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takinG 

Few Westerners have ever set eyes on Peak 
Lenin. At 23,400 feet it is the third highest 
mountain in the Soviet Union, and its nearness .to 
the frontiers of China and Afghanistan makes it 
politically inaccessible. But six mountaineers 
sponsored by the Scottish Mountaineering Club 
attended an international camp there in 1974 at 
the invitation of the Russian Mountaineering 
Federation. The story of their triumph and tribu-
lation in the Pamirs is told by Dr. Alan North. 

There was a boyish sense of bonhomie about the 
group as we packed the van in Edinburgh. After 
all, we were off on holiday. The idea that we were 
going to a major mountain range did not intrude; 
the possibility that we might be breathless, or 
cold, or dead, seemed remote. In went the tinned 
kippers and the whisky, the ice axes, and climbing 
ropes, the picture postcards of Ben Nevis to hand 
out to Russian mountaineers. In mountaineering 
expeditions, it is the moment of departure which is 
the moment of success. We had every reason to be 
optimistic about the next six weeks. 

We had been fortunate. Vauxhall Motors 
Limited had favored us with a free van in which to 
travel to Moscow with all our equipment. The 
Bank of Scotland and the Scottish Mountaineering 
Trust made generous donations. Several other 
firms and groups had supported the uniqueness of 
the Scottish participation. 

After divided Berlin and reconstructed Warsaw 
we came upon the drabness which signals one's 
entry into the Soviet Union. We drove down the 
broad boulevards of Moscow five days after 
leaving Edinburgh, 2,300 miles away. On the 
fourth floor of the building of the Ministry of 
Sport, we found the office of the Mountaineering 
Federation of the USSR. A sign on the door said, 
"Department of Alpinism." The adjacent rooms 
were marked, "Department of Rifle Shooting" and 



a peak at LenWJ 
Article and Photos by R. Allen North, M.D. 

"Department of Water Polo." It was a sig-
nificant introduction to Russian attitudes to 
mountaineering. 

Our payment to the Russians covered every-
thing from Moscow onward: plush hotels, the six-
hour flight southeast to Osh, even the school 
children rushing forward to greet us with roses as 
we alighted from the plane. Then we were whisked 
by small smart jets through the Republic of 
Kirgizia, to the edge of the high Pamirs. Five 
bumpy hours in a truck and we were at base camp, 
already 12,000 feet above sea level. 

Mountaineers from ten countries occupy the 
neatly aligned tents on a wide edelweiss-speckled 
meadow. Small blue lakes bear the images of 
ice-clad mountains, marmots scamper, sheep and 
yak graze. The massive snow-covered north side of 
Peak Lenin fills the head of the valley, dominating 
the scene. 

From the Japanese tent comes the wail of 
incomprehensible eastern music, ten or more tiny 
mountaineers packed into a two-man tent. The 
Swiss are always tidying or washing in the 
primitive wood and canvas shower which periodi-
cally belches steam and smoke into the clear air. 
The French drink beaujolais from pop-top cans. 
We lodge our case of Glenlivet in the custody of 
the camp director. 

The Russians have provided climbing "consult-
ants" —experts available for advice. It becomes 
clear at once that our ideas of mountaineering 
differ fundamentally from theirs. We favor small 
groups, flexible programs, new routes, unclimbed 
peaks. They suggest large parties, fixed objectives 
(and preferably Peak Lenin) and daily radio 
contact with base camp. They accept our rejection 
of their suggestions. We are free to do as we 
please. 

Our plan is to cross the Krylenko Pass, a 
19,000-foot barrier to the south side of Peak Lenin.  

Only by escaping "over the back" can we find 
virgin routes and summits. One hundred and 
seventy people frotn ten countries are at base 
camp—this makes for crowded mountains. By 
going over the Krylenko Pass we shall escape from 
the majority of climbers. We want quiet and 
independence. 

There is an international spirit in the air—
although not greatly fostered by the Soviet 
preoccupation with protocol and flag-raising 
ceremonies. It is the babble of many languages, 
the new people to meet and talk with on the trail 
up to the glacier. The exchange of foods and 
humor displays a common purpose and a lively 
optimism. We are totally isolated from the rest of 
the world. 

We become fit and acclimatized, carrying loads 
of up to 90 pounds. Food and equipment are 
moved up the glacier and within seven days we 
have stocked a camp at 14,200 feet. We are 
beneath the 5,000-foot slope of snow and ice which 
leads to the Krylenko Pass—we call it the 
Krylenko Face. On a hot cloudy day we sweat up 
the Face to set a camp in a crevasse at 18,000 feet. 
A small American team is already there; we do not 
stay, but descend for more loads. That night, 
increasing cloud prevents a frost and new snow 
falls. 

In the early morning as we rest at the lower 
camp, we see American and Japanese teams 
climbing slowly up the face. Then the cloud 
descends. At 1:30 p.m. an earthquake shakes the 
ground beneath our tents. Moments later, huge 
avalanches appear on the Krylenko Face, sweeping 
out from beneath the cloud layer and hurtling 
down the slope towards us. We are in no danger, 
but our thoughts are with the Americans and 
Japanese. The weather worsens. 

Late in the afternoon weary Americans and 
Japanese straggle down the glacier through the 
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Our base camp at 14,200 feet, beneath the 5,000-foot slope of snow and ice which leads to the Krylenko Pass—we call it 
the Krylenko Face. 



Our tents at base camp after a snowfall. 

falling snow. Allen Steck, an American climber, is 
cut about the face and has chest injuries. He tells 
how his group were swept away as they descended. 
He was buried to the neck and dug out by his 
companions. Our own equipment dumps are lost. 
That night more Americans reach our camp. They 
were buried by an avalanche up at the crevasse 
camp and survived miraculously. They report that 
our tent at the crevasse camp is quite buried. 
Lower down the face a Japanese camp has been 
swept into oblivion. Mercifully it was unoccupied 
at the time. 

Heavy snow falls all night. Next day sees a 
weary trudge down to base camp. The storm and 
snowfall are unprecedented. Seventy-year-old Vit-
aly Abalakov, Russia's most experienced climber, 
has never known such bad weather. Base camp is a 
scene of devastation. 

Eight inches of snow has collapsed dozens of 
tents, soaked bedding, disrupted food supplies,  

and turned the canteen tent into an ankle-deep 
quagmire. In the bright morning sun a jovial 
lightheartedness develops as people help to 
re-erect the tents of other participants absent from 
camp. The Scots feel quite at home in the snow. 
The Japanese build a squat bespectacled snowman 
holding a ski pole and a "Rising Sun." 

The Christmas atmosphere dissipates in an 
instant at about 9 a.m. A huddle of figures stand 
around a radio. They are in contact with another 
American party on the difficult north face of XIX 
Party Congress Peak. Over the crackling and 
interference there is no mistaking the message of 
their leader, Bob Craig. "Gary is dead. I repeat, 
Gary Ullin is dead." 

The party of three survivors is stranded without 
food or equipment, their camp squashed by an 
avalanche as they slept. They are in full view of 
base camp telescopes but cut off from rescuers by 
avalanche-prone slopes. Eventually they find 
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sleeping bags to survive the night. Next day a 
helicopter is called in by the Russians. It drops 
food and equipment to the survivors and they 
climb to safety. 

Meantime, I have an early start and climb back 
to the glacier to arrange the evacuation by heli-
copter of another American injured in the 
Krylenko avalanche. He can walk and I signal the 
helicopter that it is not needed. 

In the connival company of a party of Russian 
women climbers we descend together to base 
camp. They are lively souls, laughing and joking, 
very self-confident—sharing food and anecdotes as 
we saunter down the path. They are returning 
from a training climb before attempting Peak 
Lenin. 

For several rainy days we are confined to base 
camp. There are new friends to make, new plans to 
consider. The Russians think of everything—even 
a "stand-in" movie for cold wet evenings. One film 
is Czechoslovakian dubbed into Russian: they 
seem not amused when I ask if it was confiscated 
in 1968. But there is time for long discussions with 
our Russian hosts. We have a chance to explain to 
them the importance to us of freedom in mount-
aineering, and our regrets at the increasing 
tendency in Britain to regulate mountain activities 
with certificates, training boards, route plans, 
times of return.... Russian climbing is frighten-
ingly organized. No climbing without a license, 
prior discussion of the route, and huge parties are 
the rule. Solo climbing is expressly forbidden. 
Daily or twice daily radio contact with "experts" 
in the valley is usual. 

The heavy new snow changes things. Avalanche 
danger is very high. We have lost food and 
equipment. The Russians repeatedly extol the 
virtues of the vole normal on Peak Lenin. But I 
still harbor dreams of new routes beyond the 
Krylenko and ascent of Peak Lenin's east ridge. 

Only two weeks remain. We decide to diversify. 
Ronnie Richards, Ian Fulton, and Graham Tiso 
will attempt Peak Lenin by one of its easier routes 
via Razdelny Peak and the west ridge. Greg 
Strange, Bruce Barclay, and I will return to the 
Krylenko Face to assess conditions and, if 
possible, dig out the buried crevasse camp. 

We tramp out of base camp on a beautiful day. 
Tiny ice-blue stars wink up to us from the meadow 
on which we walk. The wild spring onions are still 
pressed flat from the recent snow, but their aroma 
fills the air. At the last grassy col before 
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submitting ourselves to the world of rock and ice, 
we stop for coffee and apples, kippers and short-
bread. We lay in the sun on the soft grass, 
enjoying fresh water, chatting and joking with two 
Bernese girls with whom we have become good 
friends. 

The Krylenko Face is uninviting. From our 
14,200-foot camp we watch new avalanches 
pouring down its full height. The Japanese arrive 
to collect their equipment from the camp and go 
for an easier route. Earlier, we had jokingly called 
them the "kami kazi" climbers. Now it was they 
who turned to us and pointed at the avalanche-
swept face. "You go up there? Kami kazi climber! 
There is something slightly perturbing about the 
statement. 

There is another route onto Lenin's east ridge. 
Greg has favored it for some time. A clean-cut 
snow ridge, never previously climbed, drops down 
to the glacier opposite our camp. It is a worthy 
objective, and we are joined on it by the six 
English climbers at the international meet. They 
have been forced to abandon their camp on the 
Krylenko Pass. Everyone else has left this side of 
the mountain—at last we are alone. 

That one day's climbing up 4,000 feet of steep 
snow arete gives us real pleasure. Here was a 
magnificent line, a new route, even fair weather. 
By evening the nine of us have set our tents near 
the top of the ridge—an eyrie from which we espy 
the whole of Peak Lenin's northern side. Two more 
days of climbing lead us over a subsidiary summit, 
along a narrow ridge and then steeply up to the 
east ridge of Peak Lenin itself. They are long days 
of joyous climbing in a wild place—days of 
breathlessness and fatigue, of joking with the 
English six, of wearisome plods through knee-deep 
snow. 

