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Report on Nepal Himalaya Spring Expeditions 
Michael Cheney reports from Kathmandu that of the 44 

expeditions granted permission for the spring of 1984, 15 
failed to appear and 4 were granted permission after the 
official start of the season. The weather during this seas-
on was unusually fine, especially in March and April. The 
monsoon arrived early in East and Central Nepal, on June 
10, but by that time all expeditions were clear of the 
mountains. Casualties were less than usual with only 
three—two in an avalanche on Annapurna I and one dur-
ing a bivouac after reaching the summit of Everest via the 
West Ridge alone. 

Of the Americans in the Nepal Himalaya, all seven 
members of the Ama Dablam Expedition, under the lead-
ership of James Eisenhard of Medford, Oregon, reached 
6,100 meters before turning back due to slow progress. A 
mix-up occurred when a French team also arrived to at-
tempt the same route (south ridge), but they withdrew 
when it was found that the Americans had the permit for 
the ridge and the French had a permit for the much more 
difficult south face. 

Leader Vera Komarkova of Colorado, Czechloslovak 
Margita Dma Sterbova and two Sherpas reached the sum-
mit of Cho Oyu via the Southwest Face without incident 
on May 13. 

Wyman Culbreth of Prescott, Arizona, who is only 21 
years old, reached the summit of Gaurishankar with Ang 
Kami Sherpa on May 16. This was the second ascent of 
this mountain. 

Leader Carlos Buhier of Bellingham, Washington and 
Canadian Dwayne Congdon reached the high point of 
8,400 meters on Makalu before giving up. 

The Amerasia Tawache Expedition (American-Japa-
nese) led by John Roskelley decided against attempting 
their East Face route due to danger from rock fall and 
retreated after reaching 5,500 meters on the Southeast 
Face. 

Popo Huts Damaged 
Popocatepeti, the 17,887-foot peak baggers favorite 

southwest of Mexico City, has suffered somewhat. The 
hut on the Las Cruces Route has been destroyed by high 
winds, but climbers will find bivy sites in the gully to the 
right and east of the wreckage. The Summit Hut is closed 
for repairs due to wind damage. However, on the 
Ventorillo Route, both the 15,200 foot and 16,500-foot huts 
are in good shape. —R. D. Warner 

New Camping Guide 
The National Park Service has just announced that the 

1984 edition of its popular booklet, "Camping in the 
National Park System," is available and will sell for $1.50, 
a $2 reduction from last year's cost. The booklet is avail-
able from the U.S. Government Printing Office. 



First American Ascent 

of Shisha Pangma 

By Glenn Porzak 

Only 14 mountains in the world rise to the magical 8000 
meters in height. The 14th among these Himalayan giants 
is Shisha Pangma. Soaring to an elevation of 8013 meters 
(26,287 feet)*,  Shisha Pangma is located 80 miles north-
west of Mt. Everest in the Chinese Autonomous Reon of 
Tibet. As such, it is the highest mountain and the only 
8000 meter peak located entirely within China and Tibet. 
Given its isolated location, Shisha Pangma has historically 
been considered the most remote of the world's Eight 
Thousanders, and was the last of this exclusive group of 
peaks to be climbed. Not until 1964, nearly 11 years after 
Hillary and Tenzing reached the summit of Everest, did 
the Chinese succeed in making the first ascent of this 
elusive mountain. Yet, this success did not come easily, 
for it took a team of 110 climbers, using supplemental 
oxygen, over 50 days to make the ascent. 

After Tibet was finally reopened to foreigners, two 
separate American attempts were made on Shisha 
Pangma in 1981. However, due to extreme weather 
conditions and high altitude illness, neither expedition 
was successful. For the Americans, the mountain re-
mained unclimbed with all its mystique intact. 

It was against this backdrop that our team of nine 
climbers and two support members arrived in Beijing on 
August 22, 1983. Beneficiaries of the excellent hospitality 
of the Chinese Mountaineering Association, for three days 
we enjoyed the role of tourist. Our itinerary included such 
famous landmarks as Beijing's Forbidden City (forbidden 
to all but the emperor and his chosen few), the Emperor's 
Summer Palace, Tienanmen Square (site of the Great Hall 
of the People and Mao's tomb), and, of course, the Great 
Wall. 

From Beijing it was on to Lhasa, the ancient capital city 
of Tibet. Located nearly 1700 miles from Beijing, the 
journey to Lhasa involved two separate cross-country 

new and what most experts consider to be a more accurate survey by the 
Survey of India has fixed the altitude of Shisha Pangma at 8046 meters 
(26,398 feet). If true, it would make Shisha Pangma the world's thirteenth 
highest mountain. See accompanying note by Dr. Christopher Pizzo. 

flights aboard an old and decrepit Russian prop plane. The 
second of these flights was surely the most unforgettable 
as we soared across the northern expanse of the mighty 
Himalayas, at one point passing within a stone's throw of 
the spectacular 25,450-foot Namche Barwa, the highest 
unclimbed mountain in the world. 

For the next two and a half days we explored the mona-
steries and open markets of Lhasa, all the while strug-
gling to acclimatize to its 12,000-foot altitude. Throughout 
our stay we were utterly spellbound by the sights and 
sounds of this remarkable city and its fiercely proud in-
habitants. But, unquestionably, the highlight was the 
opportunity to behold the crown jewel of Lhasa, the 
Potala. Perched high atop a hill overlooking the city, the 
900-room, 13-story high Potala Palace was the seat of the 
Dalai Lama until his flight from the Chinese in 1959. It 
somehow survived the destruction of the Cultural Revolu-
tion, and remains today a glittering emblem of Tibet's 
Buddhist heritage. 

The next stop was the village of Xigatse, a welcome 
respite after a grueling nine hour bus ride which included 
the ascent of a 17,000-foot pass in the midst of a blinding 
snowstorm, and a ferry across the Tsang Po River. 
Xigatse is perhaps most famous as the site of the 
Tashilhumpo Monastery, once the seat of the Panchen 
Lama, Tibet's second ranking religious leader. Continuing 
westward across the Tibetan Plateau, the following day 
we reached the outpost of Xigar. Situated at nearly 14,500 
feet, Xigar was the stopping ground of all the early 
British expeditions which were the first to challenge Mt. 
Everest over a half century ago. For acclimatization pur-
poses, we spent two days wandering among this small vil-
lage, and climbing the castle-like ruins of an ancient 

Glenn Porzak, 35, is a lawyer from Boulder, Colorado, 
who is a former president of the Colorado Mountain Club 
and longtime chairman of the American Alpine Club's Ex-
peditions Committee. Glenn is a veteran of five Himalayan 
expeditions, including the successful American Medical 
Research Expedition to Mt. Everest in 1981. 
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Potala Palace, the crown jewel 
of Lahasa, sits high atop a hill 
overlooking the city. It was the 
seat of the Dalai Lama until his 
flight from the Chinese in 1959, 

and somehow survived the 
Cultural Revolution. 

Photo by Glenn Porzak 
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"A quick vehicular access 
to base camp creates serious 
acclimatization problems." 

fortress which rise nearly a thousand vertical feet up one 
of the surrounding hillsides. 

The last leg of our journey to base camp continued by 
truck to the village of Tingri, where we were treated to 
the awesome view of 26,750-foot Cho Oyo, the world's 
eighth highest mountain, and immediately to its right, the 
north face of Mt. Everest. To the Tibetans and the 
Chinese, Everest is known as Qomolungma—"Goddess 
Mother of the Earth." From where we stood we could see 
the upper portion of the old British route from the north. 
Right before our very eyes, there appeared the famous 
first and second steps, the great couloir, and the final 
snow pyramid. One could almost imagine Mallory and 
Irvine struggling up the mountain's summit slopes, disap-
pearing into the swirling clouds for all time. Gone, yet still 
very much alive in the hearts of those who would aspire 
to follow in their footsteps. 

Just a few hours later, as we headed due south across 
the barren terrain, suddenly rising above the surrounding 
plain, there loomed Shisha Pangma. More massive, more 
majestic than words can describe, that first view left no 
doubt in any of our minds that we had come to challenge 
one of the world's great mountains. Not long thereafter, 
with our truck hopelessly mired in a neighboring stream-
bed, on September 1 we sited base camp on the southern 
fringe of the Tibetan Plateau at 16,000 feet. 

