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NLIt. Ken ya 

Text and Photos by Tom Frost 

Over the bulge of ice lay easier ground and a 
stopping place. Exhausted, I deposited myself on 
the flattest ledge in sight and pulled in the slack. 
When Roger arrived at the stance he secured me 
for the short traverse across a rock rib to the edge 
of the great couloir. Awestruck by the vast void 
below, I peered down, searching for sigii of life. A 
broad sea of ice descended in a grand sweep, nar-
rowing near its lower end, then re-expanding in the 
Darwin Glacier far below. "Hell000! ....... A dis-
tant but happy reply echoed up the couloir. Far 
below, a tiny figure moved methodically up the ice 
while another belayed at a rock spike near the side 
of the couloir. What joy is a reunion with friends 
in wild surroundings. 

Mountaineering history was in the making. 
Yvon and Mike were locked in combat with the 
Diamond Couloir Direct on Mount Kenya. Also 
unusual, the cinemagraphic team was ahead of the 
climbers, nearing the right position to properly 
document a world classic ice climb. 



Mount Kenya. The headwall of ice, icicles, and rock which is the crux pitch of the Diamond Couloir Direct on Mount 
Kenya. Mike Covington is following Yvon Chouinard's lead. 

Why had we all come to East Africa? The 
scheme was the culmination of years of dreams 
and effort by Roger Brown, of Summit Films in 
Denver, to produce a quality feature film on out-
door sports. His resulting film, "The Edge," de-
picts that fine edge between joy in successfully 
performing at the highest standard, and disaster 
when that limit is exceeded. After months of 
"shooting" the rapids in the Grand Canyon of the 
Colorado, hang gliding in the Bugaboo, diving 
among sharks on Mexico's west coast, freestyle 
skiing in Colorado, and climbing up and falling 
down Yosemite's 5.10's; Roger was shooting final 
scenes for "The Edge" on the Diamond Couloir. 

But why Mount Kenya? A peculiarity in nature, 
this is truly one of the fabulous alpine regions of 
the world. It is beautiful, unique, and great for 
climbing. Much of Mount Kenya's uniqueness 
springs from its equatorial position and high alti-
tude. It is 17,058 feet high. The position is ten 
miles south of the equator. 

Mount Kenya is the remnant of a large central 
type volcano which, in its prime years ago, rose to 
about 23,000 feet. Erosion, resulting from a glacial 
ice cap which covered the mountain to about 
11,000 feet, has reduced the peak to its present 
proportions, leaving an old volcanic plug exposed 
for nearly 3000 feet. The resulting rock spire of 
plutonic rock (massive, coarse-grained nepheline-
syenite) is excellent for climbing. Twelve small 
glaciers still remain, fed by 30 inches of annual 
precipitation in the peak area. 

The flora and fauna of Mount Kenya are also 
unique. The mountain is ringed by a forest belt 
which receives as much as 100 inches of rain per 
year. At the upper edges of the forest, bamboo and 
giant heathers dominate; then abruptly give way 
to tussock grasslands at about 10,000 feet. Tus-
socks may reach heights of three or four feet, but 
the plants for which these uplands are so justifi-
ably famous are the Giant Groundsel and Lobelia. 
The forest is inhabited by elephant, buffalo, black 
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Mt. Kenya. Diamond Couloir in center. 

rhino, dwarf antelope and leopard. The most ob- Since the footage for "The Edge" had to be the 
vious high altitude mammal is the Mount Kenya best obtainable, off we went to Mount Kenya in 
Rock Hyrax, which is endemic to the mountain, search of the final scenes. Tom Babson and Greta 
and occupies moraines or rocky outcrops in the Roningen did the acting, Mike Covington and 
alpine zone. Yvon Chouinard the climbing, Roger Brown and I 

to page 4, please 
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Chouinard [leading] and Covington on Diamond Couloir. 
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The entrance gate to Mount Kenya National Park. The west face of the peak and Point John are visible in the distance. 

the filming, Jim Emerson sound, Roger Gocking 
assistant, and Eve Deahi was able chef and camp 
manager. 

After the customary arrival problems in Nairobi, 
we drove the hundred miles north to the mountain 
slopes and J. W. Nuttall's Minto's Safaris. 
"Minto" would be our logistics and supply man. 
Further up the road at Mount Kenya National 
Park HQ, we met Phil Snyder, that displaced 
American who is doing a brilliant job of designing, 
constructing and managing the park. 

From the roadhead we continued up the Teleki 
track and set up a base camp at about 14,000 feet 
after a good day's march. The excellent guidebook 
to Mount Kenya*  cautions about pulmonary 
edema, gives an excellent description of the symp-
toms and states: ". . . no one with a high tempera-
ture, sore throat, cold, cough, or other illness 
should go above 3,000 meters. Infection encour-
ages the onset of pulmonary edema." Babson was 
just recovering from the flu and the local knowl-
edgeables said he was about 100% sure of con-
tracting P.E. Up we went to do the job, and found 
they were right. Tom showed unmistakable 
symptoms - shortness of breath, hacking cough, 
rapid pulse and respiration, pale face and fever.  

Fortunately, he had the strength and determina-
tion required to walk himself down the mountain 
for thicker air and a well deserved rest. His life 
was spared, but a shorthanded crew was left to 
finish the job. 

Our plan was to effect some acclimatization and 
familiarization scrambles, then get on with the 
Diamond Couloir. Its ominous appearance did not 
inspire confidence. Giant icicles hung here and 
there, appearing ready to crash down. At the head 
of the couloir a headwall of ice, icicles and rock 
barred the way to the freedom and safety of the 
Diamond Glacier above. 

But finally the appointed time arrived and could 
not be procrastinated. Yvon and Mike hiked up for 
a bivouac beneath the Darwin Glacier. Roger 
Gocking and I schemed for the ultimate pre-dawn 
start and a parallel ascent up the ice ribbon just 
right of the couloir, in hopes of getting above and 
across from the climbers in a good camera posit-
ion. Roger Brown would film with the long lens 
from below. 

Now, perched on the edge of the void, Roger and 
I were thrilled in the view of the lads moving up 
the great couloir. The hours of stumbling over 

*Gu ide b ook to Mount Kenya and Kilimanjaro, The Mountain Club of 
Kenya, P.O. Box 45741, Nairobi, Kenya. 
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Mount Kenya. The Diamond Couloir with the Diamond Glacier 
above and Darwin Glacier below. Bation, the main summit of Mount 
Kenya, rises on the left. Nelion is obscured in clouds beyond the 
Gate of the Mists. 



The Teleki Ranger Station in Mount Kenya National Park. 

tussock through the equatorial night and the race 
up the ice ribbon had been worthwhile. In fact, the 
long trip from California might well be justified. 
We were in position to film and watch the contest 
unfold. 

By switching leads and running out the 150-foot 
rope, Yvon and Mike moved quickly over the short 
ice steps and intervening ramps of ice. Mike ar-
rived at the stance below the crux headwall, silent-
ly (mostly) bemoaning the difficulties ahead. Yvon 
followed through, showing little apprehension. He 
headed straight up the rocky outcrop in the center 
of the wall of ice. Mists came and went. Yvon 
disappeared behind a curtain of icicles in a bottom-
less cave at the top of the rocks. After unseen con-
tortions and placement of protection, the icicles 
began to fall, being cut away by a prisioner bent 
on escape. The crux still lay ahead—an overhang 
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of ice just above Yvon's head—then vertical ice for 
a season. 

In a few short steps Chouinard style (put your 
foot where your hand is), the overhang was sur-
mounted. But what is this? An alpine hammer 
pick stuck in the ice. Can't get it out. Can't go up. 
Can't even fall. Seconds turn into minutes. Fore-
arms and calves tighten. Forced relaxation. At last 
it is out and Yvon is up onto easier ground. Sighs 
of relief are heard, except from Coy who still must 
traverse this formidable ground. 

With boldness and technique Yvon opened the 
door to the Diamond Glacier, a sparkling jewel set 
high between the twin summits of Mount Kenya: 
Bation (17,058 feet) and Nelion (17,022 feet). These 
summits bear the names of Masai chieftains and 
medicine men given them by Sir Halford 

to page 47, please 



Phil Snyder, Director of Mount Kenya National Park, and 
Thumbi, his climbing companion on the first ascent of the 
Diamond Couloir. 

I 

Mike Covington and Yvon Chouinard on Mount Kenya, January, 1975. 
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pacif ic crest trail 
Text and Illustrations by Brian Kingsbury 

In late March and early April approximately one 
hundred hiking enthusiasts converge at a sandy 
chaparral-covered area one mile south of the small 
town of Campo, California. There is nothing very 
distinctive about Campo except its location. It is 
situated one mile north of the California-Mexico 
border. Hikers are making a pilgrimage to Campo 
this year because it is the southern terminus of the 
longest hiking trail in the United States, the 
Pacific Crest National Scenic Trail. This trail fol-
lows the crest of the Sierra-Nevada, Cascades, and 
several lesser mountain ranges for twenty-five 
hundred miles between Mexico and Canada. 

By mid-April, Campo's tourist boom is over. A 
column of hikers, perhaps five hundred miles long, 
will be strung out along the Crest Trail between 
Campo and the southern Sierra. The common goal 
is to arrive at Manning Provincial Park in British 
Columbia, safe and sound, after five to six months 
of hiking. 

The idea seemed absurd to me right up until the 
moment I arrived at Campo on March 31, 1975. I 
had teamed up with Chuck Long, from Seattle, 
also intent on walking from Mexico to Canada. 
Chuck had made the early preparations for the 
hike, obtaining topographical maps and guide-
books, studying the food situation, and working 
on the logistics of mounting such a hike. By 
chance, I learned of Chuck's plans on New Year's 
Day, 1975. After a few hours of discussion that 
night, we agreed to make the trek together. And, 
so, on March 31 we found ourselves at Campo, 
California with 65-pound backpacks nearly cement-
ing our bodies to the ground. Being from the 
Pacific Northwest, we were accustomed to the 
moist luxuriant vegetation and evergreen forests 
of the Cascades. What greeted us at the border 
was a landscape which looked like an ideal site for 
a military survival reservation. It was scrub 

to next page, please 
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country, dotted with small thorny plants and 
scraggly oaks. 

Not knowing whether we were in shock, just 
confused, or fully in control of our senses, we 
struck out northward for Canada. One mile later, 
our journey came to a grinding halt, as I rested 
my shoulder muscles and readjusted my pack 
straps. After one mile, I began to wonder if my 65-
pound pack was 65 pounds overweight, but I con-
tinued on, undaunted by foot blisters and body 
aches. 

For the first five hundred miles in southern 
California, the official Pacific Crest Trail (PCT) 
has not yet been built. The "trail" is a conglomer-
ation of paved roads, dirt roads, and grassy fields, 
interspersed with some sections of bona fide trail. 
During the Spring of 1975, it made little difference 
whether the temporary PCT was superhighway, 
streambed, or trail. Our pre-hike visions of stroll-
ing shirt-sleeve through swaying palm tree groves 
in southern California, melted into five feet of 
snow. In the Laguna Mountains, east of San 
Diego, we encountered sleet, hail, high winds, and 
light snow. In the San Jacinto, San Bernardino, 
and San Gabriel mountain ranges, surrounding 
Los Angeles, we trudged through deep snowpacks, 
literally wading through snow up to our backs in 
places. The "trail" was unrecognizable in the land 
of white as we traveled cross-country, navigating 

, by compass and maps. 

The one piece of equipment I forgot was snow- 

, . 
shoes. I had new boots, nylon and cotton inner .  
socks, wool outer socks, knee-high gaiters, long 
underwear, wool knickers, two wool shirts, a down 
vest, hooded wind parka, mittens, and gloves. But 
I quickly discovered that all my gear without snow 
snowshoes was like a car without the ignition key. 

'- We resigned ourselves to plowing through 

~fk unusually deep mountain snowdrifts. The wintry 
ley views, particularly in Angeles National Forest, 

compensated for the cold and damp. Pine trees on 
Blue Ridge, in Angeles Forest, leaned under the 
force of gale winds. Tree boughs were coated with 
ice crystals. To the north, we often had 
far-reaching panoramas of the Mojave Desert, 
almost six thousand feet below us. To the south, 
the twinkling lights of Los Angeles were plainly 
visible on clear cold mountain nights. 
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Our visions of shirt-sleeve hiking reached semi-
reality as we crossed the northwestern corner of 
the Mojave Desert. The Tehachapi Mountains 
loomed to the west while the endless expanse of 
sand and sage known as the Mojave extended to 
the east as far as the eye could see. A relentless 
dry gusty wind swept grit into my face and cloth-
ing. 

By now we had grown accustomed to hiking 
with heavy packs on our backs, but we had not ad-
justed so readily to our spartan diet. After a little 
pre-hike research, we had settled on four thousand 
calories per day as an ample allotment for active 
hikers. In retrospect, the number of calories may 
have been sufficient, but the lack of variety in our 
meals became annoying to the taste buds. Our 
breakfast staple was cooked cereal. At lunchtime, 
we ate peanuts, crackers and cheese, candy, beef 
jerky, dried fruit, dried prunes, and a few other 
tidbits. Our gourmet delight for dinner was rice, 
rice, and rice. It was tolerable when combined with 
bouillon, flavored soybean dices, and a packaged 
gravy, but only tolerable. Dinner became less de-
lightful as the hike progressed. 

We arrived in Weldon, California, at the foot of 
the Sierra, on May 1, having completed five hun-
dred miles of hiking, and having sampled a wide 
range of scenery from desert to ranch country to 
snowy mountains. I rectified our snowshoe prob-
lem by hitchhiking off the trail to Bakersfield and 
purchasing the last pairs of snowshoes available in 
the city. I was a spectacle in downtown Bakers-
field as I walked under a searing sun on May 1 
with two pairs of snowshoes in my arms. 

