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1976 American Expedition to Annapurna I 
During the spring of 1976, as part of the American 

Revolution Bicentennial activities, 13 Americans, led by 
Steve Johnson of Mill Valley, California, will attempt the 
unclimbed north ridge of Annapurna I, an 8,000-meter 
peak in the Himalaya. 

From a basecamp at 15,000 feet, the expedition will 
follow the original French route to about 18,000 feet on 
the North Annapurna Glacier. From this point the 
climbers will leave known ground to gain the crest of the 
north ridge at approximately 20,500 feet. Three camps are 
planned for the ridge. Summit attempts will begin from 
the high camp at 25,000 feet. 

Annapurna was first climbed in 1950 when a French 
expedition succeeded in placing Maurice Herzog and Louis 
Lachenal on the summit. For nearly twenty years after 
this first ascent, there was no climbing activity on the 
mountain until an unsuccessful climb by a German team in 
1969. This was followed by the successful Annapurna 
South Face Expedition led by Chris Bonnington when Don 
Whillans and Dougal Haston reached the summit on May 
27, 1970. 

The 13-member American Bicentennial Himalayan 
Expedition is a group of friends who have climbed and 

trekked together. Their budget of $50,000 (about of half of 
it is in the bank according to Johnson), is small in com-
parison to past Himalayan expeditons. Most of the money 
will be spent for equipment and transportation to Nepal. 
Oxygen will be used for emergencies only. The expedition 
is sponsored by the American Alpine Club. To help defray 
expenses the expedition members are soliciting donations, 
all which are tax deductible. Donations should be made to 
the American Bicentennial Himalayan Expedition and 
sent directly to the American Alpine Club, 113 E. 90th 
St., New York, N.Y. 10028. 

For inquiries and requests for information, you may 
write to the American Bicentennial Himalayan Expedi-
tion, P.O. Box 26502, San Francisco, California 94126 or 
directly to the leader, Stephen E. Johnson, 377 County-
view Dr., Mill Valley, California 94941. 

Alaskan Parks 
At its December meeting the Board of Directors voted 

to support "in principle" the creation of new national 
parks in Alaska. At present the Conservation and Climb-
ing Areas Committees are considering specific recom-
mendations regarding the individual park proposals which 
are of greatest interest to the climbing community. These 
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are: the proposed additions to Mt. McKinley National 
Park, the proposed Wrangell-St. Elias National Park, the 
proposed Lake Clark National Park, the proposed Katmai 
National Park, the proposed Gates of the Arctic-Brooks 
Range National Park and the proposed Harding Ice Fields 
National Monument. Comments from interested members 
are solicited by the Chairmen of both committees. 

Detailed environmental statements for each proposal 
are available at Park Service and Interior Department 
offices. In addition there are good articles on the propos-
als in the Audubon Magazine for July, 1974, and the 
Sierra Club Bulletin for September, 1974. Two bills were 
introduced by Senator Jackson in the 93rd Congress, S 
2917 on behalf of the Administration, and S 2918 on behalf 
of a conservationist coalition. 

T. C. P. Zimmerman is Chairman of the Conservation 
Committee and John Christian is Chairman of the Climb-
ing Areas Committee. 

Indian Women's Expedition 

The three women on the left are part of a Women's 
Mountaineering Expedition to Makerbeh Peak in the 
Manali Region being sponsored by Cox and Kings and 
Grindlays Bank in Delhi, India. The government of India 
has recently opened several areas in the Himalayan 
Region to foreigners. On the right of the speaker is Mrs. 
Sita K. Chand, wife of the Lt. Governor of Delhi and 
Patron of the Expedition. 

First Woman on Everest 
Mt. Everest has been climbed by a woman for the first 

time when the summit was reached by a member of the 
Japanese Women's Expedition during the last week of 
May. She was accompanied by two Sherpas to the 
summit. A fan of Stephen Foster's music, she reportedly 
hummed "Swanee River" on the descent. 

National Climbing Information Register 
The American Alpine Club has decided not to publish a 

proposed national rock climbing gazeteer after receiving 
input from a number of individuals and groups throughout 
the country representing perhaps 500-700 climbers ex-
pressing widespread concern, and a large majority ex-
pressing opposition to such a publication. 

An alternative has been porposed—that the AAC com-
pile a list of climbing information sources throughout the 
United States such as clubs, associations, climbing equip-
ment stores, parks, rescue groups and individuals that 
could provide the traveling climber with needed informa-
tion on where to climb. Direct contact with local climbers 
will allow a more personal and responsive method of 
information exchange, especially as to changes in land-
owner policies, local customs, ethics and usage. 

The AAC invites individuals, clubs, organizations, retail 
stores that would be willing to act as the local contact 
point for your area to get in touch with: Joan Firey, 1554 

N.E. 95th St., Seattle, Washington 98115; John Christian, 
6502 Ridge Dr., Bethesda, Maryland 20016; American 
Alpine Club, 113 E. 90th St., New York, N.Y. 10028. 

Wife and Daughter of Hillary Killed 
Louise and Belinda Hillary, wife and daughter of Sir 

Edmund Hillary, first to climb Mt. Everest, died in a 
tragic plane crash March 31, 1975. They were returning 
by air to Phaplu in the Solu District where Sir Edmund 
was supervising the building of a new hospital. The air-
craft crashed just north of Kathmandu Airport, about 
three minutes after takeoff. Others who died in the crash 
were the pilot, Peter Shand, A. G. Lama, a Sherpa of 
Paplu, and his American wife Barbara (formerly a Peace 
Corps Volunteer in Nepal). 

Trento Film Festival 
The 23rd International Film Festival took place in the 

Dolomite mountain region of Trento, northern Italy in 
April and May, 1975. Ninety-nine films from twenty-four 
nations on the subjects of alpinism, mountains, explora-
tion and ecology were presented. After a first selection, 
twenty-six were retained for examination by a seven-man 
international jury. Among those selected, two originated 
from the United States, both produced by Dewitt Jones 
("Climb" and "John Muir's High Sierra"). 

The first prize was awarded to a French film, "Mort 
d'un Guide" (Death of a mountain guide). The UIAA 
award went to Japan, with a film about their 1974 expedi-
tion to the Everest South Buttress. 
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Odyssey Peak above 

Photo pass in the Wind River Range, 
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Sketches 
Article and Photos by George Sykes 

July 12, 1971: Big Sandy Opening 
From the worn asphalt of U.S. Highway 187, rolling 

gently through the golden shortgrass plains of pronghorn 
country, the Wind River Mountains sprawl against the 
skyline like the finny back of some forgotten Mesozoic 
reptile. At least they first appeared that way to me—dark 
and with a certain air of magical prehistory—against a 
burning summer sunrise, and at the terminus of a twelve-
hundred-mile-caravan from Berkeley, California. 

These mountains stretch one hundred miles north to 
south along the axis of the Continental Divide, that 
twisting height of land that marks the water parting be-
tween the great river systems of North America. Big 
Sandy Opening is the gateway to the southern Wind 
Rivers, forty dirt road miles from the nearest town, in an 
uncrowded corner of Wyoming where at last census there 
were more horses than people. And yet, in mid-July, the 
twenty-five or thirty cars strung out along the creek be-
tween the stands of aspen, read like a parking lot at 
Disneyland. I counted twenty-four different license plates: 
New Hampshire, Florida, California, Washington and half 
the country in between. Flatlanders, young and old, here 
because they know that real recreation cannot be bought 
in the big and glassy places of this world. 

We are headed for the legendary Cirque of the Towers. 
After six easy break-in miles through cool pine forests 
and the chaotic color of an occasional meadow, the trail 
turns north along the skeleton of an old Indian road. 
Eventually, it makes a lizard-thin traverse above the ice-
girdled, depth-black waters of Shaft Lake, switchbacks up 
over the hard gray cobble of old rockslides, past frozen 
Arrowhead Lake and on to Jackass Pass. 

There is nothing so likely to provide a sense of 
geographic perspective as crossing the backbone of a con-
tinent after a day's walk under a seventy-pound pack. For 
me it is the first time out of Big Sandy Opening and over 
the early season snow at Jackass Pass. 

July 13, 1971: Wolfs Head 
In one enormous crescent stroke of granite the Cirque 

rises in front of us. My memory, map-wise and story- 

schooled, recalls the names of the peaks: War Bonnet with 
its banner of jagged stone feathers; a pair of sentinel 
Warriors; Watchtower, Block Tower and a predatory 
Sharks Nose probing the sea of sky; then the crooked 
finger of Overhanging Tower; and finally, almost 
indiscernible against the background mass of Bollinger 
Peak, the blade-thin east ridge of Wolfs Head. 