Our camp on the east ridge is at 20,800 feet. We 
set out for the top. Bruce and Greg are sorely 
troubled with the altitude and are going slowly. 
The weather, always unsettled, is worsening. I 
push on alone. It is tedious going, plodding over 
hump after hump through soft snow. 

By evening I am all in. Two hours with my ice 
axe and lightweight shovel and I have a 
home—half cave and half igloo with a roof of icy 
blocks. I am at 22,800 feet. As night falls a cold 
wind sears across the ridge. The cave is a lifesaver. 

During the night my roof collapses. Angrily, I 
extricate myself from the debris and hurl the ice-
blocks down the slope. It is terribly cold, but 



within my duvet jacket and sleeping bag things 
remain cosy. Afraid of a frostbitten nose, I turn 
my balaclava back to front and breathe through 
the wool. It filters out the spindrift of fine snow 
which is slowly burying my sleeping bag. 

Morning is grey light and falling snow, frozen 
boots and no stove to make water. Bruce or Greg 
was carrying the stove. I guess they must have 
turned back to the camp for the night. After three 
hours of steeper climbing I am alone in the cloud 
except for the bust of Lenin. I leave him an empty 
whisky bottle. 

On my descent I meet the eight Russian women. 
They are moving slowly up but in high spirits. 
"You get a bit short of breath up there," I remark 
jokingly. But the humor is lost on them. "Ah! We 
are strong. We are women," they reply. Lower 
down the ridge I meet a Russian friend—his three 
companions have gone up ahead and he is awaiting 
their return. He tells me that they now know three 
Estonian climbers were also killed in the 
avalanches and snowfall of last week. Two others 
are seriously injured. Saddened, I plod wearily 
behind him down the ridge to their tent. 

In the falling snow and cloud visibility is down 
to five yards. By late evening we have still not 
found the Russian tent and we begin to dig a snow 
cave for the night. My companion has no sleeping 
bag and, knowing that I must lend him my duvet 
boots and jacket, I am apprehensive about 
spending another night out on the ridge. Two 
minutes on hands and knees with the shovel is 
exhausting, but the cave slowly gets bigger. Then 
suddenly his three companions appear from the 
darkness—they were not able to reach the summit 
and returned down the ridge looking for us. 
"Come on, the tent is just down here," they cry. 
We follow them wearily. Twenty minutes through 
the darkness and we stumble on their tent, 
collapsed by the evening's new snow. The five of 
us pack into the two-man tent—warm if not 
comfortable. 

In the beautiful morning of blown-out storm 
there is sunshine and bitter cold. New snow is 
everywhere. Time to pack up and descend. Early 
on the way down I meet Bruce and Greg, 
prevented from going to the top by yesterday's 
bad weather. We go down and down—by evening 
we have dropped six thousand feet and pitch the 
tent for the night. Again it is cloudy and snowing 
heavily all afternoon. The following morning we 
reach the glacier and plod slowly across it. 

We know the wear and tear of nine days in high 
mountains, the cracked lips and burned faces. 
Greg's eyes have gone funny. Bruce's knees are 
hurting. My toes feel wooden. And together we 
know the joy of having water to drink without 
having to melt snow, the pleasure of walking on 
level ground even though it is only the glacier ice. 
Later comes the ecstasy of lying on grass and 
finding forgotten food supplies at a lower camp. 
We walk into base camp late that afternoon. 
Graham, Ronnie and Ian are already back—they 
have succeeded on their route and made the 
summit. Scots were on the top by two separate 
routes, one of them by a first ascent. We feel 
pleased with our efforts. Spirits are high. 

As a cloud passes over the sun, my joy becomes 
grief. At base camp the Swiss flag is at half-mast. 
Just hours before, radio news came that one of the 
young Bernese women, Eva Isenschmid, had died 
from exposure high on Peak Lenin's west ridge. 

During the next day at base camp my personal 
anguish at the death of a friend is compounded 
beyond belief. The Russian women's party report 
by radio at breakfast time. Yesterday they left the 
summit and began the descent. But during the 
night their tents were torn by the wind and 
equipment was blown away. One of them is dead, 
two are very cold. They are still at 22,400 feet, 
close to the point where I spoke to them three 
days ago. Later that day they report that two 
more in the party have succumbed; the five 
survivors are cold. 

At base camp we are numbed, powerless to help. 
Five of the English team leave at once. However, 
it will be at least two days before they reach the 
east ridge. A helicopter is summoned, but it can be 
of little use at such altitudes. In any case the 
weather is too bad. During the evening trans-
mission, the leader of the Russian women, Elvira 
Shatayeva, is close to hysteria. The experts at 
base camp repeatedly advise the women to dig 
snow caves, but they are tired and cold. 

Breakfast next day is a subdued affair. At the 
scheduled time of 8 a.m. there is no radio reply to 
the base camp call sign. All eight women are 
presumed dead. 

Small American and Japanese parties had spent 
the last three days of poor weather on the east 
ridge less than 1,000 feet below the Russian 
women. As the storms ended, they moved up the 
ridge. Astonished, they came upon the frozen 

to page 23, please 
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Lou Whittaker demonstrates crampon walking on steep ice. 
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Article and Photos by Dianne Roberts 
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Dr. Ken Cooper from Dallas, Texas, author of the book "Aerobics," as he talks about the importance of physical fitness at 
the Rainier Mountaineering annual Medical and Climbing Seminar. 

6 a.m. Sleepy summer Sunday drivers crept 
along Interstate 5 at 63 mph, their eyes moving 
guiltily from speedometers to rearview mirrors. To 
the east was Mt. Rainier—omniscient, sublime, 
importunate. The massive cone of the mountain 
hung magically weightless above the mist, all pale 
rose and pale gold with the first light of morning. 

For the second time in as many months I 
watched slender shafts of light lazily illuminate 
the green fields and hills beneath Rainier, 
wondering what madness compelled me to forsake 
this perfect warmth for the ice and snow above. I 
had climbed this mountain twice before and I was  

not deceived by its distant morning tranquility. 
Before me lay five days of grueling work: Rainier 
Mountaineering's annual Medical and Climbing 
Seminar. 

This year, for the third time, the Medical Semi-
nar was being co-sponsored by Dr. Kenneth 
Cooper's Aerobics Centre in Dallas, Texas, and 
Cooper himself was to be there. I have been a 
Cooper fan since his first book, Aerobics, was pub-
lished. I have jogged my miles, clocked my heart 
rate, and chalked-up my aerobics points sincerely 
and enthusiastically, if not always entirely faith-
fully, for the past three or four years. I looked 
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forward to meeting Dr. Cooper in the flesh and 
hearing his lectures on physical fitness over the 
course of the seminar. 

By 9 a.m. I arrived at the Rainier Mountaineer-
ing Guide House at Paradise and hefted my pack 
and other gear inside, to be checked and rear-
ranged before leaving on the long hike to Camp 
Muir. The atmosphere in the small assembly room 
was one of only barely restrained chaos. Twenty or 
thirty people were milling around, signing in, 
hunting for lost gloves, loading film, buying last 
minute items, or gooping their faces with white 
stuff, while the guides surveyed each person's 
pack for essential items, politely suggesting that 
inessential heavies be left behind. 

I gazed around at the people who were to be my 
companions for the next five days: all men, most a 
little older than I had anticipated and most a little 
straighter. One had a funny hat, another had tied 
his sunglasses around his neck with red avalanche 
cord; some were in well-worn jeans, others in 
bright new mountain gear. But there were no 
paunches and no smokers. Cooper sat at a table, 
talking quietly with one of the men he had brought 
with him from Dallas. He looked tall, lean and 
springy. I breathed a silent sigh of gratitude that 
my mental image of him was not destroyed by the 
reality. 

Eventually, the necessary logistic details were 
dispensed with, and everyone had ice axe, boots, 
crampons, cameras, webbing, carabiners and other 
assorted paraphernalia attached to their bodies or 
their packs. Lou Whittaker introduced the guides 
and his brother Jim who would be making the trip 
to Camp Muir with us. One by one, each budding 
mountaineer gave his name and said a few words 
about himself. Many were doctors of one sort or 
another, or medical students. Some were business-
men or teachers. Most were novice climbers, there 
to learn from the guides, from Cooper, and to test 
themselves against the mountain. Very few had 
the confidence to say they were sure they would 
reach the summit but there was desire in each 
voice. 

Excuses to delay were finally exhausted. Arms 
slipped through shoulder straps, hip belts were 
cinched, hats and sunglasses were put on and 
bootlaces given a final tug. At 11:30 we left Para- 
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dise in a serpentine line behind Lou, beginning the 
arduous trek to Camp Muir, 5,000 feet above. 

Five minutes later, trudging through soft snow 
in the heat of the noon sun, carrying a heavy pack 
plus a collection of camera gear, I was wheezing 
and puffing like a tired old steam engine on its 
end-of-the-line run . My legs and shoulders ached, 
and I silently damned by rented boots as I felt 
that unmistakable hot spot on the back of each 
heel. I knew I would gradually develop an uncon-
scious rhythm, putting one foot in front of the 
other, breathing steadily and deeply without 
awareness of pain, but for the moment I wondered 
why in hell I was on this mountain instead of 
home playing tennis and drinking Tequila Sun-
rises. Cooper and his crew chitchatted to one 
another, easily maintaining the pace and looking 
for all the world like a group of old school buddies 
out for a pleasant stroll in the park. I made a 
mental oath to be more steadfast in my jogging. 

The mountain was in fine form this day, though 
it seemed more like mid June than late July. Last 
winter's massive snowfall was just beginning to 
disappear from the lower trails and the first yellow 
tufts of glacier lilies poked through the white. The 
sky was mercilessly clear, the sun hot. We slogged 
our way over the snow to Pebble Creek—slightly 
less than halfway to Camp Muir—where we 
dropped the packs for a lunch break. By this time 
the group had spread out along the way but 
Cooper's joggers were still among the front-
runners. One of them, Don Key, checked his pulse 
rate as he arrived at Pebble Creek: 140. Five 
minutes later it was down to 65. The day before 
Don had left Dallas he had run five miles in 31 
minutes, in Dallas' 100 degree heat. 