We spent the month of May almost exclusively 
on snow. The Californians we met assured us that 
nine years out of ten, the Sierra would have been 
passable in May without snowshoes, crampons, 
and ice axes. They informed us that hikers in past 
years had been able to follow a barren trail most of 
the way through the Sierra. Unfortunately, we had 
the priceless foresight to pick the tenth year to 
hike. 

Our day-to-day plans were always flexible. We 
inaugurated our Sierra hiking by sweating up a 
shadeless cattle drive north of Weldon, gaining six 
thousand feet in the space of an afternoon. We  

were immediately in deep snow on the Kern 
Plateau, and quickly began to snowshoe. Having 
never used snowshoes before, I resembled an awk-
ward stork the first day. 

Due to illness, we departed the plateau and took 
an easier alternate route, following the meandering 
Kern River upstream into the heart of the Sierra. 
This was the wildly beautiful country I had 
dreamed about before the hike. We hopscotched 
between Sequoia National Forest and Sequoia 
National Park, as our route took us up over 
Coyote Pass and Farewell Gap, both passes above 
ten thousand feet. 

At nighttime, we slept under the most beautiful 
roof one could ever want. The sky seemed to 
literally explode with glittering stars. The Milky 
Way galaxy formed a narrow band of bright light 
across the heavens. Some of the prettiest views of 
nature are to be had at nighttime. Starlight would 
illuminate snow-covered terrain around us. Occas-
ionally, we would hear the mournful howl of 
wolves and coyotes. 

Pressing northward through Kings Canyon 
National Park, the days were filled with strenuous 
hiking and fantastic scenery. Up the Middle Fork 
of the Kings River, we followed the footsteps of a 
previous hiking party to Muir Pass, 11,955 feet. It 
was a naked world of rock and snow at the pass in 
mid-May. There were no trees or vegetation of any 
sort. There was no sound save for the distant noise 
of a passing jet. The sun was working full force, 
but there was no sound of dripping water. The 
music of spring lay far below us. 

We slept in the cool, clammy stone hut at the 
summit on May 16. Late in the evening, we braved 
a chill wind to witness a spectacular sunset in the 
western sky. The view was breathtaking: a craggy 
ridge, windswept, barren, quiet, and beautifully 
apart from civilization. Wanda Lake lay nestled in 
Evolution Basin below the pass. It was an 
unforgettable vista. 

Hiking northward, we entered the John Muir 
Wilderness, a veritable winter wonderland in May. 
Trees were draped with snow. Icicles hung from 
rocky cliffs. We pitched our orange nylon 
4'/4-pound tent on snow, night after night. 
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A full-fledged spring blizzard struck the Sierra 
in mid-May, dumping over a foot of new snow on 
the already deep snowpack. We made a slow delib-
erate ascent up Silver Pass Creek, stopping to cut 
every step out of the steep icy slopes with our ice 
axes. Crossing Silver Pass in the Muir Wilderness 
at 10,700 feet, the blizzard suddenly reached near 
whiteout intensity. Our voices were lost in the 
stinging north wind. I could not hear Chuck yell-
ing at me from ten yards away. 

After nearly a month of frozen fingers and toes, 
the warmth of a dormitory at Mammoth Lakes, 
California was ecstasy. Mammoth Lakes was one 
of sixteen resupply points along the trail where we 
had food, maps, and other hiking essentials mailed 
to us. Unfortunately, one of our supply boxes went 
astray in the mail and never reached Mammoth. 
We bought extra provisions in town, but nowhere 
near enough food to last us to our next resupply 
point. One day after leaving Mammoth, our stove 
broke. The world seemed to have collapsed at once. 

We became bogged down in deepening spring 
slush along the Lye!! Fork of the Tuolumne River 
in Yosemite National Park. With no maps, no 
guidebook, little food, and an unreliable stove, we 
hiked eastward out of Yosemite on Tioga Road, 
having the warm dry roadway to ourse!ves. Along 
the eastern slopes of the Sierra in Toiyabe 
National Forest, we enjoyed the delicacy of snow-
less terrain, following the old Carson-Fremont trail 
northwards, and making up lost time to put us 
back on schedule. 

In the northern Sierra, I met near catastrophe. 
We had hiked north from Donner Pass on a snow-
clogged eight thousand-foot plateau. Disaster 
struck as I attempted to cross White Rock Creek 
on what appeared to be a sturdy ice bridge over 
the rushing torrent. We had safely crossed count-
less of these in the southern Sierra, and I had 
lapsed into a state of false confidence, assuming 
that all ice bridges would hold my 135-pound 
frame and 55-pound pack. White Rock Creek in 
Tahoe National Forest had swollen over its normal 
banks due to the spring melt. With a terrifying 
crack the ice bridge shattered under my weight, 
and I set sail on the iciest dip I ever wish to take. 
The rushing water tore my ice axe out of my hand 
and washed it downstream, perhaps all the way to 
Fordyce Lake. 

My troubles had just begun. Bobbing like a 
helpless cork in the water, I was washed down-
stream over a small six-foot waterfall into a rock-
lined pooi. I momentarily lost my sense of direc-
tion in the swirling pool as the waterfall crashed 
down on me. Finally, the surging waters tossed me 
against a snowbank, to which I clung for dear life. 
Chuck had raced downstream to where I was, and 
pulled me out of the near-freezing water. I shivered 
and shook like a restless electric toothbrush, but 
pulled through the traumatic affair in good fash-
ion. My camera film was damaged by the water, 
but the camera itself survived with only telltale 
waterspots on the lens. 

The next night we camped on the shore of Jack-
son Meadow Reservoir. I camped up high on the 
beach, while Chuck unrolled his sleeping bag at 
the water's edge. Sometime during the night, the 
dam engineers apparently closed the floodgates. I 
woke the next morning to a string of oaths and 
grumbling as Chuck discovered the water lapping 
at his bedroll. 

After two such watery experiences, we welcomed 
the sweltering heat of northern California with 
open arms. Our route took us through the 49'er 
country of the Sierra North, where ambitious 
modern day gold panners seek their fortunes in the 
streams and rivers of the region. In Plumas 
National Forest, the trail makes an abrupt plunge 
into the Canyon of the Middle Fork of the Feather 
River. We spent one very lazy afternoon at the 
bottom of the Middle Fork gorge, alternately sun-
ning on the warm sandy beach, then dipping into 
the invigorating cool waters of the Feather River. 
That was one of the few afternoons where we en-
joyed the luxury of loafing. Usually, we hiked six-
teen miles each day. Our normal daily routine was 
to rise with the sun, hike eight miles in the morn-
ing, break for a half hour lunch, and hike the 
remaining eight miles in the early afternoon. We 
finished a day's hiking around 3:30 p.m., ate an 
early dinner, wrote in our journals, and pondered 
what was happening in the "outside" world. If 
there was one item of the "modern" world which 
we missed more than any other single thing, it was 
probably a newspaper. It was a curious paradox, 
indeed. We longed to be away from the maddening 
hustle and bustle of civilization, but we simul-
taneously wanted to keep abreast of the news of 
the civilized world. 
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Hiking through Lassen Volcanic National Park 
in late June, the California weather was probably 
making headlines. On June 24 a half-foot of 
powder snow fell in northern California in the 
normally dry foothills surrounding Lassen Peak. 

We made a huge westward arc from Lassen, 
passing along ridges south of the gleaming white 
hulk of 14,162-foot Mt. Shasta, truly the most: 

beautiful mountain in all of California. In extreme 
northwestern California, the trail meanders 
through the Marble Mountain Wilderness, a scant 
fifty miles from the Pacific Ocean. 

We could see dark green poois of water, teeming 
with fish, as we walked along the North Fork of 
the Salmon River in the southern Marbles. One 
night we camped at the base of Marble Mountain 
itself, a huge silvery white segment of solid 
marble. While we gazed at the impressive moun-
tain and chatted with another party of campers, a 
pair of daring deer licked the remains from my 
dinner bowl. 

After three months and eleven days of hiking, 
we completed the California section of the PCT, 
and entered Oregon. In southern Oregon we had to 
ward off invading squadrons of hungry mosquitoes 
to see views of the rolling forest land. I had been 
told by others that Rogue River National Forest in 
July amounted to little more than a high altitude 
swamp. We did not heed the advice, and ignored 
the signs at trailheads where previous hikers had 
scrawled such messages as, "I would turn back 
now if I were you—mosquito country ahead!" 
Without mosquito netting, we learned the hard 
way that stagnant ponds and human beings do not 
mix well. Occasionally on rocky ledges and water-
less ridge tops, we would escape the mosquitoes 
and enjoy views of Mt. McLoughlin, Oregon's 
southernmost volcano, as well as wide-ranging 
panoramas of Upper Kiamath Lake and the dense 
forest of evergreens south of Crater Lake's rim. 
Our hopes of seeing Crater Lake dissolved into 
disaster. The National Park has been closed just a 
few days prior to our arrival at the park boundary, 
due to a ruptured sewage pipeline which had 
polluted the park's drinking water. I felt like I had 
been to my wedding but was not allowed to see the 
bride. To have hiked 1800 miles, and then be 
denied a view of Crater Lake was a major disap-
pointment. 

to next page, please 

/ 

—/ 

, 

Ca 

40 

 

AIN 

4*4 

/ 
,1 

c 

L11d_- O 

( c I'11w#c 
t 

• c/ 

I 

SUMMIT / April, 1976 13 



nvci. 

(\ ftOiia1, 
(Lake  

0 

i4it- rL1f., 

L'k. 
 

i

1
Or 

AJo11( 

LQkL 
of 

o 

Mt. 

( 1i 
• 

The highlights of the Oregon segment of the 
PCT include the Three Sisters Wilderness Area, 
Mt. Jefferson, and the tallest Oregon volcano, Mt. 
Hood, 11,235 feet. The Three Sisters Wilderness 
near McKenzie Pass includes the largest lava flow 
in the Oregon Cascades. For over twenty-five miles 
the trail winds its way through volcanic rubble of 
pumice, basalt, lava, and outpourings of finely 
polished obsidian. Dainty wildflowers blossomed 
amidst the fields of cinder. Three mountain peaks, 
North, Middle, and South Sister, tower above the 
wierd volcanic formations. 

Further north, we came to Mt. Jefferson, en-
circled by a foggy mist one morning in late July. 
Steam rose off the snow-covered meadows near 
Cathedral Rocks, south of Jefferson. The trail 
passes through Jefferson Park, a luscious wild-
flower meadow northwest of the peak. The view 
from this paradise of streams and small clumps of 
alpine firs up to the towering pointed summit of 
Jefferson is awe-inspiring. 

But now that mid-summer had arrived, so had 
flocks of other backpackers. We met solo hikers, 
couples, church groups, and legions of boy scouts. 
It became apparent that early August was not the 
month to seek solitude in the Cascades. We en-
countered a steady stream of people on the 
"Round the Mountain Trail," which, as the name 
indicates, circles Mt. Hood. Everyone and every-
thing, from experienced hikers to unconditioned 
shutterbugs on day-hikes, to dogs weighed down 
by backpacks, were chugging around Hood. 

Descending from the Mt. Hood Wilderness to 
the Columbia River, we followed a spectacular trail 
along Eagle Creek, a tributary of the Columbia. 
This superbly engineered trail has been blasted out 
of vertical rock walls lining the gorge. The trail 
grade is virtually imperceptible, and is a popular 
day-hike for Portland area residents. We walked 
past a dazzling display of waterfalls of every 
shape and size—short boulder-strewn rapids, large 
cascades, and huge tumultuous waterfalls crashing 
one hundred fifty feet from the canyon rim to the 
dark gorge below in a thunderous roar. In some 
areas where mist enveloped the gorge, cliff walls 
were covered with moss. Lacy ferns drooped from 
overhanging ledges above the trail. It is a watery 
paradise. 
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We crossed the Columbia River on the Bridge of 
the Gods, just downstream from Bonneville Dam, 
dutifully paying a twenty-five cent toll to enter our 
home state. It had taken twenty-seven days to 
hike through Oregon, and would take twenty-
seven more hiking days before arriving at the U.S. 
-Canadian border. In one week we covered the 
section of trail between Stevenson, Washington 
and White Pass, Washington. 

We found the southern Washington Cascades to 
be a mixture of lush green forests, high alpine lake 
country, and bald hillsides scalped by loggers. 
Clear cutting timber operations have been exten-
sive in Gifford Pinchot National Forest. The log-
ging scars, needless to say, are not very pleasing 
to the eye. I was appalled by the ugly barren 
mountain slopes in Gifford Pinchot Forest. I am 
certainly no expert on the economics of the lumber 
industry, but after seeing countless logging slash-
es transformed into unvegetated, unproductive 
eroded hillsides where miniature landslides occur 
daily, I wonder if selective logging might not be 
economically more profitable for the lumber indus-
try in the long run. 

In the Stampede Pass area the trail was covered 
by logging slashes in places. There were no sign-
posts to direct hikers to any temporary trail 
around the slashes. Perhaps there was no tempor-
ary trail. In attempting to navigate a logging 
slash near Stirrup Creek, north of Stampede Pass, 
I stepped on an insecure log which began rolling 
downhill. I made an involuntary mid-air somer-
sault, legs flying in the air, and came crashing 
down in a sea of pine boughs and stumps. Ouch! I 
came away with only scrapes and cuts, but my 
packframe, which took the full impact of the fall, 
picked up a hairline fracture in the top bar of the 
frame. The hairline crack worsened in ensuing 
days, and the frame was ready for retirement by 
the time we reached Canada. 

