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River Scene 

Clattering down loose shale, balanced 

By my fishing pole, work boots digging in, 

Ten feet, fifteen, almost out of control, 

I skid to the bottom, 

and try not to breathe: 

The sky's shell cracks as a bald eagle, 

His stump-rest showered by an avalanche of pebbles, 

Flaps the air with a wing beat thundering 

Danger. 

Seven feet of power 

Spread the canyon walls as his cry 

Pulls the sun and time down over 

Me, tightening the sky's edge 

Into the upthrust of nesting peaks 

On the river, 

Wind ruffles a bend's white curve. 

I cast my salmon egg out, intruder 

In currents whose swirls of water and air 

Clasp me like talons, carry me to soar 

The updrafts of summer's wild generations. 

By Martin Robbins 



Nepal Spring Expeditions 
At the end of March all but five expeditions had 

arrived in Nepal and were on the way to base 
camps for the Spring Season 1982. 

In mid-February, the ministry of Tourism an-
nounced 34 expeditions for the Spring Season. 
However, only 29 expeditions are actually 
expected to climb 27 peaks, there being 2 expedi-
tions on Kanchenjunga and Lamjung. After a cold, 
wet, snowy February and early March, the 
weather in the second half of March was warm and 
sunny but with much snow still lying above 10,000 
feet which may cause problems for expeditions on 
their way to base camps. 

Six expeditions on the list are to new peaks 
allowed to joint Nepalese Expeditions. These are 
joint Nepal/Japanese expeditions. Perhaps the 
Japanese are the only people able to afford to pay 
for the 3 Nepalese members required for joint ex-
peditions. 

The first-ever Russian Expedition in Nepal, to 
Everest, kept a very low profile with a minimum of 
publicity —after receiving a very critical local press 
when it was alleged that the Russians had tried to 
have all of their equipment flown in on a special 
charter flight without receiving permission to do 
so. The flight did not take place. 

—M. J. Cheney, Kathmandu 

Wy'East Day Lodge Nearing Completion 
Climbers and skiers will welcome the news that 

Wy'East Lodge is nearing completion on Mt. 
Hood, Oregon. Day skiers have already vacated 
the facilities at Timberline Lodge, and efforts will 
now be made to restore the old lodge to its original 
condition. 

Among the interesting fund-raising activities for 
Wy'East Lodge is a large photo mural to be in-
stalled in the dining area that will contain individ-
ual's pictures who have contributed at least $10. 
Bronze plaques with donor's names will be put on 
chairs and tables. Prices range from $565 large 
table, $340 small table, or $110 for a chair. If in-
terested in contributing, send checks to Friends of 
Timberline, 11502 S.E. Alder, Portland, OR 97216.  

France-American Women's Climbing Exchange 
Four to six American women will go to France 

in September, 1982 to climb in the Chamonix and 
Verdon areas as part of a French-American 
Women's Climbing Exchange. This exchange, 
which was inspired by the Vera Watson/Alison 
Chadwick-Onysykiewicz Memorial Fund, is de-
signed to encourage the participation of women in 
international climbing. 

Because of the high standard of climbing in both 
the Chamonix/Mont Blanc and Verdon areas, 
women interested in going on this exchange should 
be proficient in leading rock (5.7 and up) and have 
completed some difficult and demanding alpine 
ascents. The approximate date of departure for 
France is September 11, with a tenative return 
date of October 10. Applications should be sent by 
July 12 to Toby Weiss, 5740 S.W. 45th Avenue, 
Portland, Oregon 97221. 

"Dare Mighty Things" T-shirts 
The Mazama Tirich Mir Expedition are seffing 

T-shirts with the insignia "Dare Mighty Things" 
to help finance their expedition. Designed by 
Linda Thomson, they are proving so popular that 
56 of' them were 'sold in one hour at the recent 
Tirich Mir 10K race. The shirts can be purchased 
by mail from Mazama Tirich Mir, 5705 S.E. 
Altman Rd., Gresham, OR 97030 for $11. 

Wilderness Permits Required in California 
Permits are now required for entry into all wil-

derness areas in California year-round. Application 
must be made in person or by mail—telephone re-
quests will not be accepted. Most trails have entry 
quotas starting June 15 and extending to Septem-
ber 15. One half of the trailhead quota will be 
available for advance reservations. The remainder 
will be held for first-come, first-served applications 
on the date of entry. One exception is the Mt. 
Whitney trailhead, where all of the daily quota will 
be available for advance reservations. It takes two 
to three weeks for mail confirmation. 

to page 21, please 
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in very strong 
winds. 

Al Burgess 
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ANNAPURNA IV 'Mr  

a fi*rst winter ascent 
Text and Photography by Adrian Burgess 

Gusts of wind tugged at the tent and frost float-
ed onto sleeping bag, clothes, and worst of all, my 
face. I wriggled deeper inside but then could not 
breathe properly. 

Every morning had been the same. I would 
wake up with cold feet and try rubbing them to-
gether until they warmed. Last night's rakshi had 
not made my blood any thinner. 

Today was special. We had been working to-
wards it for weeks. Now it was time to try to go to 
the top. I lingered over one more tape before get-
ting up and turned the recorder louder to drown 
out the noise of the flapping fabric. My mind 
drifted back to the beginning of the expedition and 
all the work we had invested in it. 

Upon completing preparations in Kathmandu, 
six of us had begun walking up the Marsyandi 
Valley toward the Annapurnas. After six days on 
the trail it had begun to rain. The rain had quickly 
turned to sleet, but upon emerging from a tea shop 
with smoke filled eyes and rakshi soaked livers, it 
was snowing. Our porters staggered up the trail 
ahead, like bundles of plastic and jute with bare 
toes grasping at the steep, muddy track. 

I had felt a sudden heaviness. They were going 
to go home. That night all but thirty had left. We 
were at only 9,000 feet and had only thirty remain-
ing porters to cary one hundred ten loads. Fortu-
nately, in Nepal, everything has a habit of righting 
itself, if one has the time to wait. We had no 
choice. 

In a few days everything had been loaded onto 
donkeys and transported up to 12,500 feet. From 
there the terrain was snowy, steep, and definitely 
unfriendly, especially to our porters without stock-
ings, footwear or gloves. The lads had looked at 
my brother and me: 

"Not much snow at this time of year, eh?" 
"But, last year. . ." I had begun. Looking first 

at my boots and then at the clouds of snow  

streaming off the summit of Annapurna IV, over 
12,000 feet above. I had sensed that it was not the 
time for excuses. A straight statement of fact 
might divert the imminent verbal attack. 

"If we don't place our basecamp up there at 
16,000 feet, then we're in big trouble, lads." 

Basecamp had finally been erected after a week 
of load carrying and pampering to the needs of the 
hardy porters who had been brave enough to stay. 
They had departed with many "namastes" which 
were swept by the chill wind into the Himalayan 
air. Truly the "children of the mountains," they 
had run down the snow in sneakers, with ioops of 
coarse rope tied around the insteps for extra grip. 
As their ragged images shrunk, we were left alone. 

The basecamp site was a mile away from the 
steep northern flanks of Annapurna IV and quite 
safe from the avalanches that sometimes rumbled 
down. It had been difficult to believe that there 
was so much snow since it was not yet December. 
Paths had been dug and tent spaces cleared until a 
small village of colored nylon brought a touch of 
life to this barren area. 

The 1981-82 Canadian Annapurna IV Winter 
Expedition had then been established, and the two 
latecomers joined the group. Don Serl from 
Vancouver had last minute work commitments, 
and Jay Straith, an American-born lawyer, needed 
to finish a case he had been working on. The rest 
of the team had all been born in the U.K. Roger 
Marshall, Steve Langley and Carl Hannigan had 
emigrated to Canada many years before, although 
their accents betrayed that fact. Speedy Smith, 
my brother Alan and I had hung around Calgary 
for the last five years. 

Suddenly, the music stopped; the tape ended. 
Blue light filtered through the nylon tent, making 
everything appear cold. Inside my sleeping bag I 
felt safe and did not wish to face the cold realities 
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of the morning. I had a perfect excuse because the 
other side of the tape was really good. I turned it 
over and had half an hour left to reflect upon our 
basecamp. No running water; no possibility of 
washing; cold feet most of the time; the sun leav-
ing the camp at 2:30 p.m., and twelve hours in a 
sleeping bag every night. Yet, it was supposed to 
be a place we could return to and recover our 
strength. 

We had begun fixing rope through a thousand-
foot rock buttress on the first of December. 
Although technically not particularly difficult, we 
had to wade through waist-deep powder snow. At 
one point, we dug a four-foot trench for a thousand 
feet where normally there was an easy scree slope. 
Not far above, at 18,300 feet, we had dug an ice 
cave. It began as a two-man hole. With constant 
attention, it had grown until six people could sleep 
comfortably and safe within its icy walls. 

While Alan and I located and fixed a route 
through to a site for Camp 2, the others had 
humped loads of food and rope to support us. 

Unexpectedly, a storm moved in from the south 
and we were forced down off the mountain. It 
snowed heavily for a whole day and, when blue 
skies reappeared, all traces of our work had been 
erased. Tracks were filled in, and a tent had been 
destroyed. A site for a second ice cave had not 
been found. Morale was low, since without that 
cave we could not climb much higher. The next 
possible place for a cave was too far to reach in one 
day. 

On the 13th of December, four of us had 
returned to Camp 1. We were making some soup 
when Sonar and Dawa, our two Sherpas, crawled 
through the entrance of the cave. Faces beaming 
with delight, they told us that they had just com-
pleted a small cave at Camp 2. While Alan had 
questioned them of its whereabouts, I silently 
praised his judgment in having included them on 
the trip. His rationale had been that many of the 
team members were untested at high altitude and 
the wastage rate could be high. Even though this 
winter experience was a new one for the Sherpas, 
we had known that we could count upon them 
lower down on the mountain. The digging of that 
ice cave, without supervision, had proved it. Their 
eyes sparkled with pride as we grasped their 
hands. 

The route had then been opened for the digging 
of a third ice cave at 21,000 feet. Slowly, a summit  

team emerged. Roger would join Alan and I in the 
first try. The final day would involve 3,700 vertical 
feet of ascent during the shortest day of the year. 
We would have only slept one night at Camp 3 be-
fore making the attempt, and it was possible that 
our acclimatization would be incomplete. 

Thinking of all this, I wanted to delay as long as 
possible. A few moments later Phuri, the cook boy, 
brought me a mug of tea, and the day began. 

After breakfast, we hovered around waiting for 
the sun to creep across the tents. I shook hands 
with Pemba, the cook. His ready smile did little to 
stop the emptiness which swelled my insides. 

Staying close together to enjoy the banter that 
passed between us, we moved upward all day. At 
Camp 1 we changed into our down suits and 
moved on toward the second ice cave. The sun had 
long since passed behind the skyline. An occasion-
al strong gust of wind blew spindrift up onto our 
bare cheeks. Every fifteen minutes we stopped and 
rested. Looking up to the summit, away to our 
left, we could make out orange plumes of snow lit 
by the setting sun. We climbed over 4,000 vertical 
feet that day and longed for nourishment at Camp 
2. It snowed overnight. The air was bitingly cold 
when we crawled out into the sunshine at 10 
o'clock the next morning. Camp 3 was only a few 
miles away, across The Dome and two miles fur-
ther to the east. Above Camp 2 the slope steep-
ened. We gasped our way up a short section of 
polypropelene line. Then the angle eased, but the 
wind increased. Icy statues, carved by the wind 
and snow, surrounded us. The wind frayed and 
eroded our tired nerves. Expecting respite, we 
reached Camp 3, a small cave barely large enough 
for three people, but discovered powder snow 
firing straight through the small cave entrance. 

"The bloody wind's coming from the north," 
grumbled Alan. For two hours we labored to fash-
ion a curving tunnel of snow blocks to deflect the 
major gusts. Each with the same thoughts, we 
hunched morosely over the stove. 

"If the wind continues like this we can forget 
tomorrow," Alan said. 

I slept fitfully; Alan snored. I took a perverse 
pleasure in poking him in the side until his mouth 
closed. Unable to bear the discomfort anymore, at 
3:45 a.m. I pulled on my plastic boots, neoprene 
overboots and fibre-pile-lined gortex overboots. 
Despite the extras, they were still lighter than con-
ventional leather double boots. 
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Sensing the silence, I moved on hands and knees 
through the narrow tunnel and poked my head out 
into the cold night. 

"No wind," I called back to the two motionless 
figures. 

A grunt, or was it a snort, from Alan. In "twins 
language" that meant: "Don't bother me anymore 
until you've got the tea ready." 

While lighting the MSR stove, I tried not to 
burn my fingers on the frosted metal. Pink pads of 
skin showed through ragged holes in the ends of 
my silk gloves. I glanced at the two corpses 
behind me. 

"Perhaps I could sleep sitting here," I thought 
enviously. 

It was 7 a.m. before we were ready to leave. The 
dawn was unbelievably calm. The tiny thermom-
eter read -30°C. We traversed left below an ice cliff 
and climbed up to the bergschrund where a short 
length of fixed rope speeded our progress. At the 
end of the rope, we traversed a hundred feet right 
to the skyline onto a steep ridge. Three hundred 
feet above, the angle eased. We decided to fix this 
section with the last of our thin rope to quicken 
our descent. I led out the rope and secured it to a 
"dead man" which I stood on while the others 
jumared. 