The ridge is probably one of the most enjoyable alpine 
climbs in this country. Nearly half a mile of spectacular 
rock and up to seven hundred feet of clean exposure left 
and right. Two days later, driven by mosquitoes from our 
camp at Lonesome Lake, we are punching crisp steps up 
the snow to the base of the ridge. Larry Horton, red 
beard bristling around a mile-wide mountain smile, leads 
off. From here the route looks hard, but Larry handles 
the deceptively gentle a cheval pitch like a circus rider 
with both feet in the saddle. Ken Winkler and Maruka 
Fernandez are climbing their first mountain. Warily, 
Maruka follows Larry while I lead on the second rope, 
pulling Winkler behind. 

Larry is an elegant climber, in exact harmony with his 
vertical environment. His body and mind pursuing the 
deliberate rhythm of long experience. Ken and Maruka 
move in a tight trance of tension, walking the awkward 
tightrope between excitement and will-constricting fear, 
committing themselves to necessary action. 

Pitch after pitch of beautiful and varied climbing fall 
behind us as the mountain slowly offers its weaknesses. 
Layers of civilization peel away. At one point I stand in a 
bouquet of tiny white flowers, wind-borne into solitary 
stone confinement a thousand feet above the other green 
and growing things. 

Midway through the airy crux traverse a wide-eyed 
Winkler pops off, and swings in a startling downward 
pendulum towards the distant snow. After the adrenal 
kick that only a first climbing fall can provide, he comes 
clawing up the life-saving rope like an acrobat. 

On top there is barely enough time for a summit snack, 
as the light is on its way out. The descent is tiring and 

to page 22, please 
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Changabang from the south. 
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Article and Photos by Doug Scott 
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At five o'clock in the afternoon of June 4th, six 
of us sat on a cone of snow high up in the Garhwal 
Himalaya. A cold wind blew wreaths of mist be-
tween us as we grunted monosyllables at each 
other. We had worked hard for a month to reach 
that spot and yet there we were, too numb to com-
municate—dumb shells of our former exuberant 
selves. It was interesting to observe there was no 
backslapping nor handshakes, a reluctance to 
photograph and only a strong feeling towards de-
scending. Yet, we had climbed for eighteen roped 

to page six, please 



Climbing up the East Arete on Changabang. 
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Nanda Devi at sunrise as seen from Changabang. 

CHANGABANG continued 

pitches up and along a beautiful knife-edged snow 
arete, overwhelmed with the setting as much as by 
the fine climbing and the good company we 
shared. Perhaps our feelings on that summit 
strengthen the point that every mountaineer has 
made at some time or other, that all the fun is in 
the getting to the top and not in arriving. It was 
also late in a day that had started fifteen hours 
before with the certain prospect of a few hours 
more before we reached our tents on Changabang 
east face. 

Just as we were about to depart, the mist 
cleared a little to reveal higher ground to the 
south. Balwant felt strongly that we should cut 
along the ridge to the very top, although no tech-
nical problem now remained, and it was no more 
than fifty feet higher. The rest of us were indiffer- 
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ent but we drew straws and Dougal and myself set 
off on this token gesture. The others would have 
come, too, but for the fact that six of us would 
have been a cumbersome number in descent and 
we really did want to be off the arete before dark. 
While the others abseiled back down, we tramped 
along to a notch in the ridge and crossed over solid 
blocks of white, rough granite. That was the only 
time we had touched rock on our actual climb up 
Changabang. After one more rope length, we were 
walking together to the top of a snow cone not 
much different from the other. We could see 
Martin hurtling down the ridge, followed by Tashi 
and Balwant while Chris was in the rear taking 
photographs. 

The mist blew away and we could see Rishikot 
which Dougal and Chris had nearly climbed by the 

to page eight, please 



Children from the village of Lata. Merchants cashing in on the pilgrim trade to Badrinath Temple. 

A girl from Lata. A local Garhwali in action. 
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Nanda Devi above Shiptons Col as seen from Bagini Peak. 

CHANGABANG continued 

impressive ice face on the west side. More than 
2000 feet below us to the west, we looked down on 
Bagini Peak which Martin and I had climbed by 
the relatively easy south ridge. Dropping away 
from our feet towards Bagini Peak was a huge, 
slightly convex, 6000 to 7000 feet of very steep 
rock face, partly covered in hard green ice right 
down to the Bagini Glacier. The ridge we had fol-
lowed to our present position continued down in a 
series of great steps towards "Shiptons Col." 

Martin and myself had reached the col after a 
two-day effort by climbing up a steep snow peak 
further south. We had then traversed a mile-long 
serrated ridge back north to the col. We left over 
one thousand feet of ropes fixed down to the 
Rhamani Glacier for future crossings. We had, in 
fact, all crossed over this col four days before and 
now turned back along our tracks to start the  

return journey to base camp on the Rhamani 
Glacier via Shiptons Col. We caught up with the 
others near the bottom of the arete and reached 
the col between Changabang and Kalanka in pitch 
darkness. We walked easily over a snow dome and 
abseiled down a short step. There was now only 
one obstacle before camp, a fifty degree ice slope 
undercut at its base, which Chris had led in fine 
style at about two o'clock that morning. From the 
undercut we slithered down dry powder snow to 
the tents, pulled off our frozen double boots and 
slipped gratefully into bed. For an hour we had no 
energy left from our twenty-hour day to shovel 
snow into pans and onto stoves for a brew. 

Gradually, however, we warmed to the task and 
saturated our dehydrated bodies before retiring, 
each with his own memories of the day on the 
arete. Already bad memories of the unstable snow 
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lying on a cockscomb of friable ice were receding, 
but views into mysterious Tibet stood out sharply 
in the mind's eye—strangely a patchwork of fields 
covering the plateaus, Kamet and Kailas dominat-
ing the high mountain ranges all lit up by a 
distant light shining beyond the gray skies that 
hung over the Garhwal. We drifted off at 20,000 
feet into a fitful sleep. 

The next morning it was snowing as we packed 
up the tents and set off down the slopes and ice 
cliffs. Chris shot some cine film of Balwant as all 
this section had been climbed at night by moon-
light. There was one long abseil down a vertical 
wall which Dougal had led two days before at one 
in the morning. Then we made our tracks down 
easier slopes, crossing fresh avalanche debris 
before reaching the Changabang Glacier Camp 
(14,000 feet) for afternoon tea. We slept in till dusk 
and then with the soft wet snow marginally 
harder, Dougal and myself broke trail up to Ship-
tons Col with the others following on behind. We 
descended the fixed ropes in the dark after clearing 
them of ice, and one by one plodded across the 
two-mile-wide Rhamani Glacier to our advance 
basecamp (14,000 feet) and collapsed into our tents 
after five days' absence. 

Next morning, we walked down the moraine to 
basecamp where we ate fried fresh eggs and drank 
gallons of fruit juice and tea. Devinder, our ami-
able Sikh doctor, Kumar who missed the climb 
because of an accident to his shoulder, and Uj agar 
who had been plagued with stomach troubles, all 
shared our pleasure at having climbed Changa-
bang, as well they might. They had contributed 
to it in no small way by urging along the unwilling 
local porters, some of them right up to the snow 
line. 

At basecamp there was time to look around this 
perfect mountain area. Now that we had a better 
idea of the scale, we were better placed to consider 
future objectives. Kalanka via the western arete at 
22,741 feet would be a similar climb to the eastern 
arete of Changabang. It tempted us greatly; but 
as so often happens, our ambitions evaporated 
once the main objective had been reached. We had 
originally worked out routes on the west face of 
Changabang and up the interesting ridges and 
buttresses of the south side, i.e., from the region of 
Shiptons Col, but in June all the cracks were full 
of ice and many of the slabs, too, were plastered 

to page 34, please Climbing along Changabang's eastern arete. 
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There is a range of mountains in Japan so popu-
lar that even the most casual visitor with moun-
tains on his mind will surely seek them. Before he 
has given up the search for maps in English he will 
have memorized the five characters which spell 
"North Alps." These magic symbols led me on 
three occasions to penetrate the steep and verdant 
hills of central Honshu so, naturally, I was 
anxious to lead a Mountain Travel trip there. My 
chance came in September, 1974 when our small 
group set out to walk across the North Alps. 

In spite of my enthusiasm for all things 
Japanese and their mountains in particular, I wor-
ried a little that paying passengers might feel that 
a range without glaciers and named after the Alps 
could be over-advertised. The Reverend Walter 
Weston gave universal currency to this title when 
he wrote his Mountaineering and Exploration in 
the Japan Alps in 1896. No doubt he used the term 
"Alps" in the sense of superlative scenery and 
meant no precise comparison with ice falls, cow 
pastures, or Matterhorns. Though the June south-
east monsoon rips off almost all the heavy snows 
of winter, leaving no glaciers among the misty 
cliffs and green jungly steeps, the mountains have 
their own peculiar charm. 