This is not to say that there was not beautiful 
scenery in the southern Washington Cascades. The 
trail arcs through the remote Mt. Adams Wilder-
ness, the spactacular Goat Rocks Wilderness, and 
zigzags along the eastern boundary of Mt. Rainier 
National Park. The Goat Rocks country south of 
White Pass is a wonderland. Tiny tarns are set in 
glacial scoured basins. In early August meadow  

grasses were the greenest green. Entire hillsides 
were ablaze in a riot of wildflower color. The trail 
contours the steep ridges of the Goat Rocks as 
best a trail can. Hiking on Packwood Glacier on 
the slopes of Old Snowy Mountain in the Goat 
Rocks, the view extended from massive Mt. 
Rainier in the northwest to the Cascade peaks near 
Snoqualmie Pass, roughly one hundred miles to 
the north. On a clear day in the Goat Rocks, you 
can see just about forever. But since August of 
1975 was the wettest August on record in 
Washington, clear days were not exactly an 
abundant commodity. 

In the North Cascades it precipitated almost 
every day for two consecutive weeks. I am using 
the term, "North Cascades," to refer to those 
mountains in the Cascade Range between Sno-
qualmie Pass and the Canadian border. The 
mountains south of Snoqualmie are much gentler 
and more rolling than the rocky spires and myriad 
peaks north of Snoqualmie. This change in terrain 
is immediately obvious to anyone hiking from 
south to north through Washington. 

By the word "precipitation" I mean more than 
just rain. We had rain, hail, sleet, snow, and dense 
fog—and all this in August. But the worst form of 
precipitation may not be the actual raindrops 
plummeting from the sky. Plowing our way up the 
Middle Fork of the Snoqualmie River to Dutch 
Miller Gap on August 17, we were drenched by 
damp head-high grasses choking the trail. The 
combination of morning dew and leftover rain-
water clinging to thegrasses created rather soggy 
hiking conditions. 

Between Snoqualmie and Stevens Pass, the rain 
fell in torrents. It poured continuously for one 
stretch of thirty hours. From Stevens Pass, the 
trail winds northward, passing a string of lakes, 
including dark blue Lake Valhalla at the base of 
Lichtenberg Mountain, Lake Janus, Heather Lake, 
Glasses Lake, and Pear Lake, which is indeed 
shaped like a perfect Bartlett. 

As we entered Glacier Peak Wilderness Area 
near Indian Pass, I photographed a metal sign 
nailed to a tree which read. "No Sheep Grazing." 
We then rounded a bend in the trail and came 
upon a flock of perhaps five hundred sheep, 
chomp, chomp, chomping away at a wildflower 

to page 36, please 
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Clevenger, one of several young climber stars who 
had eyed or tried to do the first ascent of this 
small Yosemite formation. 

The Owl is a two pitch climb which I soloed in 
1973. The crux involves passing an eight-foot roof 
by upside down hand and foot jams in a crack 
leading to the roof lip. Here, the crack widens and 
continues a short way to the top. In the crack at 
the lip is a chockstone which was placed from 
above by climbers after an unsuccessful attempt at 
the roof. 

"Well, Vern, I did do the Owl, and here's how. I 
belayed myself by a sling from my waist swami to 
a jumar attached to my rope. One end of the rope 
was anchored below. About sixty feet from this 
end, I made an overhand knot and clipped this to 
my swami with two carabiners. This would stop 
me should the jumar fail. I climbed up to the roof, 
pulled enough rope through the jumar to get to the 
roof lip, clipped through the fixed pin about one 
third the way out the roof and began climbing." 

"Dumbo, don't you know jumars don't hold 
much force?" 

"Yeh, I sorta knew, but thought my fall would 
be short, and the jumar has the advantage over a 
prusik knot of being easier to move. Anyway, once 
at the chockstone, I found it circled by a sling with 
carabiner left by previous attempts. I clipped into 
the 'biner and fell off!" 

"Now you're in space, man!" 
"I fell only a short way, still within reach of the 

chockstone. Pooped, I pulled up to the chockstone, 
hung an arm over it and tried to rest. Tired and 
scared, I unclipped from the 'biner and started to 
jam backward in retreat." 

"Climbing upside down, backwards? I don't 
believe it!" 

"Neither did I and, sure enough, I fell after a 
couple of moves. I swung in an arc downward and 
hit the more gradual part of the wall below the 
roof with my feet. Here, I could release the jumar 
with one hand, hold the rope with my other, slide 
the jumar down, hang from it by the waist sling, 
rest, do this again, and go down. It was a kind of 
herky jerky half rappel." 

"Higgins, you're nuts." 
"Think I've done only one other thing as stupid 

in my climbing career, but that's another story. At 

THE FIRST 5.11 

Chris Jones and I are on our way to Lovers' 
Leap near Lake Tahoe. The drive is leisurely, and 
we talk about climbing as if it is a remote activity. 
The car speeds us along, placing us in the moun-
tains but keeping us from touching them. 

"Who did the first 5.11?" Chris suddenly asks, 
the thought apparently coming from nowhere in 
particular. 

Remembering that Chris is writing a history of 
mountaineering in North America, I say, half hop-
ing for immortality, "I did! Yup, I've a letter from 
Royal Rob bins dated 9 September 1968, saying he 
believes the 1967 first free ascent of Serenity 
Crack in Yosemite was 5.11. The route and rating 
are in Roper's 'Guide to Yosemite.' How's that?" 

Chris is too astute to let my claim to fame pass 
and asks, "But, when did Ament do the Slack in 
Yosemite or Supremacy in Colorado?" 

"Ament got to the top of The Slack at the same 
time I got to the top of Serenity. Ask him, he'll 
remember. We even waved to one another," I say 
confidently as I can. 

"Those climbs are around a ninety degree corner 
from each other and three miles apart! Get serious. 
What about John Gill? Wasn't he doing impos-
sible, short climbs in the South Dakota Needles in 
the early sixties? Those B-3's?" 

"Oh, those are just boulders," I say, my mind 
reeling over a Gill B-3 I nearly died on in the 
Needles. 

"And John Stannard, didn't he do some 5.11 
roof in the Shawangunks in the sixties?" 

"Chris, you're thinking of Foops. Stannard 
yelled oops when he first did it 'cause he fell over 
it on his way, uh, up a wall. When they asked him 
later what he had done, he was about to say a 
foozie but said Foops instead. Now, everybody 
calls it that and thinks it's a climb." 

"Come on, cut the yarns. . 

WHO, WHO DID THE OWL? 

"Come on, Higgins, tell us how you did the Owl. 
Some people doubt you did it." So says Vern 
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Da I e . . . By Tom Higgins 

any rate, I rested about a half hour on the belay 
ledge, then hand-walked the rope up to the begin-
fling of the roof, sliding along the jumar. I suppose 
that's cheating, but it didn't seem like it then. 
Once out to the chockstone, I fell again but some-
how felt mad instead of scared. This time, the 
chockstone was just out of reach, so I hung there 
trying to rest. I realized I was unethically hanging 
from an unethically-placed chockstone; and, 
besides, it wasn't any fun! Also, I was furious at 
myself for thinking I could do this route alone." 

"Then what, space man?" 
"Well, I found my arms actually were a little 

rested so I pulled up on the rope, grabbed the 
chockstone, cocked a right arm over it, found a 
small left-hand hold, and gradually began arcing 
sideways over the chockstone like someone about 
to do a cartwheel. I tried this several times and, 
finally, made it." 

"5.11?" 
"I don't know, who cares, but yes, 5.11." 
"I don't wanta hear how you cleaned it." 
"I treated it just like a solo aid pitch. I used aid 

slings and two jumars, down jumared, then up 
jumared with quite a swing in the middle of it all." 

"What a yarn." 
"It's no yarn, Vern. No yarn. But, you can be 

sure I'll never do anything like it again." 

ANOTHER STORY 

Lloyd Price tells Mike Irwin and me about Aqua 
Knobby, calling it a lovely, short climb on the 
eastern end of Pywiack Dome in Tuolumne 
Meadows. Mike and I go in search of it one sum-
mer morning. We climb beneath an arch to start 
the climb, then try to surmount the arch at a 
vertical break. Aqua Knobby is supposed to be 
5.8, but crossing the break takes Mike and me 
most of the morning. Mike falls repeatedly and 
turns the lead over to me. I barely make it, calling 
5.10 to Mike. Suddenly, I find myself on an 
enormous blank wall above the arch, my legs 
beginning to tremble. I feel Lloyd must be some-
where below in the bushes half scared but 
bubbling over our predicament. Aqua Knobby is 
not 5.8! 

I feel I'm in trouble. Far above and to the left 
are some flakes and a large roof. That must be the 
way, I think. Though I can't see any bolts, I know 
Lloyd wouldn't direct us onto an unclimbed wall! 
For now, I put a nut behind a dollar bill size flake 
and try to cool down. I climb a little way up. It 
seems hard. If I go now, I'll fall over the roof 
below. I feel I can't climb down. Where are the 
bolts? 

I continue up and left, finally reaching some 
poor flakes. By now, I'm 50 feet above Mike! 
Finally I get to a point where I can anchor on a 
decent flake. The large roof looms above. Mike fol-
lows hysterically and we both agree to look up 
Lloyd if we ever get down. Just then, Mike spots a 
piton under the roof way to the left of us. 
Gingerly, he traverses to it, then climbs over the 
roof at an easy break. Another couple of moderate 
pitches lead to the top. 

Zooming back to the climbing store, we run up 
the stairs looking for Lloyd. A climber working the 
desk asks what we did, and I say, "Aqua 
Knobby." 

He asks, "Isn't it a great climb?" Mike and I 
tell him we were almost killed. We describe where 
we climbed. 

He says, "That's the climb!" Mike and I look at 
one another dumbstruck. Lloyd comes into the 
room from a back door, asks how we liked the 
climb and fumbles with some paperwork. We ex-
plain our disaster. He indicates he is sorry we had 
a problem and says, "You were probably a little 
off route." 

Mike and I leave shaking our heads and sit 
down on the front steps. Can we be this bad? It's 
early in the season, but this is ridiculous! Mike 
looks bewildered and walks off toward the car. 
Inside, Lloyd and his co-worker are laughing, and 
I realize we were more than "a little off route." 
Later, driving home, I tell Mike we were almost 
certainly way off route at least for the lower half of 
the climb. I add that it was all the result of a mis-
understanding on our part, not any wrong direc-
tions. Mike doesn't seem to care who or what was 
to blame. He simply stares off into the night. A 
few weeks later, I hear Mike has quit climbing 
and joined a religious collective. He's never been 
seen climbing since. El 
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Installing cairn 
on top of Peak 4, 

looking south. 
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Text by Dick Mitchell 

Photos by Warren Thompson 

Approximately 60 air miles east of Mt. Robson 
lie a number of unnamed and unclimbed peaks in 
the northern Cariboo Range of British Columbia. 
Ascnt of these peaks was the goal of our party 
comprised of Wayne Misenar, Bill Robinson, 
Warren Thompson and myself. We chose the last 
week in July as the best time for good weather; it 
was magnificent as we left Seattle but gradually 
deteriorated to rain during the 612-mile drive. 

Approach to the climbing area is through the 
town of McBride (40 miles north of Tete Jaune 
Cashe—the highway junction into Robson Provin-
cial Park). From McBride, we drove a well-
maintained logging road 25 miles up Castle Creek 
to road end at the 3500-foot level. From there, we 
proceeded up the northwest fork of the Creek with 
full packs through nearly impenetrable brush and 
insatiable mosquitoes. We traversed uphill for 3'/2 

hours to the terminal moraine at the base of the ice 
fields below Mt. Lunn (the only named peak in the 
area). We followed the terminal moraine crossing 
the snout of the glacier to the north side of the 
valley (5000 feet). We concluded that a direct ice-
fall route would take substantial time and be quite 
hazardous. The sound of numerous avalanches and 
falling seracs later confirmed the wisdom of that 
decision. 

We ascended northwest up steep scree slopes, 
through more brush, and finally to timberline. We 
continued in heavy rain and hail to base camp in a 
meadow at 7500 feet. We fell into our tents at 6 
p.m. under a heavy and cold downpour. 
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The next morning was foggy and overcast. A 
light breeze enabled us to dry out some of our 
clothing and equipment. We climbed for two hours 
to a nearby ridge to get our bearings and recon-
noiter the area. By 1:30, we were again back in the 
tents under a deluge of hail and snow. 

The next day (29th) we started climbing in the 
fog at 9:30 a.m., traversing the glacier toward Mt. 
Lunn, ascending a conspicious knoll (Peak 1) north 
of Mt. Lunn. Mt. Lunn is a 9280-foot rock promi-
nently visible from the valley below. From Peak 1 
we proceeded along a ridge, ascending the snow-
covered peak (9500-foot Peak 2) behind and east of 
Mt. Lunn. We then dropped down to Mt. Lunn it-
self, erecting a cairn and installing a register. We 
continued in an attempt to do Peak 8621 through 
the fog. Getting off route, we ended up on a nar-
row rock and corniced ice ridge separating Mt. 
Lunn from 9295. It was 4 p.m. and too late to 
make a bid for the summit. Retracing our steps, 
we took a look at 8621. A 200- to 300-foot ice cliff 
separates the western ridge of Mt. Lunn from 
8621. Approach, we concluded, must be from 
southwest Castle Creek. Fog cleared for a spectac-
ular view of the area and a lingering return to base 
camp. 