Located next to a moderately-sized stream known as 
the Nakedola River, base camp was at the foot of a broad, 
flat alluvial plain extending northward from the Shisha 
Pangma massif. Given the absence of any intervening 
foothills, the view of Molamenqing (25,265 feet), Shisha 
Pangma, its pyramid-shaped west peak Risum (23,190 
feet), and the massive Mt. Kangpengqin (23,900 feet) was 
nothing short of spectacular. 

As the camp site was a good two days walk from the 
point where the peak's northern glacier, the Yabukangala, 
was crossed and the climbing began, yaks were employed 
to help shuttle our gear up to advance base camp (Camp 
2) at 18,700 feet. We had prearranged for the yaks  

through the Chinese Mountaineering Association, and the 
day after we arrived at base camp, three colorful yak 
herders and their ten tempermental charges appeared out 
of nowhere. After a spirited morning of loading our gear 
onto the yaks and watching them proceed in unison to 
buck the loads into the river and trample them scornfully 
underfoot, we were on our way. 

From base we moved up along the Nakedola River over 
the grass and gravel slopes which led to the site of Camp 
1 (17,350 feet) near the terminus of the Yabukangala 
Glacier. Advancing further over the moraine on the west 
side of the glacier, a five-hour trek brought us to Camp 2. 

While we were busily engaged in shuttling our gear up 
to Camp 2 through the wonders of yak power, two set-
backs befell our expedition. First, Marion Read of 
Milwaukee, Wisconsin, who was to have been our base 
camp manager, developed viral pericarditis (an inflama-
tion of the heart lining). So as to avoid permanent compli-
cations, she was forced to descend to lower altitude and 
eventually return to the United States. Moreover, Marion 
was accompanied by her husband, Verne Read, the expe-
dition's deputy leader, and thus his considerable talents 
were lost to us as well. 

Second, no sooner had the Reads departed from base 
camp when John Cooley of Breckenridge, Colorado devel-
oped severe cerebral edema. He eventually made a full 
recovery under the excellent care of our expedition 
doctor, David Graber. However, due to the severity of his 
illness, John was under doctor's orders to remain at the 
lower camps for the duration of the expedition. Nonethe-
less, he graciously took on the role of deputy leader and 
base camp manager, and continued to play an essential 
logistical role which was extremely instrumental to the 
expedition's ultimate success. It was clear that the rela-
tively quick vehicular access to the Shisha Pangma base 
camp had created a serious acclimatization problem, 
which in no time at all had reduced our climbing team 
to eight. 

Despite these setbacks we pressed on, and during the 
ensuing week (September 9 through 16) in superb weath-
er, we made rapid progress in establishing and stocking 
Camp 3 at 20,500 feet. The route to Camp 3 first 
traversed the benign icefall of the Yabukangala Glacier 
and then ascended a heavily crevassed 251-301  slope, 
leading to a broad plateau. Camp 3 was situated in the 
center of this plateau, between the west peak and the 
massive headwall to the south which provided access to 
the central part of the mountain. While an extremely safe 
site, it was in a natural wind tunnel and soon grew to be 
detested by all. 

During the same period of good weather, we also 
climbed the massive headwall above Camp 3 (ranging in 
steepness from 301-401) and established a cache of sup-
plies at the foot of an ice and snow corridor, a two-hour 
snow slog eastward from the top of the headwall. This 
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Telephoto of upper 2500 feet j 

of Shisha Pangma, taken from 

Camp 1. The route ascends 
the prominent middle rib until 

the final traverse across the 
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upper face to the main summit. 
Photo by Ed Ramey 
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Molamenqing on left and 

Mt. Everest massif in distance, 
taken on final summit day from 

approximately 25,000 feet. 
Photo by Glenn Porzak 

Glenn Porzak taking 
last few steps toward the 
summit of Shisha Pan gma. 

Photo by Chris Pizzo 



Glenn Porzak on the 

summit of Shisha Pangma with 
U.S. and Colorado flags. 
Photo by Chris Pizzo 
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Expedition members 
from left to right 

sitting on animal—
Glenn Porzak, Dave 

Graber, Sandy Read, 
Marion Read, Tom 

Read. Standing, left to 
right—Chris Pizza, 

Verne Read, Mike 
Browning, Brent 
Manning. Sitting 

below animal left to 
right—Ed Ramey and 

John Cooley. 



ON THE SUMMIT: 
". . . . a moment of silence, a sense of accomplishment, 
the embrace of two mountaineering friends." 

corridor, a kind of mini-Everest western cwm, is enclosed 
by the subsidiary summit of the main peak to the south 
(right) and the smaller north peak on the left. The steep 
headwall at the eastern end of the corridor provides the 
access to the final summit slopes of Shisha Pangma. 

September 17 a storm moved into the region. For the 
next ten days it remained very cold, windy and overcast 
at all levels of the mountain, and above Camp 2 in excess 
of two and a half feet of snow fell during that period. As 
we had a fixed departure date and had to leave base camp 
by October 7, at the latest, if we had any hopes of climb-
ing the mountain we had to continue moving in all but the 
worst of conditions. Accordingly, we established the cache 
site as a temporary camp (4A at approximately 22,100 
feet), and in a true team effort continued to haul supplies 
up to that site from the lower camps. It's at times like 
these when you really see what your team is made of. To 
parrot the movie title, I was intensely proud that ours 
was made of the right stuff. 

While engaged in this effort, we had to be extremely 
cautious of the snow conditions on the headwall above 
Camp 3 as at least one enormous avalanche swept its 
lower slopes. Also, what with all the new snow, it took 
even the fastest members over seven hours to go from 
Camp 3 to 4A. Before the bad weather moved in, we had 
covered the same distance in under four and a half hours. 
Moreover, once Camp 4A was established, we found it im-
possible to continue up the corridor without fetching the 
snowshoes we had originally left in Camp 2. 

Finally, on September 27, we established and occupied 
Camp 4B at the head of the corridor. The camp was locat-
ed at an elevation of 22,800 feet at the base of the 400-450  
upper headwall. That evening, the expedition suffered yet 
another setback. Tom Read, Verne and Marion's youngest 
son, began to exhibit early stages of pulmonary edema. 
Despite his relative inexperience, Tom had performed ex-
tremely well on the expedition, particularly in helping to 
establish Camps 3 and 4A. Notwithstanding, he was now 
forced to descend and someone had to accompany him 
down the mountain. 

As the expedition was in its final stages and any sum-
mit attempts would have to be made within the next few 
days, it was also clear that the one who accompanied him 
would lose any chance at the summit. Nonetheless, in the 
spirit of comradery that dominated the expedition 
throughout, virtually everyone volunteered to go with 
Tom. However, his brother, Sandy Read from Steamboat 
Springs, Colorado, insisted that it was his responsibility 
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to take Tom down. But for that extreme act of unselfish-
ness, Sandy would undoubtedly have made the top, as he 
was clearly one of the strongest and hardest working 
members of the team. In any event, we were now down to 
six members and a final assault camp had yet to be 
located or established. 

On September 28, a reconnaissance was done on the 
upper headwall, while some final supplies were brought 
up from Camp 4A to 4B. That evening, the six remaining 
members occupied Camp 4B and decided to try and estab-
lish Camp 5 the following day, simultaneously moving a 
first assault team into that camp for a summit bid on the 
ensuing day. To accomplish this, two groups of three were 
chosen by secret vote. One group, consisting of Dave 
Graber of Fresno, California, Brent Manning of Salt Lake 
City, and Ed Ramey of Denver, would carry group equip-
ment to the site of Camp 5, return to 4B, and then take up 
their position as the second summit team. The other 
group, consisting of Coloradans Chris Pizzo of Denver, 
Mike Browning of Colorado Springs, and myself, were to 
break trail up to Camp 5 carrying personal gear, and then 
make the first summit bid. 

The following day was cold but clear, and we made the 
steep climb up the final headwall without any problems, 
although the going was a bit slow. At the top of the head-
wall, at an elevation of 24,000 feet, the real difficulties 
began. For the next two and one half hours we postholed 
through knee-deep snow, until it was time for Dave, Ed 
and Brent to return to Camp 4B. Together the three of 
them began their descent at approximately 5:30 p.m. 
They left tired, and surely disappointed at the thought of 
going down, yet with the knowledge and gratification of 
the rest of the group that, but for their heroic and self-
sacrificing efforts, no summit bid would have been 
possible. 

Those of us remaining worked into the evening hacking 
out a platform on the 300  slope where we were forced to 
locate Camp 5. We finished the job of erecting our lone 
tent just as total darkness enveloped us. The altimeter 
read roughly 24,300 feet. We were still nearly 200 feet 
below where the Chinese had established their Camp 5 
when they made the first ascent of Shisha Pangma 20 
years before, and some 1100 feet below where they had 
placed their final assault camp. 