After a long rest we took up our packs and 
again headed toward Camp Muir, rest-stepping, 
breathing hard, stepping, breathing. My eyes 
wandered over the gaping crevasses of the 
Nisqually Glacier, up to the clear white summit 
dome, back down Disappointment Cleaver and 
over Cathedral Rocks to where we would start our 
summit a climb a few days hence. Not a breeze 
cooled our hot faces. Two hours later, at 4:30, the 
first of us straggled onto the rocks at Camp Muir, 
gratefully gulping the Kool-Aid waiting for us 
there. It was, indeed, sweet nectar of the gods 
prepared by some benevolent spirit. The last of our 
motley crew staggered into view an hour later. 



Camp Muir, 10,000 feet above the sea, is the 
base camp for Rainier Mountaineering's five-day 
seminars, as well as the usual overnight stopping 
place for independent climbers on the most popu-
lar route up the mountain. For those who have not 
made the trek to this National Park showpiece, it 
consists of several dark, dusty structures (called 
Bunkhouse, Cookhouse, Outhouse) vaguely dis-
guised by volcanic rock piled around the outside 

walls. During a storm, the Rainier Mountaineering 
bunkhouse can provide a welcome refuge for 25 or 
30 people, and the National Park Service public 
shelter will hold another 30 or so. But the weather 
this week was calm and warm enough to sleep 
under the stars, which many of us eventually did. 
Inside, the problem was low ceilings and poor 
ventilation; outside, there was only the pumice 
dust and the local marmot to contend with. 

But before sleeping that evening, we all piled 
into the bunkhouse for story time. Everyone was 
eager to hear Jim's tales of the 1963 Mt. Everest 
expedition. We were spellbound and silent as he 
told of his successful climb with Gombu to the top 
of the world on that stormy May day, and of his 
teammates' West Ridge ascent three weeks later. 
He talked of the expedition he will lead to K2, the 
world's second highest peak, in the spring of 1975. 
If anyone had had doubts about trying for the 
summit of Rainier, they were completely dispelled 
by the end of Jim's talk. 

Once Jim and Lou had finished entertaining us 
with war stories of their early climbs together, 
Cooper launched into a technical discussion of the 
different forms of hypoxia (deficiency of oxygen 
reaching the body tissues) that most of us were 
experiencing. The doctors in the group listened 
intently to the flow of ten dollar words, asking ten 
dollar questions in return. The rest of us hunched 
back on the low bunks trying to decipher a phrase 
or two. I finally crawled into my bag with the new 
knowledge that deep hard breathing should dispel 
any headaches from the lack of oxygen in the air, 
and with a promise from Cooper that the following 
evening's talk would be more down to earth. 

The morning dawned clear, with a hint of winter 
in the air and clouds covering Paradise below. One 
by one, the members of our group yawned out of 
their scattered sleeping bags and shuffled around 
the camp. There was a little morning activity—
people rummaging in packs for toothbrushes and  

morning munchies, others experimenting with 
combinations of clothing, still others fiddling with 
stubborn knots or reading magazines. But most 
respected that silence so necessary before the first 
cup of coffee. Only an occasional muffled comment 
and the clanging of pots in the cookhouse broke 
the otherwise solitary sound of the wind. I was 
content to watch two small brown birds hop and 
peck around in the dust. 

Somehow, everyone dressed, breakfasted, and 
moved their bodies to a steep snow slope where we 
began the morning's task: learning self arrests. 
Guides Tracy Roberts and Phil Ershler gave a 
competent, theatrical demonstration. Then each of 
us trudged up the hill, sliding upside down and 
backwards, belly down face first, trying rapidly to 
maneuver body and ice axe into compatible 
enough positions to stop. Face down, pick in, ass 
up, toes securely braced in the snow. It was like a 
circus of bobsledders and swordfighters, with 25 
people carrying lethal weapons, diving, yelling and 
sliding in contorted positions down the slope. But 
the fear began slowly to disappear; with each suc-
cessful self-arrest a bit of confidence grew. The ice 
axe changed from a mysterious object to a valu-
able tool, and visions of accelerating out-of-control 
down an endless snow slope melted away. 

Knots, rope handling, and a sitting belay were 
next on the list, and with each new bit of moun-
taineering technique we mastered the mountain 
became less ominous. No one denied its power nor 
its immensity; we simply felt more comfortable. 

The afternoon took us out across the glacier 
roped in teams of four or five, crossing some im-
pressive crevasses and rappelling one by one down 
a 15-foot ice wall. By the time we got back to Muir 
I was hungry, but happy with the day's accom-
plishments. 

With dinner over and the shadows lengthening, 
we gathered outside on rocks or on the ground to 
hear Cooper's lecture. Behind him were the peaks 
of Mt. Adams and Mt. St. Helens glowing with 
the evening light, and the magnificent view to 
Paradise below. I wondered if anyone could hold 
the attention of this group with such competition. 
But he set his handful of data sheets under a rock 
on the table beside him and within a few seconds 
everyone was silent, listening intently. 
to page 11, please 
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After a day of practice on the snow slopes, Ken Cooper talks about physical fitness in the setting sun. 

Jim Key, Ken Cooper and author Dianne Roberts sign summit register on Rainier. 



Ken Cooper does not just stand and give a lec-
ture. His whole body flows with the words he 
speaks. He moves back and forth, wrinkles his 
brow, raises a hand, grins, points, rocks up on his 
toes, or waves his sheaf of papers as he talks. He 
has an impressive handful of statistics and quota-
tions which he recites in rapid fire fashion, piling 
one upon the next with an enthusiasm that can 
only come from one who totally believes in every-
thing he is doing—and is happy to say so. 

When Cooper talks about physical fitness, his 
emphasis is on aerobic fitness or the ability of the 
body's cardiovascular system to take in oxygen 
and distribute it throughout the body. He believes 
that the heart and lungs can be strengthened 
through hard exercise in much the same way as 
any other muscle, but there is no easy way to do 
it. Only exercises that get the heart pumping and 
the lungs breathing hard over an extended period 
of time will do the job. Judging from the ever in-
creasing number of joggers in this country and the 
world over, there are many who are convinced of 
the value of Cooper's system. 

At his Aerobics Centre in Dallas, Cooper ad-
ministers his series of physical fitness tests to 
people from all walks of life. Through his research 
there and previously in the Air Force, he has de-
veloped a system of quantifying a person's fitness, 
placing each in one of five categories from I (Very 
Poor) to V (Excellent). 

He hit us from left and right with scientific data 
that are hard to dispute, showing for the first time 
a direct correlation between coronary risk factors 
and levels of fitness. Out of over 2600 men tested 
at his centre, those in the poorest fitness category 
had the highest cholesterol, glucose, weight, rest-
ing heart rate and other coronary risk factors. 
Those in excellent condition tested lowest in these 
factors. 

But what does all this have to do with climbing 
a mountain? Cooper's impressive presentation had 
convinced me that aerobic training could, indeed, 
delay or prevent the onset of heart disease. But I 
was not entirely sure of the connection between 
jogging, and assaulting a 14,410-foot snow-covered 
dome at a relative snail's pace. I decided to reserve 
my judgment until after the summit climb. 

The next day was spent on the glacier, learning 
to use ice axe, crampons and hammer to scale ver-
tical ice walls, practicing rappels and suspension 
traverses, and generally familiarizing ourselves 
with the equipment. After an early dinner, we 
passed the rest of the evening gathering gear we 
would need for the following day's climb, trying to 
keep our loads light yet not wanting to get caught 
without warm clothing by one of Rainier's 
infamous sudden storms. I lay in my sleeping bag 
that night on a hard gravelly shelf, gazing at the 
half moon and lacy curtain of stars, remembering 
the blissful exhaustion I had felt a few weeks 
earlier on the top of this mountain. Sometime after 
midnight I drifted off to sleep. 

At 4 a.m. I cursed the blackness of Camp Muir 
as I fumbled around in the pumice dust trying to 
find that crampon strap I knew was there the 
night before. My boots were stiff and cold—even 
two pairs of wool socks did little to ease the 
discomfort of pulling them on one more time. I 
hastily washed down instant oatmeal with hot 
chocolate, grateful for their warmth, and shoved 
my camera, lunch and down parka in my ruck-
sack. 

On the snow just north of Camp Muir, the 
guides had laid out our uncoiled ropes. Some 
people were already tied in and anxious to get 
going. When we finally began plodding across the 
snow toward Cathedral Gap, the first light of 
dawn was just visible behind the silhouette of 
Little Tahoma. 

There is nothing more shattering to morning 
nerves than the screech of metal crampons on 
stone. The route through Cathedral Gap is a long 
dusty talus slope that could have been designed by 
some malevolent deity just to taunt sleepy 
climbers. Its rotten chunks of volcanic rock 
become wedged stubbornly between crampon 
points. Ankles twist and feet slip disconcertingly 
in the loose debris. By the time we reached the top 
of the gap the sun had risen and everyone was 
fully awake. 

From Cathedral Gap there is a pleasant traverse 
to the base of Disappointment Cleaver, but the 
route up the Cleaver is narrow and steep, partly on 
snow and partly on more loose rock. By this time I 
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was breathing hard, inhaling deeply and exhaling 
with a forced whoosh as if to squeeze every last 
molecule of precious oxygen from the rare atmos-
phere. I looked at the ground in front of me and to 
each side, but not up the long slope we were 
ascending, perhaps imagining that an act of sheer 
will would suddenly transport me to the top. But 
each time I felt a tug on the rope, I moved one foot 
forward. One step at a time, we reached the crest 
of the hill and turned once to look down before 
heading towards the summit. 

From here, the route was less steep, though 
equally spectacular. We slogged our way over the 
snow, crossing some crevasses, going around the 
ends of others, maintaining a steady rhythm of 
stepping and breathing. Every so often I looked 
back at Cooper who was leading a different rope 
team, most of them Dallas joggers. They had left 
Muir a little ahead of our rope but had lost some 
time backtracking around a large crevasse with an 
unsafe snowbridge. Now we were a little ahead of 
them, but I could see that he and his companions 
were having no trouble staying with the sadistic 
pace Lou was setting for our team. 

The summit of Rainier is a broad snow-covered 
crater with a rim of wind-swept rock. Four hours 
fifty minutes after we had set out that morning, 
Lou stood on that rim coiling in our rope. The 
fastest rope team had made it in 4:25 and Cooper's 
team was right behind ours with five hours. The 
other teams arrived one by one over the next hour. 

Technically, the highest point of the crater is 
Columbia Crest on the northwest side, exactly 
opposite where we were. Since there is an elevation 
difference of only forty feet most climbers are con-
tent to stay at whatever point on the rim they first 
reach. The hike across the crater to Columbia 
Crest, though it can be done unroped, takes a good 
half hour each way. On my two previous climbs I 
had not bothered to make this extra effort. 

