Far 
away in the distance, myriads of peaks glowed as 
if on fire. I could not help but wonder if they were 
unclimbed. They probably were. . . . 

Another slab, and we arrived at the base of a 
vertical corner. Curving like a sickle, it gave a fine 
pitch of 5.8. Another corner, wet this time, forced 
a detour onto the left arete. Above, easier climbing 
led to the central snowfields for which we had been 
aiming since early morning. 

Above, the face rose in great overlapping steps, 
a magnificent inverted staircase to the heavens. 
Some other day, we might have tried our luck 
against this barrier. But not today. We were 
purely climbing for fun. Beneath our feet, the 
melting snows had nurtured a tiny rock garden of 
alpine flowers, beautiful in their simplicity. Once 
again we were forced left. 

Rope-length followed rope-length up our gang-
way to the sky, the magnificent warm, red granite 
flying beneath our feet. And this was climbing—
no real difficulty, no danger—but pure enjoyment 
all the way. Finally, we were at the crux of the 
climb —the top of the easy gangway, where .we 
now stood confronted by a bulging vertical wall, 
which we somehow had to bypass. A tricky move 
on underpulls, and a wild swing across a feature-
less wall, and we were around. But we were by no 
means out of the trap. Beyond, lay one of the most 
magnificent slabs I have ever seen. 

Only fifty feet wide, it swept down for over four 
hundred feet before dropping off into the unknown 
depths below. Above, it rose in unrelenting 
symmetry to lose itself in the maze of overhangs 
which were the trapdoor to the summit. But across 
that slab lay our escape route—a vertical corner 
cutting like an arrow through this last barrier. 

Chris came across and we both contemplated the 
situation. It was obvious that this was to be the 

"Above, the face rose in great overlapping steps. . ."—the 
South Face of Kuinarcocka. 

crux of the entire climb. To have failed here would 
have forced a long retreat, a fact which dominated 
our thoughts as we struggled with this penulti-
mate barrier for the next two hours. Eventually, I 
climbed above Chris and fixed a piton, from which 
I was able to give him tension as he edged across 
on almost nonexistent holds. Following, a wild 
pendulum proved easier than climbing, and the 
holds reappeared once more as we moved swiftly 
through the overhangs to more broken rock above. 

Arriving at the summit ridge at 2:30 p.m., we 
were surprised to realize that we had been on the 
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In the Skjomen valley, rivers were often crossed by 
bridges used by local fishermen. In the mountains, how-
ever, such bridges were non-existant. 

10 SUMMIT / August, 1974 

face for over eight hours. So involved had we been 
in the intricacies of the route, that we had com-
pletely lost track of time. After a long rest in the 
hot sun, we moved slowly up the final ridge to the 
summit of Kuinarcocka, and completed the first 
ascent of the South Face, and the third ascent of 
the mountain. 

The panorama which surrounded us was breath-
taking. To the west lay the miniature peaks of 
Lofoten, veiled in mist, while to the east rose the 
pointed summit of Stortoppen (6,177 feet)—the 
fourth highest summit in Arctic Norway and the 
only mountain in the vicinity to top our present 
height. To the south, we could pick out the 
Skj omen Valley, in which lay our base camp 
hidden now by two mountain ranges, and into 
which tumbled the icy ribbons of the nearby 
Frostisen Glacier. 

Turning our thoughts to the descent, we rap-
pelled off the end of the southeast ridge and re-
gained our camp without further difficulty. And so 
ended a truly memorable climb, which provided a 
fitting climax to our expedition. Two days later, 
the weather broke completely and we spent the 
remaining week in the waterlogged confines of our 
base camp, while in the surrounding hills it 
snowed. 

Postscript 
Information pertaining to climbing in Norway 

is, at best, difficult to find. In our case, we in-
quired through the Norwegian consulate, and it is 
suggested that future parties should follow the 
same procedure. The only known guidebook of 
climbing in Norway is that covering the Romsdal 
region —"Walks & Climbs in Romsdal, Norway," 
by Tony Howard (published by The Cicerone 
Press, 16 Briarfield Road, Worsley, Manchester, 
England). This area can be easily reached by road 
or rail from Oslo or Bergen, detail of which is 
given in the above guide. Areas of Arctic Norway 

Crossing rivers proved to be one of the greatest problems 
encountered by the party. Here, the author attempts to 
cross the swiftly flowing Nordelva during the first (unsuc-
cessful) try to reach the foot of Kuinarcocka. 



Slab climbing on the South Face of Kuinarcocka. 

are best reached by coastal steamer from Bergen, 
which can take up to five or more days. 

The weather throughout the expedition was ex-
tremely variable. However, little rain fell until the 
last week of August, when it rained every day and 
snowed every night. In complete contrast, when 
the weather was good, it was exceptionally good. 

The chief difficulty which we had to face was in 
approaching the mountains. All rivers were fre-
quently wide, and fast flowing, and very cold. The 
going below the tree line was very difficult, thick 
birch-scrub making progress very hard. What 
paths existed were often hopelessly overgrown. 
Higher up, large expanses of slabs and boulder-
scree made progress equally difficult, and we often 
became involved in delicate traverses to avoid 
little outcrops of rock. On the upper plateau, how-
ever, progress although strenuous was easy by 
comparison. Mosquitoes in the valleys were very 
troublesome, but once we were on the mountains, 
this problem was reduced considerably. 

All equipment taken was as for alpine climbing, 
nothing special being required. During the sum-
mer, long daylight hours make bivouacs unneces-
sary and we often did not set out for our climbs 
until late in the evening. Most provisions can be  

The 3,000-foot South Face of Kuinarcocka. 

purchased locally in Arctic Norway at the many 
small villages which exist along the coast. 

There is still unlimited scope for new routes in 
this area. Most of the major faces remain un-
climbed, and would only be solved after a great 
deal of effort. The one thousand-foot west face of 
Haugbakktind presents a tremendous challenge, 
rising absolutely vertically above the Skjommen 
valley. Other formidable faces include the two 
thousand-foot east face of Lappviktind, the two 
thousand-foot overhanging East Pillar of 
Kuinarcocka and the North Pillar of Kuinarcocka. 
All these faces would require artificial aid, and 
possibly several days, before they could be 
climbed. 

Summary 
The climbs described in the above article are to 

be found in the Storsteinsfjell Rock Massif and 
adjacent areas of the Tys Fjord Area of Arctic 
Norway—latitude 69°31' North. It is covered 
briefly in the book, "Mountain Holidays in Nor-
way," published by the Norway Travel Associa-
tion, Oslo, Norway. Information concerning maps, 
travel, etc. can be obtained from the Norwegian 
National Tourist Office, 20 Pall Mall, London 
S.W.1, England. LI 
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Grand Venetian' "Grossvenediger," Hohe Tauern, Austria: 12,054 feet. Ice couloir leading 

to summit shown left of picture's center. Leading off toward right, the north ridge. 

Bottom of picture, the Obersulzbach Glacier. 

TiiE 

GRAND VENETIAN 
IEE ELIMB 

Text and Drawings by 

Target: The Grand Venetian ("Grossvenediger" 
in German), 12,054 feet. How: Climb it via the ice 
couloir beginning at 10,800 feet, just above the 
bergschrund from the Obersulzbach Glacier, left of 
a rock rib. Steepness: Average incline 55°, average 
face climbing, 1,300 feet. Average climbing time in 
good weather, 5 hours. Base: The Kuersinger Hut, 
7,763 feet at the head of the Obersulzbach River, 
owned by the Austrian Alpine Club, a 6-hour hike 
up the Obersulzbach from the train stop at Rosen-
berg, between Wald and Neukirchen near Zell am 
See in the Hohe Tauern. 
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Norman Kingsley 

The minute we set foot inside the Kuersinger 
Hut, after the long haul up the creek from Rosen-
berg, we knew we were in for it. Herr Langen-
berger, who runs the map and guidebook depart-
ment at Munich's Schuster Mountaineering, 
warned us of what might happen and told us not 
to blow our cool. 