The second climbing day the weather was beaut-
iful. We proceeded up the ridge west of our base 
camp to the top of the closest peak (Peak 3 at 

Text continued on page 34 

Base Camp, 
looking south toward unnamed 

peak at 8621 feet. 
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On the southeast side of Mt. St. Helens in 
Washington during the early part of June, it is 
possible to combine mountaineering and skiing for 
a thrilling weekend on the slopes. For the past two 
summers Malcolm Ulrich and myself, accompanied 
by friends, have ascended the mountain by its 
smooth southeast ridge, carrying our skis to the 
summit. From here we fasten ourselves onto some 
beat up wooden downhill skis and streak to the 
bottom where the snow ends. The southeast ridge 
was pioneered by my father and his companions in 
1961. They named the route "Moonbase" after a 
crater-like formation of bizarre rocks at the timber-
line elevation below the ridge. 

St. Helens had its beginning in 1830 when a vol-
cano began erupting from a single crater billowing 
smoke and light ash. The eruptions lasted off and 
on until 1857, forming the appearance of the pres. 
ent day mountain which owes its symmetrical 
form to the single crater. Numerous lava flows at 
the mountain's base engulfed entire forests in their 
burning march outward. In areas not scorched by 
lava and below the present snowline, one can 
observe fields of pumice with large angular boul-
ders embedded in them. Ripped loose from tertiary 
rock that formed the volcano's base, these boul-
ders were thrown out during eruptions. As the 
young mountain enlarged its diameter, more boul-
ders were dislodged and hurled out, landing on the 
slopes of pumice unchanged. Lava also flowed be-
neath an already semi-cooled and crusted surface 
much like underground streams and when dry, left 
long tubes forming a subterranean spectacle of 
caves and formations of which the famous "Ape 
Caves" are a part. At 9,671 feet, the peak is 
adorned with a host of glaciers, although in size, 
they are children to the mature ice flows of the 
more prominent Cascade peaks. 

This year Mal, Mike Murray and I set out for 
the mountain on a brilliant, warm weekend in 
June, equipped for fun on the slopes. Leaving 
Vancouver, after stowing skis and packs into 
Mal's van, we drove up the Lewis River, filled with 
bold swimmers cooling off in the glacier-fed 
waters. Passing Merwin. Yale and Swift Reser-
voirs, the rippled blue surface is dotted with the 
white shapes of sailboats moving briskly in the 
strong breeze. A glimpse of the mountain's 
frosting-coated appearance fades as we leave 
asphalt and begin winding and bumping along 
gravel covered logging roads, climbing higher into 
an alpine zone. Now and then many creeks and 
springs come gushing from the draws and road-
cuts, cooled by the melting snow from above. One 
such spring, lush with moss, is our favorite water 
stop before starting our hike to camp. One cannot 
resist the temptation to drink his fill of the icy, 
chlorine-free water bubbling from the hillside. We 
fill our water bottles and quench our thirst before 
hitting the road again. A short distance farther we 
turn off the main road onto an unmaintained and 
rutted skid road to a point where snow patches bar 
our progress by horseless carriage. Many such 
skid roads cobweb the remains of mature forests 
below St. Helens which have been clearcut some 
years back. In the tradition of past logging meth-
ods, the areas that were clearcut resemble a giant 
checkerboard with squares missing where entire 
blocks of trees were taken out. 

Here we gape at the mountain in the hot after-
noon sun, wondering if by tomorrow our view will 
be from the summit looking down. We spend the 
pre-evening hours hiking over soft glaring snow to 
the terminus of a major lava flow on the peak's 
southeast side. The sun blazes down, reflecting 
light and heat from the white snow, burning our 
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skin and scorching our brains. Seeking shade in 
the coolness of tall hemlocks, we look for a suitable 
campsite in the snow-choked forest. Eventually a 
semi-bare spot is found near the edge of a lava wall 
of broken rock. Here in the partial absence of the 
sun each lad chooses his private ground to sleep. 

I will sleep in a down parka and extra clothes, 
hoping the night will be warm. Mal and Mike 
prefer the comfort of down bags, and everyone is 
content. After arranging the sleeping quarters, we 
settle down to "fixin' " dinner. Saving weight 
again, Mal and I bring only cold delectables, leav-
ing our stove and pots behind. Mike does it up 
right and heats up chili and hot soup on his little 
stove. We watch the last glimmer of amber light 
fade from the slopes of St. Helens. 

The night is uncommonly warm and I have no 
need for a sleeping bag. Always dreaming of food, 
I have visions of roast beef and ale filling the night 
until just before sunrise. Mal is sitting up in his 
bag, munching on breakfast, and I soon follow up 
with my can of mandarin oranges. Mike brews 
something hot as we strap skis to our rucksacks. 
So equipped, we start marching upward across 
soft snow slopes and ridges of rock flowing from 
the mountain's summit. Soon it is necessary to 
strip off extra clothes to avoid overheating. Mov-
ing a little faster, we wind between mounds of 
sharp lava rocks and onto rippled snow below the 
ridge. The violent forces that built the mountain 
are illustrated in the visible outcrops of twisted, 
broken, and jagged rocks that were once molten 
energy and have since cooled and cracked into 
inanimate shapes. To the east the shape of Mt. 
Adams looms on the gold horizon as the sun rises 
slowly in the sky. Silhouettes of trees pierce the 
luminous thin clouds as we climb higher on open  

slopes of snow and occasional patches of rock. 

Every so often it is essential to pause for dried 
fruit and water in the toilsome climb to the top. 
We argue over quality of different brands of choco-
late while nibbling our snacks. The snow gets 
steeper and some sections of the ridge are bare, 
laced with loose rocks and small scree. Reaching 
the crest of the ridge, the summit seems quite 
close, however, following several more rest stops 
and appropriate remarks, we grind our way to the 
summit proper, skis and all. Other climbers have 
congregated on top after finishing the standard 
"Dog's Head" route, the winding "Shoestring" 
Glacier, the "Forsythe" Glacier and the "Lizard" 
route. The majority of these routes are approached 
from Spirit Lake on the peak's north side. Remem-
bering back to when I first climbed St. Helens 
when nine years old, I reached the summit quite 
out of breath and the surge of joy I felt was really 
special. 

Memories fade as we find an obscure place shel-
tered from the wind and gobble down the remain-
ing food. We marvel at the familiar, but magnifi-
cent view of Mounts Rainier, Adams, and Hood. 
Clear days will also reveal the crag-like shape of 
Mt. Jefferson and faintly, the Three Sisters. The 
lakes and reservoirs below glitter like rain-filled 
puddles in the late afternoon. Ribbons of roads, 
like scattered string, cut their way through green 
forests and meadows. The periphery of gray smog 
hides from the eye unknown wonders as it lingers 
in the valleys and hills. 

We are anxious to begin our brief descent as we 
clamp down bindings and put on gloves. Mike, not 
having brought skis, will climb and glissade down 
while Mal and I will ski, hoping for good corn 

to page 24, please 
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ABOVE: Ascending the southeast ridge of Mt. St. Helens. BELOW: Skiing down above the Swift Glacier. 



ABOVE: Skiing above crevasses of the Swift Glacier. BELOW: Traversing around the "bowl" above Moonbase Camp. 
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Sitting in a truck-stop cafe in La Rumorosa, 

Baja California, running up a breakfast bill, we 
were still glowing with the realization of what we 
had accomplished in the last four days. 

It began Friday evening, leaving San Diego at 
dusk, crossing the border at Tecate and leaving  

paved highway near La Rumorosa—seven of us, 
plus gear, in Roger's tempermental Land Rover 
bouncing over thirty miles of rutted and rocky 
roads on the way to the much discussed, but 
seldom seen El Gran Trono Blanco. We pass a 
Volkswagen full of sleeping climbers on the way in 
and speculate on their chances of finding the 

Skis on Mt. St. Helens 
from page 21 

snow. Cruising over to the slope's edge, we take 
another look at Mt. Hood rising alone through the 
haze. Starting down the mountain's south side 
there are several icy patches which quickly disap-
pear the more we drop. Traversing back and forth 
on the upper slopes our skis throw small chunks of 
glittering snow and ice on each turn. The slopes of 
ice crystals are now soft, but still afford plenty of 
speed for our wooden feet. Some long traverses 
bring us just above the yawning crevasses of the 
Swift Glacier as we carefully skirt their forty- to 
fifty-foot hungry mouths. One of the many active 
glaciers on the mountain, The Swift, is the pre-
dominant mass of moving ice on the southeast 
side. Lengthy sweeping turns bring us just below 
the route we ascended as we parallel the ridge on 
the way down. The sun is blistering hot as we 
pause to change into cutoffs and enjoy the fresh 
feeling of bare legs in the alpine air. 

I take off screaming down the wide open slope 
and Mal follows up with numerous beautiful turns, 
creating a snakelike pattern on the slope. I stop, 
mesmerized by the mountain backdrop behind 
him, and together we catch our breath before con-
tinuing the exhilarating descent. Just above a 
snow bowl, bordered by a rock ridge to the south, 
we look down upon the vast rock garden created 
by flowing lava. It is difficult to imagine what is 
now covered with snow and ice was once a hot, 
bubbling mass of advancing liquid rock. Mal 
swoops down into the cauldron, making a few shal- 

low turns while I peer at him from above. I follow 
up and glide around the crest of a snowdrift, stop-
ping in a shower of snow near where he stands. We 
continue down in a carefree manner, taking ad-
vantage of every dip and bump for the thrill of the 
ride. Mike glissades on down, and we all take a 
rest in an area of lava rocks previously cited as 
Moonbase Camp. Its peculiar appearance resemb-
ling a moonscape affords us sharp rocks to sit on 
before descending the remaining leg. Following 
snow gullies and drifts, we thread our way past a 
few cracks on steep snow and schuss dips before 
ending our journey near our camp. Six hours of 
climbing and two of skiing bring us to the make-
shift camp beneath the tall hemlock. 

We did not bring along a tent so our packing up 
takes but a few minutes. Packs shouldered, we 
skate across the sloppy afternoon snow towards 
the car. A few thin encounters with branches and 
snowless patches of road and we are at snow's end. 
Melted chocolate from Mike's pack gives us a 
quick surge of energy while tossing our gear in 
Mal's Volkswagen bus. 

Except for some wavy lines on the snow, the 
mountain stands unchanged as though we had 
never trod up its ridges or streaked down the 
gleaming fields of snow. Driving the bumpy, dusty 
road, our minds turn to the thought of what next 
year's gathering of climbers and skiers will bring 
to the mountain. We say farewell for another 
twelve months until the warmth of June will come 
floating our way. El 
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Throne. After having led the way here many times 
before, I'm still amazed how lost one can get, 
especially at night, but at last we skid to a stop at 
the usual place and pile out, weary and ready for 
sleep. 

Saturday morning comes too soon and too cold. 
After a hasty breakfast, we begin sorting moun-
tains of food, clothing and climbing gear. Around 
noon we stagger out of camp with our heavy loads 
and begin the arduous descent down the south 
side, which has been described as ranking ". 
highly among the world's worse." (Summit, Sept., 
1972). The ordeal is comparable only to the 
descent down the north side of Trono Blanco, 
which gives access to the East Face routes, includ-
ing the beautiful Pan-American which we had 
climbed a month earlier. Three hours of tedious 
third class climbing brought us to the base of the 
canyon staring up at the ominous bulk of the 
South Face. 

We examine the only existing route on this face, 
The Happy Hooker, and it reminds us of the 
Salathe with its sweeping curves and boldness. 
Any new routes must be left of this, but the 
further left we go the shorter the routes become 
due to the steepness of the gully. We scrutinize a 
continuous crack system at the left margin of the 
blank face. It looks too short, a Grade IV at best, 
but its the only obvious line remaining. We flip for 
the lead and begin roped climbing. 

The first obstacle is a long roof with two prom-
inent cracks going up from the lip. It's Dick's lead 
and he has trouble with the start. Apparently 
there is no crack, just a crumbling corner. With 
darkness approaching we retreat to spend the 
night in the bottom of the gulley to try again in 
the morning. 

Sunday morning, my lead. I'm eager to make 
this go, but with half the morning gone and only 
two moves past yesterday's high point, I retreat. 
Was that A-5 or am I being intimidated? So I  

move left to the next weakness. A few aid moves 
past an overhang and. . . Presto! A free crack. 
We're very happy to be started, and the climbing 
is improving. Three free pitches later, just as the 
light fades from the far side of the immense Canon 
Tajo, the last man jumars onto a large, severely 
sloping ledge, where we will spend the night. 

The cracks above appear easy so we're 
optimistic and kick back on the spacious ledge and 
talk of getting off tomorrow. The ledge makes it 
easy to move around but is too steep to sleep on, 
so Dick and John find spots to hang their single-
point hammocks. But unless I place a bolt, there's 
no way I can get my Mexican fish catcher up. 
Listening to them snore away the hours while I 
count them, I resolve not to get on another wall 
without a single-point hammock. 

Monday morning and a cold one at that. We 
give the lead to John and wait. The easy cracks 
turn out to be a long monotonous aid pitch. 
Around 2 p.m., having discussed our lives for the 
third time, Dick and I begin to lose some of our 
composure and fondle the notion of tugging the 
rope just as "off belay" echoes off the canyon 
walls. Jumaring up and cleaning the pitch I forget 
the plans I had for John and by the time I reach 
his hanging belay I'm ready to shake his hand. 
The crack above opens up but neither of us will 
venture a prediction that it will go free. We have 
been fooled twice before. 

It turns out to be mixed, awkward but not too 
difficult. I complete half of the pitch as the light 
fades, and we rappel down to our tired, parched 
partner and 'the hotel' for another night. 