I had been sitting peacefully eating my lunch for 
about ten minutes, gradually recuperating, think-
ing that I would have time for a short nap before 
our descent, when Cooper bounded up to me and 
said, "Come, Dianne, let's go across the crater and 
sign the summit register." After a little persuasion 
I agreed, and we set out with two of his Dallas 
climbers. 
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It didn't take long for me to realize that the 
three of them were feeling few ill effects from the 
climb or the altitude. They ambled across the 
crater and up the other side with energy to spare, 
joking that the summit looked more like displaced 
prairie than a mountain. They were all around 
forty years old but had more spunk than many 
younger climbers. Before long, the rest of their 
jogging companions were following us across the 
snow, looking to me as fresh as they had before 
the climb. 

I thought back to my earlier skepticisms about 
jogging. These men had come thousands of miles 
from their sea level homes in the Texas flatlands, 
and relatively easily scaled a peak that had de-
feated many a younger, more experienced climber. 
None of them were super athletes, and none had 
done any more than their standard routine at the 
Aerobics Centre to prepare for the climb. Except 
for their dedication to Cooper's fitness program, 
they were a bunch of ordinary middle-aged busi-
nessmen. 

As I signed the summit book, I asked Cooper 
what had persuaded them to come to Rainier in 
the first place. He replied that the challenge of 
climbing a mountain like Rainier was more excit-
ing, and the achievement much more rewarding 
than racing a clock around a track. 'It gives some 
purpose to all the running," he said. "These guys 
come up here and discover that their hard work 
has really paid off. Most of them are doing things 
now that they would have been incapable of doing 
when they were younger, and that is a very satis-
fying thing." 

I recalled a quote he had used in his talk the 
night before: 

"Health aside, being in good physical shape is of 
course quite simply very pleasant—indeed some-
what blissful. A deep receptive peace comes after 
having used one's body hard and well—like 
post-coital relaxation—it is close to complete 
physical repose."* 

Yes, peace. I turned my face into the wind once 
more, fixing my eyes intently on the distant, 
almost imperceptible blue of the Pacific Ocean. All 
that remained now was the descent, and sleep. 0 

*From: "Stress" by McQuade and Aikman, 1974 



Innovative Climber's Wrench 
By Jeff Schaffer 

In the June, 1974, issue appeared a short article 
on a climber's wrench designed for easy nut 
removal. Before such a device reaches the market 
and climbers flock to their favorite store to 
purchase one, I would like to inform them that a 
very effective, low-priced, nut-removing device al-
ready exists, namely, a wall-shelf bracket. 

My climbing friends and I have been using such 
devices for half a year now, and I feel confident 
that a ten-inch-long bracket—the lenth I use—can 
perform as effectively as any commercially de-
signed wrench could. The only modification I've 
made in my eighty cent bracket was to drill a hole 
near its wide end so that I could tie parachute cord  

onto it, lest it fall out of my hammer holster while 
I'm in an awkward position. 

Not only is this wall-shelf bracket excellent for 
removing those small, narrow wedges, it is also 
great for placing nuts of all sizes deep within hith-
erto inaccessible cracks. By experimenting with 
various grips, a climber should quickly learn how 
to exert considerable force against a tightly lodged 
nut without having to resort to using a carabiner 
for a fulcrum. In most cases, however, careful, 
gentle prodding works much better than brute 
force. The hook at the tip of the bracket is ideal for 
exerting a force outward from beneath and behind 
the lodged nut. LI 

Normal grip for prying beneath and behind a lodged 
Ten-inch wall bracket resting in hammer holster. nut. 
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snow caves 
The two struggled forward into the driving wind 

and snow that inflated their parkas like balloons. 
Visibility was almost zero; the temperature hov-
ered near the same. It was late, and even though 
they had no tent, they knew they would have to 
bivouac for the night. 

An emergency situation or a planned bivouac? 

To some, it's an extreme emergency; to others, 
it's a carefully planned outing. These individuals, 
for example, deliberately left their bulky seven-
pound tent at home in favor of carrying a light-
weight shovel and ice saw. Armed with this equip-
ment and the knowledge of how to construct a 
snow cave, they are confident that they will spend 
a comfortable night. Thirty minutes later they are 
sheltered. One hour later they are lying in their 
sleeping bags having hot chocolate. 

For many years and in a number of moun-
taineering texts, the "standard" snow cave has 
been described in detail, accompanied by phrases 
like "allow at least three hours for construction," 
"Prepare for becoming soaked for it's a wet job," 
and "It's hardly an emergency shelter but rather a 
major snow excavation job." Mountaineers have 
seen little improvement in the method or tech- 

niques used in its construction. It is as if the 
shelter were known but simply forgotten in obv-
ious favor of the rising popularity of the tent. And 
with it, forgotten, too, is a portion of what moun-
taineering is all about—enjoying the outdoors 
without all the comforts of home. 

Let's examine the construction of snow caves—
the "standard" construction technique and a 
quicker alternate method. In selecting the site for 
construction, it is preferable to find a steep bank—
the steeper the bank the easier and faster the con-
struction.* The cave is begun part way up the 
bank so that the snow can be removed downhill 
away from the entrance with minimum effort. Gen-
erally, construction requires two people. Following 
the "standard" construction technique, one per-
son, dressed in rain parka and overpants, begins to 
burrow a tunnel with a small shovel, or less effec-
tively, a cooking pan. The tunnel, dug while on the 
knees, is about three feet or less in diameter and 
extends back four to six feet (depending upon the 
steepness of the bank). As the first man digs, he 
either shovels the snow out between his legs or 

*On flat terrain or where the snow is extremely 
hard, as on a glacier, alternate methods of shelter 
construction are easier and faster. 

Figure 1: Old style snow cave. 
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ma new look Article by Dick Mitchell 

Drawings by Bruce Becker 

onto a tarp between his legs. The second man then 
clears the debris from the cave entrance or pulls 
the full tarp out periodically and dumps it. Gener-
ally, a two-piece aluminum shovel is most satis-
factory for digging. Occasionally, the handle is left 
at home and the shaft of an ice axe used in its 
place with some awkwardness. Then, should the 
snow become extremely hard, the ice axe can be 
used to break it up and the shovel to remove it. 
The only other option is to carry a shovel with a 
pointed steel blade. 

At the end of the entrance tunnel, the first man 
then digs straight up until he can kneel or stand. 

He then proceeds to expand outward to con-
struct a dome-shaped room (seven feet by five feet) 
with a floor about waist high (about six inches 
higher than the top of the entrance tunnel). With 
the floor slightly higher than the entrance level, 
warm air will be trapped and remain within the 
cave heating it to 35°F. or more from body 
warmth and the aid of a small candle. The struc-
ture of the roof, too, is important. The dome shape 
gives greater strength and if patiently smoothed, 
melting water will flow down the walls instead of 
dripping on the occupants. 

Once the cave is dug, poke a two- to four-inch 
diameter ventilation hole through to the outside if 
cooking is anticipated. It can be plugged after the 
stove is extinguished. When poking through, if 
you discover the outside is only a few inches away, 
you have miscalculated your digging activities and 
better start worrying. Otherwise, a foot or more of 
reasonably consolidated snow is sufficient to keep 
the roof in place, although some sag may be ex-
perienced if the snow is quite soft. 

Once inside, the fun of adapting the shelter to 
meet occupant desires begins. A waterproof 
ground sheet and an ensolite pad should be set 
inside a slightly evacuated space to prevent slip-
ping. A small candle provides a warm glow. Small 
alcoves can be cut into the walls to store odds and 
ends like packs, boots, digging utensils, stove, etc. 
Sticks poked into the walls are good coat hangers.  

Refinements in cooking, sleeping, and entrance 
areas complete the stops in preparing the shelter. 

These, then, are the basics of conventional snow 
cave construction. In summary, there are certain 
critical limitations or disadvantages of this 
technique. 

The first man gets soaked—either from the 
outside, if he does not have waterproof 
clothing, or from the inside if he does. If 
number one gets tired, number two replaces 
him and equally gets wet. 
The second man, for the most part, sits and 
waits for snow to accumulate. If it's tough 
digging, he may freeze or certainly suffer 
from hypothermia. It has happened. 
The technique does take substantial time—
at least two hours. 

An alternate technique is proposed that has 
been demonstrated to be superior. 

The first man starts by digging a rectangular 
entrance platform measuring about eighteen 
inches wide by five feet (chest) high, extending 
about three feet into the bank. 

Figure 2: Dig entrance tunnel 18 inches wide and 
chest high. 
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Figure 5: Cut entrance blocks and place across entrance. 

At that point, he then digs a waist high 
platform about four feet wide centered on the en-
trance platform. This is developed into an eigh-
teen-inch high, four feet wide slot extending into 
the bank. It is through this rectangular opening 
that snow from the enlargement process will pass, 
thereby eliminating the need for a second man to 
haul snow. He can, rather, be cutting or other-
wise forming blocks or snowballs to later seal the 
front portion of the rectangular opening. 

Continue to dig from the entrance platform in a 
standing or kneeling position, expanding the room 
in all directions (except down), and evacuating the 
snow through the rectangle. The waist high plat-
form becomes the floor of the cave. After excava-
ting everything within easy reach, extend the en-
trance about two feet into the floor area and about 
one foot downward. Enter the partially construct-
ed shelter, being able to almost stand. Continue to 
excavate out of the wind at that point. 
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Figure 4: Extend entrance in about two feet - and 
downward about a foot. 

As the first man excavates enough to be able to 
sit on the floor, the second man can enter and con-
tinue to expand the cave moderately in all direc-
tions so that the overall inside dimensions are 
about seven feet long, five feet wide, and three and 
one-half feet high. 

When the interior nears completion, one man 
fills in the horizontal slot with ice blocks or 
snowballs previously constructed, or cut from the 
interior. 

Figure 3: Remove rectangular portion of snow crossways 
to entrance. Then dig upward and in all directions - leaving 
sleeping floor flat. 



Figure 7: Completed snow cave (cutaway view). 

One large block or two smaller ones leaning 
against each other are generally sufficient to close 
the upper half of the entrance tunnel. After caulk-
ing any remaining holes, the shelter is DONE. 

Figure 6: Fill in on sides of entrance with blocks of 
snow. If time permits dig entrance down to facilitate 
easy access. 

This technique has a number of advantages. 

It is extremely fast because snow is exca-
vated directly out a side wall and digging is 
in the excavator's normal range of motion. 
A two-man cave can be completed in thirty 
minutes. 
The builders have less contact with the 
snow, expend less energy and, therefore, 
stay drier than in the "standard" con-
struction technique. 
More efficient use is made of both people. 
The second man is more active and, addi-
tionally, is protected from the weather 
sooner than in the more conventional ap-
proach. 