Even JTP (Japan Travel Bureau) was worried 
• TSUBAKARA 2673'  

by this new idea,. They had never heard of a 
foreign group walking from valley to valley right 
across the range. What would we eat? Can Ameri-
cans eat Japanese food? I worried that my 
baby-talk Japanese might not be adequate in 
emergency and pleaded for a student interpreter. 
With a flurry of letters back and forth across the 
Pacific the hotels were booked and schedules set 
up, and the trip was at last on paper. In due 
course, I stood in the immense confusion of 
Haneda Airport, Tokyo, promising my little band 
that mountains were somewhere out there. 

The trip was set up for half our time in Japan to 
be spent walking in the mountains and the other 
half in general touring of the famous sights, so we 
had some familiarity with subways and sake and 
shrines and beanpaste and besoboru and bathing 
before tackling the steep forested base of our first 
Japanese mountain. Waking at dawn in the 
Ariakasanso, our roadhead hotel, the sound of 
liquid stole in my sleepy ears. Surely it was a de-
fect in the plumbing. Poking my head out the 
window I convinced myself that it was only last 
night's rain dripping from the eaves. It was hard 
to carry out this self-delusion in the garden, how-
ever. I was faced with the worry that my people 
might frown at walking in such a downpour. 

NAKABUSA 
ONSEN 

trip 7° 
NORTH ALPS 

YARI 3180' 

MOUNTAIN WALKING 
OTENSHO 2811' 

IN JAPAN JONEN 2857' 

KITAHO 3100' 

OKUHO 3140' 

MAEHO 3090' 

NISHIHO 2909' 

Article and Photos by Smoke Blanchard 

To 
JAKAO 
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They didn't frown. It was the first day, and all 
was new, and surely it wouldn't rain all day. It 
did. It poured on umbrellas, streaked down our 
slickers and gushed into our boot tops all the way 
up the steep hill. It rained on every precipitous 
switchback, splashing on the soggy ground and 
skidding off the slippery wooden steps which 
helped us ooze up some extra steep trail. Rain shot 
from the water spouts of the small half-open-air 
hut where we hung our steaming clothes and 
sloshed into hot noodles. There was a short lull as 
we reached the ridge top, and this enticed some of 
us into climbing the fogbound granite top of 
Tsubakaro Peak. We were now above timberline 
and no doubt would have enjoyed a great view 
from the pinnacled peak had not the rain and wind 
blasted us again. That evening we spent in the 
hotel-like quarters of a large hut listening to the 
wind hurling solid chunks of rain against the stone 
walls. 

After early breakfast a few parties braved the 
storm so we staggered out after them. Our course 
now lay along a narrow ridge above timberline. 
The trail was not too difficult but sometimes gave 
us pause when a steep section resorted to steel 
ladders which disappeared into the swirling mists 
above. Fortunately the fog, and rain, and poncho 
swirling wind all came at once and obscured what 
awful depths might have been below. Once we 
caught a ten-second glance to valley fields many 
thousands of feet beneath, but mostly it just 
rained. In the respite gained when eating hot 
lunches of rice around a stove festooned with our 
gloves and caps in a wayside hut, we fell to argu-
ing about whether we were in a monsoon. Our 
interpreter finally found the English to inform us 
that we were not at the moment in the typhoon 
which the weather reports warned us was near, but 
"under the influence of the typhoon." Apparently 
it just missed us, for which I give thanks to what-
ever Kami is involved. 

It did not rain every step of the way. We wore 
shorts while ascending Maeho, Okuho, Kitaho and 
Nishiho Peaks. This means fair weather, or at least 
weather mild enough for bare legs. Yari? This 
famous peak is mentioned in all the literature and 
pictured on souvenirs, modeled in clay, woven in 
tapestry, printed on napkins, stenciled on T-shirts. 
Its name means spear and it is sometimes called 
the Matterhorn even though far less grand than its 
famous namesake. Susan (who just happens to be  

looking over my shoulder at the moment), 
exclaims: "Quit apologizing, I was scared, and the 
final knife-edge where the fixed chains stop just 
below the summit—wow! One would be just as 
dead..." We climbed it, but not in shorts-wearing 
weather. This one we climbed in wet and drizzling 
mist just above the freezing point. It was the only 
one of the nine which gave us such a cool and 
damp reception. 

So much for the glory of gaining a rock peak 
only a little above timberline whose solid crystal-
line stone faces and ridges have little round white 
painted spots for guidance, and Kanji characters 
which read:`Winter Road" or "The Mountains are 
beautiful, leave garbage here." We got there, and 
we did have some of the emotions of all mountain-
eers of history. We crossed the range happily ac-
companied by clouds. 

There is much more to the Japanese Alps than 
the actual peaks. We stayed in huts polished and 
shining like palaces. Twice we had hot-spring 
baths in the mountains; one, I will never forget, 
featured a plate glass window looking out into the 
garden. By sliding around to the corner of the 
ample pool you could look through the window and 
in another window and right into the lobby. We 
strolled through dense but civilized forest. 
Civilized? Yes, a hotel appeared every few hours, 
complete with telephone, telegraph, TV, hot 
canned coffee, whisky by the drink from a slot 
machine, and other like amenities. In spite of all 
this the steep side hills are inaccessible to trails, 
and in 1966 I saw a wild bear. We walked along 
foaming rivers and up and down steep forest trails 
of tangled roots and barren rocks and once, near 
the end of the trip, came upon an active volcano. 
We would have investigated the puffs of white 
steam at close range had not our interpreter read 
us the warning signs. 

All good things end. We came one day down the 
steep leafy trail to jar our feet on concrete in the 
valley across the Japan Alps. 

The Japan Travel Bureau had laid out a final 
treat for us. We were quartered in an old farm-
house for this last night before boarding a wheeled 
transport. But what a farmhouse it was. A two-
hundred-year-old dwelling had been preserved as a 
museum of art, a fitting scene for a great meal of 
Japanese cuisine served in almost Roman opu-
lence. Our bath was a natural outdoor pool with 
both cold and hot springs to temper the water to 
the exact degree. We sat all in a row in this tree- 

to page 13, please 
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This photo shows most of our route, or at least half of it, over the part called "Ginza Course" because of its popularity. 

"The Gendarme" of Okuhodakadake. 



Nishiho and Okuho Peaks from near the Nishiho hut. 

shrouded pond enjoying a light mist in our faces 
as we dreamed of the mountain pleasures behind. 

The next day we boarded a bus for another few 
days of sightseeing by train and limousine, but in  

spite of world famous temples and elegant palaces 
part of our minds and hearts will always remain in 
the steep, green cloud-filled peaks of the Japan 
Alps. 
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eiimoing on aaffin c7itano: 

orlie orortli cZioge of Zrik dirountain' 

Article and Photos by Curt Saville 

Traveling along the remote and precipitous 
coast of northern Baffin Island in a forty-foot 
"Peterhead Schooner" chartered in Pond Inlet, our 
North Baffin-Bylot Expedition searched for 
archeological ruins to study and unexplored moun-
tains to climb. Entering fiord-like Erik Harbor, we 
were impressed by the steep cliffs that rise from 
the sea to tower hundreds of feet above. It is a 
desolate place where the wind blows directly in 
from Baffin Bay and from the other direction down 
off a huge glacier that flows into the water at the 
head of the harbor. 

Up the glacier and farther inland were several 
good looking peaks that had never before been at-
tempted. Our expedition spent two weeks climbing 
and exploring in this area in August, 1974. 
Though the mountains in this area of Baffin Island 
aren't always as spectacular or as technically chal-
lenging as some of the mountains farther south, 
there are still some fine climbs. 

The main peak in this group of 5000-foot moun-
tains was recognizable from many miles around by 
its unusual north ridge with many rock spires. We 
came to refer to this unnamed peak in an informal 
way as "Erik Mountain," after the harbor. 

In order to get to Erik Mountain and the other 
peaks in this area from our base camp on a beach 

to page 16, please 
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John poses with flags on the overhanging at the summit. Bylot Island can be seen in the far distance. 

Zodiac boats enabled us to land at points from which we could travel inland. 



Climbing on Baffin Island continued 

near the huge glacier, our eight-person expedition 
traveled up the windswept waters of the harbor in 
12- and 13-foot Zodiac Skipper and Mark II boats 
powered by 15 h.p. Evinrude engines. Our climb-
ing boots would not have been adequate for this 
part of the journey, since our feet were constantly 
exposed to icy water. Therefore, we used the new 
type of insulated Uniroyal boots for this part of 
the trip. At the edge of the huge glacier, we left 
the boats and began the trek up the glacier to 
establish a high camp from which we could climb 
some of the peaks. 