On September 30 we awoke at 5:00 a.m. and set off in 
perfect weather two hours later. The initial slopes ranged 
upwards of 400  and every step we took we sank up to our 
knees. For nearly four hours we continued along the west- 



ern edge of the summit block where, just below the vicin-
ity of the Chinese Camp 6, we encountered a 450  slope of 
thigh-deep snow. It was here that the first stages of 
fatigue began to set in. Still, we all knew that far greater 
difficulties lay ahead, so we could not even think of letting 
up. Shortly after climbing this section, we began a steep 
traverse across the upper face, as to continue straight up-
wards would lead one away from the peak's main summit. 
The traverse continued to a point on the center of the face 
just below a series of ice blocks, and was simply hideous. 
Wading through waist-deep (and at one point chest-deep) 
snow, it took nearly two hours to go a mere two hundred 
yards. Moreover, the avalanche danger was extreme, and 
but for the blinding ambition of a life's dream to summit 
an Eight Thousander, there would have been no doubt 
about turning back. The only consolation was the spectac-
ular view of Mt. Everest, radiant in all its grandeur and 
glory on the eastern horizon. 

After completing the traverse we encountered the crux 
pitch—a 500  slope extending for 130 feet, where we had to 
thrash up to our knees before finding relatively rotten ice. 

The climbing was so strenuous that, as was the case 
throughout the day, each of us had to take a turn in the 
lead. By the time this pitch was surmounted we were 
totally enveloped by clouds, visibility was less than 100 
feet, and it was 2:45 p.m. Moreover, unbeknownst to us, 
our altimeter was off by some 500 feet, and we thought 
we were still over 800 feet from the summit. For the first 
time, we discussed the prospect of turning back. If it was 
true that we were still 800 feet from the top, then it had 
taken us over 7 hours to go a scant 1200 vertical feet. At 
that rate, if the deep snow were to continue, it would be 
long after dark before the summit would be reached. 
While we were aware that a decision to press on might 
well have grave consequences, to turn back now was 
simply unthinkable. 

For the next 45 minutes we continued on, still slogging 
through knee-deep snow, when all at once we broke 
through the clouds. There, less than 150 feet above, stood 
the summit! For the first time, we knew we were going to 
succeed. Twenty minutes later Chris, Mike and I stood 
embracing each other on the top. For the entire expedi-
tion, it was the culmination of a true team effort. 

No sooner had we descended to Camp 5 when the high 
winds returned. Early the next morning we descended to 
Camp 4B amidst a growing storm, and the decision was 
made by all to evacuate the mountain. Fortunately, we 
descended all the way to Camp 2 that same day as a seri-
ous snowstorm engulfed the mountain later that evening. 
For the next four days the mountain was totally en-
shrouded in storm, and did not reappear again until the 
evening of October 5, the night before we left base camp 
for our journey home. 

By October 12 we were back in Beijing being toasted by 
the Chinese as the first Americans to climb not only  

Shisha Pangma, but an 8000 meter peak via an approach 
through China and Tibet. As I sat through the final 
victory banquet, I could not help but reflect upon the in-
credible events of the preceding two months. In particu-
lar, I was struck by just how different Himalayan moun-
taineering is from the traditional spectator sports. There 
are no cheering crowds, financial rewards, or warm club-
houses to retreat into after a few hours of effort. Instead, 
a moment of silence, a sense of accomplishment, and the 
embrace of two mountaineering friends—so good that 
maybe I'll try again someday. El 

Most sources list the height of Mt. Shisha Pangma at 
8013 m (26,287 feet). Recently, however, the Survey of 
India has listed its height as 8046 m (26,398 feet). We 
would like to submit evidence that the Survey of India 
altitude is closer to the truth and urge its acceptance. 

We know that barometric pressure is, at best, an in-
direct measurement of altitude. Not only does barometric 
pressure change almost continuously in a given location 
with changing local atmospheric conditions, but also, at 
high altitudes, the barometric pressure varies with lati-
tude, being generally higher at the equator than at the 
poles, and with season of the year, being generally higher 
in summer than in winter. During the 1981 American 
Medical Research Expedition to Mt. Everest an extensive 
study of the barometric pressure-altitude relationship was 
conducted with the use of a highly accurate crystal sensor 
barometer. Among the many measurements taken on the 
mountain, including on the summit itself, six measure-
ments were taken at the Camp V site between October 12 
and October 25, 1981. Mt. Everest has been extensively 
surveyed, resulting in the Schneider topographic map 
with which we established the height of Camp V as 8050 
m. We can also be confident about this altitude because it 
was estimated by several climbers to be approximately 
200 feet (61 m) above the South Col of Everest, which has 
been accurately surveyed and has an altitude of 7,987 m. 
The measured barometric pressures varied from 281.5 
torr to 285.1 torr with a mean of 283.6 ± 1.5 torr. 

Two years later, on September 30, 1983, at nearly the 
same time of year and at nearly the same latitude, the 
barometric pressure was measured on the summit of Mt. 
Shisha Pangma with the same instrument, and the result 
was 281.1 torr. This measurement closely approximates 
the low end of the range of measurements obtained at 
Camp V on Mt. Everest, and thus we conclude that the 
summit of Mt. Shisha Pangma cannot be significantly low-
er than the 8050 m altitude established for Camp V on Mt. 
Everest, and that the traditionally accepted altitude of 
8013 m for Mt. Shisha Pangma is inconsistent with our 
measurement. Thus, we submit that the Survey of India 
altitude of 8046 m should be accepted as the official height 
of Mt. Shisha Pangma. 

—Christopher J. Pizzo, M.D. 
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Text and Photos by Mike Lubrecht 

Louie grumbled as I nudged him awake. "Bloody Hell, 
mate. What time is it?" 

"Rise and shine, it's a bright and cheery 5 AM." 

As we rummaged through the gear in the back of my 
wagon, I asked myself, once again, why I like getting up 
before dawn to climb mountains, when most people are 
happy to sleep in, pop the top on a beer or two, and watch 
football on the tube. As usual, at 5 A.M. I couldn't come 
up with any convincing answers, but the car was already 
parked at the trailhead. Too late to chicken out now. 

This time our objective was the north face of Dragontail 
Peak. Situated in the Stuart Range of Washington's North 
Cascades, Dragontail presents an imposing 2000-foot wall, 
considered one of the Cascade's finest in Fred Beckey's 
Cascade Alpine Guide. With its mixed snow, ice, and rock, 
Lou and I anticipated an enjoyable challenge to our alpin-
istic abilities, a grand finale to the climbing season before 
winter set in. 

Panting my way up the 41/2 -mile approach, I again 
questioned my motives; since I do force myself into these 
situations now and again, why in the world don't I do 
something to stay in better shape? Fortunately, it was 
still too early in the morning for me to think straight 
enough to get too self-abusive. Anyway, hiking through 
the lush forests and high alpine meadows of the Cascades 
is pleasant enough to let me ignore most of the complaints 
sent brainward by my rubbery legs. This day was no dif-
ferent, with the splashing and burbling of Mountaineer 
Creek urging us onward. We double-timed up the trail, 
hoping to get a good start on the climb. The farther we 
could progress before we bivouacked, the less pressure 
we'd be under when we finished the climb the next day. 

8 SUMMIT I July.August, 1984 

Louie, used to rock climbs of a few short pitches, was 
probably tired of listening to me chant my litany of alpine 
climbing: use maximum haste. Be fast to beat the bad 
weather moving in; be quick to avoid the rockfall loosen-
ed by melting ice, the snowbridges collapsed by the after-
noon sun. Speed without caution is a dangerous combina-
tion in the mountains, but speed combined with experi-
ence and judgment can only improve one's chances 
against the objective dangers of any alpine climb. With 
this in mind, Lou and I intended to push through much of 
the Class 4 and low Class 5 pitches unroped if practical 
and safe. 

We reached the base of the route by 8 A.M. After look-
ing it over we held a short conference. If Lou led the 5.7 
pitches, I would have no particular need for my rock 
climbing boots, and if I led the snow Lou could discard his 
crampons and ice axe. Always one to shed a few pounds 
off my back, I gladly dumped out my spare boots, helmet, 
and some other unneeded items. Full of confidence, we 
started scrambling up the first pitch. 

Almost immediately we were reminded that this was a 
grade higher than climbs we'd done before. After scram-
bling, unroped, for only thirty feet, we suddenly felt an 
uncomfortable loss of our recent dose of confidence. Louis 
looked at me, I looked at him, and wordlessly we dug in 
our packs for our climbing harnesses. 