We set our packs down, took off our boots, and 
I clearly heard the hut keeper say to a middle-aged 
hiker in German, "...Americans, bunch of bums. 
They'll surely try to make the big assault up the 



ridge and trail to conquer our Grossvenediger. The 
climbing gear they carry is supposed to impress 
us. Stupid hot dogs!" 

I didn't let on that I understood any of it. We 
produced our Alpine Club cards, signed the hut's 
register —after placing our boots in rows along 
with those of the other current resident's footgear 
in the foyer. A few people wandered over to look at 
our "strange" Kelty Packs, and at us. By now the 
hut keeper was convinced he was dealing with 
non-German speaking "Ami's," so informed 
everyone loudly that all Ami's carry those silly 
frame packs, which make them look like medieval 
bakery delivery boys. Then he began making fun 
of the way we were dressed. Here he had a  

point! Hal Adams had just finished a tour in 
"the Nam" and wore a camouflaged jungle hat 
festooned with a Sierra Club patch, Paratrooper's 
wings, Sierra Peaks emblem, and his Marine cap-
tain's bars. No knickers for Hal, he had on auth-
entic museum piece WW-II army mountain troop 
pants: tent-like Mr. Globby bloomers with huge 
side pockets. On top of this was a full zippered 
camou'd British paratrooper's jump jacket, bot-
toming out with a pair of mountain boots the likes 
of which my father must have worn during the 
1914-'18 fracas. Ed Craigy wore an ancient pair of 
Marine Corps green wool pants that his wife had 
cut off below the knees, sewn Velcro patches on, to 
make knickers of them. Ed forgot his parka in 
Munich, so wore mine. I take a size 40, Ed needs 
at least a 50, so my English "anorak," as they call 
them over there, looked like a tight T-shirt on him. 
On the way up it had started raining, so Hal gave 
me his Marine raincoat. Hal is a definite size 50, so 
I looked like a deserter from Stalin's slave labor 
camps in that coat reaching to my toes. Then there 
was Denny: the Israeli lieutenant Ed had befriend-
ed when both went through amphib course at 
Quantico and whose first ice climb this was to be. 
Danny was frugal, and to save wear and tear on 
his sturdy knickers and parka, he stowed them in 
his pack. Instead, he wore a sweat suit, with a 
cheap plastic raincoat on top. On his head he wore 
Ed's camou'd "Nam" hat full of pins and badges, 
with a "Dolt U.S.A." patch sewn on it. The late 
Bill "Dolt" had personally given Ed that proud 
patch. 

We looked a sight, and everyone in the hut 
shook their heads sadly. The hut keeper then held 
up our ragged Goldline ropes, pointed to the rusty 
secondhand North Wall hammers and scarred ice 
axes, and broke the assemblage up with a classic: 
". . .they'll never even make it up the stairs tomor-
row morning." 

About that time, I thought we'd have some fun. 
Sauntering over to the hut keeper, I quickly re-
hearsed under my breath what I was going to say 
to him in German. I tried for the best nasal 
Viennese dialect intonation, and avoided any sign 
of scholastic "high" German or foreign accent. 
"S'ans doch bittschoen so freindlich," I began and 
asked him to wake us at three the nest morning. 
That was a mistake. The man was thunderstruck. 
He had a cough spasm, gulped, swallowed, stared 
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at me, finally cleared his throat and after a minute 
managed to stutter a reply. 

"You won't have to get up that early to make it 
up the Grossvenediger, five or six will do." He 
turned to flee into the kitchen, when I hit him 
with, ". . .we're not going up, we're climbing by 
way of the northeast face and need an early start." 

He spun about, his face set hard. "The hell you 
are! The northeast face is ice and sheer rock; it 
takes experienced mountaineers. I've got a duty 
toward the Club to keep tourists that will 
eventually have to be rescued off the 'fiver' 
routes." I tried reasoning with him. No good. He 
took me over to the bookcase, pulled out the 
"Hochtourist" guidebook, and showed me the 
write-up. His tone softened when he asked where 
we were from in the States. "Oh, sunny California, 
orange groves and movie stars, beaches and 
Disneyland. Look, this is the eastern Alps. Hard 
mountains. Ever been on snow or ice? Ever heard 
of avalanches, rock fall, seracs collapsing? Have 
you ever heard of, or tried to cross a bergschrund? 
Have you ever had to use those ice axes or 
hammers? Do you realize the problems we'll have 
it you need a rescue party to get you off? It takes 
three hours just to get the chopper up from Zell. 
The costs are fantastic and you guys will have to 
pay them!" He talked to me like a father, even put 
his hand on my shoulder. We should act like 
grown-up, responsible citizens he said, and go up 
the regular way all other tourists do. 

I was going to recite my "peaks climbed" list 
for the man, when I remembered what Herr Lang-
enberger said about this hut. The keeper hates 
climbers. So we all kept our mouths shut. I 
ordered noodles with tiny bits of meat for us, plus 
soup. My partners were proud of the "old man" 
and how he could navigate in foreign lands. Right 
after dinner, we turned in. 

Just the slightest shimmer of light woke Hal up 
with a start at four the next morning. We 
scrambled out of our too-warm down bags. Ed 
quickly got his old Primus roaring. The big G.I. 
canteen cup with water was slapped on and we 
muttered, "Hurry up, Primus." Five tea bags were 
dropped in and steeped. Hal recovered his slightly 
rancid margarine, which went into the tea. Danny 
poured in about half a cup brown sugar, and Ed 
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added bits from a meat bar. We divided this 
"Sherpa tea" among our Sierra Club cups and 
gulped it down while dressing and sorting slings 
and hardware. Within ten minutes we snuck out 
the door, bolted it shut, and galloped along the 
trail to the Obersulzbach Glacier snacking on 
bacon bars and gorp. 

The glacier was covered with crisp neve, and we 
made very fast tracks across it. Suddenly, there 
was a gasp from one of us who had looked up. The 
mists had cleared slightly, and the big wall was 
right on top of us. Instant intimidation. The 
kidding ceased and our stomachs tightened. We 
realized we were in for a hard day's work. Above 
us, the wall still lay in shadow although the sun 
was well up by now. It was impossible making out 
main features in the flat light of shadow, but we 
quickly recognized the couloir angling up at about 
550  to a huge ice bulge. Further up was another ice 
bulge which marked the summit 2,000 feet above 
our position. Before dark this day, we'd have to be 
up there—not impossible for two two-man ropes 
moving quickly. We now carefully back-checked 
our route by studying this impressive face. On top 
we thought we saw the summit ridge. Then, there 
was the north ridge leading off. Under this ridge 
was an ice wall supposedly of only 60° incline. It 
could completely block our topping out if it were 
all porous ice. What worried us was not the 60°, 
but the ice condition. In that climate, ice walls at 
12,000 feet are usually so crumbly that they'll hold 
neither front points, whole crampons, ice screws, 
or climbers—we'd surely have to cut huge steps 
and belay terraces up there, and that takes hours. 
Time enough for parts of the wall to collapse right 
on top of us. 