The conversation is strained. Only a pitch-and-
a-half today and we estimate at least five more to 
get off. It's not that we're in trouble, we can get 
off if we have to and walk out the same way we 
came in (though the idea of climbing back up that 
gulley makes us retch). So instead of retreat, we 
speak of spending a fourth (!) day on the route. No 

to page 28, please 
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The South Face of 
El Gran Trono Blanco is steep, 
blank and very large. 

El Gran Trono Blanco 
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from page 25 

one is thrilled at this prospect either, but we agree 
to continue the effort as long as the weather and 
supplies hold out. After all, isn't this the challenge 
of any big route, not knowing when you'll get off, 
or even if it will go? 

With a half moon, cloudless skies, and the tran-
quillity Canyon Tajo instills, it's easy to forget the 
tough days spent hanging in your Whillans. Here, 
swinging slightly in my Mexican string hammock, 
looking at the moon, I realize the efforts of the 
day, of any day, are nothing. This prize, being here 
and realizing as one rarely does, our meager role in 
the scheme of things, is worth all the toil. Sleep 
finally dissolves my smile. 

It's Tuesday and yet a long way to go. I jumar 
to yesterday's high point and start face climbing 
to reach an apparent weakness. The last half of my 
pitch is delicate and complex, probably the crux of 
the climb. We rendevouz for a brief moment at the 
belay and look around, realizing we're on some-
thing much bigger than anticipated. The South 
Face is steep, blank, and very large. 

Dick leads next, finding the going a little 
smoother and discovers a ramp leading around the 
overhangs. John leads one, then another, stretch-
ing his lead eighty feet across a steep face with no 
protection available. I clean it, and struggle with 
the pack, anticipating at any time to pendulum  

across the face. Dick comes next with the haul 
line, and as he unclips and sees the aerial possibil-
ities, he has but one expression as he looks up at 
us, "What the hell am I doing here?" 

I finished the next lead as the light fades. I 
don't like the anchor and begin drilling. Mean-
while, below me, the haul bag is stuck. John goes 
down to loosen it and gets an unexpected joy ride 
across forty feet of rock when it pendulums free. 

Dick comes up in the dark and starts what we 
hope will be the last lead. The half moon supplies 
his only light as he places protection by feel alone. 
He keeps us informed of each difficulty he encoun-
ters while we cross our fingers. A minor obstacle 
in daylight could stop us at night. At last Dick's 
on top. 

We clean the summit pitch and collapse happy 
and tired. While we discuss the highlights of the 
last few hours we are startled by a spectacular 
exploding meteor. We are awed. What a fine 
tribute to our new route. 

Hiking back to the car and friends is out of the 
question at night, so we find a nice spot to sleep. 
In the warm light of the fire we discuss naming 
the route and decide on "The South Wall," with a 
rating of Grade V, F-9, A-3. Then curled up like 
three cats, we drift into contented sleep. LI 
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Dick and Werner on our spacious, but severely sloping 
bivouac ledge. 

El Gran 

Trono Blanco 

' 

' 

Dick and Werner on the South Face. We were on some- 
thing much bigger than we had anticipated. 
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High on the south face of El Gran Trono Blanco in Baja. 
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Growing a sprout garden in your pack is sheer 
delight. Sprouts and thermos jug cookery have 
eased the strain on my thin wallet, added flavor 
and zest to backpack grub and very definitely 
made bivouac eating much healthier and hassle 
free. All that is required is a supply of untreated 
seeds that can be purchased in any health food 
store and most supermarkets. Mung beans, alfalfa 
seeds, Adzuki beans, Fenugreek seeds, peas, 
hulled pumpkin seeds, beans of all sorts, wheat, 
and hulled peanuts are excellent backpack choices 
because of high protein and vitamin content. 
You'll also need heavy duty small garbage bags. 

To start your sprouts at home put one quarter 
to a full cup of the seeds into a wide mouth jar, 
cover with lukewarm water, soak overnight, drain 
and then rinse two to four times daily. Rinsing 
your sprouts is important to keep them damp and 
also improves flavor (sprouts have a lubricating 
substance intended to help them slide through the 
soil easily). For easy rinsing cover the mouth of 
the jar with cheesecloth, plastic screen, or nylon 
stocking, hold in place with a rubber band or jar 
ring. Cover the jar with a towel or paper bag if you 
intend to leave it in the light. The first day of your 
hike or the night before, transfer the sprouts to the 
plastic bags. A double bagging method is 
preferred for complete leak-proof safety. Place the 
young plants in the top of your pack so you can 
get to them readily for rinsing and they don't get 
crushed on the trail. Rinse at least twice daily, 
using warm water from your canteen. Cold water 
would shock the plants and slow their growth. To 
start new plants on the trail use the same method 
only with "baggies" instead of the jar. 

If you are going to be in chilly or freezing 
temperature at night make sure your sprouts stay 
warm and growing. Slide them to the foot of your 
sleeping bag and sleep with the little buggers. If 
you are ski touring or packing in cold weather, 
wrap the sprouts around the warm thermos which  

you'll have in your pack. (I'll explain the thermos 
in a few more paragraphs.) Put the sprouts and 
thermos inside your stuffed sleeping bag as nearly 
centered as possible; this insulates both thermos 
and sprouts and provides hot house conditions for 
rapid germination. The temperature range for 
germinating seeds is between 32° and 113° F; 
however, the optimum temperature is between 680 

and 86° F. 

Once your sprouts have grown to an edible size 
put them in a portion of your pack that will remain 
fairly cool. The cooler temperature will arrest their 
growth and help them keep quite nicely for about 
one week. If you keep your canteen filled with cool 
water and your sprouts in its vicinity, it's rather 
like having a springhouse on your back in which 
to store your fresh mini-vegetables. Seeds have 
varying germination time spans so the backpack 
garden has to be planned around those cycles. To 
eat fresh sprouts on a weekend hike they should be 
started approximately three days prior to your 
trip. By doing this you'd be eating fresh sprouts 
your first day out. If you are planning a lengthy 
trip it would be advisable to start a new bag of 
sprouts about every three days right on the trail. 

A combination of seeds with the same germina-
tion time sprouted together gives a delightful 
variety of flavors and a goodly range of vitamins 
and minerals; however, some folks prefer to sprout 
only one type of seed per baggie for their supply of 
fresh 'vegies.' Consult the chart on the next page 
to determine growing time so that growth rate 
matches the type and length of backpacking trip 
you are planning. 

The weight-conscious backpacker will note that 
ounce for ounce the food value of seed compares 
favorably with that of freeze-dried foods. Seeds are 
concentrated foods in the sense that they have low 
water content. Most seeds are 12% water but when 
sprouted the water content may increase to as 
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3 to 5 days 1 to 2 inches 

4 Lu 5 days 3 inches 

3 to 4 days 2 inches 

3 days Root & seeds 
equal length 

3 days 1/4 inch 

3 or 4 days 1/2 inch 

3 days 1/2 inch 

an d 6h. ug cookerg 
By J. Zane Walley 

much as 95%. Seeds are at the very height of 
vitamin and mineral potency while in the sprout 
stage, and the process of sprouting creates a more 
usable form of protein in many seeds. Sprouts also 
create other beneficial changes—one is the increas-
ing of Vitamin C. For instance, the Vitamin C in 
oats increase 600% after sprouting. 

Once you have the green garden in your pack 
growing, the ways to prepare them are limited 
only by the scope of your culinary fantasy and 
how rapidly the need to appease your appetite. 
Sprouts as a trail snack are a quick pick-me-up; 
with a touch of vinegar and cooking oil they trans-
form into a tossed salad. They are great in a  

freeze-dried omelet, and almost make freeze-dried 
eggs palatable. They add freshness to any 
standard freeze-dried fare by sprinkling heavily 
over the top after rehydration is complete. If you 
have a bit of Chinese Chef bubbling in your tired 
bones and a few extra minutes to play with before 
sundown, stir-fry them in margarine or oil, add a 
few drops of soy sauce and instantly your plain 
meal is transformed into a gastronomical treat. 
Your Sierra cup performs admirably as a 
mini-wok. 

You'll find sprouts serve to fill that constantly 
empty void for all your meals and snacks. They do 

to page 41, please 

GERMINATION HARVEST 
TIME LENGTH 

Approx. 4 days 1 inch 

Alfalfa Seeds 3 to 5 days 

Mini, but edi-
ble in 24 hours 

YIELD PROTEIN 

Aduzki Sprouts contain all the essential amino 

¼ cup seeds = 1 cup sprouts 25% acids except for tryptophan, and are high in 
iron, niacin and calcium. 

Alfalfa Sprouts contain the amino acids argi- 

11/2  to 2 inches 3 tbs seeds make 1 qt.; '/ cup 35% nine, lysine, threonine and tryptophan; mm- 

makes l'/, cups of 1/8 inch erals contained are phosphorus, chlorine, iron, 

Green or 1/8 sprouts silicone, calcium, magnesium, sulfur, sodium, 

inch and potassium. Alfalfa is ounce for ounce the 

SEEDS 

Adzuki Beans 

20 to 
1 cup = 4 cups sprouts 25% 

¼ cup seeds = 4 cups sprouts 29% 

'/4 cup seeds = 4 cups sprouts 26% 

3/4 cup seeds = 1 cup sprouts 22% 

1 cup = 2 cups sprouts 30% 

1 cup = 3 cups sprouts 14% 

1 cup = 3 cups sprouts 21% 

most nutritious. 

Bean Sprouts are an excellent source of iron, 
niacin, phosphorus, potassium, and Vitamin 
131 and 132, Calcium. 

Fenugreek is extremely rich in iron and 
Vitamin A. 

Rich in Vitamin E and chlorine. 

Peas contain all eight of the essential amino 
acids. 

Pumpkin sprouts are super rich in phosphorus, 
iron and the B Vitamin compound. 

Wheat sprouts are magnum loaded with Vita-
min E, niacin and pathothenic acid. 

No data available on nutritional value, but 
you'll find them the tastiest of all sprouts. 

Beans (Pinto, Navy, White, 
Red, Black, Lima, Kidney & 
Red 

Fenugreek 

Mung Beans 

Peas 

Pumpkin Seeds 
(Hulled( 

Wheat 

Peanuts 
(l -  lulled( 
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9020). We continued westerly, dropping a hun-
dred feet, then ascending 400  ice to the summit of 
Peak 4 at 9200 feet. In a sweeping traverse, we 
continued on the ridge 11/2  miles to another peak 
9030 feet (Peak 5) with a panoramic view of dozens 
of peaks in all directions. Roberts Peak, the only 
other named peak in 400 square miles of wilder-
ness, was five air miles away, separated from us 
by a glacier requiring 2500 feet of elevation loss  

and gain to attain its summit. 

From there (Peak 5), we traversed back, drop-
ping onto an adjacent glacier and another ridge 
some 21/2  miles northeasterly. The ridge contained 
two small peaks, the largest of which is identified 
as Peak 6 (elevation approximately 8400 feet). We 
erected cairns and installed registers on Peaks 3, 4, 
and 5. 

Descending Peak 2, 9500 feet, in the Northern Cariboo Range of British Columbia. 

L 
At 



The next day, we were suspended in heavy fog. 
We wanted to make the Roberts Peak traverse but 
a 7-mile climb with 3 miles of wands seemed im-
practical. In poor weather, we packed up and de-
scended to the road. 

The area is vast. From on top of any one of the 
peaks, one can observe countless others, most of 
which are unnamed and uncimbed. Glaciers and  

ice are everywhere. The rock is badly broken and 
not reasonable to climb. Ascents of the 8500 to 
9500-foot peaks can be made as challenging as one 
would like. Access to the area and others is diffi-
cult. Without a convenient logging road, flying is 
the only reasonable and timely manner of ap-
proach. Whatever the approach, however, there is 
an abundance of climbing that will occupy parties 
for some years in the future. El 
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Pacific Crest Trail from page 15 

meadow with the efficiency of lawnmowers. I was 
mortified at the sight of wildflower genocide. The 
shepherds outnumbered us by six to two. We felt 
helpless. The grazing was clearly in violation of 
rules and regulations pertaining to wilderness 
areas. My sincere hope is that the Wenatchee 
National Forest will have backcountry rangers 
periodically checking the Indian Pass area for 
further violations in future summers. 

We camped one misty evening at the head of the 
Sauk River. With regard to the weather, I wrote in 
my journal, "We are all Sauk-ed in." On August 
23 it snowed a half foot on the northwest shoulder 
of Glacier Peak. We lost the trail in the fresh snow 
and swirling fog at 6350-foot Fire Creek Pass. 

The last four days of the hike between Rainy 
Pass, on the North Cascades Highway, and the 
U.S. Canadian border, were unforgettable. The 
scenery was magnificent. The trail, particularly 
between Rainy Pass and Harts Pass, is excellent. 
It is well-marked, wide, and views defy descrip-
tion. Memories of the past five months flooded my 
mind as we approached a little faded green monu-
ment marking the international boundary. Arriv-
ing at the border, I somehow felt letdown in an 
odd way. After having come some 2500 miles, I 
guess I expected the earth to stand still for a min-
ute, or for lightning bolts to crash down from the 
heavens. Neither happened, as you may have 
guessed. We quickly clipped off the eight miles 
separating the border from Manning Park Lodge 
where we met family and friends. It was quite a 
hike. 

Of the things which impressed me the most in 
the wilderness, the greatest was the simplicity of 
our mountain life. We did not have nerve-rattling 
telephones jangling in our ears, no alarm clocks, 
no deadlines, no television set barrages, no college 
essays to write. The things of civilization were 
behind us. It is amazing how simplicity and peace 
can come so easily in the wilderness, but how elus-
ive those two qualities are in our frenetic fast-
paced society. And, yet, simplicity and peace are 
what we need most in the world today. I think 
that is why we go into the wilderness, and that is 
what hiking is all about. L] 
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Another 

FIRST 
f rom the 
recognizec 
industry 
leader 

A new addition to the Mountain House regular 
line of Freeze Dried Foods. 
NOW you can carry from THREE to FIVE times 
as much food in the same space. 
Another reason why Mountain House is the leader 
in freeze dried food technology and first choice 
with outdoor people everywhere! 