Once inside the cave, the occupants can, as be-
fore, make the house into a home. It is 
recommended that those wanting to try this tech-
nique follow it dimensionally very close the first 
time. It is best not to dig the entrance too far into 
the bank but only far enough to be able to enter 
into a solidly-roofed room. However, the depth of 
the snow, the slope, and various other terrain 
features may dictate modifications and necessary 
adaptations. 

Snow caves can provide comfortable and 
practical winter shelters, eliminating the need for a 
tent. They are not complicated to construct and 
allow the builders an opportunity to improvise 
while developing their burrowing skills. Snow 
caves, when all is said (and done), can be fun. 

Dick Mitchell, as a member of the Moun-
taineers, Mountain Rescue Council, and National 
Ski Patrol, has climbed and toured extensively in 
the Pacific Northwest. He is the author of "Moun-
taineering First Aid — A Guide to Accident Re-
sponse and Emergency First Aid Care." The arti-
cle presented here is an excerpt from his newest 
book "Emergency Shelters" to be released in the 
spring of 1975. 
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scree 
NEPAL POST—MONSOON EXPEDITIONS 

Tragedy on Everest 

The French attempt to climb Everest by the 
West Ridge ended in disaster when an avalanche 
struck Camps 2 and 3. The Leader, Gerard 
Devouassoux, and five Sherpas were killed. 
Deputy Leader Georges Payot, operating from 
base camp at 17,548 feet, ordered the advance 
team, which had pitched Camp 3, to search for the 
victims on the descent. After two days of search-
ing no trace was found. 

The tragedy was the worst on the world's high-
est mountain since a Japanese climber and eight 
Sherpas were killed by an avalanche in 1970. This 
year's deaths brings to 33 the number of climbers 
killed on Everest since the early 1920's. 

Several competent and experienced mountain-
eers have been very critical of the route taken by 
this expedition to reach the West Ridge; the route 
taken has been described as being very dangerous. 

Sleeping Pills Cause Death? 
The Dutch Expedition to Kangshungatse was 

abandoned after the death of Dr. Reynieose at 
Camp 4. After Camp 4 was established, Dr. 
Reynieose and two other members occupied it and 
took sleeping pills. The two other members woke 
up on the morning of October 16, having slept for 
36 hours, and found Dr. Reynieose frozen to death 
in the snow about 150 meters below his tent. At 
what time, or why, he left his tent is not know. 

Makalu Attempt Fails 
The International Expedition to Makalu led by 

Fritz Stammberger, publisher of Climbing, turned 
back at 7,800 meters. According to Mike Cheney, 
"Failure was reported to be due to bad weather, 
but this is not so, most of the members were 
neither strong enough nor experienced enough for 
such a major climb, and there was also much sick-
ness amongst the weaker members. Nevertheless, 
this weak expedition did remarkably well to get as 
high as they did." 
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Polish Report Yeti Footprints 

The Polish Expedition to Lhotse was very late 
arriving in the field by normal standards. Base 
camp was established on October 21. The Ice Fall 
was described as "very easy" and Camp 3 was 
established on November 7. The expedition was 
turned back by strong winds in the West Cwm. 
Yeti footprints were reported near base camp on 
November 4. The expedition came to Nepal with 
the intention of climbing through the winter. They 
requested permission to attempt Everest after 
they had climbed Lhotse. If permission had been 
granted, it would have been the first winter 
attempt. 

Analysis 
Mike Cheney reports: 
"The weather during the autumn of 1974 was 

the best for several years. Although there was rain 
in the middle hills up to the third week in October 
there was no autumn snow in the mountains. 
Apart from the accident on the French Everest 
Expedition it was an accident-free season. The 
tragic death of Dr. Reynieose of the Dutch expe-
dition seems to have been to non-climbing human 
error and should be a warning against the danger 
of taking sleeping pills at high altitudes. 

"There was only one case of serious bad behav-
ior by Sherpa High Altitude Porters. His 
Majesty's Government was concerned by reports 
of unsatisfactory service by Sherpas on expedi-
tions during the 1974 pre-monsoon season and 
action is being taken to insure better service in the 
future. 

"Further amendments to the Rules for Moun-
taineering Expeditions will be made soon. Pay for 
Sherpas is likely to raise by about 20%. If it is 
wondered why Rules are necessary, it may be of 
interest to know that recently a group of foreign-
ers attempted to use official permission to climb a 
major peak as a way of attempting an illegal cross-
ing of the Northern Border of Nepal. Because of 
the Rules in force these intended plans were 
confounded." 



Death on Mt. Waddington 
Gray Nourse died in a fall on Mt. Waddington 

while climbing with an eight-member group from 
the British Columbia Mountaineering Club last 
summer. The group was ascending the rocky ridge 
crest in four ropes of two, belaying continually. 
Nourse was on the last rope when he fell and 
pendulumed down about 50 feet into a rock wall. 
Though the others went to his aid immediately, he 
soon died of head injuries. 

The inquest concluded that he should have been 
wearing a hard hat. However, the group said that 
on the day of the accident none were wearing hard 
hats as the weather was warm and they were on a 
ridge top with no danger from above. 

He also suffered from internal injuries around 
his waist, probably caused by hanging at the end 
of the rope. A seat harness would probably have 
minimized such injuries and the group said that 
the use of seat harnesses should be strongly 
promoted. 

Moose's Tooth 
A moose antler was carried to the summit of 

Moose's Tooth in the Alaska Range when it was 
climbed by the Southwest Face in June. The face 
is 2,700 feet and took eight days (VI 5.9, A4). 
Climbers were Gary Bocarde, John Svenson, 
Charlie Porter and Mike Clark. 

Recreational Store in Berkeley 
Recreational Equipment, Inc. will open a branch 

store in Berkeley, California in March, 1975. The 
new store is located at the corner of Gilman and 
San Pablo and will have 17,000 square feet of retail 
space and 10,000 square feet of warehouse area. 
Recreational Equipment, a cooperative, was estab-
lished in 1938 and currently has a membership 
that exceeds 400,000 members. 

K2 Support 
Support in the form of $500 was given to the 

1975 K2 Expedition by the Vagmarken Mountain-
eering Club at their annual awards banquet in 
December. The presentation was made to Jim 
Whittaker, Leader of the K2 Expedition, who gave 
a lecture on the forthcoming climb. 

Farquhar Dies 
Francis P. Farquhar, former Sierra Club Presi-

dent and author of History of the Sierra Nevada, 
died at age 88 on November 20. Memorial services 
were held December 8 in Berkeley, California. He 
also served as editor of the American Alpine Club 
Journal. 

Sierra Club Program 
Preliminary plans are being made for a spectac-

ular fund-raising program by the Sierra Club in 
May. Al Steck, Editor of Ascent, will show his 
slides of the 1975 American Pamir Expedition. A 
feature of the program will be the presence of 
Russian climbers to narrate the program. 

Colorado Club Moves 
On or about January 20, 1975, the Colorado 

Mountain Club will move to the Clubhouse it has 
bought at 2530 West Alameda Avenue, Denver, 
Colorado 80219. 

All evening programs and classes will be held in 
the auditorium of the Clubhouse, at 2530 West 
Alameda Avenue. 

American Alpine Club Grants 
Research grants will be available in 1975 from 

the American Alpine Club through the recently 
established Roger Lowell Putnam Research Fund. 
The corpus of this fund was donated by relatives 
of Roger Lowell Putnam, in his honor and 
memory. 

The purpose of the fund is to make grants to 
those engaged in research into the alpine environ-
ment, broadly speaking, and to further such work 
with especial emphasis on studying the impact of 
Man and determining ways to reduce harmful as-
pects of such impact. The fund may also be used 
to assist in publication or other dissemination of 
the results of such research. 

Grants are also awarded to assist young 
climbers, generally below the age of 26, to partici-
pate in expeditionary mountaineering ventures. 
These grants are awarded depending upon need, 
excellence of the proposed project, and evidence of 
mountaineering competence by the Mountaineer-
ing Fellowship Committee. 

Application for grants must be received by the 
American Alpine Club, 113 E. 90th Street, New 
York, New York 10028, before March 1, 1975. 
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When the miraculous flakes assemble, gracing 
the landscape with white, even the most ordinary 
can become a place of delight. Yet the enchant-
ment of snow lies not entirely in the beauty of its 
soft cover. For to travel on the magic carpet is to 
unlock the sorcery of winter, and as any nordic 
addict will tell you, the key to the charm is skis. 

But if snow can enhance the commonplace, 
imagine what it can do for the exceptional. Then 
conceive if you can the superlative; consider the 
Colorado Plateau. The Plateau covers more than 
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150,000 square miles around the Four Corners 
intersection of Arizona, Colorado, New Mexico, 
and Utah. No place on earth embraces such awe-
some canyons, such brilliantly colored rocks, and 
such bizarre erosional forms. Many of these won-
ders have become so trodden in summer that out-
doorsmen shun them as trite. But in the lonely 
snows of winter they become a ski tourer's delight. 

Snow on The Plateau is a sometime thing. Ex-
cept for the isolated ranges and the higher parts of 
the High Plateaus of Utah, only a few feet fall dur- 



ing a normal winter, and rarely does that much 
accumulate. So, one does not just go there in 
January expecting to ski. No, it is immensely more 
complicated than that. In order to ski the rewards 
of winter's gift, one must gamble and win a con-
test of meteorological roulette! The game is played 
thus. To win you must arrive on a barometric high 
following a storm from the west, preferably a large 
one from the Pacific Northwest, and you must be 
prepared to depart on short notice, for optimum 
conditions seldom last more than a few days. 

If you live in Denver or anywhere east of The 
Plateau, it is more difficult to score, as you must 
guess the outcome while the storm is in progress, 
and you must plan your travel to either circum-
navigate or survive the teeth of the blizzard. This 
requires meticulous attention to weather reports. 
The most favorable condition occurs when Weath-
erman Bowman (Channel 2) shows the jet stream 
buckling south of the Four Corners, Salt Lake City 
is on the north side of a deep low, and a high is 
building in western Nevada. This portends a big 
dead center hit on The Plateau with cold clear 
weather to follow. It is easier if you live in Salt 
Lake City or west; then you can simply pursue the 
storm. 

Bryce Canyon National Park is open during the 
winter, and roads to the overlooks in the north 
part of the park are plowed for a handful of daily 
visitors. You will encounter only the wind along 
the rim trails, and on the few narrow paths that 
can be negotiated into the canyons, there will be 
no audible company at all. Three tours which can 
be completed in two days may be assisted by the 
Bryce Canyon and Bryce Point, Utah, topographic 
maps. 