Underneath the ice wall was a buttress area of 
rock blocks. These formed multiple ridges, running 
downward. This system dwindled into a craggy rib 
that ran right down the center of the northeast 
face. Our route would be on the left of this rib and 
ridge, in an ice couloir that from here seemed to 
run perpendicular. To the left of our couloir were 
some more exposed rock ribs sticking out of ice, on 
top of them was a rock band that was reminiscent 
of Shasta's Red Bank. Above this rock we could 
now see the ogre—a giant cornice that ran along 
the whole top half. We quickly recognized the big 
problem with this route and why people are 
obsessed with climbers being rescued on it. 



Eddy Craigy nearing the top of the 

Grand Venetian (Grossvenediger). 

Problem one: we would have to get across the 
huge bergschrund. Two: we'd have to do it 
without being hit by ice avalanches—their signs 
lay all about us on the upper glacier. It was still 
early in the morning so we ruled out major ice fall 
down the face. The couloir also looked passable 
under normal conditions. But here came problem 
three: it was summer, days were warm, and parts 
of the cornice were forever breaking off, scouring 
the couloir. After all, that's how the couloir 
probably got there in the first place. It was 
nature's bowling alley, and we were the pins. Our 
only escape would be the rock bands on the cou-
loir's right. There we'd be safe—as safe as one can 
be on verglassed, loose, wet rock. Anyway, enough 
speculation: we moved off and began looking for a 
way to cross the 'schrund. 

My watch showed six as we found a section of 
the 'schrund that had been covered with snow and 
ice from an avalanche. Ed scrambled quickly 
across this rickety snowbridge and brought us 
across with outstretched arms. From there, we tra-
versed up in double-time to where our couloir 
began. When we got there, we felt exhilaration. No 
scratch-scrabble-claw this time out; no sir, our 
gully seemed covered with good, solid neve. From 
the spot where we roped up, for hundreds of feet 
above us, it looked like straight ahead climbing 
without need for step cutting or platform building. 
If it remained cool, we could climb the whole route 
straight up the gully without detouring onto rock. 
And that's exactly what happened at first. The 
lead rope went a full pitch, at the top we'd chop a 
neat little belay stance, bring up our team mate, 
exchange leads, and go on. The second rope did 
the same, and we went up the couloir as if it were a 
conveyor belt. 

After a few hundred feet of leading, I noticed 
that I was stamping my crampons in ever 
hardening snow to get any kind of a foothold. It 
dawned on me: the neve was thinning out the 
higher we got. An ice piton was driven, I clipped a 
'beaner, then sling into it, tested it, then leaned 
out as far away from the wall as I dared and 
squinted up. Right above me, the even white of the 
neve was laced with ugly, grey stripes running 
toward us. Porous hard ice. No-fun ice. The kind of 
crud that forced you to chop belay stances that re-
semble bathtubs. Drive ice pitons or screws into it, 
and they'll melt their way right out once any load 
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is placed on them. Place pitons or screws that have 
to hold, and a hole must first be dug to reach solid 
ice at least a foot-and-a-half under the outer layer. 
The metal is then driven straight down into the 
hard ice. But then, all that pounding and fussing 
tends to fracture the ice, so that a good, appreci-
able load can slit, crack and cause a whole ice 
sheet to come flaking off, along with the climber. 

As feared, only one rope length above us, and 
the easy neve ran out. The donkey work began. 
What had started out as a beautiful day and a fun 
climb, ended. Slave labor began, and after only one 
pitch of it we were soured. Leaders had to chop 
and hack the way up each step, pounding out wash 
basin-size steps. Barrel on barrel of ice chips 
cascaded down on the follower. Leads were 
changed after a half pitch. A few more pitches and 
we realized we were wasting too much time. A 
council of war was held. It was unique in that it 
took place among four men strung out underneath 
one another on 150 feet of 550  ice, shouting up and 
down to one another. 

It took very little shouting for us to decide to get 
out of the couloir, and onto the rock ribs on our 
right. That was easier said than done. Traversing 
right about fifty feet over rotten, cracked, porous 
ice that ran in perpendicular furrows, took half an 
hour of chopping, hacking, and clawing. One time, 
I drove in my hammer's pick, then my axe, tested 
the load, and heard a sound like a diamond 
scratching across glass. I was sliding. But then re-
lief as something solid held my right crampon. 
Again I tried hammer and axe, only to see both 
ripping out of the crud with all surrounding ice 
flaking off. What if my crampons did the same? 
Hal certainly wouldn't be able to hold me as he 
wasn't any better off than I. Luck was with me 
that day, and I did a toe dance until I made it to 
the rock. Laying a big sling around a beautiful 
solid block served as my belay, and I brought the 
others across. 

From here, we scrambled up the steep, exposed 
rock ribs. These ran out into a small neve ridge, 
that we pounded up happily. Above that came 
more rock. From a good spot that on our map was 
marked as "lunch stop," I could see over into the 
couloir. Good news, the couloir was snowy white, 
meaning no more bad ice, but neve. So back we 
went into the couloir, and up toward the ever 
steepening ice wall separating us from the summit. 
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Hal had led out about forty feet of Goldline 
straight up, when there was a jarring crack that 
made me flinch bodily. Ed shrieked, "Cornice!" 

Up left I saw part of the overhanging balconies 
literally explode as if hit by an artillery shell. The 
sky screamed like a tornado as a massive cloud 
rushed toward us. I dug my face into the neve, 
clawed frantically into the ice with hammer and 
axe, crabbed in deeper with crampons and hung on 
for life best I could. Everything turned grey, bits 
of ice stung my eyes, spindrift raked all over me 
forcing its way into my clothes. A massive gust 
nearly hurled me out of my stance. I held. The 
rumbling passed us downward and I saw it 
settling as an ice cloud toward the glacier. I looked 
up, and Hal was still there. "Eddy," I shouted. 
"OK," came back. "Danny's still hangin' on too!" 
The thing had missed us by only forty feet. 

For maybe a full minute we stood rigid with 
fear, not moving either way. Then, from below 
came Danny's voice, ". . .our insurance is all paid 
up! Let's get the hell on up and out. Move it!" It 
worked. We relaxed and climbed into the big ice 
wall. Just then another thunderous crack and 
further to our left a piece of cornice exploded, too 
far away to bother us. Also, the ice wall protected 
us to a degree. 

We cut steps into the ice wall, also tiny 
handholds, placed pitons and screws every ten 
feet. The ice was fairly firm, so that we clipped 
into the metal pins or screws, hung aid slings in 
and stood that way to ease the pain in our ankles 
and calves. Slowly, laboriously, we got over this 
last obstacle. 

Now we were on a narrow, silver ice rib that led on 
an easy incline up to the peak. From the summit, 
we looked south all the way to the jagged "Cima" 
crags of northern Italy in the Dolomites. The Tre 
Cime de Lavaredo, or "Drei Zinnen" in this orig-
inal German, stood out sharply. Closer, across a 
cloud carpet stood the massive Lammer's north-
west face, past that the Sextener Zwoelferstock. 
To the west we knew lay Switzerland, and Hal 
swore he could make out the Matterhorn in the 
distance. We were on the second highest mountain 
in the Tauern, a popular tourist spot that hun-
dreds climb in order to boast "they've been there," 
but hardly anyone comes up as we had. 0 



Recent Books.. 
...briefly 

My Climbs in the Alps and Caucasus, by A. F. 
Mummery. Long out of print, this classic work on 
mountain climbing has been brought back as a facsimile 
reprint of the original 1896 edition. A new, appreciative 
foreward has been added by contemporary mountaineer 
Robert Kruszyna which gives a fresh perspective to the 
skill, innovation, wit, and outlook of famed alpinist Mum-
mery, upon whose achievements much of modern moun-
taineering is based. Available for $15 from Quarterman 
Publications, Inc., 5 South Union St., Lawrence, Mass. 