For the first time, I could see the southern 
plains of Nepal. Over in the west, the south face of 
Annapurna I stood in shadow. Orange light crept 
down the fish-tail of Machapuchare. Below it, a 
thick bed of cloud hid Pokhara and its picturesque 
lake. 

Alan's head appeared; rime already forming 
around his mouth. 

"No wind yet," I greeted him. He nodded. 
White clouds of vapour poured from his lungs. 

We moved up the crest of the ridge toward the 
first of a series of rounded bumps. The snow was 
hard and windblasted. We had to climb up and 
around jagged fins of ice carved by the winter 
winds. The sun rose over the rocky summit 
pyramid and with it a gentle breeze. Half an hour 
later, the wind was strong. We said nothing; our 
smiles had disappeared. To relieve growing appre-
hension, I concentrated on the slow rhythm of rais-
ing one foot above the other. Occasionally, a 
stronger gust forced me to step sideways, but our 
movement was steady and unfaltering. 

A steep step loomed on the ridge above. I 
glanced questioningly at Alan. Realizing the need 
for speed, we had chosen not to weigh ourselves 
down with unnecessary climbing equipment and 
had nothing but eighty feet of rope and our ice 
axes. He pointed to the north side of the ridge 
which was shielded from the wind. It appeared 
possible to avoid the steeper parts by traversing 
below the crest. 

Alan took over the lead. He deliberately moved 
as if in slow motion, and did not stop to rest. I 
moved with him to keep slack in the rope. Should 
it tighten, an evil glance from Alan would propel 
me forwards again. 

At 11 a.m., we were still short of the flat col 
leading to the long final snow slope. Snow, swirl-
ing everywhere, searched for the tiniest holes to 
penetrate. Speech impossible, we entered our own 
worlds of wind, noise and grueffing effort. My feet 
grew cold, and the thumb of my left hand began to 
freeze. 

"Keep your hands low," I thought, sliding my 
hand down the ski pole that supported me. I could 
no longer maintain the same rhythm because the 
force of the wind kept pushing me to the left. To 
rest, I rammed the pole into the snow and allowed 
the handle to push into my chest. Alan seemed to 
be having problems also. He crouched, molding his 
head and shoulders into the slope. Roger crept 
slowly up the snow below us. I had never felt so 
utterly alone in the company of others. A sense of 
panic swept into my stomach, and I wanted to 
rush down to the safety of Camp 3. 

After two interminable hours, we reached a 
snow shoulder at 24,000 feet. Below the final steep 
slope, Alan and I sheltered behind a bank of snow 
and waited for Roger to catch up. We roped up for 
the last section. Alan began to kick steps towards 
the deep blue sky. Every few steps, he bent gasp-
ing over his axe pushed into the firm snow. We all 
were struggling. Roger led the final pitches. 
Dangerously close to the cornice, we crouched to-
gether for photographs. Coated in moisture from 
my breath, my camera iced over. 

Only two and one half hours of daylight re-
mained. I urged the others to begin the descent 
while our strength endured. The descent blurrs in 
my memory; the wind was horrible and the cold 
frightening. I do remember a feeling of great relief 
flooding over me as I crawled back into our tiny 
hole. 
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THE MENAGERIE,0 

an area threatened 

Text and Photography by Nicholas A. Dodge 

"The Menagerie, what's that? a neighbor of 
mine once exclaimed. But that was over 25 years 
ago, when exploration of this truly remarkable 
area was just beginning. Set on the Sweet Home 
District of the U.S. Forest Service, high above the 
South Santiam River and about 10 miles east of 
Cascadia, Oregon, the Menagerie has developed 
into one of the most extensively used rock climb-
ing areas in the state. On a typical summer day, 
up to three dozen vehicles will be parked at the 
entrance to this unroaded area, but rarely does one 
encounter competition on the rocks or is cognizant 
of people nearby. It's a true wilderness experience. 
What makes it so is the curtain of Douglas Fir and 
Western Hemlock which climb the hillsides, envel-
op the pinnacles, to ensure an almost completely 
secluded climbing experience. About 5,000 persons 
use the area annually, not only climbers, but 
hikers, sightseers, botanists, and wildlife watch-
ers; the two existing well-graded trails make it 
easily accessible. Two streams, supporting native 
trout, drain from the area, while on hot, south fac-
ing slopes a disjunct population of Madrone grow. 
The rare spotted owl and pileated woodpecker 
have also been seen here. 

All 7,000 acres of this beautiful mountain coun-
try are currently being menaced by a vast array of 
irresponsible timber harvest programs endorsed by 
Michael Kerrick, superintendent of Willamette 
National Forest at Eugene, Oregon and Fred 
Walk, Sweet Home District Ranger. 

Climbing as a sport had its beginnings at the 
Menagerie in the spring of 1952 when Bob Powne 
and his Oregon State University mountain club 
members made the initial foray to climb the rocks. 
OSU later published the first rock climbing guide 
to the area in 1963. The guide contained only five 
distinct routes. Today, over 110 pinnacles have 
been discovered with a count of at least 130 routes. 
Some are difficult, some are easy. Some, like the 
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Turkey Monster, are 50 feet in diameter at the 
base area and are over 400 feet in height. 

First climbed in 1966 by Dave Jensen, Eugene 
Dod, and Bill Pratt, this climb, along with the 
Callis-Normann route of North Rabbit Ear set an 
extremely high standard of climbing achievement 
not to be surpassed in many years. It was obvious 
to the climbing community that as a rock climbing 
spot, the Menagerie was unique. No other area in 
Oregon exists that has the combined attractive-
ness of a wilderness setting, pure running water, 
character of rock, reasonable summertime temper-
atures and a proximity to a center of population. 
In 1975, the Climbing Guide to Oregon was pub-
lished and listed 24 routes; exploration then really 
moved into high gear and has continued up to the 
aforementioned 130 routes. Significantly, about 50 
identified pinnacles have not yet been approached 
by foot, so the area has still great exploration 
potential. Two 400-foot natural arches grace the 
lofty ridges; such large arches are not to be found 
elsewhere in the Pacific Northwest. 

The existing pinnacles were created from gently 
folded volcanic rocks of great age, as contrasted to 
the high volcanos to the east. In the Menagerie, 
dark flows of andesite and basalt are interbedded 
with lenses of yellow rhyolite tuffs. The soft blan-
ket of tuff has been eroded, and the remaining 
harder portions now stand in a series of wierdly-
shaped spires. 

The whole issue of wilderness for the Menagerie 
is complicated by the fact that there are 4 parcels 
of land in private inholdings. Note these on the ac-
companying map. The USFS was encouraged for 
several years to make land trades to preserve the 
area for recreation. Nothing has happened so far, 
although discussions with the inholders have 
brought up the interesting fact that they have de-
sired trades for over a decade, but the USFS 
has declined to deal. 
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In spite of the climbing community's pleas, cur-
rently there is a road being built by Champion 
Intenationa1 Company, an inholder, to log 160 
acres during the summer of 1982. 

Some groups are sponsoring the Menagerie as a 
prime candidate for wilderness status and hope 
that the Oregon Congressional delegation will be 
convinced that the area deserves to be placed in 
this category. 

The appeals are based on merit: 

The area currently enjoys a high public rec-
reational use. 

The geologic formations are unique to 
Oregon. 

Several outstanding formations such as free-
standing pillars and 400-foot natural arches 
abound. (That's higher than Georgia Pacific's 25-
story headquarters building in Portland.) 

Climbing areas in Oregon are extremely 
limited, and logging would drastically alter the 
quality of recreation. 

1 0 —'—---
POR - 
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Jo 'S 

L 
The only way that these areas will be ultimately 

protected is by massive response from the climb-
ing/hiking community. Friends of the Menagerie 
should contact Oregon's legislators without delay. 
Senate Office Bldg., Washington, D.C. 20510 

Senator Mark Hatfield (503) 221-3386 
Senator Bob Packwood (503) 223-4471 

House Office Bldg., Washington, D.C. 20515 
Representative Jim Weaver (503) 687-6732 
Representative Les AuCoin (503) 221-2901 
Representative Denny Smith (503) 399-5756 
Representative Ron Wyden (503) 231-2300 
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ROPE HANDLING AND BELAYING SIGNALS 

a second, critical look 

By Ray Smutek 

Any mountaineering technique, no matter how 
accepted or proven, periodically warrants a critical 
review. This applies to something as seemingly in-
nocuous as the signals we use when climbing 
roped. Such a review came about inadvertently at 
our year-end analysis of Mountain School pro-
grams. Recurring problems are defined and solu-
tions proposed with the objective of improving the 
program and accelerating student progress. Cer-
tain patterns - screw-ups is probably more descrip-
tive—tended to recur with each new crop of 
Mountain School students. One category of screw-
ups was invariably precipitated by a communica-
tion breakdown between partners a rope length 
apart, a situation which often plagues experienced 
as well as beginning climbers. A critical review of 
climbing signals ensued, and various modifications 
were tested. The result, after several seasons, was 
a "streamlined" version of the standard signals 
presented in most climbing texts. All extraneous 
communication was eliminated, and only those 
signals relating to physical acts were retained. All 
signals were significantly limited in their meaning 
and when they could be used. All questions were 
eliminated. The end result was minimal verbal ex-
change, similar to that used by highly experienced 
teams who climb together regularly. With less 
words, there were fewer mix-ups and more efficient 
rope work. 

Let's begin with a scenario, one that seems to 
repeat itself over and over again. To witness it, or 
a variation thereof, go to any practice rock or 
climbing area where beginners are learning to lead. 
The scenario will follow somewhat along these 
lines. 

Two climbers, Joe and Mark, are on the first 
pitch of a climb. Mark has just led the first pitch, 
and Joe is waiting to follow. An exchange of climb-
ing signals ensues. 

Joe begins, "Belay on?" 
Mark, up above, gives no response. He's having 

a bit of difficulty setting up his anchor system. 
Joe, who can't see Mark from where he's stand-

ing, is growing impatient. "Belay on?" 
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A few seconds pass and still no reply. Mark is 
still working on his anchor. 

Joe's impatience builds, "Belay on? Dammit, 
will you hurry up, I'm freezing." 

Mark, trying to concentrate on his anchor, 
blurts out, "No!" Joe's incessant hollering is be-
ginning to distract him. "Just shut up!" 

The wind's blowing just enough to waft every 
other word away and make communication cliffi-
cult. Thinking he heard "go" and "up," Joe hesi-
tates a moment, then looks at the pile of loose rope 
on the ground, yelling, "Up rope!" 

Above, Mark has just finished anchoring him-
self and begins to take in the rope hand over hand 
preparatory to setting up a belay. He says 
nothing. 

Down below, Joe watches the slack rope disap-
pear, and as it comes tight, hollers, "Climbing!" 
Remember, he thinks he has been told to "go" and 
to come on "up." 

Mark hears Joe's call distinctly, but is still hold-
ing the rope in his hands. With a touch of panic, 
he blurts out, "No! No! I don't have a belay set 
up!" 

Since Joe distinctly heard the words, ..... go ... go 
... belay ... up," he., starts to climb. But like many 
beginners, doesn't immediately notice that the 
rope is not moving up with him. Then, irritation 
tinged with panic, "Up rope! Up rope, dammit!" 

Mark responds by continuing to take in the rope 
hand over hand, all the while screaming. "Stop 
climbing! The belay isn't on!" 

Now the rope is moving as it should, and Joe 
hears the reassuring words "...climbing ... belay... 
on." So he begins to climb again, moving rapidly. 

Mark is in a quandry. Anything he does or says 
at this point will only make the situation worse. 

Such breakdowns in communication are not at 
all uncommon, and by no means limited to begin-
ning climbers like Joe and Mark. When was the 
last time you had a shouting match with your rope 
length away climbing partner? Communication at 
a distance has always been and will continue to be 
a major problem in roped climbing. In an attempt 



to solve this problem, climbers have devised a 
standardized set of signals, intended to reduce the 
sort of confusion encountered by Joe and Mark. 
But they don't always work as well as we would 
like them to. 

Formalized climbing signals are an uniquely 
American phenomenon. Except where there has 
been a spill over, as into neighboring Canada, such 
standardized communication is nonexistent, or, at 
minimum, much abbreviated. At most, some 
phrase along the lines of "I'm at the belay" or "I 
have a stance" is used to signify a belay is no 
longer needed, and a simple "come" or "climb" in-
dicates all is in readiness for the second. The spill 
over is beginning to expand, however, and at least 
one British text now recommends American style 
climbing signals. 

Climbing signals began their evolution in the 
'30's when the Teton Guides devised a system 
whereby a two word command, "Up Rope," 
meant gather in rope, and a one word command, 
"Slack," meant pay out rope. The original intent 
has been lost, since "Up Rope" is now commonly 
abbreviated to just "Rope." Fortunately, the two 
words are very distinct in sound and rarely cause a 
communication problem once the beginner over-
comes the "Take in slack" syndrome. 

The origin of belaying signals is less clear, but 
they most likely are the invention of the Sierra 
Club rock climbers who contributed so much to-
ward the development of modern American belay 
technique. They are a relatively recent invention. 
The Manual of Ski Mountaineering, published by 
the Sierra Club in 1942, suggests that "Vocal 
signals given clear and loud serve best as commun-
ication between leader and belayer," but hedges a 

bit by adding alternates such as "...a code using 
high pitched screams" or "rope signals" (jerking 
on the rope). Nonetheless, the origins of our pres-
ent signals are clearly evident in the Manual of Ski 
Mountaineering: 

"When new belay position is reached, ...(climb-
er) A signals 'Off belay' (two jerks on taut rope), 
takes in slack rope, assumes belay position, anch-
ors if necessary, signals 'Climb' (two jerks). 