A&'F& MOUNTAIN HOUSE® 
Freeze Dried Foods 

For free customer catalog send a stamped, self-addressed envelope to... 
Oregon Freeze Dry Foods, Inc., P0. Box 1048, Dept. SU, Albany, 
Oregon 97321 
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CLIMBING IN EASTERN MASSACHUSETTS by Steve In general, the guide includes areas that offer climbing 
Hendrick and Sam Streibert. Published by Milgamex or bouldering in eastern Massachusetts. The driving 
Company, Box 133, Wayland, Mass. 01778. $3.95. Pocket- directions given for location of the areas assumes you 
size paperback. 73 pages. start from Boston. 

II [1  HIifIEN 
Famous Pivetta comfort 
and fit 
Lightweight yet durable 
and dependable 

Send for free brochure & location of 
your nearest Pivetta dealer to 
The Donner Mountain Corporation 
2110 51h Street, Berkeley, Ca. 94710 

Two Lee per LieBack cam hooks can 
replace half a rack of hardware 

on many aid pitches. Thread as shown with 1/2"  webbing. Wide tip is 
"low ratio" for minimum stress on fragile rock. Narrow tip is "high 
ratio" for maximum stability. 

Ed Leeper, Wa//street, Colorado 80302 
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EXPLORING KATMAI NATIONAL MONUMENT and 
THE VALLEY OF TEN THOUSAND SMOKES by the 
Editors of Alaska Travel Publications, Inc., P.O. Box 
4-2031, Anchorage, Alaska 99509. $7.50. 

A complete guide to the monument, including history, 
geology, visitor facilities, gateways, climate and weather, 
wildlife, plantlife, information on fishing, and includes 
several backcountry trips from a few hours on the trail to 
multi-days. Well illustrated with good maps. 

EL PICACHO DEL DIABLO, the Conquest of Lower 
California's Highest Peak, 1932 and 1937 by Norman 
Clyde. Introduction and bibliography by John W. Robin-
son, 19 photographs by Nathan Clark. Published by 
Dawson's Book Shop, Los Angeles. $15. A limited edition. 
Hardbound. 

The book includes a chapter on the man (Norman 
Clyde), the mountain, two essays written by Norman 
Clyde, and a bibliography on the published informative 
articles on El Picacho del Diablo, plus photographs.  

THE HARD YEARS by Joe Brown. Published by 
Penguin Books, Harmondsworth, Middlesex, England. 
Paperback. $2.95. 

An engaging story of the ups and downs of the climbing 
life of Joe Brown who pioneered many new climbs in 
Wales in the early 1950's. He started climbing while work-
ing as a plumber and has become a widely-known inter-
national climber. 

THE CURTIS CREEK MANIFESTO, A Fully illustrated 
Guide to the Strategy, Finesse, Tactics and Paraphernalia 
of Fly Fishing written and illustrated by Sheridan Ander-
son. Published by Salmon Trout Steelheader Magazine, 
P.O. Box 02112, Portland, Oregon 97202. Paperback, 48 
pages, 8-3/8" x 10-7/8". $2.95. 

For years, Sheridan has had drawings published in 
magazines and rock climbing books. Those who have sub-
scribed to Summit for several years are well aware of the 
originality and clever work he has done. Now he has 
branched out into writing and illustrating a book on fish-
ing. Every page is filled with drawings and hand-printed 
remarks on fishing. Even if you don't fish and can't stand 
the sight of one, you will enjoy Sheridan's book. 
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KARRIMOR are not content to let the 'ideal' of yesterday be the 
'norm' of tomorrow. Just as mountaineers push things (the physical 
and technical), to the limit, so does KARRIMOR pursue its quest for 
perfection. It would be presumptuous to make unconditional claims 
for any of our products, but we do believe that the selection of our 
equipment by major expeditions from 21 countries in the last year 
alone is some reason to believe we're on the right line. 

JOE BROWN CHAMONIX 
Height: 60 ext. to 85cm. Height: 65cm. Width: 35cm. 
Width: 40cm. Capacity: 50 - Capacity: 45 litres. Fabric: 
20 litres. Fabric: 7 oz. P.U. 15 oz cotton duck. Color: 
or 15 oz. cotton duck. Color: Mid Green. Weight: 1000gm. 
Red, Yellow, Blue. Weight: 
1400gm (p.u.) 1650gm (Cd). 

Available from: LM.E., Box 494, North Conway, N.H. 03860 

Fka   i m o r 
ltd.

ARADE ACCRINGTON LANCS ENGLAND 
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• Sierra ck4)efr Designs 
• North Face 
• Fabiano 

5RORT HOR •Kelty 
• Chouinard 

Main Street . North Woodstock, N.H. 03262 • Forrest 
• Canp 7 
• Aura 

The Timberline has a unique Compression Arch Frame 
ç that keeps it taut without stakes So it erects anywhere 

Light enough too to pack anywhere and movable even 
after it's up. For comfort, the Timberline features a wrap- 
around floor, breathable walls and a waterproof fly. The 

"A" type door and big rear window provide cross 
ventilation. See it in 2- and 4-man flame-retardant 

Eureka models at your dealer. Or send 5W for our 
4-color catalog and dealer locations to: 

FVREIi 
Eureka Tent, Inc. 

Subsidiary of JOI-INSON DIVERSIFIED, INC. 
Box  966, Binghamton, N.Y. 13902 

- / 

''- JLc 
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Sprouts & Thermos Jug Cookery 

from page 33 

it healthily, inexpensively, easily and with the 
added bonus that you can choose to sprout your 
seeds or cook them as I will now describe. 

For pressure cooking on the trail, purchase an 
inexpensive, totally plastic, well-insulated bottle, 
quart or pint according to your appetite. Plan to 
wrap it in two or more heavy duty plastic bags; 
lack of leakage is vital to this method of cookery. 

Let your food fantasies ramble—pinto beans, 
navy beans, split peas, garbanzo, corn meal, wheat 
meal, rice, tapioca, or any food that is dried and 
would require lengthy cooking. Even the organic 
brown rice cooks well. 

When you fire up the stove for that morning cup 
of drink, fill your insulated bottle three quarters 
full of your choice of food for that night's dinner. 
Pour boiling water in on top of your future culi-
nary delight, leaving enough room at the top for 
expansion; about one inch is sufficient. Add salt 
and spices, seal tightly, bag and put into the 
middle of your sleeping bag. Now you have a 
superbly insulated pressure cooker, getting supper 
together as you trot off down the trail. Come night 
time, while everyone else is fumbling with their 
stove and freeze-dried foods, you are merrily feed-
ing your face with well-cooked, cheap, healthful 
food. Once you have eaten supper, repeat the 
process with your choice of breakfast cereal or 
grain. Tuck your mountain pressure cooker down 
in your sleeping bag and you'll drift off to sleep 
with warm feet and breakfast cooking as you 
snooze. 

BIGFOOT 
Expedition for Hikers,Backpackers and Snowshoers 

Field research team seeking an unknown primate offers you the 
opportunity to make significant financial, intellectual and physical 
contributions to science and conservation. Unforgettable 22 day 
wilderness expeditions in southwestern Oregon and northwestern 
California led by scientists, naturalists and trackers. 

You search for Bigfoot in an area containing rare plants, 360 
bird species and 87 mammal species. Tracking instruction. Trailers 
and tents furnished. Nonprofit organization. Departures all year. 
Men and women of all ages. Intermediate and advanced teams of 4 
to 16 explorers. Send $3 today for detailed catalog. 

BEAMER EXPEDITIONS 
Dept. ST1, P.O. Box 285, Canoga Park, California 91305 

Sew it yourself and save! The NEW TETON KIT is designed to 
follow your body's contour, with a roomy, flared foot. Loft runs 
approx. 3" with a Flame Retardant 1.5 oz. ripstop nylon shell and a 
parallelogram Down channel system of 1.1 oz. ripstop nylon baffl-
ing. The full length #5 Y.K.K. DELRIN zipper is topstitched to the 
bag and protected by a plump, full length draft tube, reinforced 
with 1" webbing and nylon mesh. Shoulder and hood drawstring 
adjust separately to snug up shoulders against heat loss. Every 
TETON KIT comes with a waterproof 6" x 13" stuff sack kit, pre-cut 
materials, thread, and our mess-free Down filling PACKETTES. 
You'll find 24 oz. of Garment Grade Goose Down in the 6' length 
and 25 oz. in the 66" length . . . giving you an unbelievable total 
weight of 42 ounces and 48 ounces respectively. 

Color: Blue. TETON SLEEPING BAG KIT (#200030C) 
Shoulder Down Total 

Length Girth Wt. Wt. Price 
60" 55" 24 oz. 42 oz. $59.50 
66" 57" 25 oz. 48 oz. $63.75 

Please add $2.25 handling to the prices above. 
(Cob., Ariz. and Calif. Res. add sales tax) 

BankAmericard, Master Charge and American Express honored. 

FREE! 
1976 SPRING 
MAIL ORDER 

CATALOG 
Send today for your per-
sonal copy of Holubar's 
Spring color catalog of fine 
outdoor equipment and 
clothing. A special section 
covers more 'Sew-It-
Yourself" Kit ideas for those 
who want to save money! 

W"VA"APCL& 
Dept. 1291-14 Box 7 Boulder, Colorado 80302 
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AMERICAN ALPINE CLUB NEWS by Ruth D. Mendenhall 

No Tent Camping at Teton Climber's Ranch 
Permission for tent camping at the American Alpine Club 

Climber's Ranch in the Tetons was denied in April by the 
National Park Service. The AAC had requested tent camping 
in accordance with climbers' wishes. 

Reasons for denial of the request included concern that the 
"visual impact of the many-colored tents at the Climber's 
Ranch" would make it appear to be "another tent campground 
in the Park, which would be going against the intent of our 
approved Master Plan." The Park Service also felt that it 
would be "a hardship on the ranch management to turn clients 
away if there were still ten vacancies in the cabins because of 
ten units in tents." 

Climbers who wish to camp are urged by the Park Service to 
use the established campgrounds at Jenny Lake or elsewhere. 

Communal outdoor fires at the Ranch will be permitted, 
however. An ample supply of wood will be provided by the 
Park Service. The fire can be used for cooking and atmosphere. 

Existing regulations at the Ranch, which is maintained by 
the American Alpine Club for all climbers, will remain 
virtually unchanged in other respects, according to William L. 
Putnam, AAC President. 

Bidwell UlAA Representative 
David D. Bidwell will replace Fritz Wiessner as the Ameri-

can Alpine Club's official representative in the UIAA. Bidwell, 
a former AAC Secretary, lives in Geneva and travels widely, 
making frequent visits to the USA. 

Wiessner, an Honorary Member of the AAC who served 
long and well as UIAA representative, asked to be relieved of 
the position. 

The AAC representative on the UIAA Material Commis-
sion, which deals with equipment testing and the UIAA label, 
is Dr. Helmut Microys, a building engineer and physicist, who 
lives in Toronto. 

New Teton Permit System 
A new climbing registration permit system is to be imple-

mented in the Grand Teton National Park this summer. De-
tails are being worked out to make the new system as easy as 
possible while still fulfilling Park Service requirements, accord-
ing to Alan L. Atchison, Chief Park Ranger, in a letter to AAC 
President William L. Putnam. 

USSR Climbing Exchange Program 
Six members have been selected for the American Alpine 

Club's team to go to the Pamirs this summer for the USSR 
climbing exchange program. They are: Alex Bertulis, Mike 
Warburton, George Lowe, Chris Jones, Rob Wallace, and 
Henry Barber, leader. 

The criteria for choosing the team included AAC member-
ship; a record of sustained interest in the Club and its work; 
some participation in last summer's visit to the USA by the 
Russian climbers; and acceptance of the terms of the 
exchange. 1-1 

Three Fall to Death on Mt. St. Helens 
Jack and Judi Amos and Vern Stiles fell nearly 3600 feet to 

their death on the icy slopes of Mt. St. Helens February 7. 
They fell from near the False Summit to the 5800-foot level on 

to page 45, please 
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=PIPOR 

fk.fly  fLuffy fLuffy fLuffy 
Did you know that.... 

Due to perspiration, moisture, dust and other influences your sleeping bag 
loses its insulating capacity. The skin secretions of the human body stick 

NATURAL to the downs and make them limp, matted, inelastic and incapable of insulating. 

Very important: Forget the chemical dry-cleaning which may be harmful 

SOAP  FOR DOIAIN - 

risking serious damage to the downs. 
FLUFFY is better. We guarantee it. 
FLUFFY soap bath extracts greasy ingredients and leaves the natural fat 

content of the downs. 

FLUFFY prolongs the life of 

FLUFFY contains a combination of special additives with regenerating power. 
I 1 FLUFFY is suited for any sleeping bag or down jacket. 

• FLUFFY is easy to apply. Directions for use in 3 languages are enclosed. 

Downs the valuable natural product require adequate care. FLUFFY is the best. 

S II' 

Information by Mountain Paraphernalia Royal Robbins 
MODESTO / Calif. 95352 P.O. Box 4536 
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A tent of higher quality 
cannot be found at any price. 

Room for three heavies. 
Sleeps two adults and two children. 

A fast, easy pitch. 
Price: $188 

SPECIFICATIONS 
Hexagon Floor Plan: 8 ft. (diag.) 