This book is valuable for such gems as when Mummery 
says, "No sooner have I ascended a peak than it becomes 
a friend, and delightful as it may be to seek 'fresh woods 
and pastures new,' in my heart of hearts I long for the 
slopes of which I know every wrinkle, and on which each 
crag awakens memories of mirth and laughter and of the 
friends of long ago." 

Mountaineering: The Freedom of the Hills, Third 
Edition. Published by The Mountaineers, Seattle, Wash-
ington: 478 pages, 205 drawings and photographs, $9.95. 

The best book published on general wilderness moun-
taineering is now available in a completely revised and up-
dated third edition. A change in the color of the book's 
cover (from blue to green) is just a hint of the extensive 
reworking which has taken place. 

The third edition is essentially a new book, presenting 
the latest concepts in equipment, technique and ethics of 
climbing and general mountaineering. Its format is a 
logical progression from the introductory phases of alpine 
travel, to the basis techniques of roped climbing, to the 
levels of skill required for intermediate and advanced 
climbing. 

Greatest changes are in sections on equipment, and on 
technical rock and ice climbing. Here, some of the most 
active and experienced climbers in the Pacific Northwest 
collaborated on a presentation of current techniques of 
free and aid climbing, anchoring and belaying, what to do 
"after the fall," choosing and using today's equipment, and 
so on. 

Both rescue procedures and first aid sections have been 
fully updated. Chapters on mountain geology and weather 
have been rewritten for greater practical use in mountain 
travel. Ninety percent of the book's drawings have been 
redone for updating, and a number of photos have been 
added for text explanation, particularly in map reading 
and travel sections. 

Climber's Guide to the Rocky Mountains of Canada-
South, by William L. Putnam and Glen W. Boles, Sixth 
Edition, American Alpine Club, 113 East 90th Street, 
N.Y. This sixth edition represents a substantial revision 
from past issues and is a current edition of a work begun 
in 1921 as the first alpine climber's guide in North 
America. A half century later, Dr. Thorington has 
continued to provide important guidance to the endeavor 
he brought to life. A compact 41/4 by 61/2  inches with a 
sturdy plastic cover and containing 330 pages, it is a book 
intended to be carried on a mountain. It is not likely that 
anyone climbing in Canada's Southern Rockies would be 
without this guidebook. Sketches, maps and Ed Cooper's 
photos will encourage others to "go climb there." 

Climber's Guide to the Olympic Mountains. 240 pages, 9 
maps, 17 sketches, 18 photos. 43/4  x 71/4  inches. Paper-
bound. Published by The Mountaineers, Seattle, Wa. $4.95. 

Approach and climbing routes are detailed for the more 
than 170 peaks and ridges which make up the Olympics 
group, one of the country's most remote. Areas and 
approach routes are outlined in sketch maps by Kent 
Heathershaw; summit routes are shown in peak sketches 
by Dee Molenaar. All routes are classified as to difficulty, 
based on a pitch classification chart included in the intro-
ductory material. 

The guide also includes a section on high alpine tra-
verses, ranging between hiking and climbing, for those 
wanting mountaineering experiences giving a broader 
view of the Olympics. An additional section on ski tours 
and snowshoe trips extends Olympic explorations through 
the winter months. 

Day Climber's Guide to the Santa Clara Valley, 
published by Stark-Craig Publishers, P.O. Box 986, 
Morgan Hills, Ca. 95037, $2.12 postpaid. 44-page paper-
back listing local climbs within 25 miles of San Jose State 
University, San Jose, California. Primarily for the begin-
ner rock climber, but also provides practice climbs for the 
weekend climber. Directions and camping information 
given. 

The Wilderness Handbook, by Paul Petzoldt. W.W. 
Norton & Co., Publishers, 500 Fifth Avenue, N.Y. $7.95, 
286 pages, hard cover. The theme of the book is conser-
vation: of the individual, his equipment, and the environ-
ment. Selection of clothing, equipment and food is 
thoroughly discussed. The value of this book is the credi-
bility of the author who has had fifty years of experience 
mountain climbing. He climbed the Grand Teton at 16, 
soon after started the mountain guide service there, 
eventually directed the Petzoldt-Exum School of Moun-
taineering in the Tetons, joined the first American Expe-
dition to K2 in 1938, during WW II taught the ski troops 
of the 10th Mountain Division, in the sixties helped estab-
lish the American Outward Bound program and is cur-
rently Director of the National Outdoor Leadership 
School in Wyoming. 
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Climbing the Kain Face. 

Storm clouds northeast of Robson from the Dome. 



Mt. Robson from Berg Lake. 
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Canada's Mt. Robson, it seems, is every bit as 
big as it looks. If you want to make camp at 
10,200 feet on the Dome, it is best to start early 
from Robson Pass. At the fashionable hour of 
11:00 a.m., Dick Benedict, Kay Greenough and I 
shouldered our packs and ambled off towards the 
terminous of Robson Glacier. There we encoun-
tered several very confused Japanese who asked 
us, in broken English, if we could clarify the route. 

"Mmmmm," we said. "Yes. The best thing to 
do would be to disregard the topographic map, 
which shows the Dome to be the flying buttress at 
the end of the Kain Ridge, an inaccessible place if 
there ever was one. Next, it would be best to throw 
out that xerox copy of the guidebook description, 
and simply follow the obvious route." They 
thanked us and we continued on, pondering what 
it would be like to follow an obscure route descrip-
tion printed in a foreign language, while referring 
to an incorrectly labeled map. 

Some five miles of hiking up Robson Glacier 
took us to the head of Robson Cirque. From there, 
one can negotiate the 1700-foot icefall which de-
scends from the Dome, or ascend further to the col 
between Mounts Resplendent and Robson, then 
follow a ridge crest northwest for about one-half 
mile to the Dome. The former route is shorter and 
the icefall appeared feasible, so we wended our way 
upwards between great ice cliffs and gaping 
crevasses. As darkness was falling, we made camp 
above the icefall. Having gained some 5200 feet of 
elevation from Robson Pass, it felt good to sack 
out. That approach is a beat-out. 

Early the next morning Kay rustled in her sleep-
ing bag, sat up and announced that it was 4 a.m. 
Stony silence reigned, as Dick and I pretended to 
be sleeping soundly. Sometime later Kay 
announced that it was 5 o'clock. Muffled snores, 
followed by continued silence. This process con-
tinued until it was clearly too late to start. We ate 
a leisurely breakfast, then walked to the crest of 
the Dome to look at the route. 

The steep snow and ice face which leads from 
the Dome to the crest of the Kain Ridge is over-
hung by an immense ice cliff. It looks mean. Care-
ful inspection, however, revealed very little debris 
on the face beneath the cliff. Apparently it ava-
lanches infrequently: or perhaps it was just build-
ing up for something really big. We walked from 
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there to a viewpoint beneath the flying buttress at 
the end of the Kain Ridge, then spent the rest of 
the day relaxing in the sun. 

We left at six the next morning. The tent 
flapped in the cold morning wind; a deep orange 
glow suffused the sky. We climbed quickly on the 
lower Kain Face, then began protecting with one 
anchor per rope length when we got out from 
beneath the ice cliff. Lenticular clouds were form-
ing high up, indicating high winds at altitude. We 
suspected an approaching front, but continued 
climbing, as the overcast appeared high and we 
didn't know how long it would take to arrive. 