A circle tour, including the rim trail from Fairy-
land Point, takes the better part of a day despite 
its being only six miles over mostly gentle terrain. 
Park at the Fairyland turnoff (unplowed) about 
one quarter of a mile inside of the park boundary 
and ski a pleasant mile through the white-clad 
ponderosa forest. Then follow the rim southward 
past Sunrise Point to Sunset Point. The vestment 
of snow on the colored formations is so spectacular 
that it is impossible to travel more than a few 
minutes without stopping to gaze. From Sunrise 
Point you can follow the road or cut through the 
trees for a mile and a quarter to the Visitor Center,  

and then follow the road for three quarters of a 
mile more back to the car. The last two miles can 
be substituted by a car shuttle, but who travels in 
two vehicles these days? 

Another trip involving only an hour or two of 
skiing is the trail from Bryce Point to Inspiration 
Point, one and a half miles, or to Sunset Point, one 
half of a mile more. Here again you may ski back 
or shuttle along the road. Although it is the show 
of the colored canyon that captures and holds the 
eyes, if you can spare a glance in the opposite 
direction you may spy the deer herd that frequents 
this vicinity. Bryce Point is often windy and cold; 
so, carry a face mask. 

The vistas from the rim trails are striking, but 
the details of the formations are better seen when 
among them. The easiest descent is the Navajo 
Loop Trail into Bryce Canyon. If the complete 
loop is traversed, it should be skied in a clockwise 
direction, saving the switchbacks for the climb 
out. Tour from Sunset Point to Sunrise Point; 
descend north and then east of the Queens Garden, 
and turn right at all trail intersections. Two miles 
and two rolls of Kodachrome later you will be back 
at your starting place. 

Trips to the south part of the park necessitate 
long treks, but being at higher elevations have 
more snow. 

Ski Grand Canyon on the higher rims in the 
eastern part of the National Park. Snow on the 
platforms and in the canyon bottom is rare and 
thin, and it is doubtful that anyone can find suc-
cessful touring there. Sliding through the deep 
powder on the North Rim must be wonderful, but 
it entails a journey of near expedition proportions; 
one must first tour the forty-plus miles of road 
south from Jacob Lake, and afterwards either re-
turn or cross the canyon. Although one thousand 
feet lower in elevation and bequeathed with less 
snow, the South Rim can provide several exciting 
short tours, enough to afford a day or two of ski-
ing along the greatest canyon of them all. 

The brink tours of the South Rim are as acces-
sible as they are scenic, and the country east of 
Grand Canyon Village and west of Desert View is 
highly recommended. Most of this area is illus-
trated on the Bright Angel, Grandview Point, and 
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Vishnu Temple topographic maps; the entire 
region is covered by the map of Grand Canyon 
National Park and Vicinity, but this map is large 
and unwieldy, and the additional coverage of con-
cern is so slight that the map is not worthwhile for 
skiing purposes alone. 

Yaki Point yields one of the well-known views of 
the Tonto Platform and many temples on the 
north side of the gorge—stretching to the North 
Rim, and it is a fine place to commence a tour. 
Simply follow the edge of the chasm eastward for 
two miles to Shoshone Point. Shoshone is no place 
for sprinting rimward on the wrong wax—Crema-
tion Canyon yawns, waiting below. From Sho-
shone Point either continue southward along the 
rim or glide over the unplowed picnic road to the 
East Rim Drive, and thence to Yaki Point. The 
circumference of these two routes is seven and five 
miles, respectively. 

The journey from Moran Point to Grandview 
Point is six miles, and it is facilitated by having a 
volunteer driver. The tour circuits the headwaters 
of Hance Creek whose outwash is responsible for 
the infamous Sockdolager Rapids in the Granite 
Gorge below. The route passes through the transi-
tion from Pinyon-Juniper into Ponderosa forests, 
and even though close to the East Rim Drive near 
Buggein Hill, there is little concern with traffic 
noise at this time of the year. Some consider this 
the best of the tours on the South Rim. 

A circle trip of about three miles starts from the 
East Rim Drive near the Tusayan Ruins. Head 
either east or west until the rim is reached, and ski 
to Papago and Pinal Points. To see the network of 
rabbit tracks alone is worth the tour. 

Skiing at Monument Valley astride the Arizona-
Utah line is a matter of luck, and it should be 
planned as a possibility while driving from one 
place to another rather than a principal goal. Small 
brush, micro-topography, and low snowfall con-
spire against skiers. On the infrequent occasions of 
abundant snow most side roads are impassable. 
But one important road is kept open, and that one 
leads southeast from the Kayenta-Mexican Hat 
Highway to the Navajo Tribal Monument—from a 
point one half of a mile north of the state line to 
the vicinity of The Mittens. The red sandstone 
monoliths that adorn the desert are huge, but the 
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valley is so wide that while skiing from one to 
another the giant obelisks look like small purple 
and blue blocks, shimmering in the haze. The most 
interesting part of the valley is depicted on the 
Agathla Peak, Arizona, and the Goulding, Utah-
Arizona, quadrangle maps. 

The Goosenecks of the San Juan River are 
another possibility. The overlook can be reached 
by skiing or driving the three-mile spur from Utah 
261, shown on the Mexican Hat topographic map. 
Skiing can equal the seeing. The featureless and 
nearly barren land above the canyon, after being 
windswept, is covered with firm, but not 
hardpacked snow. Even a novice on sticky wax 
feels like an Olympic racer, gliding twenty or 
thirty feet after each kick. Here again, don't try 
this toward the canyon unless you are interested in 
a terminal case of Hot-Dogging! 

After a heavy snowfall Arches National Park 
combines the greatest of touring and scenery, but 
when the snow turns orange under the setting sun 
and the La Sal Mountains glitter beyond Delicate 
Arch, it is difficult even to gasp for breath. Most 
park roads are open all winter, but few cars travel 
them other than the morning and evening ranger 
patrols. All of the principal sections of the park 
respond to inquisitive skis. Shorter trips of an 
hour or two can be made around Park Avenue in 
the Court House Towers, in The Windows, both on 
the Moab quadrangle map, and the Firey Furnace 
on the Moab and Thompson maps. The trip to 
Delicate Arch takes most of a day as the road 
toward it is not plowed. Perhaps the most fun of 
all are the tours into the Devils Garden—on the 
Thompson map. 

In the Devils Garden you pass through narrow, 
shaded slots between tall red fins. The snow there 
is royal purple a blend of reflections from blue sky 
and red rocks. Pine Tree and Tunnel Arches can be 
reached in a few minutes. Or you can follow the 
main trail to Landscape Arch. The trail becomes 
more difficult as Partition Arch is approached, but 
it can be pursued all of the way to the Double-O. 

So skis with gambling instincts 
To call the Plateau's clime 
Bet the snowy wheel of fortune 
And fortune will be kind. 



Handy map 
pocket under 
flap.  Heavy-duty 

hold-open bar. 

Main section 
for large bulky 
items also zips 
to form 
2 sections. 

4 large side pockets 
with horizontal and 

vertical zippers. 

Net drying-bag 
for socks, etc. 

Big bottom compartment 
for clothes, accessories. 

Slanted floor 
directs weight 

close in. 

GERRY 

PAMIR CAMP from page 5 

bodies of seven of the women. The eighth was 
thought to have fallen down the north face. The 
Japanese and Americans reached the summit and 
returned safely to base camp. 

In those last five days at base camp we enjoyed 
perfect weather. In the mountaineer's world, 
formal grieving counts for little. We have all lost 
close friends on mountains. There was hot 
sunshine and good music to enjoy, a case of 
whisky to dispose of, international friendships to 
be cemented. 

Back in Moscow we drank champagne to 
complement the pounds of caviar which we ate at 
base camp. Farewell parties continued into the 
night. We were in Edinburgh three days after 
leaving Moscow. 

But underneath this final cheerful facade, many 
of us felt deeply troubled that nine young women 
should die from the cold on the normal routes of an 
easy mountain. We felt that these deaths were 
quite different from the other fatalities—those had  

involved climbers on difficult routes and ava-
lanches, which may be hard to predict. Perhaps an 
important factor in the death of the Russian 
women was the false sense of confidence afforded 
by radios, helicopters, expert advisers at base 
camp and large numbers of people on the same 
route. 

One hopes that with the passage of time, the 
very positive experiences which emerged from the 
meeting will oust from recollection the trauma and 
the tragedy. The remarkable friendships, even the 
odd romance, the frank discussions of ideology and 
culture, the humor, the travelling, the flowers 
which abounded on the meadow..., all these things 
heightened our sensibilities and allowed us to reap 
more pleasure from the climbing and living in 
mountains. We all learn by our mistakes and it 
may be that the Russian organizers as well as the 
international participants will be wiser now. The 
distressing thought is that the cost of mistakes on 
mountains is so high. 

Reprinted from The Guardian by permission of the author. 

New GERRY 
Continental II: 

3,099 cubic 
inches of camp- 
ing comfort on a 

40% stronger 
yet 20% lighter 

frame: 
Here's that extra large pack 
capacity you need for long trips, 
expeditions. Works with GERRY's 
new 20% lighter, 40% stronger 
Series 70 frame for efficient load 
carrying. 8 oz. urethane-coated 
nylon in Spice Brown. Waterproof, 
heavy-duty stitching. One of 8 
great GERRY packs that put you 
a step ahead in the great outdoors. 

Write for free catalog. 

"Based on independent tests of four leading de-
signs for diagonal loads—weight without access-

ones. Report available. 

0  An Outdoor Sports Company 

5450 North Valley Highway, Dept. GSU-Z4, Denver, Colorado 80216 
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ORDER TODAY! 
FAST, DEPENDABLE MAIL ORDER SERVICE 

Enclosed is my check or money order for $  
Charge to my credit card: 
111 BANKAMERICARD NO.  

MAS1ERCHARGE NO.  

LI SUPERNYL PARKA Size  Color  
SUPERNYL DOWN HOOD TO MATCH 
STORM CLOTH PARKA Size  Color  
STORM CLOTH DOWN HOOD TO MATCH 

Name  

Address  

City  State  Zip  

1-10-tubvin. HOLUBAR MOUNTAINEERING LTD. 
Dept. I2-129H Be, 7 
Boulder, Colorado 80302 

An outer cargo pocket with VELCRO closure flap, 
and a Down insulated hand-warmer pocket with 
slash entrance. 
Additional features include;  a 5" quilted Down 
channel construction, adjustable cuffs, 2-way zipper 
with snap front draft flap, inside waist drawstring 
and Down filled collar with snap band for optional 
hood. 