With waves of new-found enthusiasm now pulsing up 
and down one hundred fifty feet of Perlon, we set out 
again, leapfrogging upward on fully run-out leads. The 
rock was sound, nut placements were secure, and the ex-
posure more invigorating with each move. After a couple 
of pitches the wall laid back a bit, allowing us to unrope 
again and scramble up a couple hundred feet of Class 4. 
We wound around a series of ledges and short, three-move 



pitches, until we found ourselves at the base of a steep 
dihedral. 

"Well, might as well look around the corner," I thought. 
Sidling over to the left, I peered around a short buttress. 
Not good. "Let's try to the right," I decided. Worse yet. 
Looked like a good place for Louie to dig out his EB's and 
get down to some serious rock climbing. "Oh, Louie, I 
have a pitch for you. 

It didn't take too much convincing for Lou to tackle the 
dihedral; his running commentary wasn't doing much for 
my morale, however. 

"Don't like this, mate. Ugh! Oof!" 
"How's it going?" 
"Might come off any minute! Ooof! Ugh!!" 
Wonderful. I tighten my grip on the rope and check my 

belay anchors. 
"Oheaoww!" 
Oh, no—this is it! I brace for 140 pounds of Australian 

to come plummeting by me. Nothing happens. 
"You okay?" 
"Bit sticky here, mate." 
By this time I was ready to head for the car. After all, 

Lou was used to this high-angle nonsense; I'm just a lowly 
ice climber. If he was having trouble in EB's, with no 
pack, I was sure I'd have a marvelous time with big, fat 
Lowas and thirty-five pounds on my back. Lou finished 
the pitch, hauled his pack, and found a stance. Sixty feet 
of finger-ripping layback smirked down at me. 

"Well, here goes. 

Ten feet up and I didn't feel too bad. Maybe all that 
racquetball is good for something; maybe I'm not such a 
wimp. Maybe. . . maybe that upper belay had something 
to do with this sudden surge of ability. I congratulated my 
partner on a well-led pitch and led off on the next one, not 
quite as hard, but a sustained 5.6. We continued on up, 
rounded a corner, and Lou started up a pitch that signifi-
cantly increased his complaint output. This sounded seri-
ous; an average of one complaint per two minutes is about 
par for 5.7. Louie had that beat by a bunch. Not supposed 
to be any 5.10 up here; we must be off the route. 

"Pretty hard, Louie?" 

"Grunt. Groan," sounds of muted struggling and 
frenzied thrashing. 

"What's it look like?" 
"Looks bad, mate. It overhangs!" 
Want to come back down?" Somehwat less muted curs-

ing; guess he's not really hot on that idea. 

Lou finally slithered back down the jam crack, and we 
investigated around yet another corner to find ourselves 
back on more friendly territory. Another problem was 
surfacing by this time. We hadn't yet found a place to biv-
ouac, and a source of water had so far eluded us. Both 
commodities were needed, and in short order. Lou and I 
started another pitch, pushing for a small snowfield we'd 
seen on our reconnaissance. A race had developed, with  

the sun dipping toward the horizon somewhat faster than 
we were progressing upward. Just as it looked as if we'd 
lost the race, Lou detected a trickle of water beneath a 
miniscule ice patch. While I filled our water bottles, Lou 
moved higher and found, to our great delight, a flat, 
sandy bench with just enough room to squeeze our sleep-
ing bags in. We set up a safety rope to clip into while 
cooking and sleeping, just as the setting sun turned our 
granite surroundings into a wonderland of pink and 
orange flame. Over the boiling of our tea, we could hear 
Coichuck Glacier rumbling, discharging hundreds of tons 
of ice. The crashing of the ice avalanches as they slid and 
tumbled over polished rock slabs floated nearly a 
thousand feet up to our perch, accentuating the isolation 
of our tiny campground. As evening set in, a single stone 
whined past us from somewhere above, keeping an ap-
pointment with gravity. A skyful of stars twinkled at us 
as we crawled into our sleeping bags. A breeze stirred, 
wafting in and out among the wall's rock formations. 

A few hours later I awoke to a cacophony of primal 
sound. It took on a rhythmic pattern. First, I'd hear a gust 
of wind wailing and screeching through the towers and 
chasms, a pipe organ gone wild. Then the gust would im-
pact on Lou's tent, adding a percussion section to the 
symphony as the plastic flapped in a machine-gun stac-
cato. Finally, Lou's tooth-chattering groan would join in as 
each movement built to a crescendo, to be repeated a few 
minutes later. Apparently Louie's latest purchase, a state-
of-the-art sleeping bag shrouded in radiant heat barriers 
and stuffed with the plumage of dead "Quallos", was not 
performing to its promised capacity. I stuck my nose out 
of my bivi-bag, my Gore-tex concession to high technol-
ogy. "Yep, it's cold out here." Much like a turtle, I drew 
my head back into my warm shell. "Wanta hold it down, 
Lou? People are trying to sleep!" I couldn't help it; some-
times I just develop a cruel streak. Despite my complaints 
Lou rattled and groaned through the better part of the 
night. Damned inconsiderate! Towards morning I noticed 
that many of the stars were blotted out as mare's tails 
blew in from the southwest, sure harbingers of a storm. 

Finally dawn silhouetted peaks and towers to the east, 
and we emerged from our bags to brew cocoa and munch 
down some of Lou's high-energy breakfast bars. As we 
chewed away, we spotted the approaching cold front; it 
looked like now we'd be racing bad weather. 

Saddling up, we started up the mountain again. It had 
snowed a little during the night, and we encountered 
snow patches frequently. After a half-hour of moderate 
scrambling we entered onto the snowfield we'd spotted 
from below; we'd made it to the halfway point of the face. 

Roping up, we started over a series of parallel ridges 
and gullies, working our way to the crest of a ridge which 
led to the exit couloir. The passing cold front had chilled 
the rock to near freezing, and our hands quickly lost feel-
ing once removed from warm parka pockets. Gloves 
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would have been nice, but the climbing was too delicate to 
try with encumbered hands. 

Lou brought me up to his belay stance. Above was an 
evil-looking face, a nearly blank wall with snow dusted 
onto the scant ledges and bumps which provided a route. 
For eighty feet it reared up at angles of close to ninety 
degrees, before it rolled back towards the ridgetop. I'd ex-
pected that Lou would lead this, the second of the 5.7 
pitches on the route. On a practice climb I might have hes-
itated to tackle it—it appeared to be right at the limits of 
my ability—but Lou was well-anchored and this was no 
place to be wasting time switching gear and trading posi-
tions with the weather getting steadily worse. I started 
out. The first few moves weren't too bad, but as my hands 
numbed from digging snow and frozen lichen out of the 
holds, the difficulty increased. I wondered what the 
conversion factor was for upgrading ratings on snow-
plastered routes, when they'd originally been climbed 
under pleasant summer conditions. Eventually I traversed 
high above Louie, and was standing splay-footed on a 
centimeter-wide ledge. Five more feet separated me from 
easier ground above; the key foothold winked at me from 
slightly above eye level. To get to it I would have to 
mantle onto a small bulge about chest level, relying on the 
friction of the rough granite on my frozen palms to keep 
me from peeling off. I checked my protection; it was 
meager, with cracks for nuts few and far between. I 
cleared away some snow on the bulge, then pounded some 
of the snow off my boot soles. Procrastinating a few sec-
onds more, I tightened my pack straps, wishing I could 
lose its dead weight for about ten minutes. Finally, I went 
for it; both hands frictioned onto the bulge, crystalline 
rock biting into my hands as I mantled upward, fractional-
ly smearing the toe of one boot onto the bulge as the 
other foot sought a second, higher hold. Continuing 
dynamically to the next move, I straightened, stuffed two 
fingers into a small crack, then, slipping slightly as I fric-
tioned across a lichen-crusted slab, I was able to reach a 
bucket hold, finishing a sequence of moves that led me to 
an easy ledge system. I cut loose with a rebel yell to let 
Lou know I'd made it, then pulling against the friction of 
the rope, I scrambled to the top of the ridge, setting up a 
belay there for him. 

- 

While he was climbing, the storm finally broke. A gale 
whipped sleet and snow around me as I put on rain gear. 
Lou exited the top of the pitch and started to lead up the 
ridge crest, now slick with wet snow. The rope stopped 
moving for a few moments, and Lou's now familiar com-
mentary drifted down the pitch. No big problems arose; 
only if Louie stopped talking entirely did I get seriously 
nervous. After awhile I heard a shout to come on up, and I 
soon passed Lou to lead an easy pitch; I was almost able 
to run up the ridge, which petered out at the base of the 
final couloir. 