On the crest of the Kain Ridge we were met by 
an icy blast of wind. A traverse of the ridge crest 
brought us to a small crevasse at the base of the 
upper mountain, where we took shelter while paus-
ing to eat and add clothing. Above, we worked our 
way upward on the south-southeast ridge, between 
the high angle rock of the east face and the 
bulging mushrooms and ice cliffs of the glaciered 
south face. We climbed continuously, alternating 
between one snow plate or one ice screw per rope 
length for protection, as thin snow overlying blue 
ice alternated with wind crust. The intense wind 
continued; the overcast was now solid. 

About halfway to the summit ridge we climbed 
left, away from the ridge crest. Here the angle 
eased off a bit. We ascended beneath an ice cliff, 
then climbed a steep pitch to a high point which 
we hoped would turn out to be the summit. No 
such luck. It was about 200 yards further on. We 
continued along the corniced and airy summit 
ridge, then fell upon a stroke of luck: a hollow of 
snow, just below the top. Sheltered from the icy 
blast, we rested briefly and shed our rucksacks be-
fore continuing to the top. There we admired an 
imposing view. I can't recall having stood any-
where before where it was actually possible to look 
straight down for 10,000 feet. 

Now to descend. The overcast was lowering 
rapidly; rain squalls were moving in nearby val-
leys. We decided to down-climb the upper moun-
tain further to the west, rather than retrace our 
original route on the south-southeast ridge. From 
below, it had appeared that a more direct route 
existed there through the ice cliffs and bulges. 
Several hundred feet below the top, however, we 
found ourselves blocked by a band of ice cliffs. It 



wouldn't go; we weren't far enough west. Some 
distance to our left, though, we could make out the 
outline of a large overhanging ice mushroom; we 
knew it was located near the south-southeast 
ridge. We began angling towards it. Simultane-
ously, the weather closed. 

In zero visibility and snow flurries, we began 
placing snow plates for protection. The angle in-
creased as we continued a descending traverse 
toward what we remembered as the position of the 
ice mushroom. The snow graded into a hard, gran-
ular surface. 

Here we began to have serious problems placing 
anchors. The grainy, hard snow made plate place-
ment difficult. Once a plate was in, it was impos-
sible to trench in the one-inch nylon tape we were 
using for sling in such a way that force on the 
sling would tend to bury the plate deeper. Force on 
the sling simply resulted in the plate pulling out. 
Ice screws could not be used, as the snow would 
not hold them. It became clear that pickets, which 
we didn't have, would be appropriate. It became 
equally clear that we should have equipped our 
plates with cable slings rather than nylon tape. We 
continued, moving one at a time, belaying as best 
we could from ice axe shafts. 

Occasional thinning of the clouds permitted us 
to discern the ice mushroom ahead; in between, we 
climbed by feel. The faint sound of a train whistle 
drifted up from the Yellowhead Pass railroad, 
10,000 feet below. It was bizarre: the sound of 
another world, superimposed on the swirling snow, 
fog and steep ice which surrounded us. We belayed 
beneath an overhanging ice cliff, continued tra-
versing, then found ourselves above the narrow 
knife-edge of snow which connected the upper side 
of the mushroom to the mountain. 

Vertical ice dropped away for about 100 feet on 
both sides of the knife-edge. Below, a slope of 
glazed blue ice stretched about 150 feet further. 
We fashioned a rappel anchor by carefully stamp-
ing down the crest of the knife-edge, excavating 
holes, and trenching in two snow plates. The 
rappel placed us squarely in the center of the blue 
ice slope. Here I tied off the rappel, placed an ice 
screw, clipped into it, and placed a second screw 
for use as the next rappel anchor. Balanced on our 
front points and clipped into one ice screw, we 
pulled down the rappel rope, threading it through  

the other screw as we did so. Rappelling from a 
single screw didn't seem particularly desirable, but 
then, they were in short supply. There are times 
when you can't be fussy. 

The next rappel placed us below the ice. From 
here it was possible to down-climb to the schrund, 
cross it and return to the point where the Kain 
Ridge meets the upper mountain. We groped 
forward, attempting to judge direction by follow-
ing the barely visible line marking the ends of the 
cornices which projected some twenty to thirty 
feet over the Kain Face. Briefly we considered 
digging in for a bivouac, as darkness was obvious-
ly approaching, then rejected the idea. A night of 
continuing snowfall would result in heavy ava-
lanche danger on the Kain Face, and there was no 
guarantee the weather would clear by the next 
morning—or anytime within the next several days, 
for that matter. 

A narrowing of the ridge marked the point 
where we had emerged from the face onto the ridge 
crest that morning. We backed over, descending 
into a gray void. The face averages 45 degrees for 
900 feet; the upper part is somewhat more, the 
lower part somewhat less. A fall here would not 
do. Slowly, we moved down, placing plates or 
screws according to the consistency of the snow. 
By the time we had descended halfway, darkness 
was complete. 

On the lower portion of the face, use of a flash-
light enabled us to locate the upper lip of the 
schrund. We traversed above it and located a 
bridge. Having succeeded in reaching the Dome, 
we found ourselves peering about into uniform, 
absolute blackness. Wondering whether the tent 
was completely buried beneath new fallen snow, as 
we had collapsed it that morning to avoid wind 
damage, we groped off in what we hoped was the 
general direction of our camp. Eventually, we 
located the tent; fortunately, it was not completely 
buried. To our amazement we discovered two small 
hemispherical tents pitched next to our own. The 
Japanese group had ascended the icefall that 
morning and pitched camp beside us. We 
wondered what they were making of the midnight 
rustlings and mutterings as we re-pitched our tent 
and moved in. 

Next morning we were awakened at 6 o'clock as 
high winds, accompanied by buckshot-like blasts 
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On the crest of the Kain Ridge. 

On the summit ridge. 
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RECENT BOOKS 

High Sierra Hiking Guides. Published by the Wilder-
ness Press, 2440 Bancroft Way, Berkeley, California. High 
Sierra hiking buffs have three new guidebooks to help 
them decide where to walk and to tell them what they will 
find there. These three are the latest in the Wilderness 
Press series entitled High Sierra Hiking Guides, and they 
bring the total number of guides in the series to 14. Each 
book covers one topographic quadrangle in the High 
Sierra, an area 14 miles by 17 miles. 

The new books are Yosemite (revised edition) by the 
editors of Wilderness Press, Kern Peak-Olancha, by J. C. 
Jenkins and John W. Robinson, and Mount Pinchot, by 
Robinson. Yosemite quadrangle includes Yosemite Valley 
and the surrounding uplands. Kern Peak-Olancha covers 
11/2  quadrangles in the High Sierra south of Sequoia Na-
tional Park, and Mt. Pinchot covers the heart of the High 
Sierra in Kings Canyon National Park. 

The three new books have a better binding and a better 
cover than previous ones, designed to stand up to the 
wear and tear of being carried in the pack or in a pocket 
of a sweaty shirt on the trail. The corners are rounded to 

STORM ON THE KAIN FACE — continued 

of snow, shook the tent. By late afternoon it be-
came apparent that we could not count on a clear 
break in the weather. All day, blizzard conditions 
had alternated with brief breaks in the scudding 
clouds. We packed everything but the tent, 
intending to retreat down the icefall during the 
next temporary clearing. In early evening it came. 
We shouldered our packs, wished the Japanese 
party luck, and started down. After punching 
through knee-deep to waist-deep in several cre-
vasses, we reached the bottom of the icefall. Night-
fall saw us back at Robson Pass. Mt. Robson, we 
concluded, had upheld it's reputation. 

avoid getting dog-eared. Each book has a large fold-out 
map based on a U.S. government topographic map which 
the authors updated for accuracy. 