"(Climber) B meanwhile replies 'Off belay' (two 
jerks), takes off belay, answers 'Climbing' (two 
jerks), follows A's route,..... 

The Sierra Club origins of belay signals is en-
hanced by their omission from another important 
text published the same year by the American 
Alpine Club. Kenneth Henderson's Handbook of  

American Mountaineering makes no mention of 
climbing signals, its coverage of belaying being 
little more than a recap of soon to be abandoned 
European techniques. 

The Manual of Ski Mountaineering was the 
climbing text for nearly twenty years, gospel to a 
generation of climbers. Then in 1960, the first 
edition of Freedom of the Hills was published, and 
in its pages, the present system of formalized be-
laying and climbing signals emerged full blown. 
The ensuing four editions, plus numerous other 
texts, have firmly entrenched it as the system. 

Thus we are dealing with forty years of tradition 
and a system that has served several generations 
of climbers, and served them well at that. Still, it 
may be time for a critical "second look." It's an 
established fact that climbing signals do not guar-
antee perfect communication. Our opening sce-
nario is a good example of how things can go 
awry. It's also well established that with increas-
ing experience, the use of vocal signals declines. 
Two experienced climbers can negotiate a multi-
pitch route with a minimum of verbal interchange. 
Some oral communication is necessary, but rarely 
do "shouting matches" develop. 

So let's take the second look and see what we 
can find. But what shall we look for? As starters, 
how about 1) signals that seem to generate prob-
lems; 2) signals that serve no real function; 3) 
messages which often must be conveyed, but no 
standard signal exists. 

If we examine the opening scenario in this 
fashion, an interesting point emerges. The prob-
lem seems to begin as soon as Joe, waiting his 
turn to climb, asks "Belay on?" Let's don Mark's 
shoes, and consider exactly what we expect from 
him when asked, "Belay on?" He hasn't set up 
yet, so he can't give the stock reply suggested in 
the climbing texts. Purists would argue that he 
should say nothing, which is exactly what he did. 
But Mark's silence didn't have any real effect; it 
only made his partner ask again. And as long as 
Mark remains silent, partner Joe will continue to 
repeat the question with growing impatience. 
What's the sense in a question if you can't get an 
answer? Thus the scenario is established. When 
does Mark attempt an answer? After the second 
request? The fifth? Never? 

Keep in mind what can happen and indeed what 
did happen as soon as Mark tried to answer the 
question negatively. Since the expected reply is 
"belay on," anything else can be misinterpreted, 
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and often is. It is best then if Mark totally ignores 
his partner's insistent questioning. 

This being the case, we must ask ourselves an 
embarrassing question. What function is being 
served by the initial question, "Belay on?" The 
answer, of course, is that it serves absolutely no 
function, and if anything, sets the stage for a com-
munication problem. 

"But, but, but. . 
But nothing. When Mark completes his belay, 

he's not going to sit up there keeping it a secret, 
hiding it from his partner until politely asked. 
When the belay is truly ready, it will be 
announced. No questions necessary. In fact, Mark 
will probably set up a better belay, in much less 
time, if his partner would just stop harassing him. 

Based on observing (and occasionally participat-
ing in) such communication fiascos as the Joe and 
Mark scenario, I sincerely believe that most could 
have been avoided by making the combination of 
words, "belay on," the sole property of the person 
setting up the belay and at the same time, banning 
any other communication, or attempts at commun-
ication. This provides an unrushed, unharried 
atmosphere for setting up the belay, and when the 
signal is eventually put to use, its audibility is un-
important. Even if it comes through, "Ug 
OOmph," it will be understood. 

Interestingly, "Belay on"? as a question is a 
relative newcomer. It did not appear in the Manual 
of Ski Mountaineering, the first two editions of 
Freedom of the Hills, or Basic Rockcraft. It begins 
to show its unnecessary presence in the more 
recent texts, however, including the new fourth 
edition of Freedom. Since it serves no useful func-
tion, and often precipitates communication prob-
lems, it is a strong candidate for omission, and 
would be best sent back to wherever it came from. 

Moving on, there is an attitude that has crept 
into the use of climbing signals that is gnawing 
away at their usefulness. It's the idea that some 
signals require an immediate response. To some 
extent, this is an underlying factor in the opening 
scenario. Joe felt his question deserved a reply, an 
immediate reply. Mark felt he had to answer. 

Another such enroachment of the automatic re-
sponse is the "belay on— climbing— climb" se-
quence. Some authors feel the call of "Belay on!" 
requires an immediate answer, as one book puts it, 
answer "Climbing" immediately, even if he (the 
climber) still has to tie a shoelace, this means he  

has understood." This sort of automatic, unthink-
ing usage destroys whatever inherent meaning the 
signal was meant to convey. The call "Climbing!" 
means, "I am going to start climbing." Why use it 
in any other sense? Acknowledged or not, the be-
lay, once announced as being on, is on and is going 
to remain on, so why waste words best put to 
legitimate use? 

As much as a minute or two may elapse between 
the "belay on" signal and the actual inception of 
climbing. Anchors must be disassembled, gear 
stowed. Reserve the call "climbing" until actually 
ready to move. Most climbers I know use it in this 
functional way, and will repeat the call "climbing" 
after any sustained stop, such as occurs when in-
stalling or removing running protection. It alerts 
the belayer that motion is imminent, so the rope 
can be managed accordingly. 

Much more a reflex response is the third call in 
the series, the final "Climb!" Seldom does anyone 
give it any thought. No harm done, I suppose, but 
the original intent was to announce that a final 
check of the belay had been made, and all is as it 
should be. Perhaps we should all get into the habit 
of giving our belay a final check before yelling 
"Climb!" Then it would be more than a superflu-
ous, automatic acknowledgement. 

There is one such automatic response that has 
been with us since the inception of belaying 
signals. When the leader decides to stop and has 
secured himself to his personal satisfaction, he 
notifies his partner by calling "Off Belay!" The 
message conveyed is that he no longer needs the 
protection offered by his partner. In effect, he is on 
his own recognizance. Virtually every climbing 
text recommends immediate acknowledgement of 
his signal, a "Belay off!" Freedom of the Hills 
states, "Echoed, to insure there is no misunder-
standing." Basic Rockcraft says it means, ". ..the 
belay... is being dispensed with." The other texts 
enforce this attitude of automatic, echoed re-
sponse, making it tempting to accept it without 
question. But since we set out to question, let's do 
it anyway. 

The scenario begins with the call from above, 
the call "Off belay!" It notifies of a state of affairs, 
and there is no question that this is a legitimate 
and important message to convey. The "acknowl-
edgement," however, does absolutely nothing. It 
doesn't change anything, nor does it announce any 
change, at least none that has been completed. In 
effect, it could be totally eliminated, and the 
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status of the situation would be unchanged. The 
lead climber announced that he was on his own, 
and with or without an acknowledgement, he 
remains on his own. 

The leader's call of "Off belay!" however, 
signals the beginning of a change in responsibil-
ities. Initially, the belayer below was in charge of 
the rope, and now it will soon be the responsibility 
of the lead climber above. I say "soon," because 
the lead climber cannot assume that responsibility 
until he is "given" the rope. Nothing can happen 
until the original belayer surrenders the rope, until 
he actually frees it from whatever sort of belay he 
is using. As long as it remains wrapped around the 
belayer's body, or threaded through his belay de-
vice, things are at a standstill. If the lead climber 
tries to gather in the rope to set up a belay, a tug-
of-war will ensue, with both members of the rope 
team screaming "slack!" Surely this is a familiar 
event. 

Such tug-of-wars are entirely avoidable, merely 
by using the call "Belay off!" to mean exactly 
what it says. Hold back on using it until you have 
actually removed the belay, then use it in its in-
trinsic sense, announcing that the rope is free and 
the transfer of responsibilities can proceed. The 
climber above can now gather in the rope and set 
up a new belay. It is a relatively minor change, but 
it takes a meaningless signal and, lo and behold, 
makes it mean exactly what it says. It makes you 
wonder if that was not the original intent, 
somehow lost through repeated casual use. 

That fairly well completes the review of accepted 
climbing signals, bringing us around to one which 
is definitely needed, actually exists, often is used, 
but just hasn't made the official list. To under-
stand it, we must first differentiate between belay-
ing your partner and belaying a pile of slack rope. 
Belaying is not merely the act of passing the rope 
around your body, or rigging it in a belay device, 
or feeding it in and out. It's using these actions to 
protect your partner. A very common mistake is to 
rig as if belaying, but with miles of slack rope 
between belayer and partner. In effect, the belay 
has been set up on a pile of slack rope. I've even 
seen belays set up the wrong way when the belayer 
lost track of which end of the rope wrapped around 
his body led to his partner. 

The first step in setting up a belay, a real belay, 
is establishing contact with your partner via the 
climbing rope. The rope should be taken in hand 
over hand until all excess has been removed and  

the rope is snug. Since ropes so often snag, a bit of 
communication helps distinguish snag from climb-
ing partner. Who has not heard the familiar call, 
"That's me!"? Surely a candidate for the standard 
list of climbing signals. 

Much of this discussion may be termed "nit-
picking." And to some extent it is. But experience 
has shown that efficient roped climbing and effi-
cient communication go hand in hand. Beginners, 
in particular, often bog down because of communi-
cation, not climbing problems. We have found 
these seemingly minor changes produce rather 
major changes in the progress of beginners in 
the Mountain School program. There are fewer 
misunderstandings, fewer shouting matches. Com-
munication approaches the efficiency level attained 
by highly experienced rope teams in extremely 
short time. 

The "streamlined" system of climbing signals is 
presented in sequence in the accompanying illus-
tration. Think about it, give it a try (a fair try, old 
habits are hard to break). Let me know your re-
actions. Perhaps we can streamline it still further. 

El 

CLIMBING AND ROPE HANDLING SIGNALS 

IF YOU ARE THE LEAD CLIMBER: 

After completing a lead, when secured to your own satisfaction 
(which may or may not require anchoring), indicate you no longer 
need rope protection by calling back, "Off Belay!" 
IF YOU ARE THE SECOND CLIMBER: 
Upon hearing the call, resist the urge to reply until you have actually 
removed the belay and freed the rope. (You may, however, remain 
anchored, if necessary.) When the belay has been fully removed, 
signal that the rope is now free by calling, "Belay Off!" 

LEAD CLIMBER: 
When the rope has been freed (as indicated by your partner's signal), 
immediately begin to take in rope hand over hand, continuing until 
the rope between you and your partner is snug. No signal is 
necessary. 

SECOND CLIMBER: 
Feed out the rope if necessary to prevent snags. When the rope 
comes snug, signal, "That's me!" This helps your partner differentiate 
between a snagged rope and a snug rope. 

LEAD CLIMBER: 
When your partner indicates the rope is snug, establish the belay. 
When it is ready, signal, "Belay on!" Absolutely, no other usage of 
this signal is permissible. 

SECOND CLIMBER: 
Complete any chores necessary, such as removing your anchors, 
collecting gear, etc. When ready to move (not before), signal "Climb-
ing!" 
LEAD CLIMBER: 
Quickly make a last minute check of your anchoring and belay set-up. 
If everything is as it should be, give the final signal "Climb!" 
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The East Face of 

Whitehorn 

from high camp. 

THE ULTIMATE CHALLENGE 

Text and Photography by Keith Carter 

I rolled and tossed, searching vainly for a com-
fortable position. Sleep? Impossible! Even though 
separated from the outside world by a thin, nylon 
wall, I could feel the mountain's cold stare piercing 
me to the bone. It was a deadly foe with which we 
would grapple tomorrow, and it would take all the 
strength and skill that we could muster. 

We had left the hubbub of roads, cars, and 
people early that morning to begin the rigorous 
trek to high camp. There were three of us, Glen, 
Laura, and I, who had spent most of the summer 
climbing together and had come to know each 
other's abilities and weaknesses. Glen and I had 
been climbing ever since we could remember; and 
Laura, although just newly introduced into the 
world of mountaineering, was doing well. 

It had taken us all day to wind our way from the 
valley floor up a narrow gorge choked with boul-
ders to our tiny camp at the foot of the forbidding 
east face. Laura's knee had been bothering her, 
but she still wanted to go as far as high camp and 
see us off. We had arrived there fairly late in the 
evening, but managed to pitch the tent and do 
some reconnaissance on the glacier above before 
retiring to our sleeping bags for the night. 

Glen and I planned to leave at 2:00 a.m., make 
the summit by 8:00, and be down by noon. The 
hours dragged on-10:00, 11:00, 12:00—it seemed 
as if 2:00 would never come. I thought about the 
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mountain. We had been looking at the Whitehorn 
for the last couple of years, but it seemed that it 
would remain only a dream. It rises across the 
valley from Mt. Robson and usually is ignored be-
cause of Robson's fame. Although shorter than 
Robson, its needle-point spire of ice poses one of 
the greatest challenges in the Canadian Rockies. 
The southwest face drops over 8,000 feet to the 
sparkling waters of Kinney Lake. The north and 
east faces both drop 4,000 feet, the former being 
solid ice and the latter a wall of terribly rotten 
rock. 