Now we found our weight-saving tactics had backfired. 
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Lou had left his ice axe and crampons behind, and the 
couloir was wall-to-wall ice, not the packed snow we'd 
hoped for. Realizing that we'd now have to stay on the 
mixed rock and ice along the couloir's edge, I donned my 
crampons and sank an ice screw at a convenient stance. 
Lou led off, trying to find nut placements in the splintered 
rock. 

While couloirs provide a natural pathway to the high 
peaks, they typically are a mixed blessing. They owe their 
existence to the faults and joint systems which shatter 
their foundations, creating conduits in which frost, water, 
and gravity perform their erosive tasks. These same 
faults and joints, and their associated detritus, often turn 
what appears to be a desirable route into a vertical mine-
field. That was the problem we faced now, with nearly 
every move loosing a fusillade of rockfall. 

Lou was able to sparsely protect his lead, then piece to-
gether an anchor and belay me up. Proceeding onto the 
next pitch, I found myself edging on rock with one cram-
poned foot, front pointing in gully ice with the other, with 
my ice axe alternately dangling from my wrist or driven 
in for support as I moved from rock to ice and back again. 

I moved up a rope length, cutting steps for Lou on a 
couple of exposed, icy traverses, then set up a belay in a 
little niche where I'd be protected when he started kick-
ing talus loose up above. The storm had abated, but 
clouds still swirled around us, with the steep ice of the 
couloir blending into the grey mists a hundred feet below. 
Any dislodged rock went sliding down the abyss, disap-
pearing into the gloom. Any slip and we might, too. 

Taking the hardware rack as he reached me, Lou 
stepped onto what we hoped would be close to the last 
pitch. As he made a short sideways move about fifty feet 
above, the rope gave a shudder as all of his protection 
pulled out of the broken rock and slid down to me. How do 
you gently break it to your partner that he'd better not 
fall or he'd probably kill you both? "Luigi, don't get nerv-
ous, but all your 'pro' just fell out!" 

"Bloddy Hell!" A short delay ensued while Lou set up a 
belay, utilizing about half our rack in an effort which pro-
vided more moral support than safety; a good leader fall 
would likely have ripped him and his anchors, en masse, 
from the stance. He yelled for me to climb, and surpris-
ingly, I found that my crampons were biting well in the 
frozen, decomposed granite. Half a rope length after mov-
ing past Lou, a steep slope dropped away beneath my feet 
to reveal vortices of clouds swirling around the Snow 
Creek Glacier, far below. 

"Louie, we're up!" Quickly Lou climbed up to join me, 
and we sat together near the summit to watch the ever-
changing landscape of storm clouds, ice, and grey, impas-
sive rock. We ate a snack, but knew we weren't home yet. 
It was 4 P.M. and we had over two thousand feet to de-
scend before we'd be on a reasonable trail for easy after-
dark hiking. 



As the clouds lifted, we spotted the path leading down 
the back side of Dragontail to the glacier. Within a few 
minutes we'd descended the scree and clambered onto the 
ice, a small remnant of the glacier which had once scooped 
out the Enchantment Lakes basin. Lou's lack of an ice axe 
at first hampered our descent, but after a short distance I 
was able to escort him safely to easy rock scrambling, 
then I schussed straight down the neve in a wild standing 
glissade. Nearing the bottom, I turned to see that the 
temptation of good glissading had been too much for Lou 
to withstand, and he was zooming down a steep section in 
perfect form. The runout was safe, so there wasn't any 
real risk, even without an axe. I was glad he'd taken the 
plunge; to me an exhilarating glissade is the perfect con-
elusion to a good climb. 

We reached the top of Aasgard Pass, where we re-
ceived favorable critiques of our kamikaze descent from a 
couple of hikers, then started the thousand-odd feet of 
rock-hopping that would lead us down to Colchuck Lake. 
The pass was non-technical, but steep, and we were glad 
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ABOVE: "A contented Lou enjoys a sandwich after we 
finished the hard rock pitches; we hadn't yet seen the 
couloir or we might have felt less contented!" 

LEFT: The North Face of Dragontail Peak. Coichuck Lake 
in foreground, Coichuck Glacier on right. Route started at 
the lowest point on the face and followed the lighter col-
ored ledge and gully systems to the small snowpatches, 
then cut to the left slightly to enter the ice couloir [barely 
visible near top]. 

to be walking down instead of trudging up the opposite 
direction. At dusk we finally reached the lake and added a 
few unwanted pounds to our packs when we picked up our 
extra equipment. Darkness enveloped us as we started 
along the trail, back to the car, and we hiked in silence, 
savoring the crisp night, the emerging constellations, 
even the kinesthetics of tired legs that had switched onto 
automatic pilot. I'd reached that physical and mental 
plateau where I knew that my muscles could function 
ceaselessly until I reached the trailhead, three or thirty 
miles away. Now safely off the mountain, with all the 
logistics of climbing behind us, we could reflect on the ex-
perience of being high in wild terrain, and we thumped 
down the trail in tandem, silly grins pasted on our faces. 

Later that night we chugged chocolate milkshakes in a 
cafe on our way back to Seattle. We reclimbed the moun-
tain, pitch by pitch, move by move, and recognized the 
feeling of accomplishment that comes from completing a 
difficult task in bad conditions. I had my answer for why I 
get up before dawn to head for the high country. 11 
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By David Mazel 

And just what is climbing mountains about, 
anyway? A strong case can be made that it is ulti-
mately nothing but play. Warren Harding spoke of 
climbing "as a kind of game," and David Roberts 
recently asserted that "the essence of the activity 
is absurd, almost Dadaist." Even Maurice Herzog, 
after losing his toes on Annapurna, could still 
speak of "playing on the frontiers of life and 
death." Certainly our 'game' is an uncommonly 
dangerous one, but it seems to be a game nonethe-
less: it has its rules, for example, and it is a most 
game-like interplay of skill and chance that deter-
mines the outcome of a given climb. Just as telling 
is the fact that we do it solely because we want to. 

Play, according to the academics who write en-
tire books on nothing else, "consists of that which 
people do when they have food, shelter, and 
clothing.., when the compulsions of life are 
removed temporarily and the spirit is free to 
search for its own satisfaction... In play we see the 
action of great desires, operating with indifference 
to consciousness or intelligence." 1  Sound like a 
definition which might encompass climbing? So, 
too, I suspect, will this one: "Play is a voluntary 
activity which permits freedom of action, diversion 
from routines, and an imaginary world to 
conquer." 2 

If mountaineering is just a form of play, then it 
occurs to me that perhaps we take it far too seri-
ously. It may be a symptom of this tendency when 
we speak puffily of the 'ethics' of the sport, when 
we might resort to a humbler word like 'style.' 
Ditto for when we pepper our talk with grandiose 
military metaphors - 'conquests,' 'assault teams' 
and all the rest. But wait, wait; maybe I've got it 
all wrong. After all, even children tend to take 
their play quite seriously, and it just may be that 
such a straight-faced demeanor is essential to 
maintaining the fantasy construct which underlies 
all play. It's quite possible that if we didn't be-
lieve, in all seriousness, in the grandeur of what we 
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do, we'd never make it to base camp or up the first 
pitch. The sport would seem as silly as the em-
peror without his clothes. Without the insider's 
view of "an imaginary world to conquer," climbing 
must seem senseless indeed. 

Others would disagree. Far from being grounded 
in fantasy, runs the counter argument, climbing is 
the most real of all sports. Certainly the act re-
quires a close attention to the realities of the 
mountain environment, and the consequences of a 
moment's inattention can be agonizingly real. 
Death, always lurking at a greater or lesser dis-
tance in the background, is hardly the stuff of 
fantasy, and it is ultimately this darkest possibil-
ity which elevates climbing above the level of a 
mere game. So runs the argument, anyway; but it 
is one for which I have little patience. To rational-
ly flirt with death for its own sake is not likely of 
the sane, and climbers, as all climbers know, are 
not insane. Too, is it not precisely when they 
bump up hardest against reality, when the rope 
breaks or the big avalanche wipes out half the 
party, that mountaineers begin to question their 
commitment to the sport? The specter of death, as 
romance perhaps, may be part of what lures us to 
climb; as reality it merely compels us to play care-
fully, or to get out of the game altogether. 