High camp was established on a moraine. From 
here, after a period of bad weather, climbing began 
on an around-the-clock basis, taking advantage of 
the 24-hour arctic daylight at this latitude in 
August. One party would set off in the morning 
while the others rested. Then, after dinner, another 
party would set out and climb all night. If it were 
possible to keep up this kind of schedule for an 
entire expedition, only half as many tents would 
be needed. In bad weather our Olin tents and down 
clothing were wonderful in spite of the relatively 
warm temperatures, because of the dampness. It 
rarely went below 20°F. during the expedition. 

Returning from the first ascent of Erik Moun-
tain via an ice and snow route from the big snow 
basin east of the peak, expedition leader Dr. 
George Van B. Cochran spoke highly of what he 
had seen of the north ridge. John Barraco and I 
were interested in climbing the ridge. On a climb 
of a peak across the glacier from Erik Mountain, 
we had been able to get several different views of 
the north ridge. 

As we sat in our kitchen area beside a large 
boulder at high camp, we discussed last minute 
preparations for the climb. Van's wife, Bobbie, 
packed us a delicious lunch for the climb. Since 
this was to be another one of our night climbs, this 
meal was actually an elaborate midnight snack. 
The bonus of this extra meal, and the more stable 
ice conditions, are two of the advantages of night 
climbing on Baffin Island. Soon, everything we 
needed for the climb was packed in two summit 
packs. We descended the loose boulder pile of the 
moraine and, waving goodbye to the others, began 
climbing up the glacier. 

We had to get to a rocky pass beyond this first 
glacier, then descend to another glacier across 
which lay Erik Mountain. As we approached the  

pass, we saw something we had occasionally seen 
before on glaciers in this region, a dead, partially 
freeze-dried lemming. We wondered if, lost in this 
region without food, one could survive on 
freeze-dried lemming stew? 

From the rocky pass, we had a great view of 
Erik Mountain's north ridge, Eager to get on Erik 
Mountain itself, we descended from the / ocky 
pass, down over huge boulders to the intervening 
glacier. 

We found glaciers in this region were usually 
bare and free of snow up to an altitude of nearly 
5000 feet. There were also few crevasses. The main 
problem and danger in traveling on them was the 
presence of streams, some of which were too wide 
and deep to cross in places. Some of them were 
powerful, surging troughs of water, capable of 
taking a person out to sea. As a precaution, we set 
up belays when crossing the dangerous moulins. 
The presence of fresh water to drink, however, was 
a real luxury. 

At the base of Erik Mountain, we decided to 
stay on ice and snow as long as possible. The rock 
ridge leading up to the main ridge looked eroded, 
while the small glacier beside it offered a firm, 
direct route. The ice became more hard and steeper 
as we climbed up the glacier, which became very 
narrow as we approached the northern most rock 
spires on the north ridge. Front pointing our way 
with crampons up the steepest sections of solid ice 
was one of the most enjoyable parts of the climb. 

When we reached the base of the first rock 
spires, we climbed around to get a look at the 
route ahead. The rock was so crumbled in places 
that placing safe pitons or nuts was difficult. Our 
examination of the ridge before us showed that we 
would probably be able to climb around some of 
the spires of loose rock, but others would have to 
be climbed over. 

Actually, as we worked our way along the ridge, 
we found that it was as well to be as near the top 
of the spires as possible to avoid being hit by fall-
ing rocks. We moved together, the doubled 
150-foot rope strung out between us. Zig-zagging 
back and forth along the ridge, we frequently took 
advantage of natural belays. A couple of times we 
stopped to set up belays where the route went over 
particularly loose sections of rock. At last, we 
came to the last and largest of the rock spires. The 
rock looked best around the east side of this spire. 
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At the first spire, we see the main part of the north ridge that separates us from the summit. 

We traversed around and climbed onto the solid 
snow knife-edge that led up to the summit. 

We found on the summit the cairn built by Van 
and the others when they had climbed the peak a 
couple of days before by the other route. Not 
knowing when the peak might be climbed again, 
we took time to build up the cairn in the hope that 
it will last longer. In the base of the cairn is our 
note to future climbers. 

At the summit of Erik Mountain is a boulder 
that overhangs the west face, like a springboard. 
We photographed the boulder and the neighboring 
peaks and surrounding mountain ranges. As far as 
we could see stretched a great wilderness. We ate 
our midnight snack, which turned out to be quite 
fine. In fact, we ended up spending over an hour 
on the summit. 

For our descent, we followed the route the 
others had taken, down an ice and snow ridge to 
the huge snow basin east of the peak. At the con-
vergence of the two routes, we took a rest before 
climbing up over the boulders to the rocky pass. 
Then we could look down the glacier to the 
moraine where our friends slept in the tents at 
high camp. Farther down the glacier, a bank of 
clouds obscured our basecamp site, as well as the 
coastline and sea. 

We looked back at Erik Mountain for the last 
time from the unique vantage point of the rocky 
pass. We remembered the view from the summit of 
range upon range of wild mountains. Hopefully, 
people will leave this area in its natural state, so 
that in the future, minds will be inspired by the 
reality of this vast wilderness. D 
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The lower slopes 

support a cover of rabbit brush, spiny 

hopsage, and other typical desert 

scrub plants. 

BELOW: Rest stop. 
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Article and Photos by Thomas Bowen 

White Mountain Peak (14,242 feet), near 
Bishop, California, can easily be reached in sum-
mer by driving from Westgard Pass through the 
Bristlecone pine forest to Barcroft Laboratory, and 
then walking up the jeep road to the summit. 
However, the summit can also be reached by sev-
eral other routes that offer the prospect of more 
rewarding, if considerably longer, ascents. One 
such alternative is the 9000-foot west ridge which 
leads directly from the floor of Owens Valley to the 
summit in an almost continuous sweep. This route 
is especially attractive in early winter when snow 
is available for water but is not yet so deep as to 
make progress difficult. 

The lower portion of the ridge is split into two 
distinct branches by Jeffrey Mine Canyon, and one 
may begin the ascent on either side. On the 
southern branch at about 9000 feet is a convenient 
place to camp at the base of a steep and unstable 
talus slope, the only genuinely disagreeable section 
of the route. It is likely that suitable campsites 
can be found somewhat higher on the north 
branch. Beyond the point where the two branches 
converge (about 11,600 feet), the ridge becomes in-
creasingly broken and punctuated by steep out-
crops, culminating in a short vertical notch at 
14,000 feet. 

Although the west ridge offers no technical 
problems, its very length is impressive and its 
ascent is surprisingly strenuous. However, it also 
presents a superb vista of Owens Valley and the 
Sierra Nevada, and on a clear day the panorama 
from the summit is magnificent. The view alone 
makes this a worthwhile trip. 
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White Mountain Peak from Owens Valley, January 1975. The summit lies hidden in this view. 

The summit from 13,200 feet. 



i i I ] Llifl] ._L 
Photos by Warren Hamilton, U.S. Geological Survey 

The excellent photographs of the Cathedral Spires in the southwest Alaska 

Range were taken by Warren Hamilton while on a USGS assignment. The 

location is an unamed glacier, six miles south of Shellabarger Pass. the 

spires have summit altitudes near 7400 feet, and rise about 2000 feet above 

the ice. 
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Boulder and water grasses, near Fire Lakes. 

WIND RIVER SKETCHES from page three 

tedious, turning us into an ugly black gully for three 
rappels, and depositing us in the dark on a frighteningly 
steep tongue of snow. Maruka is in tears. Comforting her 
with an ice axe belay that wouldn't hold a snowball, I 
watch as she kicks steps downward into the night. By the 
light of the stars we feel our way down the grotesquely 
shadowed boulder fields. It is chill midnight when we 
return to camp and dinner beside a huge roaring fire. 

August 2, 1971: North Fork Popo Agie River 
Mountain men trapped and hunted along the Popo Agie 

as early as the 1820's. Folk heroes like Jim Bridger, for 
whom the present day wilderness area is named, and a 
host of wild and nameless others. Dressed in greasy buck-
skins with soft-stepping, smoke-tanned moccasins on their 
feet, they were often as gaily feathered as the Indians 
with whom they traded, fought and sometimes married. 
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My imagination fired by A. B. Guthrie's beautiful moun-
tain narrative "The Big Sky," I set out one cool August 
morning in the ghostly company of Boone Caudill and Jim 
Deakins, gorged on raw buffalo steak and with a pelt-rich 
eye towards the Rendezvous at Clarks Fork. In the thick 
brush just east of Lonesome Lake I jump a young mule 
deer buck. Instead of the Hawken rifle, I whip a light 
Beaulieu movie camera to my shoulder, swinging it in pur-
suit as the deer zig-zags toward the cover of a nearby 
forest. 