Height: 6 ft. at peak 
Total Weight: 8 lbs. (including poles, rainfly, etc.) 

Large dual-zippered front door, two zippered ripstop 
nylon windows, two air vents near peak. 

Poles are external tripod design, 
aluminum tube, shock corded. 

Double-stitched, lap seam construction. 
Packed stuff sack size: 7 in. x 20 in. 

Write for free brochure S-2 
Clear Creek 

14361 Catalina St. 

San Leandro, CA 94577 

DEALER INQUIRIES INVITED 

NORTHERN LIGHTS - 

ALPINE RECREATION Z 
Mountaineering Weeks (Basic - Advanced) 
First Ascent Weeks z 
Alpine Hiking Treks 
Exploratory Climbing Expeditions 

Arnör Larson, #399, Invermere, B.C. 

MOUTAINEERING ADVENTURES 
Summer of .'76, rock climbing, snow 

40  

climbing and glacial ascents of Mt. Rainier, 
Olympic Cascades Tetons Colorado Rockies. 
EApert leadership, ages 15-19, coed: North 
Country Mountoineering, box 951, Hanover, N.H.,U.S.A. 

Molehill Mountain Guides present climbing as an activity 
involving the total person. .. the physical, emotional, and 
intellectual being. We stress a natural, non-mechanical 
approach based on the client's aptitude and desire. 

REGULAR SESSIONS 
Rock climbing, alpine mountaineering, and ice climbing 

sessions are available throughout the year. These sessions 
are conducted in local or client preferred areas. 

SPECIAL SPRING/SUMMER 
4-DAY SEMINARS 

Molehill Mountain Guides offers a series of special 4-day 
rockclimbing seminars at one of Southern California's most 
beautiful alpine climbing areas. The seminars accommodate 
students according to their individual abilities in groups not 
to exceed three students per instructor. All levels from basic 
skills to advanced rockclimbing techniques will be presented. 
Three meals a day, evening slide lectures, and rustic A-
frame living quarters with shower facilities 

- DATES - 

June 18-25 
JUNE 27-JULY3 
AUGUST 7-20 

molehill mountain guides 
213 •464 •8311 

3944 alla road_losangeles, calif. 90066 

G I B B S 
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. 

gg  

ASCENDERS with Spring Wire & Quick Release Pins 

ROPE • SLING • CARABINERS 

GIBBS PRODUCTS I 20% DISCOUNT 
ON ASCENDERS 

854 Padley Street WITH ORDERS OF 

Salt Lake City, Utah 84108 I $50.00 OR MORE 

44 SUMMIT / April, 1976 



scree from page 42 

the Ape Glacier. The upper slopes were unseasonally icy due to 
a dry period in January and early February. 

McKinley Summit Reached by 302 in 1975 
In 1975, 302 persons reached the summit of Mt. McKinley. 

In April of 1976, 70 separate climbing parties were already 
registered for the ascent. The increase in climbers has caused a 
major litter problem on the mountain—in 1974, the National 
Park Service cleared two tons of trash off the mountain; in 
1975, they removed a ton of new trash. However 90% of the 
new trash was of Japanese origin. The NPS intends to limit 
the number of climbers on the mountain in the future, but the 
limit has not yet been set. Another consideration is that 
McKinley Park may be enlarged, thus cutting off the popular 
landing zone on the Kahiltna Glacier which would reduce 
access and thus numbers. 

Yosemite Rescues 
Of the approximately 120 rescues each year in Yosemite 

National Park, 10 to 20 are on technical climbs. The NPS 
calculated that climbing rescues cost up to $60,000 each, and 
they are now charging rescued climbers with the helicopter 
costs. Sequoia and North Cascades Parks also charge for heli-
copters, as do sheriff departments called in for search opera. 
tions in the National Forests. Incompetence is considered the 
principal factor in the increasing number of technical rescues. 

1976 Denali Winter Expedition 
Five climbers from Eugene, Oregon attempted a winter 

ascent of Mt. McKinley via the West Buttress route during 
February and March. The temperatures encountered by the 
group were 00  to -10°F during the day on the lower Kahiltna 
Glacier and -250  at night. Above 12,000 feet the daytime tem-
peratures were around -10 and night readings were -30 0. The 
weather was generally clear the first nine days of the climb, 
but during the second half of the expedition, the weather was 
unsettled with snow and winds over 100 mph. Scott downhill 
boots were used during the first two weeks of load ferrying on 
skis to 11,300 feet. From there the slopes were icy and the high 
winds made skiing impractical. One of the team climbed to 
17,000 feet with Scotts. 

On March 9, two climbers reach a high point of 17,000 feet 
on the West Buttress where they bivouacked in -450  temper-
atures. The next day in 40 mph winds, decreasing visibility 
and a low fuel supply the pair headed down. For the next six 
days the summit and the entire mountain above 15,000 feet 
was raked by high winds, and upward progress was out of the 
question. After spending 23 days on the mountain, the five 
returned to Eugene. Minor frostbite was the only cold injury 
received. Members of the expedition were: Dale Moon, Mike 
Seeley, Chris Ross, Terry Schultz and Steve Ross. 

- Steve Ross 

North Cascades Permits 
Backcountry use permits, required for all overnight camping 

in trailside and cross-country camps for the past three years, 
will no longer be available by advance reservations at North 
Cascades National Park. Permits will now be issued on a first-
come, first-served basis and can be picked up enroute to trail-
head from Ranger Stations at Marblemount, Stehekin or 
Hozomeen. 

Sew It Yourself 
Boulder Mountain Parka 

Smart styling and functional design for year 'round 
outdoor activities. The outer shell is tough, machine 
washable, STORM CLOTH (a blend of Polyester/Cotton) 
and features a SUPERNYL lining for a double layer of 
fabric throughout the body, hood and sleeves. Additional 
features include a front closure two-way Y.K.K. DELRIN 
zipper covered by a VELCRO® closure wind flap; five 
pockets including a back pocket; and adjustable waist 
and VELCRO® closure wrists and hood. All pre-cut mate-
rials, thread, and easy to follow step-by-step directions 
and illustrations included in each kit. Available in Men's 
and Women's sizes XS-XL in Navy, Forest Green or 
Orange. Pack weight 1 lb. 5 oz. BOULDER MOUNTAIN 
PARKA KIT (#205005C), $27.95 plus $1.50 handling. 

Cob. Ariz. & Calif. Residents add sales tax. 
American Express, BankAmericard or 

Master Charge honored. 

FREE! 
SPRING MAIL ORDER CATALOG 

Send today for your FREE color catalog featuring the Holubar 
ready-made line and the Holubar sew-it-yourself kit selection of 
fine outdoor clothing and equipment. 

WphAALAHM& 
Dept. 129K4 Box 7 Boulder, Colorado 80302 
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reader's comments... 
Dear Editor: 

We are writing with regard to inac-
curacies in a report published in Acci-
dents in North American Mountaineer-
ing, filed by Dick Culbert. This report 
concerned a serious fall by Blair Mitten 
in the Canadian Rockies in 1974, and 
was followed by a letter signed by Don 
Vockeroth pointing out the errors. Our 
reply is tardy as Dick has been in South 
America until recently. 

The information in this accident report 
was derived in part from the victim dur-
ing his recovery in the hospital, and in 
part from two members of the Canadian 
Association of Mountain Guides course 
which Blair was attending at the time of 
his injury. These two had been ques-
tioned informally by Les Priest in Banff. 
The blame for inaccuracies is accepted 
by Dick, who misjudged the clarity of  

Blair's recollection in spite of known 
(temporary) damage to memory; and 
who took secondhand information. It is 
unfortunate that Blair's parents were not 
informed of the story when they travel-
led to Calgary Hospital to visit Blair 
after being alerted by a friend in the 
Canadian Army Cadet Camp, and that 
the Guide School were not able to answer 
his parents' letters until after Dick's 
report had been completed and he had 
left town. Dick's own request to this 
group for information has not been 
answered. 

In all sincerity, however, we both wish 
to offer apologies for this unfortunate 
event, and to anyone who feels they have 
been compromised as a result of inac-
curacies. 
Dick Culbert 
Les Priest 
West Vancouver, B.C. 

to page 48, please 

Mountain essentials. 
UNTAINEERING FIRST AID. Immediate 
for wounds, shock, fractures, common em-

mcies; plus preparation for rescue, getting 
lical help. 96 pages, $2.50. 

)ICINE FOR MOUNTAINEERING. Hand-
k for treating illnesses, accident victims in 
ote area where no doctor is available. Sec-
edition: updated data on medications, hy-
ermia, high-altitude problems. Compiled by 
ber-physicians. 370 pages, $7.95. 

00k and outdoor stores, or by mail (add 5.3% 
shipped postpaid). 

The MOUNTAINEERS 
719 Pike St., Seattle, WA 98101 

Send me 1 
copies Mountaineering First Aid at $2.50 I 
copies Medicine for Mountaineering at I 

$7.95 I 
(Add 5.3% tax for Wash. res.) I 
LII Send free brochure on other titles 

Name I 
Street I 
City State ________Zip J 

OFFERING A 
SUPERLATIVE 
SELECTION OF 

MOUNTAINEERING 
AND BACKPACKING 

GEAR 
scud for catalogue 

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

94703 
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Mike Covington traversing the Darwin Glacier on Mount Kenya. 

MOUNT KENYA from page 6 

Mackinder, the pioneer British geographer who 
made the first ascent of the mountain in 1899. 
Mackinder gave the Diamond Glacier its name 
because of its extreme hardness. During the first 
ascent, three hours of step cutting by his Cour-
mayeur guides Oilier and Brocherel were required 
to traverse its narrow upper width. 

Using modern ice climbing equipment and tech-
nique, Mike and Yvon made long runouts up the 
fall line and soon reached the Gate of the Mists, 
the col at the head of the glacier between Bation 
and Nelion. A fourth class scramble from the col 
brought them to the summit of Mount Kenya, half 
a world away from home. 

Our journey and mission were complete. The 
Direct Diamond Couloir was climbed and the  

cinema footage was in the can. Our thoughts in 
retrospect were many. In Mount Kenya National 
Park we had experienced a new and beautiful facet 
of creation. We had forged new friendships and 
had learned some things about the human family 
in general, and ourselves in particular. 

We had experienced the joy of climbing well at 
the edge of our abilities. We had also the oppor-
tunity to test ourselves on another edge—the fine 
edge between joy in performing well in the human 
relationships category, and the personal tragedy 
that results in failing. Success and joy in this area 
are known and measured silently by the individual 
team member and the world knows little of it. 

Such is the challenge of life. El 

SUMMIT / April, 1976 47 



SUMMIT reader's comments.,. 
a mountaineering magazine continued from page 46 

P.O. Box 1889 
Big Bear Lake, California 92315 

Please send SUMMIT for the term indicated to: 

1 Year L]$7 2 Years 0$10 3 Years Li $13 
5 Years 0$20 

Li NEW Li RENEWAL 

STREET 

CITY 

STATE ZIP 

Amount Enclosed________________ 

— — — 

I 

'LYLVW 
Free 1976 

IF\( outdoor I 
k catalog 

endorsed I 
by the 

000, 

experts. 
r 
I

Get REI's free outdoor catalog with over 1600 
top-quality itema for outdoor people. You'll find 
gear and clothing for mountaineering, 

I backpacking, cycling, camping and morel And it's 
all available at low REI Co-op prices. 
For a one-time $2.00 membership, you'll get all 

I our upcoming catalogs sedan annual dividend on 
money you spend at Recreational Equipment. 

I
I

Last year, $1,900,000 was declared in dividends to 
our members. 
Shop REI in Seattle and Berkeley. Use coupon 
below or call toll free for your catalog, 
(800) 426-0351. 

I 
I want to be a MEMBER enclosed is $2.00. 

Please send me FREE color catalog only. 

I 
NAME 
ADDRESS  
CITY - _________STATE_ZIP ________ 

S-4-C6 

4REI 
Recreational Equipment Inc. 

I "The Original Outdoor Co-op—Est. 1938" 
P.O. Boa 22090, Seattle, WA 98122 

- — — — — — — — — I 

Dear Editor: 
I can understand Roger Robinson's 

point about the West Buttress Route of 
McKinley (Scree, February, 1976), as I 
have been up the mountain by that route 
the past four years. However, I don't 
appreciate his remark about garbage in 
the crevasses around Camp Muir on Mt. 
Rainier. 

I am a climbing instructor on Mt. 
Rainier, and disposing of garbage in that 
manner hasn't been practiced since I was 
an apprentice guide 9 years ago. The 
guide service (Rainier Mountaineering, 
Inc.) is very ecology.aware on the moun-
tain. Each time a guide leaves Muir for 
Paradise, he is packing from 20 to 50 
pounds of garbage down. Furthermore, 
independent climbers are for the most 
part conscientious about the garbage 

BeCK 

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 

problem. The National Park Service 
oversees everything, and we all work 
together to keep Muir as clean as 
possible. 

There will always be slobs, but ridge 
patrols remove their mess; and there are 
no crevasses bulging with garbage. I 
know. 
Joseph Horiskey 
R.M.I. Ass't. Chief Guide 

Dear Editor: 
I do not think photos of unsuccessful 

ascents of rock climbs should be pub-
lished unless there is a special reason for 
it. I do not think that the photography 
itself is sufficient reason. 

The Yosemite Notes in the last issue 
seemed gossipy and out of place with the 

Tents, bags, packs 
and down wear. All 
built like crazy. 
Damn right. 