For all that, climbing remains a very special sort 
of play. It is, I think, the grandest of games. Cer-
tainly it is the most evocative, the most grandly 
endowed in its associations. What other pastime 
could have occasioned such an inspiring—if not 
always fluently written —body of literature? What 
other sport could, for so many generations now, 
have tantalized mankind with vision after vision of 
new worlds to be won? Herzog, then, may well 
have missed the point: to climb is not merely to 
play on the frontiers-of life or death or anything 
else—but to probe, explore, and ever extend the 
frontiers of play, of an activity that is nothing if 
not a boundless 'satisfaction of the spirit.' El 
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Text and Photos by John Rehmer 

The Wind River Range in west central Wyoming is one 
of America's major climbing massifs and a crossroad for 
vacationing mountaineers. Its over 650 varied routes 
have as much in scope to offer the climber as other major 
U.S. ranges such as the High Sierra, North Cascades or 
Front Range. John Clear in The World Guide to Moun-
tains and Mountaineering says, "Despite the tremendous 
potential, both realized and unrealized, of the Wind 
Rivers, climbers tend to approach the range in a holiday 
mood—for fun climbing. Thus, the Wind Rivers have con-
tributed little to the development of American mountain-
eering." 

However, serious new routes are still being discovered 
today while other centers are playing out. The Winds can 
be a tough place to find your rock. First, the weather is a 
factor. July through September is a normal climbing 
season, but September can occasionally have early storms 
and cold winds. Finis Mitchell in Wind River Trails re-
lates, "It's apt to snow anytime in this high country. The 
summer of 1974 it snowed on us the 6th and the 8th of 
August and three times afterwards before the first of 
September. These summer storms are of short duration, 
however. If you get several inches of snow, just hole up 
somewhere and don't panic because it will melt off in two 
or three hours after the storm passes, up to 11,000 feet. 
Above that, it won't melt off the peaks probably until the 
following day, but it will melt off." Wyoming weather is 
considerably better than, say, the Cascades or Canadian 
Rockies in summer. 

Secondly, access is longer than many other granitic 
ranges. Typical approach hikes are in the 15- to 20-mile 
range for some areas. Third, the backpacking with associ-
ated camping gear can be as big a part of any trip as the 
climb. Yet, the total wilderness climbing experience in the 
Wind River Range can be very rewarding. It's my choice 
for summer rock! 

Rock climbers started high standard ascents here main-
ly in the 1950's and 60's. Many segments of the range 
were virtually unknown until the 1920's and 30's. The two 
and a half million acre range is divided today into three 
magnificent wilderness or primitive areas: the Bridger  

Wilderness, Fitzpatrick Wilderness and Popo Agie Primi-
tive Area. I will try to briefly describe some of the better 
areas, recent climbs and classic lines from my knowledge. 
The range is easily divided into the north, central and 
south sections for climbing purposes. 

The Northern Winds 
Wind River Range north is known mostly for its high 

country 13,000-footers and surprisingly large glacier sys-
tem. Most general mountaineering routes are approached 
by 20- to 25-mile backpacks. Excellent snow and alpine ice 
routes exist here, some among the best in the American 
Rockies. Dinwoody Glacier, next to Gannett Peak (at 
13,804 feet, Wyoming's highest is a rare snow peak in a 
rocky range) has parallels for me with the Palisades of the 
High Sierra. Several high peaks have fine rock aretes or 
walls on banded gneiss or granite. 

Ross Lake cirques in the far north joins Spider Peak, 
12,234 feet. This outstanding northern formation identi-
fies itself with good buttress or wall climbs rated I 5.5 to 
IV 5.9. Much photographed Squaretop Mountain, 11,695 
feet, above Green River Lakes, displays several high 
standard free climbs. Clan Lowe's 1,800-foot dihedral is 
the best route, presenting continuous challenging free 
moves and neatly spaced belay ledges (V 5.9 - 5.10). Sev-
eral other Squaretop climbs offer mixed aid-free gneiss 
graded III to V. Squaretop's talus and river crossing can 
be troublesome. Also noteworthy above Green River 
Lakes are the "Sail" (III 5.7) and the "Bottle" (I 5.4 nice, 
III 5.7 - 5.8). Remote Peak Lake Drainage has guaranteed 
solitude with Mount Arrowhead, 12,972 feet, the rock 
gem. Arrowhead's west arete or north face are in the 5.7 - 
5.8 range. South face corners have a Beckey VI 5.8 and 
Paul Horton five lead 5.7. Sulphur Peak has an entirely 
rock 1,600-foot route on the north face rated III - IV 5.7 
Al. 

Above Titcomb Lakes Basin shoots up the marvelous 
Mount Helen to Fremont Peak rampart. These ramparts 
beckon alpine rock jocks with golden orange granite 
spires, complex topography and weather or sunset per-
formances. However, upon inspection, some lines are un-
fortunately shattered rock. Climbs start on the north with 
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Muzembeah's amazing 
Kor-Beckey route 
arete, with Baptiste 
Lake below. Located 
in the Central Range 
of the Wind Rivers. 

Wolf's Head and the 
east ridge, located in 

the Cirque of the 
Towers. The Cirque is 

famous for its rock 
climbing areas and for 

the camps of people 
around Lonesome 

Lake in August. 
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The spectacular East Fork Valley from Midsummer Dome. L. to R., Ambush, Raid and Mt. Bonneville. 
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and today's visitor is searching for a new type of wilder-
ness experience. I meet families, fishermen, horsemen, 
parties that are partying, geologists sounding Titcomb 
Lakes depth, and sobers traversing the entire range. A 
number of helicopters seem to fly about. A wilderness 
ranger with radio now patrols the basin. In August, 1983, 
we found mountain bikes at Island Lake and mountain 
runners moving through the meadows. One runner, 
Creighton King, did Gannett Peak from Elkhart Park in 
eleven hours round trip. Amazing—considering it is 
twenty-five miles of rock one way! Overall, though, climb-
ers are still the most numerous. Climbers must set an 
example by practicing a "No Trace Ethic" if areas like the 
Titcomb Basin will remain the flowered alpine scene we 
all seek and cherish. Otherwise, a permit-limiting system 
may develop. Go light, disperse camps, and pack it out, 
please! 

The Central Winds 
This section of the range contains scattered groups of 

climbs. The very easy ridge scramble to the major wall 
exist here. Several peaks are quite unique to Wyoming. 
Many hidden cirques, faces and domes meander valley to 
valley on the eastern side of the generally lower conti-
nental divide crest. In the Central Wind Rivers are some 
nice remote routes left for discovery. Two groups easily 
stand out: first, the East Fork Valley, including Mount 
Bonneville and second, the Babtiste-Grave Lakes Valley. 

East Fork Valley contains a 6-mile line of 2,000-foot 
walls on the west that offer differing routes, loose to solid, 
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two long aretes on Mt. Helen, 13,620 feet. (Tower Ridge 
III 5.6 is a classic route but difficult near the top.) A 
1,500-foot skyscraping Grade V big wall dominates the 
area at Mt. Helen boulder camp. Perhaps the finest ram-
part route is the enjoyable West Face Right (III 5.9) on 
Sacagawea. This probable Mike Kennedy-Chris Landry 
creation takes corners and off-width cracks to the 
pyramidal summit, 13,569 feet. My West Face Right as-
cent and descent via Sacagawea's Northwest Ridge, West 
took about nine hours round trip from Titcomb Lake. 
Very intriguing is the varied west side of Fremont Peak, 
13,745 feet, second highest Wind River massif. Four or so 
inspired grade TV's exist. Fred Beckey made a memorable 
first ascent on the west buttress in 1976 (IV 5.9 Al) de-
scribed in an American Alpine Journal article. In many 
ways this Fremont rampart reminds one of Longs Peak's 
east face with respect to altitude and exposure to storm. 
Christof Schork and I attempted the central Landry solo 
line (IV 5.9 Al ?) last summer and came back from two-
thirds up, humbled by the scale of things. Back to the 
binoculars in 1984! After backpacking into the Titcomb 
Basin, or in questionable weather, Garnicks Needle pro-
vides a fast, fun climb II 5.7 - 5.8. Lastly, the northern 
range shows off the classic Ellingwood Peak, 13,052 feet, 
12-pitch north ridge. An angled slope of continuous 5.6 
crystal embedded granite is lovable. However, the loose 
talus descent is a bit of a death march. 