In truth, the Popo Agie is little different now than it 
was in Boone Caudill's day. Everywhere along the river 
this morning there are bright rings of feeding trout. A 
marten darts across the trail in front of me. Two miles 
downstream I cross the water on beaver dams, admiring 
the tightly knit engineering of the aspen saplings. I am 
now under the great north face of the Monolith, an im-
mense breadth of granite, slant-split by the seam of a con-
tinuous two thousand-foot crack system, scene of a diffi-
cult two-day ascent in 1963. 

Around the fantail of gray scree at the base of the 
mountain is a necklace of tiny meadows, veined with the 
short-lived snowmelt streams of the alpine spring. Every-
where on the lush green canvas of the grass, in a seem-
ingly endless variety of colors, are the bright brush-
strokes of wildflowers: rosecrown, yellow arnicas, moun-
tain bluebell, Indian Paintbrush, Elephant Head and 
Grass-of-Parnassus. Using the close-up lens on my 
Beaulieu, I frame the play of light and wind upon their 
petals, capture the humming, day-long lives of insects, the 
dancing clarity of the water. Here is a minute but per-
fectly cyclical mirror of the larger wilderness of surround-
ing mountains and forests. Moving about on my hands and 
knees exploring the microcosm of several square yards of 
meadow, I gradually understand that for the patient ob-
server, here, too, is adventure, as intense and unqualified 
as that of the mountain man or modern day climber. 

Hours later I am awakened from my cramped trance by 
a keen hunger. I lunch on Triscuits, Greek cheese, hard 
salami and a bottle of Wyler's pink Lemonade. By now the 
sun has dropped into late afternoon. The knee-deep river 
is a cold shock on the recrossing. Shadowy trout skitter 
for cover between my astonishingly white legs. Upstream 
I can see the Cirque flattened like a tall city against the 
sky. 

Picking up the trail to Lonesome Lake on the other side 
I start slowly back to camp. In a few minutes I am nearly  

run over by a tall elderly man in a weatherbeaten felt hat 
and carrying a six-foot sapling staff—Finis Mitchell, 
Wyoming's legendary solo climber and backpacker. Now 
in his seventies, Mitchell has undoubtedly covered more 
miles and taken more photographs in the Wind Rivers 
than any man alive. Nearly everyone who has left his car 
for any length of time at Big Sandy Opening has returned 
to find a miniature Finis Mitchell postcard, the sale of 
which help provide his living, tucked between windshield 
and wiper blades. My tent is pitched under the mountain 
that bears his name. 

Mitchell is a living enyclopedia of knowledge concerning 
the Range. Walking at a pace that soon has me breathless, 
his uncaring gray-stubbled face speckled with mosquitoes, 
he keeps up a running monologue of historical, geological 
and botanical information on the Winds. It is almost dark 
when we arrive at my campsite. After a brief visit and 
coffee by the fire, he starts up the long grind to Jackass 
Pass, seeking a camp near the base of War Bonnet Peak. 
He will climb it tomorrow, perhaps for the last time. 

August 4, 1971: Bivouac on Bollinger Peak 
The northeast ridge of Bollinger Peak is a series of 

gently angled overlapping slabs, by way of which the 
summit is just a quick hour from New York Pass. It was 
up these slabs that Karl Bollinger, the Chicago mountain-
eer for whom the peak was named, made his last success-
ful climb on August 11, 1953. The following day he 
dropped off the north ridge of War Bonnet, falling the 
entire length of the northwest face to cold death in a 
couloir below. 

Running these thoughts through my mind, I am kicking 
steps up the last remnant of grimy snow to New York 
Pass where three friends are waiting. It is already eight 
p.m. Carrying only a minimum of bivouac gear and food 
enough for supper, we hurry ahead of our now monstrous 
shadows up the ridge to the top. It is spacious and 
reasonably flat: a boulder-strewn, open air living room 
12,200 feet high from which to watch the awesome 
spectacle of color that is stirring on all sides. The sun 
settles into the flat west, casting hot orange tracers into 
the lemon and violet pastels of the sky. Just visible in the 
east, an ogre's eye of full moon rises huge and red above 
the black bulk of Lizard Head. 

For a few powerful minutes we are contained in an age-
less rhythm of transition. It is an intensely poetic 
moment, belonging to both night and day, and we seem on 
our moutaintop to stand at the point of balance—on the hi- 
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Climber silhouetted on Wolfs Head. 
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Middle Fork Lake and Mount Bonneville Cirque. 

WIND RIVER SKETCHES continued 

secting line between the interlocking, teardrop symbols of 
a yin-yang whole. Then softly the sky darkens and it is 
over. The world belongs to the whitening moon. 

Soon the tiny Svea is hissing under a bubbling tuna cas-
serole. Hunger reads like a family trait on the intent faces 
around the stove. Dinner leaves just enough room for hot 
orange drink and big yawnfuls of cold mountain air. Shak-
ing out the rumpled fistfuls of my down bag, I poke about  

in the summit debris for a suitable bivy hole, finding an 
exhilarating spot not far from the lip of the southwest 
face. There is a mind-boggling view that includes the faint 
twinkle of Rock Springs one hundred miles to the south, 
and there are sputniks up there amongst the stars. Other-
wise, it's wild enough. In the northern distance, above 
Mount Bonneville and her sister summits, the sky is hot 
with white electric veins of lightning. Thunder comes 
exploding down the range. In hopes that I am safe from 
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WIND RIVER SKETCHES continued 
any sort of midnight sizzling, I roll over on my granite bed 
and curl into a moonlit sleep. 

August 21, 1972: Fire Lakes 
Another summer. The crusty mud of the North Fork 

Trail is crowded with the big pincher-like prints of moose 
and Claire stops to marvel. This is our first day out from 
the roadhead at Boulder Creek Ranch. A pair of pot-
plump blue grouse are squabbling just a stone's throw 
away in the trees—poaching close, you might say. A little 
indignant at this sort of wasteful thinking, I buckle down 
to the climb up to Vera Lake. Three miles later we un-
harness packs from our bruised shoulders, and sprawl out 
under the douglas fir cones until the sweat begins to chill 
on our backs. Lunch brings a bold delegation of robber 
gray jays down in our laps. Along the north end of the 
lake a pack train comes clip-clopping up the cobble, led by 
a genuine Wyoming buckaroo with a drooping moustache, 
tight leather chaps and a long-barreled Ruger Blackhawk 
riding low on his hip. Behind come the dudes, the easy 
riders, city-fat and sweatless but obviously having a fine 
time anyway. Claire and I feel a little self-righteous about 
doing it the hard way. 

Fire Lakes are another few miles under the gray 
canopy of an approaching storm. They are a picturesque 
succession of deep pools, jewelled with tiny granite 
islands and great floating ornaments of lily pads. The 
storm, perhaps sympathetic, begins with a slow warning 
drizzle, and we have just enough time to stake out the 
tent. Inside it is cramped and muggy. We wait out the 
drumming monotony of the rain, fire up the stove and put 
some water on for tea. 

By late afternoon the storm has subsided, and the dark 
armada of thunderheads is racing away south in front of a 
bugless, tree-whistling wind. The opening sky is a blue 
crystal. We shuck the blistering confines of our mountain 
boots, then the rest of our clothing, dig our sausage-thick, 
swollen, white toes into the ripe wetness of ground decay. 
This is it. This is why we come. Coddled by ultra-light this 
and freeze-dried that, it is still possible to earn a few 
honest miles per hour up here, give us a little room to 
breathe, and enjoy soul-satisfying reality once in awhile. 

Long shafts of sunlight come arrowing in to glitter on 
the wind-rippled lake. I count a dozen slim brookies in a 
gentle-finned suspension among the yellow bottom grass-
es near the shore. Boulder-hopping toward the far side, I 
discover that a good pair of bare feet work almost as well 
as Vibrams on the coarse granite. 

August 26, 1973: Middle Fork Lake 
Middle Fork is a big lake for the high country. Gun 

barrel blue acres that butt broad-shouldered up against 
the western slant of the Continental Divide, and then 
finger down into the angry white rush of Boulder Creek. 
California gulls spend their slow wheeling summers here, 
returning to the coast just ahead of the tortuous winter 
storms. To the south are the graceful cathedrals of 
Dragon Head, Pronghorn, Mt. Bonneville and Mont St. 
Michael; northward, the bright stepping stones of smaller 
lakes climbing up to Photo Pass. 