CzyerryABuilt 
Gerry/An Outdoors Sports Company 

5450 North Vatey Highway 
Denver, Colorado 80216 
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rest of the news items. Perhaps there is a Dear Editor: is unbelievable. 
place for this kind of thing_-under We were looking at your 1976 Calen- The Johnson's 
letters or somewhere. dar last week and got a chuckle out of Shelton, Washington 

Every once in a while I think of how the month of July. June ends on a 
long I've been a subscriber. Wednesday and July starts out on a (Editor's Note: This surely must be a 
Demetri Kolokotronis Sunday! The days go fast, but to lose 3 "first!") 
Saugerties, New York 

Dear Editor: 
It was a pleasure to read Galen  

Rowell's levelheaded response (Summit, 
0  What JHMG ? is March 1974) to Jon Wennevold's com- 

ments in the January, 1974 issue, inas- 
much as five of us made a similar trip For 9 years we've been asked this question and we enjoy answering it 
from Mammoth to Yosemite in March, again. We are an educational institution, as well as a guide service, 
1972, taking four days via Vogelsang, which specializes in alpine climbing and mountaineering. We are corn- 

with a detour to climb Mt. Lyell. The mitted to being teachers as well as professional climbers. We first teach • 
we encountered were similar to that climbing is more than equipment, that a good climber has some- 

Rowell's: Rowell's: snow conditions, sickness, 
thing more than a quality ice axe - he must have technique. It has 
been our purpose to teach technique at its highest level. We teach the 

speed and strength differences in the how of climbing, the physical skills, 
party; also none of us had done the abilities, and attitudes that make 
route, so much time went into finding for safe, enjoyable ascents. To in- 
and verifying it, and, finally, three had sure excellence we maintain 
Nordic and two had Alpine gear, a cir- exceptionally small classes 
cumstance that amplified, not equalized, within the context of care- 

the physical differences. fully designed learning 

It is unfortunate that nationalistic 
situations where one is con- - 

stantly climbing and learning. If 
technological chauvinism persists in pit- you really wish to learn come climb 
ting Nordic vs. Alpine, and that it is with us. 
exacerbated by some of the experts 

Our Guiding program is oriented to- themselves. I have been told by guides wards the highest levels of aesthetic 
in the Canadian Rockies that Nordic and classic and difficult routes. We are 
gear "has no place in the mountains." not interested in "guided climbs" 
Yet when I took part in a crossing of the that have fifteen or so "clients". 
Bow Glacier in Alberta in 1970 with both Ours is a reflection of real climbing 
Nordic and Alpine gear in use, it was an situations and our client to guide 
Alpine skier who broke his foot in the ratio is NEVER more than 3 
heavy wind slab, while the Nordics just climbers and a guide. Our Year- 
sprawled occasionally. These and other Round Guide Brokerage Service 

converse and obverse incidents show the provides qualified guides from a 

gratuitous nature of the controversy and community of experienced profesk
sionals to guide you anywhere in 

the criticism it engenders; clearly, it is the world at any time of the year. 
more important to consider who is to use This service includes all support 
what gear in what conditions and ter- functions such as travel, logistics, 
rain, how experienced the person is, and etc. 
what is his "taste" in skis, pace, and We are designed to accomo- 
route, than to tout one choice for all situ- date you at any level - from 
ations. Against this, it is obvious that neophyte to the most ad- 
use of Nordic gear by some party mem- vanced mountaineer. Write 
bers and Alpine by others can be very for our brochure detailing 
divisive, socially as well as geographic- our 8-day Camps, our daily S ally! Rowell's original article (Summit, schools, ice seminars and ski 
October 1973) and his response (March, mountaineering trips. 

1974) are both valuable to trip planners Cheers! 
seeking the right, decisions. JACKSON HOLE MOUNTAIN GUIDES 
Va'clav E. Benes TETON VILLAGE, WYOMING 83025 
Summit, New Jersey 
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EVERY SPRING 

Comes the calendar of Spring, 

Birds returning to sing, 

With longer days 

And warmer rays, 

I long for the hills beyond. 

Turning away from thoughts of cold, 

The Winter months grow old; 
And in return 

My passions burn, 
As I reach for pleasures beyond. 

There is employment to tend I know, 

But my thoughts are with melting 

snow; 

While streams swell up, 
I fill my cup, 

With visions of wilderness 
somewhere. 

The time it drags on so slow 

As my hopes to roam quickly 
grow; 

Plans are laid, 

Arrangements made, 

Then its off to the great somewhere. 

I am a wanderer at heart you see, 

Apart from the wild is hard for me; 

I love to roam 

In my wilderness home, 

And sleep in it all with the setting sun. 

And when the Summer ends 

And Winter comes with cold 

winds, 

I change my ways 

To meet colder days, 

And await in reflection the work of a 

warmer sun. 

111  
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-Kenneth L. Stichter 

Photo by Warren Hamilton, U.S. Geological Survey 
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SoutheasI down the upper course of the West Fork of the Yentna River, from 6 miles east of Sheilabarger Pass. The valley 

floor is at 800 feet, the peak on the left at 7300. 
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CLIMBING SCHOOLS & GUIDE SERVICE 

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, CA 93545. (714) 876-4500. 

BOYS. 15-20. We offer a COLORADO Mountain-
eering experience unequalled anywhere. Small 
classes, large results. Contact THE CLIMBING 
SMITHS, 10101 E. Colorado Ave., Denver, Cob. 
80231. (303) 755-0377. 

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. 

OVERALL OUTFITTERS offers basic and inter-
mediate rock climbing instruction, personal and 
group outings and quality equipment. 24 West 
Oak Street, Basking Ridge, New Jersey 07920, 
(201) 766-6521. 

ALPINE GUIDES, LTD. is offering 5-day Ice 
Climbing and Rock Climbing Seminars at the 
intermediate and advanced levels. For informa-
tion and brochure write: Alpine Guides, Ltd., 
7904 35th St., West Tacoma, WA 98466 (206) 
564-8134. 

ROCK CLIMBING, MOUNTAINEERING, Out 
door Leadership Workshops, 5 to 9 days, June - 

September. Graduate College credit available. 
Internship, external degree program. Outdoor 
Leadership Training Seminars, 2220 Birch, 
Denver 80207. 

CLIMBING INSTRUCTION and Guide Service. 
Ice climbing. Mammoth Mountaineering, P.O. 
Box 8214, Mammoth Lakes, California 93546. 

PERSONAL MOUNTAINEERING INSTRUC-
TION, three students per instructor, $500 per 
month. All food and climbing gear supplied. 
Limited openings. Apply soon. Write: Acromania, 
P.O. Box 10141, Cheyenne, Wyoming 82001. 

EXPLORE ALASKA'S 
MIGHTY GLACIERS 

Spectacular photographic flights over 
huge icefields, cirque, valley, and tidewa-
ter glaciers - • Study glacial features on 
foot and learn safe glacier travel tech-
niques • Observe calving tidewater gla-
ciers by boat in Alaskan fjords • Illus-
trated seminars on glacial growth, struc-
ture, and landforms 
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Chugiak, Alaska 99567 

CLIMBERS WANTED 

AN HONEST APPEAL for the right young guy 
to join me this summer, or more, for mountain-
eering, travel. I'm 38, male, very experienced. 
Write Rich, Box 1153, Hawthorne, CA 90250. 

EXPERIENCED EXPEDITION CLIMBER in-
terested in joining 1976 post monsoon Nepal 
climb. Can arrive Nepal early to handle arrange-
ments. Kurt Wehbring, c/o UNDP, P.O. Box 
2544, Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia. 

EXPERIENCED CLIMBER seeks partners big 
walls, Alaska, Canada, rock, ice. Odeyseuss 
Laerties, P.O. 54, Angel Fire, New Mexico 87718. 

Seeking to contact JERRY McCREA (San Diego 
1972-74) and DAVE BOYD (Jackson Hole 1972) 
regarding Castle Dome Mts. Anyone with infor-
mation please contact John Ripley, Box 1034, 
Downey, Calif. 90240 (213) 869-9670, 

SALESMEN WANTED: U.S. Distributor for 
Clog, Troll, Karrimor and Clarke's Craghopper 
Knickers needs reps for U.S. and Canada. Call 
(914) 658-9577. Send resume to Box 566, Rifton, 
N.Y. 12471. 

EQUIPMENT 

SECONDS on crampon straps, 30% off retail, a 
few available. Perfectly strong, but rough-
surfaced neoprene. Postpaid. BECK, Box 1038, 
Crescent City, CA 95531. 

KASTINGER EXPEDITION DOUBLE BOOTS. 
No longer available. Never used, Sizes 8'/2M, 
101/2 M. $140.00 plus postage. Betsy Flood, P.O. 
Box 588, Juneau, Alaska 99802. Send foot trac-
ing. (907) 586-6780, (907) 586-2068. 

MINARET DOWN PARKA-Half bag, $80.00. 
Hargis, Box 832, Yosemite. 

PACK RAFTS, ULTIMATE HELMETS, IN-
FLATABLE KAYAKS, WETSUITS, Avon and 
Campways Whitewater Rafts, Waterproof bags, 
etc. Free Catalog. NORTHWEST RIVER SUP-
PLIES, 544 Grant, NE, Moscow, Idaho 83843. 

DISCOUNT PRICES: Elderich, Plymouth Gold-
line, Stubia, Salewa, Interaip, Clog, Woolrich, 
Eureka, Galibiers, P.A.'s, etc. Plymouth Goldline, 
150-11mm, $39.95; Jumars, pr. w/slings, $39.95; 
Clog Figure 8, $7.95; Elderich, 150 ft. - 11mm, 
$72.95. Send for Free Catalog. Glacier Mountain-
eering, Suite 159, 2220 High St., Cuyahoga Falls, 
Ohio 44221. 

BISHOP'S ULTIMATE OUTDOOR EQUIP-

MENT: ULTIMATE: Field tested on Mount 
Everest, External frame, 2-3 person, weighs 10 lb. 
$277.50. (Options available.) PACKLITE II: 
Unique and versatile, 2-I person, weighs 71/2  lbs. 
$157.00. NET TENT: Weighs 4 lb., $69.00. For 
brochures send 25 cents to Appalachian Outfitters 
Box 4-S. Oakton, Va. 22124. 

FREE - '76 Catalog, LOWE ALPINE SYS-
TEMS - Packs, Tents, Outer Wear, Hardware, 
Harnesses, Accessories. Dept. 5, 1752 North 55th, 
Boulder, Cob. 80301. 

GUIDED CLIMBS & EXPEDITIONS 

1976 EUROPEAN ALPING OUTING. July 10 - 

31. Sponsored by Iowa Mountaineers. Superb hik-
ing and climbing in Austria, Italy and Switzer-
land. In France, with additional time. Inquire: 
P.O. Box 163, Iowa City, Iowa 52240. 

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. 

ALPINE GUIDES, LTD. is offering a 9-day 
Canadian climb. Ascents to be made of Mts. 
Assinibone, Andromeda and Edith Cavell. For 
information and brochure write: Alpine Guides, 
Ltd., 7904 35th St., West Tacoma, Wa 98466 
(206) 564-8134. 

MOUNTAIN TRIP EXPEDITIONS: Mount 
McKinley climbs via West Buttress or Kahiltna-
Muldrow Glacier Traverse. Expedition Training 
Seminar. Guided climbs and instruction in Ruth 
Glacier, Kichatna Spires and Talkeetna Moun-
tains. We offer small expeditions, ensuring a more 
personal touch. Write: 10078 Klatt Station, 
Anchorage, Alaska 99502. 

GET HIGH IN "76" - Denali - Tacoma - 
Popocatepetl. Nelson Guides, 2507 78th Avenue, 
West Tacoma, Wash. 98466. 

MOUNTAINEERING LITERATURE 

PETZOLDT'S TETON TRAILS, a hiking guide 
by Paul Petzoldt, the man who pioneered moun-
taineering in the Tetons. Including his experi-
ences there. $4.95 postpaid from Wasatch Pub-
lishers, 4647 Idlewild Road, Salt Lake City, Utah 
84117. 

Fifteen years of SUMMIT, 1961 - 1975, ½ bound, 
$100. Kelly, 819 NW 23rd, Portland, OR 97210. 

COMPLETE SETS OF SUMMIT for 1975, un-
bound, $8, postpaid. Send check or money order 
to SUMMIT, P.O. Box 1889, Big Bear Lake, 
California 92315. 

GUIDE - Mississippi Palisades, Illinois, $1.50 pp, 
Kobocotronis, 7226 Rt. 212, Saugerties, N.Y. 

MISCELLANEOUS 

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 
Road, Iowa City, Iowa 52242. ------------ 
EXPERIENCE ALASKAN WILDERNESS on a 
5-day raft trip. Calm water. Write Stikine River 
Rafting, Box 882, Wrangell, Alaska 99929. 

FOR SALE: Whitney Portal Store. At roadhead 
to Mt. Whitney. P.O. Box 61, Lone Pine, Calif. 
93545. (714) 876-4500. (No collect). 

Odds 49 Lads 
Twenty cents per word. Payable in advance. 
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the perfect boot for 90% of 
american hiking Et lightweight 
backpacking  . E E 

Style #35 Er 360 series 
HIKING & LIGHTWEIGHT 

BACKPACKING BOOT 

mc) Available in SIX FASHION COLORS 
Put a little COLOR on the trail this season. 

brighten . .. as well as lighten your step 

"the lighter the weight... 
the more comfortable you'll be.. ." 

nd for free hiking and mountaineering boot brochure: 

DEPT. A-2 —850 SUMMER ST 

lu u 
Fahjo,io/,oeCo41Inc!. SOUTH BOSTON, MASS. 02127 

(WE ARE NOT RESPONSIBLE FOR STATEMENTS OR ADVERTISING NOT OUR OWN) 