One-thirty. Time to get up. While I was inside 
my warm sleeping bag, the mountain with all its 
steep ice and snow seemed far away; but as I wrig-
gled out into the cold morning air, I realized that 
the test was soon to begin. I shivered as I put on 
my harness and gaiters. The dark shadow of the 
mountain rose like a huge monolith and obscured 
the twinkling stars on the western horizon from 
our view. Just before we left, Laura asked us when 
we would be down, when she should start worry-
ing. "We should be down by noon, but don't start 
worrying until 3:00," Glen told her. 

Across the moraine, onto the glacier, picking our 
way through the maze of crevasses, we went. My 
stomach felt hollow and kind of sick. We reached 
the pass at 5:00, right on schedule. We discovered, 
however, that we would have to make an unexpect-
ed descent and traverse below the northwest ridge 
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in order to get on to the Whitehorn Glacier proper. 
Our first view of the north face was awe inspir-

ing, for the sun was turning the summit pyramid 
into gold, and the early morning sky above was 
almost purple. An hour later we reached the base 
of the big wall and put on our crampons. My toes 
felt like they were frozen, and later I discovered 
that this assumption was true! Our route lay 
directly up the north face, a place that had previ-
ously never felt the touch of crampons or ice 
screws. 

The snow tilted steeply just below the berg-
schrund and took the form of a cornice on the 
other side. I kept a tight rope on Glen as he 
chopped a hole through the cornice. He disap-
peared above me; and just as I moved to follow, 
the ice bridge on which I was standing collapsed. 
Before I knew what was happening, I found myself 
up to my neck in ice. Shakily, I pulled myself up 
out of the crevasse, climbed through the cornice, 
and joined Glen on the smooth wall. 

At first the going was pretty good, even though 
it was steep _750  On the first two rope lengths we 
put in protection, but it soon became apparent 
that if we were going to reach the summit we 
could not waste time putting in screws but just 
climb. The wall became steeper, and the strain was 
beginning to take its toll. Nothing less than flaw-
less climbing, one slip and. . . Some of the ice was 
so hard that we could hardly get our picks in. Still 
the summit towered above us. 

Somehow I dropped one of my gloves and my 
hand.was. a1nost. useless by the. time I reached 
Glen. He had an extra pair of mitts in his pack and 
I gratefully pulled one of them on over my stiff 
fingers. The seconds sped by, but the time we 
spent on the wall seemed to stand still. Minutes 
turned into hours and still the proud peak lifted its 
head high above us. At long last we came out on 
the west ridge, just 600 feet below the summit. 

We had hoped that the rest would be easy, but 
the two 300-foot vertical rock walls leading to the 
top were covered with vergias. We had to descend 
about twenty feet and come up an ice chute before 
even getting on the first wall. There was too much 
ice for vibram and not enough for crampons; too 
much for pitons, and not enough for screws. We 
now had exposure on three sides and the struggle 
was growing more intense. Upon reaching the top 
of the first wall we found that the second was 
worse. 

"You'll get 
down one way 
or another. 
There aren't 
any 'hang-ups' 
on this wall!" 
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As Glen started up the second pitch, the rope 
dislodged a rock that came hurtling straight for 
me. All of a sudden I felt a sharp pain, and then 
for a few crucial seconds everything went black. 
My head was spinning, and I could feel a warm 
trickle of blood coming down my cheek. I started 
to lose my balance but caught myself just before I 
fell. 

Glen was having trouble up above. He had tried 
three times to make it up the remaining twenty 
feet to the top of the wall and had failed. It looked 
as if we would have to turn back. Then, with one 
last mighty effort, I saw Glen heave himself for-
ward and quiver for a second or two on the edge. I 
saw his hand grabbing desperately at handholds 
that weren't there, and slowly he was slipping off 
the wall. I braced myself for the jerk, but no jerk 
came. At the last possible second he found a slight 
handhold and again lunged forward and over the 
edge. Up one more chimney, a short stretch of 
snow, and the summit was ours—all four square 
feet of it! The time was 11:35 a.m. 

Our joy of reaching the top was cut short by the 
realization that we had yet to get down; and a big 
mass of angry, black clouds was racing in our di-
rection. It would be insane, if not impossible, to 
descend the way we had just come up; and the 
northwest ridge was out of the question. There 
was only one alternative; and Glen suggested it. I 
shuddered inwardly. We would have to descend 
directly down an ice chute from the summit. That 
meant being on our picks again, front-pointing 
.down. some terribly steep blue ice.-. But there was 
no other way—it was now or never. 

I was first over the edge, and the ice must have 
been near vertical, for it was only six inches in 
front of my face. I looked down: 2500 feet of 
smooth, glittering ice so steep that it was almost 
sickening. I reached the end of the first rope 
length and tensely waited for Glen. As he reached 
me I started down again. This time I ran out of 
slack just as I realized that my picks weren't 
going into the ice. 

I froze as I felt the crumbly rock beneath the 
snow. I could not hang on for long, so I yelled at 
Glen to climb down a few feet and give me some 
more slack. Without hesitating, he lowered himself 
a few feet and I stretched out full length franti-
cally searching for some solid ice. At last I found 
some and quickly dug my picks in to steady my  

shaking form. Time or no time, we had to get a 
screw in; and Glen yelled at me to hurry up. 

The only place I could find enough ice was way 
to the left, and I leaned over as far as I dared. 
Working under such conditions the screw seemed 
to go in frightfully slow, and Glen was just hang-
ing on. At last it was in, and I guided Glen's feet 
to my own ledge and then started the traverse 
over to the west ridge. We had been on our picks 
for five and a half hours, and the mental strain of 
no protection had almost exhausted my concentra-
tion. I literally forced myself to move. Left foot, 
right foot. I put in another screw. 

Strange thoughts began racing through my 
head, like a wild kaleidoscope gone mad. "If I ever 
get down from here alive. . ." and my voice trailed 
off as I muttered under my breath. 

"You'll get down one way or another. There 
aren't any 'hang-ups' on this wall!" Glen chuckled. 
I couldn't keep from laughing in spite of myself at 
his dry humor in such a time and place as this. It 
helped me relax a little, and soon I found myself 
on the west ridge. I wanted to laugh, shout, and 
cry all at the same time. We were only 600 feet be-
low the summit, but I knew that the hardest part 
was over. 

It had been three hours since we had left the 
summit and was now 3:00, the time when Laura 
was supposed to start worrying. The storm was 
almost upon us, and we scurried down the ridge as 
fast as safety would allow. We climbed down one 
small wall only to find another, and another. Just 
as I was beginning to descend one of the walls, my 
axe slipped out of my hand, and to my horror the 
wrist loop had come off; my axe disappeared over 
the edge. It was with great relief some thirty 
minutes later that I spied it lying on a ledge near 
the snow. 

We reached the Whitehorn Glacier and were just 
starting up to the pass when the storm hit in all 
its fury. Rain and sleet pelted down and cut our 
faces, while the wind lashed at us with its icy 
breath. Lightning began striking the high wall be-
side us, sending rocks down and leaving us dazed. 
Slipping, sliding, and running in the middle of this 
tempest, we covered the remaining distance to 
camp in record time. 

I stumbled into the tent at 6:30 p.m., almost 
seventeen hours from the time we had left that 
morning. I collapsed into Laura's arms. The ordeal 
was over. El 
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PROF. DR. LIDA ROMANOVA, born in 1930 in Moscow, has been a Master 
of Sports since 1965; she is the wife of Dr. Gippenreuter and, like her hus-
band, is a medical doctor doing research and writing books. She enjoys the 
privilege of traveling outside the Soviet Union, both for climbing and for 
doing research work. Her most outstanding achievement as a mountaineer 
is the first ascent by a woman of Khan Tengri (6995m = 22,950 feet) in the 
Tian Shan, one of the hardest mountains on this planet. 

When asked about her hobbies, she answered, "gypsy dancing." I can at-
test to that, since I saw her do a fascinating dance at the International 
Climbers Camp in the Pamirs in 1975. 

Profile of 

Soviet Mountaineers 

Text and Photography by J. Richard Hechtel 

The uninitiated reader may ask himself, justly, 
"What is a Master of Sports in Mountaineering?" 
Well, he certainly must be a good climber. More 
than that, he is, without exception, an outstanding 
climber or mountaineer. 

The title of "Master Sports in Mountaineering" 
was created in the '30s and is bestowed on climb-
ers who have met certain requirements. Each year 
the Soviet Union has championships in mountain- 
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IOSIF KAKHIANI, born in 1921 in a small mountain village in Svanetia; 
"Honored Master of Sports" (a higher degree than "Master of Sports") since 
1961. losif Kakhiani is one of the most colorful and unique figures moun-
taineering has ever seen. Before becoming Master of Sports in Mountain-
eering in 1959, he was Master of Sports in Gymnastics (since 1941), show-
ing a versatility not shared by many people. 

During World War II, when German troops invaded his homeland, the 
Caucasus, he joined its defenders as a volunteer and took part in some of 
the bitterest fighting of the war. 

His achievements as a mountaineer, and the honors bestowed on him, are 
almost countless: Peak Communism (7,595m = 24,590 feet) by a new route 
(Southwest Face); Voroshilow Peak (6,660m = 21,870 feet), Southwest 
Face; Tadzhikistan Peak, North Face (all in the Pamirs); Dongus Orun, 
North Face, Caucasus (considered a "suicide route")—to name just a few. 

His honors include: 3 times champion of the U.S.S.R. in mountaineering, 3 
gold medals, 2 silver medals, 2 bronze medals, the Badge of Sherpa 
Climbers. 

losif lives in a small cabin at the foot of Mt. Elbrus, together with his best 
friend, a beautiful German Shepherd dog. The walls of his cabin are deco-
rated with pictures of Sir John Hunt (with whom he has climbed in the 
Caucasus and in England), Norkay Tensing (of Everest), and Stalin. 

He has taught his dog a number of tricks, one of them to growl and bare his 
teeth when a woman approaches. 

He is presently a teacher of physical education, mountaineering instructor, 
chief of the rescue service and chief engineer at the Geophysical Institute 
of Terskol (How can he do all this and still have time for his dog?). What a 
man! 

eering, with gold, silver and other medals for out-
standing achievements, mostly first ascents. Asso-
ciated with those medals is a point system. After 
you have accrued a certain number of points, you 
may become a Master of Sports. If you do, you 
have made it. 

You will have plenty of time off your job to 
climb, choosing your own objectives (a privilege 
not shared by lesser climbers), teach other 



DR. ALEXANDER KUZNETSOV, born in 1926 in Moscow, has a degree in 
philosophy and biology, his specialty being ornithology. Alexander 
Kuznetsov is a prolific writer with a dozen books on birds, people and the 
mountains of Svanetia. Some of his books have been translated into foreign 
languages—French, German. He would like to see them translated into 
English. 

As a mountaineer he has specialized in "big wall climbing" with the first 
ascent of 5,000-foot faces in the Tian Shan (Talgar) and in the Pamirs 
(Saharnaya Golova) to his credit. He has also climbed in the Altai, Cauca-
sus and in the Alps. He has been a Master of Sports since 1963 and as such 
spends part of his time teaching other climbers, leading mountaineering 
camps and organizing rescue operations. 

Alexander is a quiet, soft-spoken, no-nonsense type person—just about 
what we would expect from a scientist-author-mountaineer. 

DR. EUGEN GIPPENREUTER, born in 1927 in Moscow is by profession a 
physiologist, who has specialized in sports, medicine, high altitude and 
space research. He has written a number of scientific books which won him 
several prizes. 

He has climbed Peak Lenin with a group of scientists to study acclimatiza-
tion, was co-leader of a British-Russian expedition which climbed Peak 
Communism, and led a group of climbers on a traverse of Ushba in the 
Caucasus. As an invited guest of Sir John Hunt, he traveled repeatedly to 
England, where he climbed in North Wales, Scotland and the Lake District. 
Dr. Gippenreuter is an outgoing person, who likes to laugh and joke. He is 
an excellent speaker both in Russian and English, over which he has an 
astounding command. He frequently accompanies Russian sports teams on 
trips abroad. 

climbers and, possibly, be allowed to climb in 
foreign countries. 

I have met quite a few Soviet-Russian Master of 
Sports and have climbed with them, both in this 
country and in the U.S.S.R. They are not only 
highly trained and successful athletes, they are 
also warm, likable human beings for whom I have 
the highest respect. Some of them I am proud to 
call my good friends. Here are a few biographies, 
more or less randomly selected. 

1• 
. / ., 

BORIS RUKODELNIKOV, born in 1925 in Moscow, once worked as a chem-
ist, until he decided that this profession was a hazard to his health. Being a 
climber and mountaineer, he became an instructor in physical education. 
A Master of Sports since 1956, he had an opportunity to climb in 1958 in 
the Chinese part of the Pamirs. His successes in this range include Kongur 
Tube Tag (7,695m = 25,250 feet) and Mustag Atah (7,600m = 24,935 feet). 
He also made a traverse of Talgar (5,200m = 17,060 feet) in the han Shan 
and an extremely fast traverse of Ushba (in 11/2  days) in the Caucasus. 
When we talked about his trip to China, he told me about a team of Chinese 
girls who had set an altitude record for women on Kongur Tube Tag. I had 
read about this feat before. What was unknown to me until then was that all 
of the girls perished on the descent. 
Boris is the typical introvert, with a slightly melancholic expression per-
manently attached to his face, seemingly reflecting all of the suffering of 
the Russian people over the past 1000 years. 