Since our arrival we have seen only one other man, a 
leather-faced Basque shepherd. These mountain men of 
the Spanish Pyrenees, contracted to the big American 
ranchers, have run sheep through the Winds for years, 
and in some areas their herds can do an enormous season-
al damage. The Middle Fork Basin is such large country, 
however, that although the bleating of this herd rides in 
on the right wind, we have never seen the twelve 
hundred head of sheep. 

There is an astral loneliness about this place, an air of 
remote endurance too cold for contemplation. It brings to 
a man's awareness the humming of his own bloodstream, 
a startling sense of his own animation. By day we toil up 
to the surrounding passes, peering over the rim of the 
Divide onto blue glacial ice beyond. The ferocity of the 
wind can almost hold a man's weight. We climb unroped 
on the moderate cliffs around our camp. At night we read 
the brilliant dome of story-telling stars. 

On the last day we are tentbound in the lash of a violent 
rainstorm. By nightfall it has turned into snow. Our 
bodies' unused energy swells like a fit inside us. We are 
unable to sleep. In the dancing light of the candle lantern 
we read aloud to each other from the last chapters of "The 
Lord of the Rings." Down the battle plains of our imagi-
nation the Rohirrim ride; the Black Gate opens beneath 
the Mountains of Shadow. 

Well after midnight I unzip my way out into the weath-
er. Outside in the Tolkien-like world the real mountains 
are lost in a frozen swirl. I wonder about the gulls, hud-
dled out there on the howling lake under their white 
ocean wings. And, I wonder about myself, too. . . three 
summers and thirty-four backcountry days in these moun-
tains. Perhaps this time we will be returning to California 
together, the gulls and I. They following their deeper 
instinctual pattern across the centuries, and I, the hopeful 
thought lines of my own brief will. 0 
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NEW BOOKS... 

Downward Bound: A Mad! Guide to Rock Climbing by 
Warren Harding with illustrations by Beryl Knauth. 
Prentice-Hall, Inc., Englewood Cliffs, New Jersey. 

The title prejudiced me in Downward Bound's favor. 
Any book that makes fun of Outward Bound can't be all 
bad. In fact, the great virtue of Warren Harding's book is 
that it does laugh at attitudes and institutions that need 
deflating. For instance, Harding mentions that nuts do not 
damage the rock and then he says that this "forms the 
basis of the exciting new ethic of 'clean climbing' (doing 
`all-nut routes') and the grand feelings of purity and self-
righteousness that go with it!" It is clear that he would 
not object to climbers having those "grand feelings" if 
they would keep their self-righteousness to themselves. 

One of the most interesting sections of Downward 
Bound is the description of "The Big Motha Climb," the 
Wall of the Early Morning Light. This is one of the best 
accounts of a big climb that I have read, and yet I was 
never hit over the head with the really remarkable feat of 
this twenty-seven-day climb. Harding goes out of his way 
to avoid the heroic tone often found in big wall stories. At 
one point, the middle-aged Harding thinks he hears his 
mother "bellowing up through a bull horn: 'Come down, 
you ol' fool, and act your age!" 

JACK5011 HOLE MOUnTAM GUIDES 
TETON VILLAGE, WYOMING 83025 

Even the descriptions of the conflicts between Harding 
and other climbers- (Dean Caldwell, in particular) are 
handled with good humor. Royal Robbins is the too righ-
teous heavy of the book, the man who started out to 
"erase" Harding's and Caldwell's route on the Dawn Wall, 
but he is praised in several places by Harding. Dean Cald-
well is also treated with reasonable respect even though 
he decided that a verbal agreement with Harding about 
slides was inoperative (Nixonian words seem right). Cald-
well decided that Harding should not receive a set of 
slides from the Wall of Early Morning Light since that 
would make for competition on the slide show circuit. 
Harding says, "There was not enough room in this wide 
world for the two of us—as if the world were going to long 
remember two minute creatures who had inched their 
way up a rock wall, much like bugs in a toilet bowl, some 
time in the year 1970!" I admire Harding for taking 
neither himself nor his opponents too seriously. 

To appreciate the last major section of the book, "The 
Glossary of Climbers According to the Zone System," a 
reader probably needs to know at least several of the 
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isn't it, that a tool born of piton parents is now the har-
binger of clean climbing. The DOLT NUTCRACKER has 
been hand-forged from the original patented DO LT piton 
blanks. The famous STAR DOLT chrome-nickel steel blade 
has been drawn out to thin lengths of 6 to 7 inches. The 
NUTCRACKER is a tool for both placing and removing 
chocks. The NUTCRACKER can clean sand and rock from 
cracks as thin as 1/64th of an inch allowing one to slot 
wired stoppers in places you'd never guess they would go. 
You can reach chocks in tight places and fish them out. 

When a nut has been set too tightly either end of the 
NUTCRACKER can be used as a non-hammer to tap the 
chock loose. The NUTCRACKER itself can be slotted as a 
chock — especially in down-cracks at the back of ledges 
and shelves where chock placement is usually difficult. 
The blade can be custom notched near the tip to facilitate 
extraction of nuts requiring fixed orientation for removal. 

DOLT, the first American manufacturer of aluminum and 
magnesium chocks, now makes available the ultimate 
chock tool — the superb versatile . . . 

DOLT SA.50 
NUTCRACKER -*" 

mourn- Ain 
EQUIPMErIT 

Dealer inquiries invited. 

at your local mountain shop. 

The Dolt Company • 11920 W. Olympic Blvd. • Los Angeles • CA 90064 
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do you own a pair of 

model 2080 
SUNRISE 

stitchdown construction—both Durable & Functional 
Vibram® sole—has Long Wearing qualities 

steel shank—helps provide Arch Support 
leather mid-sole — for Lasting Durability 

padded leather lining—allows ultimate Comfort 
Reverse Tan Cowhide Upper 

Available in the sporting goods departments of many large 
JCPenney Stores and other fine sporting goods outlets. 

"Superpacker" and PolarGuard® 
On land or on water, "Superpacker" feels 

right at home when he has PolarGuard 
along. 

Alpine Designs alternative to down, 
Fortrel® PolarGuard, is especially suited for 
use around water. It dries faster than down 
and doesn't mat when wet. PolarGuard is 
also high-lofting and offers superior strength 
and insulation. 

So when "Superpacker" slips into his 
kayak, he also slips into his Polarline 60/40 
parka, and packs his PolarGuard McKinley 
Sleeper that keeps him warm down to -10°. 

"Superpacker" suggests you also look 
into Alpine Designs complete line of jackets 
and sleeping bags, shell clothing, packs and 
tents. 

Fortrel® and PolarGuard® are trademarks 
of Fiber Industries, Inc. a subsidiary of 
Celanese Corporation. 

6185 E. Arapahoe 
Boulder, CO 80303 

©Alpine Designs 1975 

NEW BOOKS continued from page 27 

people listed. The concept, however, of rating climbers 
according to how closely they conform to the stated ideals 
of the climbing establishment is entertaining. The com-
ments about the few people I know well (Steve 
Komito—Boot Taker—for instance) are both funny and 
close to the truth. 

Not much need to be said about the instructional sec-
tions of Downward Bound. The information is sound and 
the presentation is unprententious, often humorous, but 
in the medley (mishmash?) of themes which make up this 
book the educational theme is not of first importance. The 
drawings by Beryl Knauth are good and if you are skip-
ping through knots, nuts, and all that stuff, these pictures 
will give you something to look at. 

This book shotild bring about an increase in attempted 
enrollments in the Lower Sierra Eating, Drinking, and 
Farcing Society. And it may have other good effects, such 
as helping serious climbers laugh at themselves and their 
mad sport. 

Review by George Hurley 

For information 011 where to buy SUMMIT Boots, write Department S-5 
Kalmar Trading Corporation, P.O.Box 77343, San Francisco, CA. 94017 
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the 1975 
chouinard equipment 

catalog is available 

one dollar 

THE GREAT PACIFIC 

IRON WORKS 
P.O. 50X 150 • VENTURA. CALIFORNIA 93001 

Mountain 
Products 
Corporation 

Dept. SU-5 
123 S. Wenatchee Ave. 
Wenatchee, Wa. 98801 

DOWN VEST (zipper 
or snap front) 
Prime Goose Down-
filled. Ripstop nylon 
outer. Self-repairing 
zipper. Two large pockets. 
Extra long kidney warmer 
back panel. Ask for it at 
your M PC Dealer. 
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CRAMPON STRAPS 
OUR STRAPS ARE HAND-MADE... 
THE BEST IN THE WORLD! 