I have traveled into the Titcomb Basin for twelve seas-
ons now. Wilderness use is increasing dramatically here, 
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half-day scramble to multi-day direct aid. The gently 
angled west tundra slopes of Geikie, 12,738 feet, Ambush, 
12,187 feet, and Raid, 12,532 feet, visible from Pinedale 
and U.S. Highway 187, give no indication of their sheer 
glacially-carved East Fork Valley side. One buttress on 
Raid (V 5.8, 16 leads, John Bouchard and Stephen 
Arsenault) is the longest Wind River free climb. In the 
middle of East. Fork drainage is a jewel—Mid-Summer 
Dome. This Tuloumne transplant has several 5.9's. Easier, 
fun slab routes 5.0 to 5.7 exist on either end. Mid-
Summer's dome top vista is very spacious, surrounded by 
miles of alpine zone country. 

The northern outpost of the area, Mt. Bonneville, 12,570 
feet, is typically a mountaineering objective approached 
via Bonneville Basin. Intricate 5.7 - 5.8 routes ascend its 
northern aretes. Bonneville's summit is a lightning rod of 
a boulder problem. Its centrally located viewpoint can 
show several new horizons to the most well-traveled Wind 
River climber. Good fishing also compensates the occas-
ional stormed-on, campbound climber at East Fork. 

The Babtiste-Grave Lake area is totally dominated by 
the 2,000-foot vertical flat-topped hulk of Mount Hooker, 
12,504 feet. This is Wyoming's Grade VI big wall. Two 
multi-day direct aid lines exist on the face which were 
created in 1964 by Robbins, McCracken and Raymond (VI 
5.9 AS, 31/2  days, 19 pitches, 6 sling belays, 207 pin place-
ments), plus the hard-won 1978 Dockery-Bradshaw line 
(VI 5.11 A4). Hooker's scale is complimented by the vast 
flat acreage of nearby lakes. The first time I viewed 
Hooker's curving southeast to northwest face after de-
scending from Hailey Pass, I was captivated that such a 
large glacially-caused monument exists in the Winds 
which is uncharacteristic of surrounding peaks. Hooker's 
precipice would fit nicely in the Black Canyon or 
Yosemite. Its wilderness expanse still holds difficult 
promise for the alpine aid basher. For the free climber, 
Musembeah Peak (Shoshone Indian word for Bighorn 
Sheep), 12,593 feet, above massive Babtiste Lake, offers 
several aretes. I ascended the amazing Kor-Beckey route 
(IV 5.8) in August, 1982, after sighting the west, central 
buttress a year earlier from Bonneville's summit. This 
prow has a narrow ever-inclining position all the way 
which is unlike any I have seen in the Rockies. A fine line 
to the eye of Fred Beckey and Layton Kor in 1963 is now 
receiving just praise. Do this arete! At lower Grave Lake 
a steep 500-foot dome of good granite exists. A 6-pitch 
route up the center goes III 5.10. Great climbs exist pri-
marily in the Grade III realm at many other central range 
locations. Middle Fork Lake, Sonnicant Lake, et cetera, 
have surprises. Central range drawbacks can be the 
circuitous, lengthy approach hike or the ravenous mosqui-
toes in July, making a well-netted tent a necessity. 

The Southern Winds 
The southern range has a little better weather, cleaner 

rock and the greatest number and quality of routes for  

the climber. It can be divided into three general areas: 
Cirque of the Towers, Deep Lake and Wind River Peak to 
South Pass. I've had some of my best high country climb-
ing days on the southern Wind River white granite. Ap-
proach hikes can be only six to eight miles or two hours 
from the trailhead. Certain accessible areas are very pop-
ular, perhaps too much so for the solitude seeker. It is 
possible to do weekend climbs from Utah, Wyoming or 
eastern Idaho. A typical summer Friday night finds me 
racing the moon along "Muddy Speedway," a forty-mile 
dirt road from Farson, Wyoming, to the Big Sandy trail-
head. Occasional oil rig lights now dot the Wyoming 
desert. Crazed jack rabbits erratically cross my headlamp 
beams. At Big Sandy trailhead, fifty plus cars from all 
over the country are parked. Most parties are bound for a 
week-long trip into Cirque of the Towers. I can often pull 
off two climbs in a short two days. Three or four days 
allows time to attempt almost all of the longer ascents. 

The Cirque of the Towers is justly famous. Seventy to 
eighty different routes are concentrated here. So are the 
camps of people around Lonesome Lake in August! 
Certain towers have unquestionably classic lines. Pingora 
is perhaps the finest single climbing rock in the Cirque. 
Ten to fifteen routes (15.2 - IV 5.9) offer beautiful cracks 
on some of the best rock to be experienced in Wyoming. 
In mid-summer hardly a day goes by that a party doesn't 
ascend Pingora or the multi-spired east ridge of Wolfs-
head (II 5.5). The Wolfshead ridge seems a bit more diffi-
cult than the 5.5 rating, maybe because of the length. 
Basically, it's a traverse, but use caution launching out on 
the east ridge in doubtful weather, especially during a 
potential thunderstorm. South of Wolfshead is infrequent-
ly visited Shark's Nose, 12,050 feet, probably my favorite 
Wind River aiguille. Easily reached from Shadow Lake on 
the meadowed west side of Cirque of the Towers, the 
Cirque Shark's Nose can be climbed by traversing ledges 
around Overhang Tower on the west from Wolfshead-
Overhang Col. This accesses the II 5.5 delightful North-
west Buttress or improbably but wonderfully edged Joe 
Kelsey's North Face Route (III 5.7 - 5.8). The classic 
Beckey-Chouinard-Weeks 1960 Southwest Face Direct (III 
5.8) is complex and best reached via Shadow Lake. De-
scent from the "one-half buttocks" top is by 5 75-foot 
rappels down the Northwest Buttress. 

Moving to the south, the next outstanding tower in the 
Cirque is the north face of Warrior I. The IV 5.9 1,000-foot 
Northeast Face is the longest central cirque free route. In 
August 1982, we found the final arete leads stimulatingly 
exposed but having solid nut placements. An airy horizon-
tal crack near the top is very reminiscent of the situation 
on the Pendulum Pitch of the Grand Teton north face. 
This route ends on spires detached from the rim. Another 
hour or so in a disagreeable rotten chimney leads rimway. 
If you're looking for a big Cirque ascent, this route is a 
good bet. Next tower of note is wildly feathered Warbon-
net. The normal Northeast Face looks more sustained 

to page 20, please 
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Southern Range 

than it actually is in the chimneyed feathers (II 5.7 - III 
5.8). The rock is somewhat coarse grained quartz diorite 
and crumbly, unlike other Cirque Towers, but the face re-
mains a popular day outing. Two of the hardest Cirque of 
the Towers' routes are Jeff Lowe-Charlie Fowler War-
bonnet beauties. Feather Buttress (V 5.10, 11 leads) 
follows a prominent northwest crack system and finishes 
via laybacking the spectacularly exposed and sharp north-
west arete feather. A dark easterly wall above Big Sandy 
Pass holds Black Elk (V 5.10, 10 leads). Lowe wrote that 
both first ascents compared favorably with the finest of 
Longs Peak Diamond free climbs. Last of the central 
Cirque peaks having good rock is Finis Mitchell Peak, 
12,482 feet. The half day North Face (III 5.7) challenges 
with some route finding, but better yet is North Face, 
Center, a classic corner (IV 5.9). 

Further east, down the meadow edged North Fork 
Popo Agie River from Cirque of the Towers, lie some re-
markable hanging valleys with overhanging walls. Lizard 
Head, 12,842 feet (which some locals call Blizzard Head), 
shoots up an overhanging east face with two aid lines. 
Largest side valley is the Monolith-Dogtooth Cirque. Fan-
tastic is the former North Face Chimney aid route on 
Monolith that now goes free in 16 leads (IV 5.9). Also 
noteworthy in the cirque are "A-Frame Buttress," a 1000 

plus wall, the "Wisdom Tooth" and the Peter Metcalf-
Glenn Randall 'Tomestone" (III 5.10). They liked the 
route! These side valleys still have room for exploration. 
Unquestionably, Cirque of the Towers is one of the best 
concentrated rock climbing centers in the U.S. I've 
mentioned only a few of the variety of tower climbs that 
exist in the hope that climbers will disperse onto other 
routes instead of the well-known classic couple. 