Each guide has chapters on the history, the geology, 
the plants and the animals of the area. But the main part 
of each book is a description of all the trails in the area, 
with accurate mileages and elevations, and some cross-
country routes that go where there are no trails. Each 
book covers at least 100 miles of trail. Kern Peak-Olancha 
offers the reader a selection of 350 miles of trail, the 
greatest yet in any book in the series. 

The authors are all experienced guidebook writers, and 
they walked all the trails they describe. The editors of 
Wilderness Press, of whom Thomas Winnett is the chief 
editor, have written six other books in the series. Robin-
son has written Trails of the Angeles, San Bernardino 
Mountain Trails and Mount Goddard. 

103 Hikes in Southwestern British Columbia, prepared 
by B.C. Mountaineering Club, G. John Harris, book com-
mittee chairman; text by David Macaree, maps by Mary 
Macaree. Published by The Mountaineers, Box 122, 
Seattle, Wa. 98111. 220 pages, 7 x 81/2  inches, 
paperbound; 150 photos, 100 maps. $5.95 

The guide presents the most scenic trips available to 
the average hiker in the province's southwestern part, 
outside of Vancouver. Hikes cover the area from Vancouv-
er Island to Manning Park, and from the U.S. border to 
Lytton at the head of the Fraser Canyon. The scenic 
Garibaldi-Alta Lake area is represented by a number of 
hikes, as is the Abbotsford-Hope area. The Forbidden 
Plateau series of hikes offers a grand introduction to 
Vancouver Island, and exploratory trips on several of the 
Gulf Islands are includes. 

A wide variety of black and white photos indicate the 
many types of scenery British Columbia offers, from 
mountains and glaciers to lakes, wooded valleys and 
beaches. Trips range from several-hour jaunts for begin-
ning hikers to longer excursions planned for experienced 
backpackers. Each detailed description includes trail 
directions, mileage, estimated time, elevation gain and 
sketch map. 

If you want to know how really good 
Camp70 down sleeping bags and parkas are, 
just ask anybody who has one. 
Or ask the guy in the shop who sells them. 
Or ask someone who knows quality sewing, 
contour baffles, differential cuts, 
and uniform down loft. 
And if you already know all this — 

Ask Yourself. 

Down sleeping bags $59  -  $125.50, Down parkas $45.50 - $65 
Write for catalog and Authorized Dealer list. 
Camp7, 802 South Sherman, Longmont, Colorado 80501 
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CAMPERS, HIKERS, 
BACKPACKERS 
A wide selection of the finest 
equipment year-around! 

Write for our FREE 
Mountain and Camping 
Catalog M 

BOMB SHELTER 

Another Jensen creation. Exceedingly 

stable two man tent. It doesn't flap in 

the wind . . . it hums. 

Send for free mail order brochure. 

Box 198, Victor, Idaho 83455, U.S.A. 

WEST RIDGE 
sports 

w2St 105 ange., coht 
,3 820-5686 
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DELICIOUS SMOKED 
Jackson Hole 

Buffalo Salamis 

BUFFALO PRODUCTS 
Trapper Style 
Buffalo Jerky 

DOES NOT NEED REFRIGERATION 

free brochure JacksonColdStorage 
Box A, Jackson, Wyo. 83001 

RECREATIONAL cc "The Original Outdoor Co-op. 
EQUIPMENT, INC. Established 1938" 

P.O. Box 22088, Seattle, WA 98122 S-7-C 
El Please send me your free color catalog. 

NAME  

ADDRESS  

CITY  

STATE ZIP  

All 1600 items in 
our free catalog 
have been qual-
ity tested under 
the toughest con- 
ditions by our staff of outdoor experts. And 
they're available to you for co-op prices. 

Over 382,000 people from all over the world shop 
R.E.I. Co-op by mail. Over $1,000,000 in 
dividends returned to our members last year. 

WILDERNESS 
EXPERIENCE 

PO. BOX 1042 
CANOGA PARK 
CALIFORNIA 91304 
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unforseen perils 
often beset 
the unwary hiker 

DO NOT DESPAIR, 
HIKERS, help for 
this and other perils 
is available 

from 

KELTY 
mountaineering - backpacking 

1801 VICTORY BLVD. 
GLENDALE, CA 9 1 2 0 I 

SEND FOR CATALOG DEPT. ST  

fitir 
GIBBS 7  

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 $8.75 
ASCENDERS with quick release pin $10.75 

include 254: postage per ascender / 504: 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 

-s EE- DA- HOW 
MOUNTAINEERING 
AND GUIDE SERVICE 
LYMAN DYE, DIRECTOR 

ENJOY THE MOUNTAIN 
WILDERNESS OF IDAHO 
In 20,000 acres of jagged granite peaks and scenic landscape 

EE-DA-HOW MOUNTAINEERING offers: 

5 21-day Wilderness Leadership Seminars 

6- and 13-day Mountain Climbing Experience Expeditions 

Instruction Courses — Summit Climbs, each with 

qualified guides to assure you a comprehensive 

mountain wilderness experience. 

EE-DA-HOW MOUNTAINEERING 

THE 
DEVILS 

FOR INFORMATION CONTACT: 
P.O. Box 289, Sun Valley, Idaho 83353 BEDSTEAD  
Telephone: (208) 726-5679 RANCH 

IS AFFILIATED WITH 
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Start Finish 

Save 50% 
That's the whole story with Frostline Kits. 
Sew them yourself. Jackets, parkas, 
sweaters, vests, sleeping bags. Gear for 
camping or just cold weather. And when 
you're done, you have a product as good, 
if not better than, the ready-mades, but at 
about half the cost. Now it's your turn to 
start. Write for a free Frostline catalog. 
We'll supply the finish. 4,10  

Frostline Kits, Dept. S 260 
Colorado 80020 452 Burbank Broomfield, 

I gllYS Mil 
; 

mountaineering 
specialists 

send for catalog 

THE SKI HUT 
department S 

1615 university ave., 
berkeley, ca. 94703 

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. 

Like his old climbing partner Don 
Whillans, Joe Brown has become 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. Mountain Paraphernalia 
930 Ford Street Box 4536 
Ogdensburg, New York Modesto, Ca I iforn ia 95352 

ONE OF THE 
INTERNATIONALS 
from karrimor Products Limited Avenue Parade Accrington Lancashire England 
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!CUCUMBERS! 
Some of the best rock 

climbing in the country 

is near Fresno, California. 

Excellent granite, great 

variety, no queuing, good 

114 camping, and plenty of 

, rock. 

For more information visit: 

ROBBINS* MOUNTAIN MP 
7183 N. Abbey Road 

Fresno, California 93650 

Just east of Blackstone (Hwy. 41) 
just north of Herndon 

R. L. HARRISON & CO. LTD. 
SIMMS PLACE, MANCHESTER, M4513P 

England 

International Soviet 

PAMIRS 

Expedition (1974) 

The Scottish Delegation 

of this Expedition have been 

equipped with VENTILE clothing 

of our manufacture. 