Beck Crampon Straps are 
made of neoprene nylon. 
Will not stretch! . . . will 
not ice up! Fasten tightly 
and you will never have to 
adjust again. Used by 
experienced climbers and 
expeditions around the 
world. 

— Write for FREE catalog — 

BECK OUTDOOR PROJECTS 
DEPT. M 

BOX 1038 CRESCENT CITY 
CALIFORNIA 95531 , 

THE MOUNTAINEER FIRST AID KIT 
contains everything a kit 
designed for wilderness 
travelers should have, at an 
"unbeatable" price. 
Contents: salt tabs, anti-
biotic ointment, aspirin, 
antacid, motion sickness 
tablets, adhesive tape, anti-
bacterial soap, gauze pads, 
gauze bandage, bandaids, 

insect repellent, needle, 
tweezers, moleskin, razor 

blade, and Survivit Manual. 
Available at most backpacking 

shops or send 10c for our 
catalogue. 

441k.„, DEPT. S 
2.7e1L-Ai AIIMMI&. 3839 Brockton Ave. 

ALPINE Al Riverside, Ca. 92501 

DEALER INQUIRIES INVITED 

ROCKCLIMBING 
INSTRUCTION — 

FIVE DAY COURSES 
For Brochure Write, R. Robbins 

ROCKCRAFT 
906 Durant Street 

Modesto, California 95350 

OFFERING A 
SUPERLATIVE 
SELECTION OF 

MOUNTAINEERING 
AND BACKPACKING 

GEAR 
send for catalogue 

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

94703 

SUMMIT 
a mountaineering magazine 

P.O. Box 1889 

Big Bear Lake, California 92315 

Please send SUMMIT for the term indicated to: 

1 Year 057 2 Years 0$10 3 Years 0 $13 

5 Years 0$20 

0 NEW 0 RENEWAL 

NAME 

STREET 

CITY 

STATE ZIP 

0 MONEY ENCLOSED LT_. BILL ME LATER 

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 
Goose Down 

Specialists 
Send for our latest color catalog, featuring 
the finest in Prime Northern European Goose 
Down products. Check out the Ultra-Lite 
Twin Series, our top of the line bags. 
Our economy mummy, the Continental, 
will meet most summer needs. A new 
concept, the DacDown I bag, has Dacron® 
Fiberfill II as bottom insulator with 
Prime Goose Down on top. Shop our 
complete array of Down-filled parkas, 
sweaters and vests, Also, Jet Gas stoves, 
lanterns and heaters, Kastinger boots, 
shell clothing, backpacks, tents and 
accessories. Write for your catalog and 
list of dealers now. Enclose 25c for 
postage and handling. 

ROCKCRAFT 75 



TIMBERLINE 
Unique Compression Arch Frame 
Keeps Tent Taut, needs no stakes. 

Tough, ripstop K-Kote 
FR nylon wraparound 

floor keeps out 
moisture, bugs and 

critters. 

Lightweight. Just 7 lbs., 
14 oz. including stakes 

and fly. 1.9 oz., 
breathable ripstop 

sides. 1.9 oz. ripstop 
K-Kote FR nylon fly 

and bottom. 

Unique Compression 
Arch Frame keeps tent taut, 

flexible in wind, 
and needs no stakes. 

Erects quickly, 
erects anywhere, including 

snow, ice, sand and \ 
on rock. _ 

Available in 2-and 
4-man models. 

Freeze-resistant, 
self-healing nylon 

coil zipper. 

Easy-in, easy-out 
A-type door. Big rear 

window for cross 
ventilation. Durable, 

all-nylon mesh 
window and door. 

Fly Included 
Fly is hooded in both 

front and rear and 
secured to the frame by 

shock cords. 

Eureka 
Eureka Tent, Inc., Subsidiary of Johnson Diversified, Inc. 

Binghamton, New York 13902 

COMMENT: 
Dear Editor: 

After climbing at Devils Tower the 
first of May and discussing the climb 
with the ranger, he asked for help 
from people who climb there this year. 
The route descriptions, in most cases, 
are quite old and need some work. 
Some of the aid routes are being done 
free, and most of the climbs are now 
being converted from pins to chocks. 
So when people climb there this year, 
if they would pick up an extra route 
description and either do it there or 
take it home at their leisure and re-
write the section on what hardware to 
carry, it would greatly help the 
rangers and the climbers involved, a 
lot of which do not carry any pins 
whatsoever. 

Devils Tower will be closed to all 
climbing on the July 4th holiday. 

Mike Brown 
Cincinnati, Ohio 

m emominnmaimuna.1010.4MINIIIIM 

Best tent I 
in the world. 

OMNIPOTENT * 
The only true 4 season tent. 

51bs. 4oz. total weight. 

Integrated double-wall design means 
superior strength and fast set-up time. 

Excellent wind and snow protection. 

Absolutely insect proof, yet superbly 
ventilated. 

Selected for exclusive high altitude 
use by the American Bicentennial 
Himalayan Expedition to Annapurna. 

Please send me your FREE illustrated 
booklet that explains in detail why the 
Omnipotent is the best tent in the world. 

Name  

Address  

City/Zip  

EARLY WINTERS, LTD. 
300-P Queen Anne Ave. N. • Seattle, 
Washington 98109. 

1611.111=111141.M=1114•1.1.1111111  

FREE 1975 EUREKA TENT CATALOG 
Write to Eureka Tent Company, Inc. 

P.O. Box 966 
Binghamton, N.Y. 13902 
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CHANGABANG from page nine 

by wind driven ice and snow. Thus, we found our-
selves on the wrong side of the mountain and, 
hence, the crossing of Shiptons Col. Possibly a 
strong party, well attuned to big wall climbing 
might succeed here in the autumn after a long dry 
period. They might consider taking a subsidiary 
spur that starts gently up from the Rhamani 
Glacier and rises steeply to join the south ridge 
about 3000 feet from the summit. 

There are a few other granite peaks in this core 
area of the Garhwal. Dunagiri (23,184 feet) is very 
much an alpine problem when viewed from the 
upper Rhamani Glacier. It would be a strong team 
that pushed a route up the east face. Perhaps for 
now the south and northeast ridges would be 
better propositions. To the east northeast of 
Dunagiri lies a fine unnamed peak with a long 
level summit ridge. The ridge descending down to 
the Bagini Pass looks interesting, and the east 
face has some fine rock buttresses leading up from 
the Bagini Glacier which may be larger and not 
unlike the north side of the Grandes Jorasses. 

Looking south from Changabang there is 
another fine unnamed peak, all in granite, that has 
the appearance of a giant pyramid reaching 21,000 
feet. Further south and opposite basecamp is the 
elegant ice peak, Rishikot, which Chris and Dougal 
nearly climbed. They were only a few hundred feet 
from the top when the threat of a forced bivouac 
forced them back. 

Beyond the immediate area, there are peaks a 
plenty and in all directions, many virgin, and all of 
them with unclimbed faces and buttresses. Two of 
the highest, Trisul (23,360 feet) and Nanda Devi 
(25,645 feet), are steeped in the history of British 
Himalayan exploration at its best—small parties 
of men, modest in means and manner taking on 
big commitments and succeeding after many 
trials. Longstaff, Shipton and Tilman were 
prominent; Longstaff climbed Trisul in 1907 with 
the Brocherel brothers of Courmayeur and a 
Gurkhar Kharbir. They climbed nearly 6000 feet in 
one day to reach the top and then descended the 
same evening, some 7000 feet, before camping for 
the night. They had climbed higher than anyone 
else had ever been at that time. Tilman, with 
Odell, reached the top of Nanda Devi in 1936. 
They were part of a small Anglo-American 
Expedition and achieved another altitude record  

for that time. Shipton had done much to map the 
area and had in the course of his work explored 
many of the glaciers and, incidentally, reached a 
point only one thousand feet below the top of 
Dunagiri. He preferred to travel with a couple of 
Sherpas, and they managed to stay in the field for 
months at a time, humping all their own loads. 

How did we compare? Well, with hindsight, 
knowing the route and its problems, we might 
conceivably have managed with the four of us 
from Britain and a couple of local men to help 
carry freeze-dried foodstuffs and a small amount of 
local produce up the Changabang Glacier all the 
way from Lata. As it was, we came to Changabang 
armed with all the modern big wall paraphernalia 
and masses of food to sustain several rebuffs. This 
part of the expedition was organized by the Indian 
army climbers, and their logistical organization 
could not be faulted. In the event from where they 
finished supplying basecamp, the six of us were 
forced to travel light, for the locals were not able 
to cross Shiptons Col by technical rope maneuvers, 
and the three to four days' food we took was just 
sufficient. Here, where it mattered, our predeces-
sors would have been proud of us! 