Like losif Kakhiani, he says, "I cannot live without the mountains—they are 
part of my life." 
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WOW- 

Left to right, Serkey Tshering Sherpa 
and Dawa Gyalzen Sherpa, leader of 
the successful ascent of Tillicho 
in early 1982, relax at base camp. 

SHERPAS SUCCESSFUL ON TILLICHO By Sarkey Tshering Sherpa 

In the winter of 1982, on January 24th, the first 
Sherpa Expedition climbed Tillicho. We were only 
three climbers. Our leader was Dawa Gyalzen 
Sherpa, Gyalzen Sherpa and I, Sarkay Tshering 
Sherpa. 

We left Kathmandu on the 4th of January, ac-
companied by Liason Officer G. B. Rana who came 
to base camp until our return. We walked through 
the Kali Gandaki Valley until we reached 
Jomosom on the 14th where we met our advance 
party of nine porters, one cook and one mail 
runner who left Kathmandu on the 6th of January. 

Base camp was established above Lamphu 
Dome, 4,400m on January 17th. Dawa, Gyalzen 
and I continued to our Camp I on the flat above 
Tillicho Lake at 5,130m. 

We departed from Camp I on the 21st of 
January at 7:30 a.m. as the sun shone upon us, 
and in the far distant horizon there was a little 
cloud cover. We carried only 5 days' food supply 
and 5 coils of rope. Except for the main rope, we 
fixed about 300 meters on the rocky ridge which 
we climbed most of the day. We spent the night at 
5,630m. 

Leaving some food at the rocks, we set off for 
another day of climbing at 7:46 a.m. We came 
across some difficulties at the rock ridge. We also 
had snow falling during the afternoon. However, 
we managed to reach our night stop at 6,455m on 
23rd of January. The weather was upsetting us. 
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The wind was so strong that we felt we were in a 
helicopter about to take off. We overcame our 
nervousness by teasing each other. 

Next morning, while preparing breakfast, we de-
cided to try for the summit. We faced a steep 300 
meter slope which we conquered, arriving at our 
goal at 1:45 p.m. Visibility was poor. We could 
barely see 20 meters around us for we were in the 
midst of snowy wind. This enabled us to stay only 
for a mere 10 minutes after placing a picture of our 
King and Queen in the snow, pitching a Nepali 
Flag and taking some photographs. 

Although we had all the ropes to descend, we 
were hampered by the snow fall, but we arrived at 
Camp III at 6 p.m. 

We reached near Camp I but we could not find 
it. Due to heavy snow falls our base camp had 
moved to somewhere else, and we could not find 
out the place, so we spent the night of January 
25th without food and tent. This night Dawa tried 
to joke while Gyalzen complained of dying from 
hunger, and I of cold. There was a fall of three feet 
of snow (fresh). 

Communication was re-established with our 
party when we found the base camp at 9:30 
morning of January 26th. Weather, however, did 
not permit us to fly to Pokhara from Jomosom, so 
we walked, arriving at Pokhara on February 3rd. 
The following day we arrived in Kathmandu, re-
ceived by many friends with much celebration to 
follow. LI 



. continued from page one 

The First Descent of the Karnali River, Nepal 
The Karnali River of western Nepal, one of the 

greatest remaining whitewater river challenges in 
the world, has at last been successfully navigated 
by a group of nine American kayakers and rafters. 
The Karnali's remoteness, roaring cataracts and 
continuous, unforgiving rapids had defeated all 
earlier attempts by other expeditions. 

Fifty-five days and over one and one-half tons of 
boating gear were required for the first descent of 
the Karnali, which flows from the Tibetan to the 
Indian borders of Nepal. The American Himalayan 
Whitewater Expedition spent ten days trekking 
with their gear to the remote 8,000-foot launch 
site, with the aid of local Sherpas and porters. The 
final 13,000-foot pass was crossed the day before it 
was closed by an early winter snowstorm. Once on 
the steep upper reaches of the river, the group 
often could only proceed a mile or two a day, due 
to the difficulty of the endless rapids. Several por-
tages were required to avoid unrunnable falls and 
gorges. 

As food supplies ran low, the expedition bar-
tered with local villagers and nomadic traders for 
additional provisions. A single food resupply was 
organized midway down the river. While there 
were numerous accidents, river mishaps, and injur-
ies, all nine participants completed the trip. 

The Karnali is the largest river system in Nepal, 
approaching the size of the Columbia River at its 

=SfinTL 4, hill 

The ultimate backpacking chair. Gives FULL BACK SUPPORT, 
folds up flat, 26"x16"x1Y2". Same weight as a 16 oz. CAN OF 
BEER. 250 LB. CAPACITY. Optional 4 oz. headrest, snaps on & 
off. ONE YEAR WARRANTY. COLORS: BLUE, GREEN, RED. 
Send for free information. Order factory direct or see your local 
mtn. shop. CHAIR $46.50, HEADREST $13.50, shipping $2.00 
within Con. U.S., Canada $4.00, Other $10.00. VISA & MC, 
Calif. res. add 6% tax. SATISFACTION GUARANTEED OR 
FULL REFUND! Original design & mfg. since 1977 by FREE-
FORM R & D, 1539 MONROVIA AVE. #23, NEWPORT 
BEACH, CA 92663, USA (714) 646-3217. 

mouth. The fall season was chosen for the expedi-
tion because of the immense floods that occur dur-
ing the summer monsoons. 

The expedition was coordinated through the 
University of Oregon Outdoor Program, and was 
the most ambitious wilderness expedition ever 
attempted by an American university. Expedition 
members were: Bruce V. Mason, Bill Hanlon, 
Warren Morgan, Karla VanderZanden, Ana 
Dronkert, Doug Fischer, Rick Freudenthal, Barry 
Miller and Mark Stevenson. 

Victory at Stony Point 

Stony Point, a popular rock climbing area near 
Chatsworth, California, will be formally presented 
to the people of Los Angeles as a new City Park at 
a victory celebration on June 5th. Festivities will 
include rock climbing demonstrations, Indian 
dances and nature hikes. 

BIG D 
Locking 
Carabiner 

Here's a new carabiner 
from Chouinard which 

21 features extremely high 
strength (2800 kg/6200 
lbs), large internal space, 
and a secure locking 
gate. The modified 
"standard" shape pro-
vides a large gate open-
ing. (.7 70") and lots of 
room to cram in bulky 
harnesses, swamies, or 
to set up a variety of 
belay, rappelling, or 
rescue systems. The 
gate locking system is 
unique; it's simple, 
compact screw system 
is less prone to jam-
ming from clogged ice 

or dirt. The screw collar has "quick-pitch" threads and 
only has to travel 3 turns (3/8") to lock or unlock. Only 
$8.50 at your local Chouinard dealer. Catalog 50c. 

CHOIJINARD (C) EQUIPMENT 
P0 Box 90 V Ventura, Ca 93002 
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The "bell" of Bell Mountain as it looks from 10,000 feet on the west ridge. 

Diamond Peak in the Lemhi Range of Idaho. 
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Scrambles in the Lemhi Range 
Text and Photography by Tom and Dana Lopez 

The Lemhi Range is situated in the southeastern 
corner of Idaho's central mountains. Despite its 
size and ruggedness the range remains relatively 
unknown outside of Idaho. The nearby Idaho 
primitive area, Grand Tetons, and the Lost River 
Range, with 12,655-foot Mount Borah (highest 
summit in Idaho), leave the Lemhi's in a moun-
taineering backwater. The range runs one hundred 
miles north to south but is only fifteen miles wide. 

Only one primitive road crosses the Lemhi's. 
This crossing is made in the northern section. The 
range becomes increasingly rugged at it's southern 
terminus. Diamond Peak cast its shadow over the 
range with an elevation of 12,197 feet. Bell Moun-
tain, 11,618 feet, is the most spectacular summit in 
the Lemhi's. 

Over the last three years we have scrambled 
over many routes in the southern Lemhi's. Trial 
and error have been our guides. There is little in-
formation available on routes and roads. Topo 
maps are essential in planning a climb. 

Almost all of the approaches to the major peaks 
involve long and strenuous hikes. If you can drive 
as high as 6,400 feet, you're lucky. A few mining 
roads climb as high as 9,000 feet but you'll need a 
four-wheel-drive and a breakfast of raw courage to 
traverse them. 

The summer climbing season can stretch from 
April to the end of November. July and August 
are the most stable for climbing. We have been 
snowed off the peaks in October, only to return to 
clear slopes in November. Many years, the higher 
peaks will receive their heaviest snows of the year 
in late May or early June. During the summer, 
water is scarce and above 7,500 feet it is limited to 
occasional snowdrifts. Summer climbing can be 
hot, and you will need to carry more water than 
usual. 

The peaks can be reached by non-technical 
routes, yet many opportunities exist for establish-
ing challenging technical routes. We carried our 
rope and equipment to the top several times on 
what appeared to be a difficult route. On other 
occasions we have been stopped by unexpected, 
unclimbable pitches. Rock composition varies from 
hard dolomite and limestone to crumbling volcanic 
rock. 

Binoculars are essential on trips to the high  

ridges. We have spotted mountain goats on sev-
eral occasions, and the Idaho Fish and Game 
Department have recently begun a program to re-
establish Big Horn Sheep to the range. 

Bell Mountain is most often climbed from the 
west side. The makeshift summit register docu-
ments many climbs by people from as far away as 
New England. Members of the Amy family of 
nearby Howe, Idaho seem to have a special claim 
on the peak. They have signed the register almost 
every year for as long as there has been a register. 
On an average year fifteen climbers reach the 
summit. 

The west ridge route is the most direct. The 
route starts at 6,400 feet, following the ridge up 
from aspens, through sagebrush, into Douglas-fir 
and then on to treeline at 10,000 feet. A long tra-
verse along the ridge finally brings you to the 
summit dome or "bell." We climbed the bell by 
negotiating a rib on its west face, which is a steep 
rewarding scramble. Steeper, more exposed, routes 
dominate the north side. 

Diamond Peak is a large pyramid which has 
been climbed from both the west and east sides. 
We climbed up the prominent east ridge, which 
climbs 3,000 feet from treeline to the summit. This 
route is an interesting scramble with spectacular 
views of the surrounding peaks and the Birch 
Creek Valley 6,000 feet below. 

The north side of Diamond Peak appears to offer 
the best opportunities for pioneering technical 
routes. A rope and ice axe are necessities for snow 
and ice conditions on the east ridge. 

The Lemhi Range can be reached from Idaho 
Falls, Idaho by driving north on Interstate 15 
thirty miles to State Highway 33. Drive west on 
33 for sixteen miles until the route divides at Mud 
Lake, Idaho. Take 28 north to reach the Birch 
Creek and Lemhi Valleys on the east side of the 
range. Highway 33 takes you northwest to Howe, 
Idaho at the mouth of the Little Lost Valley. From 
Howe the Pahsimeroi Highway goes north up the 
Little Lost and Pahsimeroi Valleys, on the west 
side of the Lemhi's. 

U.S.G.S. Quads for this area are Diamond Peak, 
Idaho; Nicholia, Idaho; Gilmore, Idaho; Leadore, 
Idaho. El 
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Perceptions of Risk 

Rarely can a mountaineer engage in a group dis-
cussion about the virtues of mountaineering before 
someone will object to the absolute foolishness of 
an action that did or could have resulted in injur-
ies or the loss of human life. Furthermore, even 
among the initiates one is likely to find both 
support and disapproval for even the loftiest of 
mountaineering efforts regardless of how well it 
was perceived and executed. The nature of the re-
sponse is the result of risk perception, of payoffs, 
of values, and of the manner in which individuals 
combine these factors with their respective weight-
ing schemes to arrive at a decision. In his excellent 
article, "Experience and the Perception of Ava-
lanche Hazard" in November-December, 1981 
Summit, Ray Smutek discussed "negative event 
feedback," the process by which mountaineers 
learn erroneous information about safety (or lack 
of hazard) on avalanche slopes. He proposed a 
three-point scheme for mountaineering instructors 
to counter the learning of erroneous avalanche-
related information. Smutek's observation of "neg-
ative event feedback" represents a small, though 
very important, portion of danger perception. We 
will attempt to describe the factors and processes 
involved in the perception of risk as based on re-
search findings and on observations in areas as 
widely distributed as military science, business, 
politics and mountaineering. It is our hope that 
this discussion will offer to mountaineering in-
structors a base for understanding risk-taking 
behavior. In conclusion, we will augment Smutek's 
educational priority list. 

Risk 
Risk-taking cannot be excluded from mountain-

eering or, for that matter, from most athletic activ-
ities: climbers fall or are hit by rocks, downhill 
skiers hit trees and break limbs, or even die, 
golfers are hit by lightning, boaters drown, moun-
taineers freeze or are buried by avalanches, and 
hunters are eaten by grizzly bears. Even bowlers 
are injured. There seems to be no limit to the kinds 
of injury skaters may incur. The extent to which 
one participates in an activity is determined by 
how one is educated in the perception of risk, how 
one eventually perceives the risk, and how much of 
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the risk one is willing to accept. Smutek discussed 
education, its positive and negative aspects, and 
the need for taking a radically different approach 
to teaching hazard recognition. But once the lec-
tures, readings, and demonstrations are over, how 
does the mountaineer react when confronted with 
risk, and why? 