Similar VEN TILE garments can be 

obtained from 

RECREATIONAL EQUIPMENT, INC. 
1525 1 1 th AVENUE, SEATTLE, WASHINGTON 98122 

Nut Protection Stacked Foxheads 

Stacking Nuts • Controlling Rope on a Windy Climb 
Nut Protection in Horizontal Cracks 

Our new Catalog and Guide to Natural Climbing discusses these and 
many other pertinent climbing topics. It not only describes our gear and 
tells how to use it, but goes much, much further. There's an in depth analy-
sis of current protection practices including the physical and mental pre-
paredness, natural features, nuts, pins, and bolts. The issues of style that 
stem from the use of protection hardware are candidly dealt with. 

We've published this 70 page booklet to share with you our climbing ex-
perience. Many useful techniques like Lap Coiling, Nut stacking, and Knot 
tying (including the Flemish Bend, Hedden Knot, and Tucked Bowline) are 
clearly explained and illustrated. Hammerless ascents, big wall climbing, 
and selecting and racking gear are but a few of the additional subjects 
covered. 

It all adds up to a process we call "Natural Climbing." For your copy of 
this informative booklet, send $1.75 to: 

*Forrest 
MOUNTAINEERING, LTD.  

5050-M-Fox Street 
Denver, Colo. 
80216 
(303) 222-6164 

SUMMIT Oabea Foam 

Please enter my subscription to SUMMIT for: 

D 1 Yr., $7 111 2 Yrs., $10 CI 3 Yrs., $13 
CI 5 Yrs., $20 

El New CI Renewal 

Name 

Address 

City 

State Zip 

D Money Enclosed CI Bill Me Later 
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THE 

PROVEN MOUNTAIN EQUIPMENT 
Down parkas, bags, tents & packs. Find out how 
they're made—send for our free catalog and the 
name of your nearest dealer. THE NORTH FACE, 
Dept. S P, 1234 5th Street, Berkeley, Calif. 94710. 

flhiat'P  

kb.41111L. 

"at 

16314 4' 

OW. 

THESE GUYS WANT THE BEST! 

DO YOU? 

"Headmaster" by American Safety, manufactur-
ers of recreation safety helmets. Lightweight 
fiberglass helmet designed for mountain climb-
ers, spelunkers, and free flight enthusiasts. 
Available in orange and white, sized sm, med, 
Ig, and ex-Ig, with or without aeration vents. 
Featuring dual vector harness system. Write 
for brochure. Dealer inquiries invited. 
r=- AMERICAN SAFETY EQUIPMENT 

CORPORATION 
RECREATION PRODUCTS GROUP 

7652 Burnet Avenue, Van Nuys, Calif. 91405 
Telephone (213) 989-2940 

Safe 

1st PRIZE 
21st 
Mountaineering 
Festival 
Trient, Italy 1973 

FACTS ON 
EDELWEISS 
EVERDRY ROPE: 

Edelweiss is making the first climbing ropes 
that are 100% water repellent. 

They do not gain weight under wet conditions. 
(ordinary ropes gain up to 50%) 

The stretch, with weight on the rope (initial 
elongation), remains constant even when the rope 
is wet. In other ropes, this initial elongation 
doubles when they are wet. 

The abrasion resistance is about 40% better 
than ordinary climbing ropes. 

distributed by 

CL , INC. 

FERRISBURG, VERMONT 05456 
cataloy. 
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WHERE IN THE WORLD? 
Join Mountain Travel in 1974/75 on unique 
trips to remote areas throughout the 
world. Small groups of hearty 
individuals will visit: 

EAST AFRICA 
MARQUESAS 
GALAPAGOS 
PATAGONIA 
MC KINLEY 
SAHARA 
BHUTAN 
TURKEY 
ANDES 
NEPAL 

SEND FOR 
ILLUSTRATED 

BROCHURE AND 
SPECIFIC TRIP 
SUPPLEMENTS 

PAI 
NTAINS, 

AtONIA 

MOUNTAIN TRAVEL (INC) 

 

DEPT. ST-1398 SOLANO AVENUE 
ALBANY, CALIFORNIA 94706 

 

MOUNTAIN HOUSE GOES HIKING 
Wherever you go ... whatever you do, Mountain House Freeze 
Dried foods go with you. Over 100 pre-packaged and individ-
ual items. Lightweight, fresh tasting, quick and easy to 
prepare. Eat and enjoy them wherever you go. Sold in retail 
sporting goods outlets. In Canada through Taymor Ind., Ltd. 

.2.Z. MOUNTAIN HOUSET. 
The gourmet restaurant you put 

in your pocket. 
For a free menu planner, send a stamped, self-addressed envelope to: MENU PLANNER, 

Oregon Freeze Dry Foods, Inc., P.O. Box 1048, Dept. SU, Albany, Oregon 97321. 

UllIVERSAli 
RAKES  IT! 

Universal makes it to the top of 
Mt. Dhaulagiri with the American 
Dhaulagiri Expedition, May 12, 1973. 

Universal makes it in hiking ease, 
comfort, and safety too! Designed to 
meet the rigid demands of the pro 
mountaineer...yet there's a Universal 
model for every member of the whole 
hikin' family. Whether you're assault-
ing a Himalayan peak or just ski-
touring, day-packing, hiking or biking, 
Universal's got your pack! 

Make it to your nearest dealer today. 

FREE 
Send for 
Universal 
color 
catalog 
Dealers 
Inquire 

D III kiiBiiLisir 
INDUSTRIES 

UMUERS1111 
Field Equipment Co., Inc. 
Bldg. 811-A, Mira Loma Space Center S 7 
Mira Loma, Calif. 91752 
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New Fifth Edition! 

BACKPACKING 
Robert C. Rethmel 

You know what backpacking's 
like today. It's changing. New 
equipment in every catalog, 
more people on the trails, more 
environmental restrictions. 

One thing hasn't changed, 
though—and that's the depend-
able, competent advice you'll 
find in Robert Rethmel's 
BACKPACKING. Here, in a 
new fifth edition, are the basics 
for backpacking today from 
pre-trip planning to equipment 
selection to camp and trail 
routines. 

BACKPACKING takes a hard 
look at the new equipment, 
pointing out important fea-
tures and construction meth-
ods to check for in new boots, 
packs, sleeping gear, and tents. 
Throughout it emphasizes re-
spect for the wilderness and 
conservation practices. And for 
backpacking families, there's a 
new chapter on backpacking 
with children. 

1974; 192 pages; paper; illus; 
$4.50. (Please enclose 50 cents 
to cover postage and handling). 

Available at backpacking and 
mountaineering supply stores 
or from 

BURGESS 
Publishing Company 

7108 Ohms Lane 
Mpls MN 55435 

Write for free catalog. 

CONSERVE YOUR ENERGY 

with 

Featherweight Snowshoes 
Try 

3109 Brookdale Rd,E.. Tacoma, Wa. 98446 

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 

More loft. 
So the rest 

is easy. 
You know it's the amount of air trapped by the insulation 
that makes a sleeper comfortable. The thicker the wall of 
dead air, the warmer the sleeper. Which is what GERRY's 
slant box construction is all about. It lets GERRY's prime 
northern goose down expand fully. To give you more loft 
than other sleepers. Less weight, too. Because nature's best 
insulator—dead air— is also the lightest. Check all the quality 
features of GERRY sleepers. 

0  An Outdoor Sports Company 

5450 North Valley Highway, Dept.FSU-74,Denver, Colorado 80216 
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Taconon f& Zummits 
Text and Photos by Charles Sipes 

It is early morning and the peaks stand silent and majestic during the first 
hint of dawn. Who knows for sure how long they have stood, exciting the 
pulse of a mountaineer. The stars shining in glittering array begin to fade as a 
crimson light outlines a cluster of peaks in the east. 