Naturally, we all thought about returning for 
another joint Anglo-Indian expedition. The seeds 
of friendship which Chris had sown in Darjeeling 
and in Kashmir during previous years had been 
fruitful, for we had found the Indians not only 
delightful companions but also skilled climbers. 
Balwant Sandhu turned out to be a natural alpin-
ist and Tashi, from Darjeeling, climbed well 
despite having to a cheval the ice arete with a 
severe doze of piles. 

Despite many divergent individuals in the team 
and precipitation on every day of the expedition, 
except the summit day, we worked well together to 
climb the fine peak. 

Statistics: An Anglo-Indian expedition climbed 
Changabang in the Garhwal Himalayas by the 
East Face and Eastern Arete. Chris Bonington, 
Martin Boysen, Dougal Haston, Balwant Sandhu, 
Doug Scott and Sherpa Tashi, all reached the 
summit on June 4, 1974. In support at basecamp 
were Ujagar Singh, Kiran Kumar and Devinder 
Singh. 
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Name Gerry's 
"crazy little man" 
here and win a 
free parka. Send 
to address below 

For a 2' x 3' 
Gerry-Built 
poster, send $1 
to address 
below 

Back packs built like crazy. 
Gerry wouldn't be Gerry if we hadn't 

given birth to a Gerry-built pack to 
marry-up with our wildly innovative tents 
and sleeping bags. 

How's this for the crazies ...a back 
pack where you pack your back. 

Made to fit the Human Fire-Plug or 
Jack the Bean-Pole. Frame it, squeeze it; 
load it for 20 lbs. Load it for 40 lbs. Your 
own grub, gear and goodies snuggle 
up against your back for sensual comfort. 
Balances out your act. Gerry-built and 
Gerry-rigged. 

Let's take a look at it. 

First we trumped up a new wrap-
around, weight bearing hipbelt with a 
body hugging contoured profile. The 
lower sleeping bag compartment is 
leather bumpered. Rated for collisions 
up to 15 mph. The middle section has a 
Gerry-rigged zipper divider so you can 
have two compartments or one. Add on 
a top pocket for whatever. Crown it with 
a lid. Stitch on a thick boiled wool felt 
back to wick away honest sweat. 

Shoulder straps are where we really 
went ape. Special Gerry-contoured 
straps made of body cradling soft  

leather happily wedded to foam and 
felt. 

And how about the way we added 
the optional side pockets. They're a snap 
to put on. And any garden variety Ph.D. 
can get them off... easy. 

It's Gerry-built-big: 29" long, 17" 
average width, 9" average depth, 4267 
cu. in. of cargo space...up to 40 pounds 
...Columbine blue cordura. Weighs but 
3 lbs. 15 oz. 

The Makalu Back Pack. Still think it's 
Gerry-built? Damn right. 

• 

Yr  Gerry / An Outdoors Sport Company 5450 North Valley Highway / Denver, Colorado 80216 ill 



BOOKS & JOURNALS Odds Lads  
Twenty cents per word, payable in advance 

EQUIPMENT 

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

See your local mountain shop 
or contact: 
AMERICAN SAFETY EQUIPMENT CORP. 
RECREATION PRODUCTS GROUP 
16055 VENTURA BLVD., ENCINO, CA. 91436 (213) 981-7360 

Dealer inquiries invited 

ATLANTIS designs/makes a limited quantity of 
especially fine foulweather gear: well thought-out, 
carefully crafted, thoroughly tested, honestly 
comfortable, fairly expensive, to last a long time. 
Write for free brochure. ATLANTIS, Box 12336, 
Waitsfield, Vt. 05673. (802) 496-3313. 

HAMMERLESS PITON PLACEMENTS. Don't 
throw away your pitons. Use them with Leeper 
Antipitons. Send for your free sample Antipiton. 
(Supply limited.) Ed Leeper, Wallstreet, Colorado 
80302. 

A GUIDE TO TREKKING IN NEPAL by 
Stephen Bezruchka is available from Sahayogi 
Prakashan, Tripureshwar, Kathmandu, Nepal for 
$5 (send via registered mail) including airmail 
postage. 

CLIMBING SCHOOLS 

BOYS, 12-18. We offer a COLORADO Moun-
taineering experience unequalled anywhere. Small 
classes, large results. Contact THE CLIMBING 
SMITHS, 10101 E. Colorado Ave., Denver, Colo. 
80231. (303) 755-0377. 

SIERRA NEVADA SCHOOL OF MOUNTAIN-
EERING: Offers courses from backpacking to 
technical rock climbing in the Mount Whitney 
region. Guided climbing on all routes of Whitney. 
Programs for groups & families. For brochure: 
Box 659, Lone Pine, Calif. 93545. (714) 876-4500. 

CLIMBING in the High Sierra. Basic through 
advanced instruction, snow and ice courses, multi-
day seminars, guide service. Write MAMMOTH 
MOUNTAINEERING, P.O. Box 8214, Mam-
moth Lakes, California 93546. 

RAINIER MOUNTAINEERING INCORPOR-
ATED—the most complete snow and ice climbing 
school in the United States offers climbing semi-
nars and summit climbs. For brochure write to 
RMI, 201 St. Helens, Tacoma, WA 98402. 

GUIDED CLIMBS & EXPEDITIONS 

ALASKA-20,320-ft. MT. McKINLEY EXPE-
DITIONS! Taking applications now for climbs to 
North America's highest peak. We offer cross-
country ski tours and expeditions, treks and 
climbs for individuals and groups—anywhere, 
anytime! Write: GENET EXPEDITIONS, Tal-
keetna, Alaska 99676. Phone (907) 733-2606. 

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

WILDERNESS TRIPS 

GUIDED BACKPACKING EXPEDITIONS 
from small family ranch into wilderness of West-
ern Wyoming. Explore spectacular backcountry 
of Gros Ventre, Wind River and Teton mountains. 
Small groups only. Also horsepacking, camera 
hunts, fishing. Brochure. Game Hill Ranch, 
Bondurant, Wyoming 82922. 

MISCELLANEOUS 

"A" FOR EFFORT VITAMINS. . . .Formula 
"A", the Mt. Everest Formula. Write R.A. 
FORMULA, 2411 C. Linares, Santa Barbara, 
California 93109. 

SEEKING ACCOUNTS of subjective experiences 
during dangerous falls. In return will send a copy 
of the report which stimulated this scientific in-
quiry. Russell Noyes, M.D., Department of 
Psychiatry, University of Iowa, 500 Newton Rd., 
Iowa City, Iowa 52242. 

ACCREDITED PRIVATE COLLEGE, early 
admission for selected high school students, back-
packing, wilderness survival, skiing, river rafting. 
Write: Colorado Alpine Campus, Steamboat 
Springs, Colorado 80477. 
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fiberglass safety helmet 
designed for mountain climbing 
enthusiasts. Engineered by American 
Safety Equipment Corporation with 
aeration vents and double vector harness 
system for comfort and stay-on safety. 
Available in sunburst orange and arctic 
white in small, medium, large and x-
large. 
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Caribou 
Mountaineering 

Chico ,Calif. 95926 1266 Humbolt Ave. 

(916) 345-1671 

We also make the famous 

DAVE BECK FANNY PACK 

Write for 

Catalog and Brochure 

Creators of the 

CARIBOU PACK 

The ultimate in soft packs. Designed 
for the climber, backpacker, ski 
tourer, hitchhiker, boy scout, house-
wife, business man, Hells Angel, 
and average Joe. 

1266 Humbolt Avenue, Chico, California 95926 



trouble Free miles! 
over tine Rppaiacnian Trail 

Outlasting FIVE MAJOR COMPETITORS along the way, 
by over 1000 miles!* 

and this is the boot that did it... 

The TISH A # 791 is an extremely comfortable hiking 
and backpacking boot for men and women. 
Made of reverse Crom tanned leather uppers, 
cushioned innersole. Montagna Sole, 
Norwegian welt design flush to the 
upper, foam padding around ankles and 
elastic collar. Waterproof Padded Bellows 
Tongue. Made with GENUINE LEATHER 
THROUGHOUT. This boot is made 
to pamper, not blister your feet. 

Style #791 
HIKING AND 

BACKPACKING BOOT 

*Verification of facts taken from unsolicited letter, available on request. 

Fabiano...untoucriabie in quaiimi and wori4mansmin 

send for free hiking and mountaineering boot brochure: 

DEPT. A-2 —850 SUMMER ST. 
Fahlano‘ghOeCt.)./ine. SOUTH BOSTON, MASS. 02127 
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