Available in STORM CLOTH; a polyester/cotton blend, 
or SUPERNYL;  a densely woven nylon, both models 
are lined with Supernyl. Sizes: XS-XL for Men or 
Women. Colors: Forest Green, Navy and Red in 
Supernyl;  Forest Green or Orange in Storm Cloth. 
Please state height, weight, and sleeve length. 

SUPERNYL PARKA $59.00 
DOWN HOOD TO MATCH $14.00 
STORM CLOTH PARKA $68.00 
DOWN HOOD TO MATCH $15.00 
Plus $2.00 Handling Charge 

FREE!'  
1+04.41.frail. 
FALL/WINTER 
CATALOG 
Twenty-eight years of 
designing and manu-
facturing experience in 
cold weather clothing! 
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11930 w. otyrnpic blvd . west los angeles. calif. 90064 

phone 213 820-5686 

TITONS 
Strong • Light • Versatile 

Four Placement Possibilities 
Cammed 
Vertically 

Cammed 
Horizontally 

Slotted 

Ten sizes fit cracks 7/16" to 4" 
#1 thru 5 are Stainless Steel for unsurpassed strength 

in small cracks 
#6 thru 10 are lightweight wrought aluminum and are 

anodized for color coding. 

-!ammed 

For our Catalog and Guide 
to Natural Climbing, 

* send $1.75 to: 

Harrest 
MOUNTAINEERING,LTD.  

1517 Platte St.• Denver, Colo. 80202 • (303) 433-3373 
Attn: Abe 



E-B 
Rock Climbing 

Shoes 
$37.50 

California residents 

add 6% sales tax 

Lightweight climbing shoe for friction and narrow cracks 
Flexible sole, tight fit permit precise feel of rock 
Soft rubber soles, side stripping allow "smearing" rather than 
edging on small holds 
Canvas and leather upper; soft toe for jamming 
Height: 7 in.; Ave. wt. 2 lbs. 
Sizes: 61/2  to 111/2  
Widths: Narrow (only) 
State shoe size and enclose tracing of foot 

ALPINE PRODUCTS 
1115 R Street 
Sacramento, Calif. 95814 

GIBBS , "111  • 
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 250 postage per ascender / 500 airmail 

ROPE / SLING / CARABINERS GIBBS PRODUCTS 
20% DISCOUNT ON ORDERS 854 PADLEY STREET 

of $90. OR MORE. SALT LAKE CITY, UTAH 84108 
SEND FOR A CATALOGUE TO: 

CHOUINARD CRAMPONS & GATORS 
are good for the sole. . . 

Available now from your local dealer or The 
Great Pacific Iron Works' Mail Order Service. 

(Write for our FREE Winter '74 
Catalog Supplement) 

THE GREAT PACIFIC IRON WORKS 

P. 0. Box 150, Ventura, California 93001 j 
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The Mountain Products Ledge Coat is just the thing to keep 
your bones out of cold storage. And it protects you in style with 
the great new puffy look. 

We've teamed Prime Goose Down insulation with a durable 
60-40 cloth shell and ripstop nylon lining. It tips the scales at 
only two pounds. 

Other features include a high down collar, snap front flap over 
a nylon zipper, and elastic cuffs with snaps. To top it off, there's 
even a matching Prime Goose Down insulated hood available. 
You'll never have to beef about the cold again. 

Ask for the Ledge Coat at your nearest Mountain Products 
dealer. Also, write us for your free M.P.C. catalog. 

 

Mountain ProductsWorporation 
123 South Wenatchee Ave.. Wenatchee, Wa. 98801 
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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 

MOM' et' 
RT ICHOP 

IN NEW HAMPSHIRE'S 
WHITE MOUNTAINS 

3-745-2767 

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. 

gOYSkits 
Frostline Kits, Dept. S 263 
Colorado 80020 452 Burbank Broomfield, 

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 91201 

SEND FOR CATALOG DEPT. ST  
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ZIP 

NAME  

ADDRESS  

CITY  

STATE 

DYNAMIC 
Conforms to UIAA Standards. 
Swiss made. 11 mm x 150'. 
Red/ Blue, Yellow/ Blue 
stripes. 

'62" 
postpaid 

DYNAFLEX '74 
Lower impact strength. Swiss 
made. 11 mm x 165'. Yellow/ 
Red or Orange! Red. 

$8553. 
postpaid 

RECREATIONAL EQUIPMENT, INC. 
"The Original Outdoor Co-op—Est. 1938" 

P.O. Box 22090, Seattle, WA 98122 S-12-M 

0 Enclosed is my check or money order for 
0 Dynamic or 0 Dynaflex rope. 

Color.  Offer expires March 15, 1975 

P Please send me your free color catalog only. 

SEND FOR FREE COLOR CATALOG 

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. 
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We make a 
complete line 
of the finest 
packs around. 

THE MOUNTAIN STORE 
5425 Reseda Blvd. 
Tarzana 91356 
(213) 881-5111 

COLORADO 

BOULDER MOUNTAINEER 
1329 Broadway 
Boulder 80302 
(303) 442-8355 

KANSAS 

VOYAGEUR'S PACK AND 
PORTAGE SHOP 
5935 Merriam Drive 
Merriam 66203 
(913) 262-6611 

ILLINOIS 

UTAH 

AAA TENT AND AWNING COMPANY 
24 W. 5th South 
Salt Lake City 84101 
(801) 328-0181 

WASHINGTON 

SKI RACK & MOUNTAIN SHOP 
2126 Westlake Avenue 
Seattle 98121 
(206) 623-7318 

For a complete list of 
Wilderness Experience dealers 
please write: 
Wilderness Experience 
9421 INinnetka Ave. 
Suite M 
Chatsworth, California 91311 McKAY'S SPOKE AND SPORT LTD. 

1322 Chicago 
Evanston 60201 
(312) 491-9700 

Take time to look them over 
at your local specialty shop. 

CALI FORN IA 

BIG FOOT MOUNTAINEERING 
2594 Brundage Lane 
Bakersfield 93304 
(805) 323-9481 
SPORT CHALET SPORTLAND 
920 Foothill Blvd. 
La Canada 91011 
(213) 790-2717 
FAR WEST SKI AND SPORT 
580 So. Beach Blvd. 
La Habra 90631 
(213) 691-1742 
FAR WEST SKI AND SPORT 
9522 Magnolia 
Riverside 92503 
(714) 785-4640 
SKI MART MOUNTAIN SPORTS 
2600 W. Coast Highway 
Newport Beach 92660 
(714) 642-8335 
A STRIVING AFTER WIND 
1449 Garnet Avenue 
San Diego 92109 
(714) 272-0903 

wilderness experience mountain packs 
chatsworth, california. 
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I: SPRING, SWAMP CATHEDRAL 

Mist to light: they meet, 
And all they meet turns gold; 
Here, with muddy feet 
I watch a world unfold. 

Skunk cabbage sings 
A sprintime hosanna in mud; 
Echoing, it rings 
Deep beneath my blood: 

"Wade your way across, 
Beyond this lowland fosse 
There is rock to feel, and moss." 
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Alpine Meadow / Keith Gunnar 

II: MIDSUMMER, GLACIER PEAK 

This range of alpine flowers 
would make a conqueror weep: 

too many summits, one 
on each petal. 

Avalanche lilies, where to sit? 
Pentstemon overflow from every crack 

But there's always room and lichen doesn't mind. 

I start to sing of fresh green grass 
ruffled by an early shift of wind 

but they both ignore me, vagrant 
hummingbird, Marmot Fuzz face. 

Above, the goal: upsweep: lodestone! 

Dum de dum, down green valleys, butterfly 
thoughts weave their heather tapestries, 

where is my Disziplin? 
I own just 

one can of sardines 
three gumdrops, 

six hours to the summit 
and no ambition. 

to page 34, please 
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FOUR SEASONS, 

FOUR MOMENTS 
By Mike Borghoff 



ROCKCRAFT '74 
ROCKCLIMBING 

INSTRUCTION — 
FIVE DAY COURSES 

For Brochure Write, R. Robbins 
EOCKCRAFT 

906 Durant Street 
Modesto, California 95350 

Hugs your back 
for balance on 
rough terrain 

Strong, 
waterproof 

quality 
workmanship 

fully 
guaranteed 

Hip belt 
supports bad, 

takes we.pght 
off shoulders 

S,M,L,XL -$50. 

mountain 
traders 

tor — Here in the San Francisco Bay :-Irea 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 equipment 
need not be outrageous in price. Send for 
our comprehensive catalog and compare. 
We know you'll be impressed. 

• • • • • • • • • • • • • • 
Send 25ct for handling to: 

CO-OP Wilderness Supply 
1432 University Avenue 

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

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 

The Palisades Guide Pack 

1702 Grove Si. Dept. .374 Berkeley, Ca. 94709 
Mail orders accepted or write for catalog 

reader' 
comments 
Dear Editor: 

Your publication of Galen Rowell's 
article on K2 only serves to prove once 
again, that if you have money you can 
get money. Consider: Jim Whittaker is 
the president of Recreation Equipment, 
Inc., the mammoth Seattle mountaineer-
ing discount house. Lou Whittaker is the 
head of the Mt. Rainier Guide Service, 
the largest of its kind in the country. 
Both are stockholders in the Jansport 
pack company. These are not small-time 
operations, but account instead for many 
thousands of dollars annually. 

Are you going to allow equal time and 
space to every expedition that thinks it 
can buy off the public with postcards? If 
the American K2 Expedition knocked on 
doors, called various suppliers, and spent 
the time we have in waiting rooms, they 
would see that a small team of "non-
heavies" has no chance of getting any 
support. Yet, it is only the big teams 
that the public hears about. 

What is the point in even going to K2? 
The 1963 Everest Extravaganza proved 
that Northwest climbers can climb big 
mountains. The time for big expeditions 
has passed. To revive such a cliche is 
pointless. 

S.W. MacKay 
Santa Ana, Calif. 

RE: McKay letter 
Nothing is more difficult than arguing 

with a misinformed but honest man. His 
picture of the Whittaker brothers as 
corporate magnates is not exactly cor-
rect. Mt. Rainier Guide Service may be 
the country's largest, but it is still a 

Camp7® parkas are rugged and warm. 
Different enough to be better but not more expensive. 
Just look at the finish work. 
Flawless material and straight seams. 
Large, easy to handle two-way nylon zippers. 
A waist drawstring, and extra long sleeves 
that won't ride up. 
Even the inside seams are finished off 
with a special binding tape. ' 
And when you talk quality at Camp7 — 

The Finish is Just the Start. 
Cascade $52.50, Pamir $75.00, Vest $27.50 
Write for catalog and Authorized Dealer list. 
Camp7, 802 South Sherman, Longmont, Colorado 80501 
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OFFERING A 
SUPERLATIVE 
SELECTION OF 

MOUNTAINEERING 
AND BACKPACKING 

GEAR 
send for catalogue 

The Ski Hut 
1615 University Ave., Berkeley, Ca. 