Risk Perception 
What is risk? Risk is the opportunity to receive 

a payoff, positive or negative, in the face of 
uncertainty about the occurence or non-occurence 
of a set of known events (e.g. avalanche or no 
avalanche). Risk-taking (or speculating as it is 
called in business) is the acceptance of a risk that 
is already there. Risk has to do with the lack of 
availability of information. Given that some action 
must be taken, if one wants to participate, the 
only way to reduce risk is to gather more informa-
tion through education and experience. Smutek 
effectively argued the merits of a new approach to 
education; we will not elaborate on it further. 
However, pursuing Smutek's argument, given the 
appropriate education in avalanche terrain recogni-
tion the mountaineer can reduce the risk he/she 
must confront. Unfortunately, many a skier has 
been buried by an avalanche in an area not consid-
ered historically as being avalanche prone. There-
fore, some measure of risk is always there. What 
really matters is whether the existing risk can be 
fully fathomed. An ability to recognize instability 
in all terrains should, therefore, be a fourth point 
in Smutek's proposed avalanche education priority 
list. Without it, avalanche risk perception will re-
main incomplete. 

Gambling, on the other hand, is the creation of 
risk and has no place in mountaineering. It is the 
foolhardy reliance on luck and invariably results in 
tragedy. It can be eliminated only through educa-
tion, peer pressure, economic penalties and legis-
lation (a sensitive point to mountaineers). 

Robert DuPont in his Business Week article' 
noted that regardless of the education received, 
individuals will perceive risk as a function of three 
factors. One of these factors is perceived individual 
control. We kill off more people per year on our 
highways than we lost during the entire Vietnam 
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War. Yet we drive our 3,000-pound weapons daily, 
without hesitation. Sitting behind the wheel, we 
think we control our destiny. On the other hand, 
while there has never been a documented and prov-
en case of a nuclear reactor accident that killed a 
person, we oppose nuclear reactors on the basis 
that we are not in control of them. We are certain-
ly not in control of avalanches either. As a result 
many sneer at the irresponsibility of mountaineers. 
The rest of us go glibly into the mountains follow-
ing "experienced" guides who supposedly know 
and "control" nature. Guides must be gods. 

Another factor influencing risk perception has to 
do with our familiarity with the consequences. We 
have seen enough car accidents in the past and 
read about others that we can tell fairly accurately 
what the consequences of driving an automobile 
will be. Our familiarity, in fact, breeds ignorance. 
The same holds for avalanches. We have heard so 
much about their consequences that we don't fear 
them anymore. We at least go into the high 
country as willingly as we drive our cars. Macabre 
as this may sound, it's probably the essence of the 
"seasoned warrior" in battle. We have never seen 
or read about the victims of a nuclear reactor acci-
dent so we oppose reactors. Avalanche victims die 
as a result of suffocation or spinal fractures. These 
are conventional forms of death that we are famil-
jar with and therefore the hideousness of the act is 
blunted by its familiarity. 

Sensationality and magnitude in terms of 
human loss is a third factor influencing risk per-
ception. Many fear airplanes because the conse-
quences of an airline crash are invariably dozens or 
hundreds dead. That is substantial. Rarely do we 
hear of a sensational avalanche wiping out hun-
dreds of people—one, two, maybe five, but not 
hundreds. Many of us may not fly airlines, but we 
certainly enjoy the high country in winter. 

Risk Acceptance 
Mountaineers are certainly not alone in having 

such peculiar risk perceptions. Society, on the 
whole, can seldom be accused of behaving ratio-
nally. The "rational decision maker," in fact, is 
nothing but an elusive concept applied only as a  

comparative criterion in business and economics. 2  
If the "rational decision maker" is confronted with 
two alternatives, each of which would provide 
some different payoff, but with widely different 
probabilities of actually realizing the payoffs, then 
he/she should select the alternative whose "ex-
pected payoff" is the most appealing. "Expected 
payoff" is the mathematical combination of payoff 
for the event and probability of that event. Busi-
ness people and economists only pay lip service to 
the concept of "expected payoff"; society and poli-
ticians don't even know about it; and mountain-
eers justly laugh at it. It is simple, but useless. 
One reason the concept is so useless for mountain-
eers is because the mountaineering experience does 
not lend itself to quantification. We cannot attach 
a certain number of utils to having climbed a peak 
or to riding down an avalanche, or to the esteem 
gained among peers for having accomplished an 
objective in the face of overwhelming odds. And, 
that is where the rub is: the perceived payoff is 
capriciously varied by peer recognition and accep-
tance. The macho complex that some mountain-
eers possess determines the amount of risk one is 
willing to accept in the given situation. The price 
of one's ego may be tempered generously by re-
sponsibility, presence of friends, family, cost of 
rescue, prosecution and fines, and by lack of accep-
tance by peers. Mountaineers then act "non-
rationally." 

Mountain safety and avalanche hazard educa-
tion can be improved by understanding the differ-
ence between the concepts of gambling and risk-
taking, and the contributing factors of these two 
concepts. 

Recommendations 
Understandably, education and experience are 

the key elements in insuring safer mountain travel. 
We recommend: 

1. The mountaineering public should be made 
aware of the differences between gambling and 
risk-taking. There is ample evidence in the moun-
taineering literature of both. The public needs to 
be educated in the difference between these two 
attitudes toward risk. Educate the mountaineering 
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TbC EAST FACE OF 
August 15, 1981 marked the 50th anniversary of 

the first ascent of the East Face route on Mt. 
Whitney. Robert Underhill wrote of his experi-
ence: "The beauty of the climb in general lies 
chiefly in its unexpected possibility, up the appar-
ent precipice, and in the intimate contact it affords 
with the features that lend Mount Whitney its real 
impressiveness." With modest rock climbing 
skills, many mountaineers can share these 
sentiments of the first "big wall" to be climbed in 
the Sierra Nevada range. 

Steve Roper lists eleven Whitney routes in his 
The Climber's Guide to the High Sierra, seven of 
which are 5th class. Of the seven, the East Face 
and East Buttress have held the widest appeal be- 

cause they are "mountaineer" routes as compared 
to rockdimbing routes such as the Direct East 
Face (IV, 5.7,A3). The East Face route is much 
more popular than the East Buttress, but each 
offers a unique experience of the east face. Theresa 
Rutherford and I climbed the Buttress in 1980 and 
the Face in 1981 and thoroughly enjoyed them 
both. 

East Face Lake (Iceberg Lake, 12,560 feet plus) 
is the normal basecamp for east face climbs. Roped 
climbing on both routes begins five hundred feet 
above the lake, behind First Tower. If a party re-
mains roped the total fourteen hundred feet to the 
top, the Buttress can be up to sixteen pitches in 
length; the Face can be a couple of more pitches 

Fe r c e pt I 0 fl S of R I S k continued 

public in the implications and responsibilities as-
sociated with accepting risk. 

2. The four factors of risk-taking listed below 
should be understood by avalanche hazard instruc-
tors, as well as by the public. 

Knowledge of terrain, conditions and 
equipment and self-assurance or trust do 
not constitute control over one's destiny. 
Familiarity with the consequences does 
not reduce the existing risk. 
Lack of sensationality in reporting of ava-
lanches does not reduce the inherent ex-
isting risk in the situation at hand. 
The available opportunity for self-glorifi-
cation in the face of existing risk does not 
reduce the immediate risk or make it dis-
appear. Desire for self-glorification makes 
the prospective risk-taker become a fool-
ish gambler. 

3. Social, financial, and legal implications of 
leaders gambling with the lives of others can be 
illustrated in avalanche classes. 

4. In addition to Smutek's three points, test-
ing for and recognition of snow and weather condi-
tions that contribute to avalanche hazard must not 
be omitted from the curriculum; avalanches do not 
have a memory: they have been known to slide in 
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areas where avalanches have never been observed 
before and may never occur again. 

5. Every avalanche lecture should be accom-
panied by a heavy dose of practical experience, not 
only in hazard recognition and in structural analy-
sis, but in victim self-help, post avalanche safety, 
small group search techniques, and first aid. 

Conclusion 
Smutek's article examined a glaring deficiency 

in avalanche safety instruction and made three ex-
cellent recommendations to correct it. In this 
article we examined the issues of mountain safety 
and hazard recognition as these fit into the 
concept of risk-taking, gambling, and decision 
making in the face of risk. It is hoped that our ex-
perience in the general field of decision making will 
help mountaineering instructors gain a better per-
spective of the concepts of risk acceptance and 
devise a curriculum to train mountaineers in the 
understanding of risk, its sources, its acceptance 
and its implications in the mountains. We outlined 
a general approach to mountain safety (or hazard) 
instruction. El 
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Text and Photography by Jim Erb 

because of the traverses. It is feasible to unrope 
for significant segments on both routes, but the 
exposure often argues against this. Packs may 
need to be hauled two or three places on the East 
Face route, but not on the Buttress. It is best to 
climb the face late in the season to avoid hard 
snow while descending the Mountaineer's route. 
Both routes are usually done round trip in one day 
from East Face Lake. 

Rockfall is more of a problem on the Face, espe-
cially on the Washboard and the Grand Staircase. 
During the three days Theresa and I spent at 
East Face Lake in August 1981, there were six or 
eight people per day on the East Face route. With 
a lot of people climbing, being first on the route is 
a definite advantage. In 1980, we discovered some-
thing about rockfall on the Buttress: Lots of it 
went down on the Mountaineer's route! 

Opinions differ regarding the relative difficulty 
of the two routes. Roper's III, 5.4 for the Face is 
probably reasonable. A sample opinion of the But-
tress comes from RCS'er Dick Mundwiler (Mugel-
noos No. 572, August 19, 1980): "...the buttress is 
significantly harder than the face. On the buttress 
there are at least four 5th class pitches and several 
moves are 5.5 or harder." I am told that John 
Mendenhall considers the Buttress harder. Con-
versely, Chuck Wilts told me he feels the Buttress 

is "4.9 or 5.0 if you find the easiest route." I con-
cur with Mundwiler's assessment, although the 
"several moves" on the Buttress are relatively 
short and unexposed, well protectable, and could 
be aided in a pinch. It would be difficult to aid any 
of the three "cruxes" on the Face (Tower Traverse, 
5.3; Fresh Air Traverse, 5.4; and the exit from the 
Grand Staircase, 5.2, or so). 

Roper's Climber's Guide gives a clear, if abbrev-
iated, description of both routes. Hervey Voge's A 
Climber's Guide to the High Sierra (for example, 
his first edition, 1954) gives more detail but the 
difficulty ratings are understated. Climbing Mount 
Whitney by Wheelock and Condon is probably 
worth having because of the low cost and the 
photo of the face. 

By far the best description of the East Face 
route will be found in Fifty Classic Climbs in  

North America by Steve Roper and Allen Steck. 
History and route descriptions are accompanied by 
great photographs of the Tower Traverse and the 
Fresh Air Traverse. This latter photo could be a 
big help in locating the Fresh Air Traverse. 

The first ascent records are humbling. On 
August 15, 1931, Robert Underhill, Norman Clyde, 
Jules Eichorn, and Glen Dawson left camp before 
7:00 a.m., arriving somewhat later at East Face 
Lake where they studied potential routes through 
field glasses. They left the lake at 9:30, roped up 
at 10:00, and were on top at 12:45. This is a very 
short time, even by today's standards, but Under-
hill completes his writeup (Sierra Club Bulletin, 
Vol. 17, 1932) with: 
"The route we had followed was exactly that 
which we had mapped out originally while 
standing by the little lake. Much of the fasci 
nation of our climb lay, in fact, in seeing the 
sections we had marked out for ourselves as 
critical successively opening up to permit us a 
way. The rock work was not really difficult. 
There is, I should say, less than a thousand 
feet of it from the roping up to the unroping 
place, and I believe a good climbing party 
that knew the route could ascend from the 
lake to the summit in something like half the 
time we required upon this first occasion." 
Six years later, on September 5, 1937, Glen 

Dawson, Robert Brinton, Dick Jones, Howard 
Koster, and Muir Dawson made the first ascent of 
the "Sunshine Route" (East Buttress). They left 
Mirror Lake at 5:00 a.m., crossed Pinnacle Pass at 
6:15, and arrived on top at noon, three and one-
half hours after roping up. Glen concludes his 
writeup (Sierra Club Bulletin, Vol. 23, 1938) with: 
"The East Buttress is slightly more difficult than 
the usual East Face Route: both are interesting 
routes for experienced climbers." 

If you climb these routes, or have climbed them, 
be sure to compare your times with those of the 
first parties. Then note that both parties started 
their summit day well below East Face Lake and, 
of course, didn't have route descriptions. You'll be 
impressed with their accomplishments! LII 

Photos on Next Page 
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A Book Review By TO. Hoizel 

K2, Mountain of Mountains, by Reinhold Messner and 
Alessandro Gogna, Oxford University Press, 1981. 176 
pages. $35.00. 

A survey of Himalayan mountaineering books written 
over the past half-century provides not only a fascinating 
glimpse of the sheer adventure of an era of terrestrial 
exploration, now nearly exhausted, but also offers a strik-
ing glimpse of the shifts in philosophical outlook that have 
taken place among the climbers themselves. 

The editors of the earliest Mt. Everest expedition books 
(the British attempts of the '20s and '30s) followed a 
standard pattern: Each of several climbers wrote a few 
chapters chronicling the expedition, while other members 
contributed appendixes on their specialties—geology, oxy-
gen equipment, weather, etc. This communal authorship 
by the expedition members mirrored their common effort 
to conquer the mountain. 