It is cold and a slight breeze begins to blow bringing with it good tidings 
from the snow slopes above. The snow which is hanging precariously on the 
steep pitches high above are reflecting a purplish hue as a new day breaks 
forth. As the glowing light in the east takes on more color it exhibits a com-
plete picture of alpine splendor. The wind dies for a moment and there is 
silence in the surrounding cathedrals. As you wait for the sun to bless the • 
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lui summit with the glow of a new day, all the vastness of this snow and rock 
seem to pause for a moment. Silent mountains at dawn exhibit their secrets in 
many ways. 

Look! There, high on the summit dome, a speck of orange light appears. 
Here in the grey cold of the glacier basin its brilliance warms the heart with 
its changing colors. The mind wanders now to the creation of these giants and 
how often between the raging storms the face of dawn has captured this 
morning summit. 

The mountain climbers who wish to reach this summit of morning light 
have been long underway, climbing in silence with headlamps, concentrating 
on their coordinated movements to achieve their goal. The wind begins and 
brings with it a flock of feathered clouds to enhance the rugged escarpment. A 
new day has been born and with it a hope for tomorrow. If these wild peaks 
and summits are forever to enjoy this morning light we must all cherish and 
protect them. El 
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Here in the San Francisco Bay Area we 
are affectionately called "the CO-OP", 
a general term referring to one of our 
many retail stores or to any of our varied 
consumer services. A few years ago the 
CO-OP Wilderness Supply evolved from 
this large cooperative (established in 
1937 and the country's largest at 77,000 
local and enthusiastic member _families) 
as a meaningful alternative for the wil-
derness enthusiast. In recent years the 
demand for superior quality backpack-
ing-mountaineering equipment has incr-
eased phenomenally. Historically, price 
tags for merchandise in this field have 
been exorbitantly high. It has been our 
intention, in the interest of expanding 
consumer needs, to reverse the trend by 
proving that the _finest quality equipnient 
need not be outrageous in price. Send for 
our comprehensive catalog and compare. 
It'e know you'll be impressed. 

• • • • • • • • • • • • • • 
Send 254 for handling to: 

CO-OP Wilderness Supply 
1432 University Avenue 

Berkeley, CA 94702 
• • • • • • • • • • • • • • 

ROCKCRAFT '74 
ROCKCLIMBING 

INSTRUCTION _ SOCI"i; 

FIVE DAY COURSES 

For Brochure Write, R. Robbins 
ROCKCRAFT 

906 Durant Street 
Modesto, California 95350 

ODDS & ENDS  

HELP WANTED 

WINTER MOUNTAINEERS (male and 
female) not afraid of hard work under 
rigorous conditions for avalanche control 
and professional ski patrol at Bridger 
Bowl, Box 846, Bozeman, Montana 
59715. Qualifications desired: 

Experienced Senior N.S.P.S., Certi-
fied Far West Professional Ski Patrol 
Association, P.S.P.A. or N.S.P.S. 

N.S.P.S. Avalanche Patch or 
Instructor. 

New ARC Advanced First Aid or 
Emergency Medical Technician. 
Blasters card, control experience and ski 
mountaineering experience helpful. For 
application form write to area or 
Clarence Serfoss, 409 E. Olive, Bozeman, 
Montana 59715. 
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RATE: 20 cents /word—payable in advance. 

EXPEDITIONS & WILDERNESS 
TRIPS 

ALASKA-20,320-Ft. MT. McKINLEY 
EXPEDITIONS! Taking applications 
now for climbs to North America's high-
est peak. We offer cross-country ski 
tours and expeditions, treks and climbs 
for individuals and groups—anywhere, 
anytime! Write: GENET EXPEDI-
TIONS, Talkeetna, Alaska 99676. Phone 
(907)733-2606 or leave message (907) 
733-2198. 

GUIDED BACKPACKING EXPEDI-
TIONS from small family ranch into 
wilderness of Western Wyoming. Ex-
plore spectacular backcountry of Gros 
Ventre, Wind River and Teton moun-
tains. Small groups only. Also horse-
packing, camera hunts, fishing. Bro-
chure. Game Hill Ranch, Bondurant, 
Wyoming 82922. 

Read the full 
story on 
Mt. Rainier 
Dee Molenaar's unique documen-
tation of the big mountain's climbing 
history, its pioneers and guides, 
beauties and tragedies. Loaded with 
anecdotes, sketches, over 100 
photos. Fascinating for mountain 
historians, armchair adventurers and 
climbers. 352 pp, hardbound. $12.95. 

At bookstores or by mail (add $1 
tax & ship.) 
The Mountaineers 
719 Pike St. 
Seattle, WA- 
98101 

BOOKS AND JOURNALS 

BOOKS on mountaineering, backpack-
ing, whitewater and more. From active 
people who care what they sell. Price list 
free. Doug and Linda Rhodes, SPELE0-
BOOKS, P.O. Box 12334, Albuquerque, 
New Mexico 87105. 

WANTED: One copy of December 1962 
(Vol. 8, No. 12) issue of SUMMIT. If 
you have one to sell write SUMMIT, 
P.O. Box 1889, Big Bear Lake, Ca. 92315 

DAY CLIMBER'S GUIDE TO SANTA 
CLARA VALLEY. Seven climbing areas 
with route descriptions. Send $2.40 
(includes tax and postage) to P.O. Box 
986, Morgan Hill, Ca. 95036. 

COMPLETE SETS OF 1973 SUMMIT 
ISSUES, unbound. $7 postpaid. Send 
check or money order to SUMMIT, P.O. 
Box 1889, Big Bear Lake, Ca. 92315. 

MISCELLANEOUS 

FREE CATALOGUE — Foul weather 
Gear, Hats, Windshirts. Save: Order 
direct from factory. Quality enough for 
unusual guarantee; testing invited. 
ATLANTIS, 366 West Somerville Ave., 
Somerville, Ma. 02143. 617-628-2121. 

COMPLETE SELECTION of the high-
est quality technical mountaineering, 
backpacking and ski touring equipment. 
FREE CATALOG, SWALLOW'S 
NEST 909 N.E. Boat, Seattle, Wa. 98105 
206-633-0408. 

GIANT OUTDOORS AND SPORTS 
BOOK CATALOG. Over 350 titles in 68 
sports/outdoor activities. Wide range of 
prices and subjects. Like no other 
catalog you've ever seen! Only 25 cents 
from World Publications, Box 366, 
Mountain View, Calif. 94040. 



why buy with Genuine Leather (Vero Cuoio) inner- 

applied). 
soles, linings, uppers & e 

All FABIANO BOOTS are constructed 

midsoles (wher 

synthetics 
for.the same c  price as 

leather? 

Most competitors are NOW using SYNTHETICS in place of LEATHER. Don't be misled! 

WHEN BETTER BOOTS ARE MADE — FABIANO WILL MAKE THEM! 

Absolutely NO Synthetics used! The only man-made 
materials used are the soles, eyelets, hooks, bead-

ing, tempered steel shanks and laces, the box 
they come in and individually wrapped 
plastic bags. 

All FABIANO upper designs are 
made of one piece construction for 
better fit and waterproofing. 

The only boot manu-
factured, that makes 
all sizes in 3 true 

widths from 4 to 16. 

ID 
11

. 

 send for free hiking and mountaineering boot brochure: 

Fabian() Shoe Co., Ina_ DEPT. A-2— 850 SUMMER ST. 
SOUTH BOSTON, MASS. 02127 
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