94703 

4,  

The new1975 
North Face 

catalog is here! 
With pictures from the Great 

Iditarod Dogsled Race, the Cana-
dian Rockies, Mojave Desert & 
Nepal. Also, complete informa-
tion on innovative new designs 
in parkas, tents, bags and packs. 
Send for a free catalog and the 
name of your nearest dealer. 

1234 5th Street, Dept. STD, 
Berkeley, California 94710 

small business. Jim is not "president" of 
a giant, privately held rip-off company, 
but general manager of a co-op, with 
nearly half a million outdoor-enthusiast 
owners, which sells equipment at lower 
than market prices. 

I clearly stated that we are not selling 
postcards. We are sending them from 
base camp to our donors as a courtesy. 
Our group of eight climbers is very small 
for a Himalayan peak, contrary to 
MacKay's letter. To safeguard our 
health, both immediate and future, and 
our strength high on the mountain, we 
plan to use oxygen—which is very costly 
and requires many additional porters. 
We have knocked on doors, called vari-
ous suppliers and spent time in waiting 
rooms. We still have less than half our 
budget. 

How can I answer someone who asks, 
"What is the point of even going to 
K2?" If the climbing of Everest in 1963 
made further high-altitude climbing 
pointless, then perhaps the "If you've 
seen one, you've seen them all" logic is 
right. Those who seek one-time instant 
gratification will not find it in the moun-
tains; better try golf or auto racing. 

Galen Rowell 
Albany, California 

Dear Editor: 
It seems to be not generally known 

that there are two ski-touring cabins 
near Lake Tahoe, in the northern Sierra 
Nevada of California, which are open to 
public use. These are Bradley Hut, in 
Five Lakes Basin between the Alpine 
Meadows and Squaw Valley ski areas, 
and Benson Hut, on the north side of 
Mt. Anderson. Both are located on 
public land in Tahoe National Forest; 
they were built by the Sierra Club under 
non-charge special use permits which 
include the following wording for the 
two, respectively: "this permit is grant-
ed without charge upon the understand-
ing that the cabin will be left open at all 
times for the safety and use of all skiers" 
and "the use of the building authorized 
by this permit will be available to the 
public at all times without charge. This 
building will not be locked." 

Stuart R. Gunn 
Danville, California  

Dear Editor: 
In the October, 1974 Summit, Tom 

Rogers raises the alarm that Salewa 
tubular ice screws purchased from The 
Ski Hut might be defective. We do not 
agree and think that his alarm is un-
founded. 

It is our belief that the screws were 
bent when placed in water ice, for which 
they were not intended. Further, it is 
probable that the fluted screws bend 
easier in water ice than unfluted ones. 
Hence the difference between his older 
screws and the newer ones. The Great 
Pacific Iron Works News, Vol. II, 
Number 2 states, "For normal alpine use 
on granular and snow ice the Salewa 
tubular ice screw provides the greatest 
security." We suggest the Salewa wart 
hog for use in water ice or other appro-
priate safeguards. 

Bill Townsend 
The Ski Hut 

Berkeley, California 
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III: SEPTEMBER, SULPHUR CREEK DRAINAGE 

High noon 
drifts through unseen leaves, 

cinnamon twilight. 

Balanced on blowdown, a chipmunk trots 

above his dark green wilderness. 

34 SUMMIT / December, 1974 

Slate mist sifts through moss 
wringing wet with color. 

One sound 
draws this web together, 
clear water over shimmering pebbles. 



Waterfall / Keith Gunnar 

NORTH 

EASEADE5: 

FOUR SEASONS, 

FOUR MOMENTS 
By Mike Borghoff 

IV: NOVEMBER, NOOKSACK RIVER 

Surge 
thrust 

swirl, 
ice-rimmed 

emerald water 
flowing past, silent 

November clarity 
harsh 
clear 

white nimbus, sunlight 
alive in dew on alder, 

still and golden, 
golden stir in primal dampness frozen 

shadowed, beyond the moment— 
blue, silent mountains. 

I must return. 
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NAME 

STREET 

CITY 

1 Year D $7 

2 Years 0 $10 

3 Years 0 $13 

5 Years 0 $20 

SUMMIT, a mountaineering magazine 
P.O. BOX 1889, BIG BEAR LAKE, CALIFORNIA 92315 

Please send SUMMIT for the term indicated to: 

0 NEW 0 RENEWAL 

ODDS & ENDS  
RATE: 20 cents /word—payable in advance. 

BOOKS AND JOURNALS 

I am interested in locating an early 
edition of CANYONS OF THE COLO-
RADO, written by J. W. Powell, first 
published in 1895 by Flood and Vincent. 
The book is presently being published by 
Dover Publications under the title of 
"The Exploration of the Colorado River 
and its Canyons." Please contact Noone, 
Box 309, Berkeley, California 94703. 

SKIERS! GET 3 TIMES AS MUCH 
FUN from touring and camping! Read 
how Alice does it in "The Cross-Country 
Ski, Cook, Look & Pleasure Book." Send 
$4.95 (plus 24e tax for Calif. delivery) to 
WILDERNESS PRESS, 2440Y Ban-
croft Way, Berkeley CA 94704. 

BERGBUCH—Mountaineering Books. 
Out-of-Print and new. Send for free list. 
Box 1066, Huntington Beach, CA 92647. 

COMPLETE SETS OF SUMMIT for 
1973 and 1974, unbound, $7 each post-
paid. Send check or money order to 
SUMMIT, P.O. Box 1889, Big Bear 
Lake, California 92315. 

GUIDED CLIMBS & EXPEDITIONS 

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. 

CLIMB with professional guides. Cour-
ses in Britain and Alps from $60 per 
week. Write to ARKLESS, Buarth, 
Deiniolen, Gwynedd., Nth. Wales, Great 
Britain. 

1975 PERUVIAN EXPEDITION. Spon-
sored by Iowa Mountaineers. Leaving 
July 5 and returning July 26 or August 
2. Basecamp in the Quebrada Ishinka in 
the Cordillera Blanca with nine peaks 
from 17,500 to over 20,000 feet. Those 
interested and qualified can later head 
for Nevado Huascaran, elevation 22,200 
feet. If interested, write: Peruvian Expe-
dition, P.O. Box 163, Iowa City, Iowa 
52240. 
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EQUIPMENT 

We carry river supplies, rafts, fiberglass 
and inflatable kayaks, life jackets, 
waterproof bags, boxes, oars, paddles, 
wet suits, neoprene, adhesives, etc. Send 
for free catalog to NORTHWEST 
RIVER SUPPLIES, P.O. Box 3195(a), 
Moscow, Idaho 83843 (208) 882-2382. 

LIGHTWEIGHT equipment for back-
packing, mountaineering, camping, ca-
noeing. Down sleeping bags, tents, 
boots, food. Complete line of Cross-
country and Touring skis. Free catalog. 
Moor & Mountain, Dept. 19, 63 Park St., 
Andover, Mass. 01810. 

CUSTOM CLIMBING GEAR. Peter 
Carman's Supergators & Watergators 
direct from the inventor's workshop. 
Rucksacs & down gear also available. 
Send for brochure. HIGHLINE, Box 
700, Jackson, Wyoming 83001. 

SKI MOUNTAINEERING 

CANADA'S winter white wilderness. Ski 
touring, snowshoeing, ski & winter 
mountaineering in the Canadian Alps. 
Day, week-long, or extended sessions. 
NORTHERN LIGHTS ALPINE REC-
REATION, Arnor Larson, #399, In-
vermere, B.C., Canada. 

SKI TOUR FROM OUR RANCH. Ex-
plore the high ranges of Western Wyom-
ing in untracked powder. Infinite variety 
in cross-country and ski mountaineering 
terrain. Touring and ranch accomoda-
tions limited to six. Brochure. Game Hill 
Ranch, Bondurant, Wyoming 82922. 

SILVRETTA Owners—FOOTPLATE 
CONVERSION KIT for Silvretta Saas-
Fee. Increase lateral stability—improves 
control. $8.00 postpaid. Free brochure. 
BEARTOOTH MOUNTAINEERING, 
Box 837-S, Bozeman, MT 59715. 

BOOT REPAIR 

MOUNTAIN BOOT AND KLETTER-
SHOE resoling and repair. Two week 
service on mail orders. STARLIGHT & 
STORM, a mountain shop run by climb-
ers. For price list: 3288 So. 13th East, 
Salt Lake City, Utah 84106 or phone 
(801) 466-6714. 

MISCELLANEOUS 

ACCREDITED PRIVATE COLLEGE, 
early admission for selected high school 
students, backpacking, wilderness sur-
vival, skiing, river rafting. Write Colo-
rado Alpine Campus, Steamboat Springs 
Colorado 80477. 

STAGGERINGLY BEAUTIFUL six 
foot, full color, 230 panoramic photo-
graph, "Top of the World:" Mt. Everest 
and surrounding Himalayan peaks ident-
ified, 1st ascents, climbers named. $5.00 
plus 50 cents mailing. SAWTOOTH 
MOUNTAINEERING, 5200 Fairview 
Ave., Boise, Idaho 83704. 

Enter a subscription to 

SUMMIT 

and receive our 

1975 SUMMIT Calendar FREE 



Fabiaric3 
vero cuoico 

( an genuine leatrier 

intermediates 
Style #772 Cervino Vero Cuoio — Intermed-
iate Hiking and Climbing Boot. One piece 
reversed velva cromed tanning cowhide. 
Heavy nylon double stitched full storm-
welt construction. Full leather lining. 
Velco-conture enclosed tongue. 
Double action scree guards and 
hinge. Heavy steel shanks. Re-
cessed self-locking speed 
hooks. Montagna-Block 
soles. 

Fla 

Style #773 Super Cragman Leader. Top 
quality Expedition and Mountaineering 
Boot. Top grain reversed waxed one-
piece hide uppers. Full steel shank. 

YOU CAN BELIEVE IN FABIAN° ... Our boots are fully constructedas advertised. 

send for free hiking and mountaineering boot brochure: 

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



WINTER TRAIL AT TWILIGHT 

Quiet, yes, 
And limitless; 
AS &You'd never started 
And would never leave. 

.t 
111. forest out of time 
Like the sun 
Which has left, 
Yet left its ligh 
Like the light+ 

Clearer than `rkooh 
Making a specti 

.Black 
And White. 

Like these 
You and the fot  
Are suspended, 
Nothing, 
Everything. 

— C. Richter  f 
4i 