The few photographs provided were universally labeled 
only with the name of the scene viewed, due to the belief 
then widely held that the correct identification of the 
subject photographed was of greater interest to the read-
er than the correct identification of the photographer. 

This familiar format was used by mountaineering books 
through the first ascent of Everest by Hillary and Norgay 
—The Ascent of Everest by Sir John Hunt. It was not 
until the Americans climbed Everest in 1963 that the first 
clue to a changing perception of the role of the partici-
pants—in this case the photographers—became evident. 
In the official account of this expedition—Americans on 
Everest, by James Ramsey Uliman—the name of the pho-
tographer was permitted to appear alongside his photo, 
admittedly in tiny, unobtrusive letters, and the name of 
the subject did still command large type. But once this 
attribution occurred, no matter how miniscule, it started a 
fad that spread quickly. 

It is a fad that found a fertile niche on the West Coast 
of America. Tom Hornbein's beautiful and literate ac-
count of his West Ridge ascent of Mt. Everest during the 
same American Expedition of 1963 set a new standard of 
editorial quality in mountaineering books. And it set a 

COMMENTARY NO. 6 

I look at "Mother Earth" catalog of books, and notice how many 
books are called "The. . . book." This implies that this book is author-
itative on its subject—perhaps the only one! I suspect the authors 
don't really know so much, but want to show their ego. 

And I am reminded how the word "backpacking" came into use 10 to 
15 years ago. Before that, people used the word hiking; we usually 
carried a pack, of course. That wasn't good enough—voila, a new 
name! People pretended that they had discovered something new. 
More sales for the shops! Give an activity a new name, and people 
will rush to try it. The same with "jogging," a glorified form of run-
ning. 

BRUCE BECK, Dept. M 
4025 State St., No. 54 

Santa Barbara, Calif. 93110 USA 

new standard in another editorial realm—the supremacy 
of the photographer over his subject. Even mug shots of 
expedition members, which must certainly have been 
taken on an assembly-line basis, are confusingly labeled 
with two names: The identity of the photographer in large 
type, the subject in small type. 

The style of Hornbein's book, particularly the glossy 
Sierra Club/Ballentine edition, took the mountaineering 
world by storm, and was adapted by authors everywhere. 
There were several particularly attractive aspects to the 
Hornbein work: It was profusely illustrated with excellent 
photographs, whereas so many previous mountaineering 
photos (with the exception of the photos of Capt. John 
Noel) were simply wretched. Hornbein's narrative was 
unusual, too, combining uncommon literacy with an un-
posed poetic/philosophic view of climbing with which the 
general reader could readily identify. Hornbein's elegant 
selection of memorable quotes of climbers and outdoors-
men added a third attractive element to the mountaineer-
ing style-book. British climber Chris Bonington soon pro-
duced a series of spectacularly well-photographed Everest 
expediton books much in the same vein as Hornbein, but 
avoided, as subsequent American climbers could not, the 
special vanity of our me-now generation. In the United 
States overweening pride of authorship escalated in 
mountaineering books to include manditory confessionals, 
morbid group-criticism and bathotic self-justification. A 
far cry from George Mallory's waspish retort as to why he 
climbed mountains. 

Now Reinhold Messner's several books on mountain-
eering follow closely the metamorphosis of this specialized 
literature. His early works are well crafted, technically 
detailed, and splendidly photographed. Many provide a 
welcome and generally well researched history of previ-
ous expeditions to climb the peaks he attempts, although 
the K-2 summary seems a virtual lift from Galen Rowell's 
very well researched In the Throne Room of the Mountain 
Gods. Rowell's unwitting contribution is not mentioned 
in the German edition of Messner's book, and only alluded 
to in passing in the English edition. If this oversight can 
be attributed to editorial haste, two of Messner's recent 
books exhibit editorial decisions that are tantamount to 
false packaging. 

The first of these, Everest, Expedition to the Ultimate 
which, whatever the emotional stresses Messner was said 
to have been enduring in his personal life, reads as if it 
had been dictated into a tape recorder between airports 
to be poorly ghost written by a writer who could get no 
access to the "author." Compare it, for example, to the 
engaging candor of the account of the same climb written 
by Messner's climbing partner Peter Habeler, who is not 
a professional writer. 

More difficult to fathom, partly because it is so slickly 
packaged, is the justification for Messner's most recent 
book K2, Mountain of Mountains. Lavishly illustrated in 
strictly coffe-table manner, with Messner's usual stunning 
photography, the reader searches in vain for more than a 
few scraps—a surly four-paragraph introduction and a 
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single fourteen-page chapter—by the famed author. The 
rest of the book consists of many extraordinarily artistic 
photographs (mercifully not identified individually by 
photographer), some thirty-four pages of text written by 
co-author Gogna, and finally—and it is here the self-
inflicted West Coast infection has spread most alarmingly 
—a conscious wall-papering of philosophical nuggets—
probably scribbled grand eloquently into diaries in oxygen 
thin air, or lifted intact from Bartlett's Book of Familiar 
Quotations! 

It is well-known that turgid prose and vapid homilies 
take on a special significance when uttered in the syntac-
tical acrobatics of the German language. Yet, there can be 
no excuse for the ill-chosen mishmash of inappropriate or 
pointless quotations that Messner has selected to fill up 
the substantial margins of this book. While it may be a 
forgivable sin for an author to choose poorly from the 
works of expired literati, there can be little salvation for 
the accumulation of deutscher Kitsch selected, and 
written by the pen of Messner himself. 

What quintessential aspect of the expedition do these 
quotes illuminate to justify being highlighted in the 
margin of the book: 

"We are six individuals, each responsible for himself." 
(Reinhold Messner.) 

"The only way of safeguarding the summit." (Robert 
Schauer) 

GIBBS 
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IN  
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Running Loaded Gibbs Products 

T•Shirts 

Each Ascender is tested to 1000 pounds. Its 
smooth rounded teeth produce little or no 
rope damage. Especially applicable to equip-
ment haulage, group ascents, fixed rope and 
rescue operations. Operates on icy or muddy 
ropes. 
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"Yet what can I say where no-one has my ears?" (Fried-
rich Nietzsche) 

"Gales and thick snowdrifts prohibit all upward pro-
gress." (Joachim Hoelzgen) 

"I cannot submit myself to anyone's authority, nor do I 
want people to be subjected to my authority. So I find it 
very difficult to be expedition leader." (Messner) 

Messner has said that he feels it is no longer the nuts 
and bolts of his climbing accounts that interest his audi-
ence, but rather Messner The Man. (Or Messner the 
Person in the West Coast vernacular.) But for all the 
apparent narcissistic introspection and confessions of 
inadequacies that Messner trots out in his books as proof 
of his sincerity, he does not reveal an iota of his true per-
sonality. It is hardly damaging to admit being frightened 
by acute and imminent danger. Nor is it unusual, at the 
end of an exhausting expedition to suddenly desire the 
succor of one's wife, who nevertheless was left behind, 
high and dry. Yet it is this type of psycho-boiler plate 
that is palmed off as Messner's "unique insight. . . of his 
motivation and fulfillment." 

If Messner is indeed trying to be totally frank with his 
audience, where then is the explanation of what happened 
to his suddenly expired friendship with Everest climbing 
partner Peter Habeler—a friend Messner once called "one 
of the best mountaineers in the world"? And why does the 
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Dear Editor: 
Who introduced rock climbing into 

Yosemite Valley? During the summer of 
1927 with hobnail shoes, homemade 
pitons, and manila rope, I, with some 
friends, visited the Valley. For many 
days we enjoyed climbing there that 
summer and several subsequent sum-
mers. 
C. G. Scoredos 
Washington, D.C. 

Dear Editor: 
The letter by Bradley Snyder (Novem-

ber-December 1981, Volume 27, Number 
6) claims that Llullaillac (6,750 m.) is the 
highest dormant volcano. Actually, it is 
Ojos Del Salado (6,885 m.) on the 
Argentithan-Chilean border. 

This February Robyn Barnes, Gary 
Zielinsky, Johan Reinhard, Anibal de la 
Veja and Charles Brush reached the 
summit from the Argentinian side. We 
believe Robyn Barnes to be the first 
woman to climb this mountain (Ojos del  

Salado). 
Charles F. Brush. Expedition Leader 
New York, N.Y. 

Dear Editor- 
In reply to the letter in Jan.-Feb. 1982 

issue of Summit, I refer to the letter by 
Joe Hull, Geology Dept., University of 
Rochester, Rochester, New York. 

I, and I am sure the management of 
the Bridger Wilderness, are pleased to 
learn that at least some of their efforts to 
establish a fishery in the upper Green 
has had at least some success. Here are 
the efforts: The Upper Green River Lake 
has been stocked as follows: Cutthroats 
1940, 38,000; Rainbows 1944, 12,096; 
1949, 9,408; 1957, 25,196; 1958, 15,140; 
1959, 24,500; 1960, 50,400; 1961, 43,378; 
and 1962, 58,200. This is the report of 
the High Mountain Lake and Stream 
Survey of the Bridger Wilderness Area, 
1969-1975. 

The above news is indeed, welcome by 
the public along their way, I'm sure. 
And they perhaps realize there have been 
many changes and accomplishments 
since my book was written in 1975. They  

should realize many U.S.G.S. topo maps 
have been changed due to more modern 
and efficient equipment. Elevations of 
many of our highest peaks have been 
changed. From evidence brought to light 
with my glacier pictures of early days, 
Kiondike Peak has been changed from 
its erroneous location to its present loca-
tion off the continental divide, now head-
waters of Pixley and Tourist Creeks. 

Another example is on page 28 in my 
book when I say, "There are no fish in 
Clear Lake." In an effort to establish a 
fishery in Clear Lake, the Department 
has tried 700 golden trout in 1930; 7,680 
brooks in 1934; 7,200 in 1937, and 8,000 
cutthroats in 1940. None survived. Now 
I understand they have tried goldens 
again but no result reported that I know 
of. 

Re- your statement that "Wells Creek 
is a horrible route as access to Gannett 
Peak." It seems to me that my book 
does not recommend Wells Creek as a 
route to Gannett. In fact, although I do 
not say in my book, for professional 
climbers only, on the north side of Wells 
Creek at the mouth of the canyon, one 

Make the Grade with Mountaineering Equipment from REI Co-op 
Bonaiti Ultra-Light Carabiner. Larger "bottom" end will ac-
commodate two carabiners and an 11 mm rope. Ultra-light 
weight makes it great for aid. Breaking Strength: 4400 lbs. 
Wt.: 1/4 oz. A15-038 - Package of 10 
Regularly $35.00 ......................... Sale $25.93 

Mammut Coibrie Dynaflex Rope. Swiss made, five-fall, kern- 
mantle rope. Color: Orange/Gold/Blue/Black 

A33-491 - 11 mm x 165' 
Compare at $123.50 .............. Sale $99.93 
A33-492 — 11 mm x 150' 
Compare at $110.95 .............. Sale $89.93 

LaPrade Aneto Ice Axe. All-metal axe with head of chrome-
moly steel. The anodized alloy shaft exceeds UIAA require-
ments. Sizes: 75, 80, 85, 90 cm. A05-114 - Specify size 
Compare at $38.50 ........................ Sale $32.93 

Hurry! Sale prices effective while supplies last. From back-
yard bouldering to Himalayan expeditions, REI Co-op carries 
complete lines of climbing gear that are constantly tested to 
ensure you the best in safety and function. Satisfaction guar-
anteed or your money back. 
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can climb to the top by following the 
loose slide to a point some 150 feet of the 
top, then turn to the left where a few 
scrubby pines are, you can pick your 
way out on top. The bighorn sheep use 
this route regularily. 

Still on the Readers Comment page 
may I call the attention of readers of 
March-April 1981 issue, on the picture to 
the bottom of page 20 the caption reads 
thus: "Two weeks earlier, my camp at 
lower Mistake Lake in the majestic 
Titcomb Valley." Because the camp de-
picted here is near the shore of Upper 
Titcomb Lake, with no Mistake or other 
lake involved, I fail to understand how 
the author could expect people to doubt 
his word. In the caption he tells them it 
is his camp at lower Mistake Lake. 

I wrote my book to introduce people to 
this magnificent range (mostly desig-
nated wilderness at present) because it 
was practically unknown to the outside 
world until I personally stocked some 
300 of its virgin lakes with trout during 
the Great Depression of 1929 and the 
early '30's, and the trout had thrived be-
yond belief. They were so overstocked we  

needed people to catch them. The brook 
trout we put in Middle Fork Lake had 
grown to 61/2  pounds by 1942. Results? I 
camped here at the base of the impres-
sive Pronghorn Peak (top left page 25, 
Nov.-Dec. 1981 issue of Summit maga-
zine) with a man and wife from Santa 
Barbara, California from July 2 to 16, 
1981, and of the 16 we caught for food, 
only 2 were 12 inches long. And, because 
of this condition throughout the range, 
the Game & Fish Dept. regulations for 
1982 read thus: "In all waters of the 
Bridger Wilderness Area and the Big 
Sandy Drainage above State Highway 
28, there shall be no number or weight 
limit on brook trout 8 inches and under." 
This is an attempt to thin out said trout 
in overstocked waters. 

And I endeavored to write a book so 
all scout, school, church and family 
groups could understand and benefit 
from it. The author of said article ("A 
Wind River Traverse, Mar..Apr. '81) re-
marked, "I hope most readers are aware 
that there are more than one side to all 
mountains." To this remark I can only 
say that during my exploration of this  

massive range since 1906 I did learn that 
there were not merely two but four sides 
to a mountain, north, south, east, and 
west. I might also inform the author that 
as far as history is concerned, the local 
Dutch Joe Forest Ranger and I could 
have been the first human beings to view 
the range from the summit of Pronghorn 
Peak when we climbed it in 1932 when 
we packed trout two days on horses to 
stock Middle Fork and Rainbow Lakes. 
We climbed the west side above Sunrise 
Lake. 

In summation, I might tell people that 
Three Forks Park was so named by 
William F. Wells, owner of what is 
thought to be Wyoming's first dude 
ranch. He catered to English Lords. 
Wells Creek was named for him, Tourist 
Creek for their guests, and Pixley Creek 
named for two of his hunting guides, 
George and Theodore Pixley, two broth-
ers. Likewise, Three Forks Park was 
named for the three main streams enter-
ing said park, Wells, Tourist and the 
Green River. 
Finis Mitchell 
Rock Springs, Wyoming 

'VAPOR BARRIER SOCKS 

direct heat loss from 
this perspiration is 
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them over all your 
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Vapor Barrier Socks 
were designed to keep 
your boots dry, espe. 
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trips. Because they 
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lon, they prevent foot 
perspiration from 
dampening your boots 
and socks which 
thereby reduces the 
insulative value. The 
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Rev i ew continued from page 31 

K2 book begin with the mean, but unexplained observa-
tions that Messner "felt let down by Robert (Schauer) on 
a personal level, by Renato (Casarotto) as a climber"? 
Such unexplained charges seem all the more petty in light 
of Messner's claim that he, "with his experience as a 
writer has edited the material (of the expedition 
members) and tried to be fair to all participants." 

One particularly questionable example of over-produced 
bad taste is the photo of Messner and his companions in 
which every one else in the picture is in blood-red uni-
forms, while Messner, artfully centered, is clothed in 
diaphanous white garments? 

Technically speaking, it may be argued that Messner is, 
as the dust jacket of one of his books proclaims: "by all 
rights the greatest mountain climber of all time." But 
mere technique is not the stuff of greatness. Nor is 
Messner yet, as another of his dust jacket trumpets: "ac-
cepted by many climbers as a 'Messiah,' " regardless of 
his self-produced basecamp photographic evidence. 

Messner has proven beyond doubt that he is the great-
est solo mountaineer in Himalayan history, yet curiously 
that is a distinction not within a crowded field. His ascent 
of Nanga Parbat showed unparalled climbing ability—but 
a disquietingly harsh judgment of his fellowman. Abrupt 
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and unexplained shifts in supposedly deep friendships, 
private endearments publicly uttered to flatter the latest 
acquisition (concerning Gogna: "I need him—although I 
could never tell him that,") and the wooden pretense that 
his girl friend Ursula Grether was simply the expedition 
doctor—these are not the ways of a reflective adult being 
frank with his "audience," but the volatile passions of a 
magnetic, charming, enormously spoiled child. Any ghosts 
of his deep concern over the death of his brother Gunther, 
who died on the earlier Nanga Parbat expedition, is unex-
plicably absent from this book. 

Nevertheless, the Messner phenomenon is the one of 
the most fascinating and exciting events to appear on the 
mountaineering scene since the extraordinary and mys-
terious disappearance of Mallory and Irvine on Mt. 
Everest in 1924. Like that legendary episode, the Messner 
saga is so fascinating just because it is an unfinished ad-
venture of tantalizing uncertain outcome. 

Messner has soloed just about everything that can be 
undertaken by a lone man. The question that now hangs 
in the air is not so much what he will climb next, but what 
he will do next. Whether this modern-day Wunderkind of 
the Himalayas can successfully learn to enjoy working 
within the company of other mortals, even to "submit" 
himself voluntarily to anyone's authority—a hallmark of 
the transition from childhood to adulthood—may prove to 
be the most interesting Messner adventure yet. El 
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inches, with an ample 
pocket on the top lid and 
the option of adding side 
pockets is ideal for seri-
ous Alpine or Big Wall 
climbs, or extended over-
night ski mountaineering 
trips. The extendable 
sleeve is large enough to 
provide protection during 
use as a bivouac sack, and 
it allows you to carry even 
more gear than the rated 
capacity, besides creating 
a more weatherproof 
pack. The padded hip belt 
adds comfort and stabili-
ty, and is removable for 
hauling. A closed cell 
foam pad is also re-
movable for use as a seat 
on cold bivouacs. A strap 
under the top lid holds a 
rope or tent securely in 
place. Constructed of 11 
oz. Jr. ballistics fabric, it 
is 160% more abrasion resistant than 8 oz. pack 
cloth. The shoulder strap harness adjusts to fit 
people 5' to well over 6' tall. Color: Navy 
Capacity: 2600 cubic inches 
Weight: 964 grams (34 oz) 
$80 

1/  

Built to survive years of 
abrasion and abuse, the 
Chouinard Climbing Pack 
is constructed of heavy-
weight 15 oz ballistics 
nylon coated with 2.3 
ounces of acrylnitrile, 
which has 38% more 
abrasion resistance than 
11 oz cordura. It's tough-
ness is second only to 
bullet proof vests. The 
shape is designed to carry 
loads low for better bal 
ance while climbing or 
skiing, and the back is 
anatomically curved to fit 
close to your body. The 
outside is clean and sim-
ple, with eleven tough 
neoprene accessory 
patches to carry your 
skis, ice tools, and sleep-
ing bag. The patches are 
durable and long lasting, 
and will not stretch with 
age. The top opening 
allows easy access to the 
inside, and a zippered in- 

side flap keeps small items handy. A closed cell 
foam pad in back is removable, and all inside 
seams are bound with tape to prevent fraying. 
Color: Navy 
Capacity: 1700 cubic inches 
Weight: 765 grams (27 oz) 
$60 

' Chouinard Equip 
P0 Box 90 

California 2300 1 
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BOOT REPAIR 

BOOT REPAIR - E.B.'s to double boots. Spec-
ial jobs no problem. One week shoptime. We also 
sell mountain footwear. Who knows a quality 
boot better than a repairman? Asolo, Fabiano, 
Kastinger, Galibier. Technical boots, hiking 
boots, and problem feet our specialty. Wheeler 
Boot, 206 N. Main, Bishop, CA 93514. (714) 873-
7520. 

GUIDED CLIMBS & EXPEDITIONS 

MT. McKINLEY EXPEDITIONS—Climb with 
experienced, professional McKinley guides. For 
brochure write: Rainier Mountaineering, Inc., 201 
St. Helens, Tacoma, Washington 98402. 

CLIMB MT. McKINLEY or join other Alaskan 
expeditions with authorized Denali Park Guide 
Service. Also a two-week Christmas vacation trip 
to climb the MEXICAN VOLCANOS and relax 
on the sunny beaches. Emphasis on good compan-
ionship and enjoyable ascents using the finest 
equipment available. Experienced, sensitive, pro-
fessional guides. Brochure: Aerie Northwest 
Alpine School/Guide Service, Dept. S, 7415 
Meridian N., Seattle, WA 98103. (206) 527-8614. 

GOING TO EUROPE? Why not hire a British 
Guide to do some climbing! The Assoc. of British 
Mountain Guides is now a member of the Interna-
tional Guides Association and has vast experience 
of all types of climbing in Britain and the Alps. 
So if you want to climb sea cliffs in Cornwall, ice 
in Scotland or famous alpine peaks, contact us 
first. We have qualified guides with a reputation 
for friendliness, safety and value for money wait-
ing to take you wherever you want to go. The 
ABMG Secretary, 64 Barco Ave., Penrith, 
Cumbria, England. 
------------------- 

COLORADO—personal, professional guiding and 
instruction by prior arrangement. John Harlin c/n 
Komito Boots, P.O. Box 2106, Estes Park, Colo-
rado 80517; 303-586-5391. 

MOUNTAINEERING LITERATURE, FILMS 

Selling my MOUNTAINEERING LIBRARY. 
Many rare books. Send SASE for list. Robert 
Mantynen, 251 Whitclem Court, Palo Alto, Calif. 
94306. ------------ 
BOOKS, magazines, journals. French, Italian, 
Swedish, German, Polish, Catalunyan, English. 
Must sell. Send stamped, addressed envelope to 
Ray Smutek, 15630 SE 124th, Renton, WA 98056. 

Complete unbound sets of 1981 SUMMIT issues, 
$8 each, plus $2.50 postage and handling. Send 
check or money order to SUMMIT, P.O. Box 
1889, Big Bear Lake, CA 92315. 

FOR THE lIOTIEST HACKY YOU 
CAN SIAPA FOOTAGAINS711 

Send $7.95 + .50 
shipping and handling to: 

Westgaard Parachute Ent. Inc. 
Box 618, So. Laguna, CA 92677 

(Plus 6% Sales Tax for all California residents.) 
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ROCK, ICE, WINTER CLIMBING COURSES 

AMERICAN ALPINE INSTITUTE and 
NORTH CASCADES ALPINE SCHOOL. 6-, 12-, 
and 21-day courses in Alpine Mountaineering, Ice 
Climbing, Rock Climbing, and Expedition Train-
ing in the North Cascades. Pacific Coast Range, 
Alaska, and Bolivia. Shorter programs in medi-
cine, rescue, alpine ecology, glaciology, mountain 
meteorology. Trekking, backpacking, and moun-
taineering in Peru, Bolivia, Ecuador, Mexico, and 
New Zealand. Expeditions on McKinley, Foraker, 
Waddington, Huascaran, Alpamayo, Aconcagua, 
and Ancohuma. Brochures: AAI/NCAS, 1212 
24th U-15, Bellingham, WA 98225. (206) 671-1505 

CLIMB THE NORTH CASCADES! Join our 
small groups and top-notch instructors for rock, 
snow, ice and glacier climbing courses as well as 
summit climbs to the northwest's most dramatic 
peaks. Trips and courses for all ages and abilities. 
Free brochure: Liberty Bell Alpine Tours, Star 
Route #128, Mazama, WA 98833 (509) 996-2250. 

AERIE NORTHWEST ALPINE SCHOOL—
Come to the heart of the nation's premier alpine 
climbing area this summer for an 8-day climbing 
course on the Inspiration Glacier of Eldorado 
Peak in North Cascades National Park. Or a guid-
ed trip along the classic Ptarmigan Traverse or 
into the Picket Range. High angle rock seminars 
and wilderness wildlife treks. Custom Guide 
Service. Personal attention and good companion-
ship. Brochure: 7415 Meridian N., Dept. 5, 
Seattle, WA 98103 (206) 527-8614. 

INTERNATIONAL MOUNTAIN CLIMBING 
SCHOOL, INC. The East's most experienced 
mountaineering school. From basic instruction to 
guided climbs. Brochure: Paul Ross, I.M.C.S., 
Inc., Box 1277S, North Conway, N.H. 03860. 
(603) 447-6700. ------------ 
RAINIER MOUNTAINEERING INCORPOR-
ATED—The most complete snow and ice climb-
ing school in the United States offers climbing 
seminars and summit climbs. For brochure, write 
to RMI, 201 St. Helens, Tacoma, WA 98402. 

THE MOUNTAIN SCHOOL—High paced cours-
es in alpine mountaineering, snow and glacier 
climbing, avalanche hazard evaluation, expedition 
technique. Ray Smutek, Director; P.O. Box 728, 
Renton, WA 98055. 

Subscribe to 
SUMMIT 

NOW.. 
For yourself or as a gift for a friend. Six 
issues of enjoyable and informative reading 
for one year for ONLY $11.00. Fill out the 
form below and mail to SUMMIT, P.O. Box 
1889, Big Bear Lake, California 92315. 

Name 

Street 

City State Zip 

EQUIPMENT & SOFT WARE 

CLIMBING GEAR AND MORE! Free Catalog & 
Price list. Member discount plan. Write: Interna-
tional Mountaineering, 290 North State Street, 
Lindon, Utah 84062. 

FINEST HARDWARE AND SOFTWARE, best 
prices and service that cares. Send $1.00 for price 
list (applied to first purchase) to BOLD 
VENTURES, LTD., 807 Asbury, Evanston, 
Illinois 60202. 

MOUNTAIN ADVENTURE 

WANT TO TREK OR CLIMB in Nepal ON 
YOUR OWN? Send inquiries to: Searchers, 4314 
Island Crest Way, Mercer Island, WA 98040. 

EXPLORE ALASKA. We specialize in small per-
sonalized trips and expeditions into seldom-
visited remote mountainous areas and river sys-
tems (BROOKS, ALASKA, and ALEUTIAN 
Ranges). ALASKA MOUNTAIN TREKS, SR 
10363B, Fairbanks, AK 99701: Steve Hackett, 
cert. guide, director # outfitter. (907) 452-5809. 

WANT TO TREK / TRAVEL IN TIBET / 
CHINA? For info send SASE to: Searchers, 4314 
Island Crest Way, Mercer Island, WA 98040. 

The 
Source 

For 
Climbing Gear 

• Chouinard 
• Forrest 
• Friends 
• Russ Anderson 
• Edeirid 
• PMI 
• Gibbs 
• SMC 
•MSR 
• Life-Link 
• Sherpa 
• Vuarnet 
• Silva 
• Dolt 
• Gookinaid E.R.G. 

FREE CATALOG 

California Mountain Company, Ltd. 
P0 Box 6602. Santa Barbara, CA 93111 (805) 964-2462 
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