Deep Lake Basin from Big Sandy trailhead is the most 
accessible climbing area in the south. Haystack Moun-
tain's mile-long sweep of slabs offers about twenty climbs 
from the Grade I Class 4 Grassy Goat Trail to Beckey's 
leaning aid Left Dihedral (IV 5.8 A4) or Southern Wall,  

Right Side (IV 5.10 Al). I can recommend four: the glacial 
polished North Face (II 5.6, 3 hours or so), South Ridge (II 
5.5 has an excellent Steeple Peak view), Central Corner 
(III 5.9, the shining white granite dihedral of the range) 
and the Right Dihedral (IV 5.9, one of Wyoming's finest 
grade IV's). Grassy Goat provides a fast descent, making 
different climbs possible in a day. Summit talus slopes on 
Haystack seem uninviting after time on the cracks, but a 
leisurely hour on the summit boulders in Indian Summer 
can provide that wilderness connection with the Southern 
Wind Rivers. Steeple Peak's Great North Chimney (III, 
5.7 - 5.8) is quite popular and definitely one of the best, as 
described by Joe Kelsey in the Sierra Club Guide. The 
architecture of the chimney is surprising. You disappear 
into the peak, twist and turn two chockstones, stem the 
unlikely upper chimney mantling a ledge and emerge out 
of a cave on the southwest side of the peak. Cracks on the 
west side of the summit finish the climb. Steeple's Sum-
mit view is focused on the great north sides of Temple, 
12,972 feet, East Temple, 12,600 feet, and the detached 
column of Lost Temple Spire abutting East Temple's 
northern end. Fine big wall routes exist on these faces, 
culminating with the largest, the northeast face of East 
Temple (VI 5.9 A3, Dave Black, Alan Bartlett and Rick 
Bradshaw, 1977). The spire is best, however. A Jay 
Wilson, Stan Mish, Guy Toombes 1981 line ascends the 
west ridge (3 leads 5.6 - 5.8, 4 - 5.9, 1 - 5.10 for a IV 5.10). 
Also Fred Beckey's 1961 Spire North Prow (IV 5.7 A3) 
goes smoothly with Friends instead of pins lessening the 
A3 rating. This is a cold, windy climbing location. Three 
Utah climbers in 1983, Mark and Carol Lee Bennett, with 
Bill Simmons, bivouacked on the top and received frostnip 
in late summer! The final remote rock of the range worth 
mentioning is the Black Joe Lake area and particularily 
the Little Sandy Buttresses. Little Sandy Valley holds the 
last sustained verticality of the range before disappearing 
into the Red Desert near South Pass. Very intriguing are 
the corners on a line of cliffs above Little Sandy Valley, 
the best to date, a IV 5.9 by Yvon Chouinard, TM Herbert 
and Juris Krisjansons, 1971. Ll 

WIND RIVER RANGE READING 
Climbing and Hiking in the Wind River Mountains, by Joe Kelsey. A 

Sierra Club Totebook, 1980. Latest information and route ratings. 

Field Book —Wind River Range, by Bonney and Bonney, Chicago, The 
Swallow Press, 1977. 

American Alpine Club Journals. First ascent reports often have useful 
descriptions. 

Wind River Trails, by Finis Mitchell, Salt Lake City, Wasatch Publishers, 
1975. 

A Guide to Bridger Wilderness Fishing Lakes, by U.S. Forest Service, 
Bridger.Teton National Forest, 1979. 

Bridger and Shoshone National Forest Maps. Good for general access, 
trails, etc. overview. Scale: 1/2  in. = 1 mile. Shoshone National Forest, Box 
961, Cody, WY 82414. Bridger-Teton National Forest, Box 1888, Jackson, 
Wyoming 83001. 

U.S.G.S. 71/2  Minutequads Topographical Maps. Invaluable, new series 
for the central range. 

Wind River Handy Maps. Set of reduced waterproof quads for range, 
Wowee Publications, Jackson, Wyoming. 
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II'1IDEiST CRISIS. 
By Steve Bosque 

I poked my head out between the straps of my 
hammock and called over to Corbett, "Hey, Mike, 
what time do you figure it is?" 

"Oh, about three of four. Almost time for grub. 
Wanna go for a can of pineapples, Bosque?" in-
quired Corbett from within the confines of his 
hammock and fly. 

"You betcha, Oid. Let me dig out a can." 

The snow was falling silently, as it had been for 
the past twelve hours. I rummaged through our 
food sack and extracted our second to last can of 
sliced pineapple - a big wall delicacy. 

This would be our fourth bivouac on the new 
route we were doing on the East Face of Washing-
ton's Column. We had completed eleven new pitch-
es so far, wildly steep direct aid for the most part, 
with sections of free climbing sprinkled in here and 
there for good measure. Nothing harder than 5.8. 
We had only drilled three holes for rivets and 
bolts, and it looked as if we were going to get off 
easy in that department. 

Corbett was stirring in his hammock and peered 
out of his fly at me. "Boskovich, we should have 
been climbing today. We been bad, Boskovich. 
What would Uncle Bungy say?" he teased in a 
mock Russian accent. 

The truth was that we should have been climb-
ing that day. Although it was snowing, the huge 
roofs and overhangs above were keeping us fairly 
dry. Our preconditioned response to the storm was 
to hang around lethargically in our hammocks. 
When it snows, you hole up. But in our cold, stiff 
boredom, we were devouring our next day's ration 
of food. 

"Bosque, see if you can find the bagels. I'm 
famished," said Corbett. I rifled through the few 
remaining items in our food sack and came up with 
the bagel bag. 

"Two more bagels, Oid." 
"Wanna split one?" 
"You bet." 
The view from our perch was startling. Half 

Dome and Tenaya Canyon were blanketed with 
snow, and below us the Great Slab was also frost-
ed white. We were fortunate to be sheltered by the 
overhangs. Our route followed a line between the  

original East Face Route climbed by Harding, 
Pratt and Denny in 1959 and the Great Slab Route 
climbed by Kor, Madsen and Schmitz in 1967. We 
fixed five pitches with the help of Bill Russel and 
Pete Chesko in early April of 1983, before setting 
off on our final push. We certainly weren't break-
ing any speed records, as it was evidently going to 
take at least five days to do this route. But it was 
worth the time invested, since it was turning out 
to be the best route either of us had ever done. 

"Well, this is my last cigarette until we touch 
down, Bosque," declared Mike Corbett. 

"Good, I can't stand those filthy things." 

"Ah, you're just a lightweight, Bosque. Want a 
puff?" 

I stared off at the next pitch which I was 
scheduled to lead the next morning. From what I 
could see, it consisted of a forty-foot traverse to 
the right, and a rotten crack that sliced through an 
exposed roof to more overhanging granite. It 
looked frightening. 

"Sure, I'll have a puff," I replied to Corbett's 
offer. I don't smoke cigarettes and the drag I took 
made my head spin and my stomach churn. 

"Boskovich, you don't look so good. You want 
some tuna fish, Boskovich?" joked Corbett, and 
that was all it took. The thought of tuna propelled 
me into a fit of dry heaves. I wretched in spasms 
as the night fell upon us. Corbett laughed un-
controllably. 

The next day brought clear skies and with it 
came the realization that soon I must lead the rot-
ten roof pitch of my fears. We ingested the last of 
our provisions - a bagel and a can of sliced pine-
apples. Off I sprang into the lead, quivering and 
groaning, but trying to look cool and collected. I 
inched along on Friend nuts and pitons, until I 
reached the lip of the roof. It was hideously 
exposed. 

"Make your Uncle Bungy proud," said Mike. 
"Don't put in no bolts, Boskovich." 

I sincerely tried not to. I fiddled about with 
every possible alternative before finally resorting 
to hammer and drill. I pounded in the inevitable 
bolt, then nailed over the lip of the roof. About 
fifteen feet higher, I tied off a tiny tree that felt 
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4 like it was working itself loose and drilled two 
more holes to avoid a detached block. I nailed 

' 
around a second little roof and ended the pitch at a 
stance. Boy, was I glad that was over. 

p Corbett had a hell of a time cleaning the pitch, Ile 
f since it was traversing, overhanging, and basically 

awkward no matter how you approached it. He 
44  said it was the hardest thing he had ever seconded. 

4 

. But my turn was coming up next. Corbett's 
/ pitch started out in a beautiful Al thin crack 

which avoided the horrendous off-width we'd been 
1.; eyeing with apprehension since the start of the 

route. He was able to sink knifeblades and lost 
arrows to the eye for quite a long stretch, before it 
turned into A3. Then he drilled three holes to get 
past a blank section and nailed off left in a rotten 

..- A4 traverse. 

I Cleaning that pitch was as much of a nightmare 
- , I for me as the previous pitch had been for Mike. In 

the middle of the rotten A4 traverse, one of 
/ Corbett's pitons popped and I took a short, swing- 

# f ing fall. My top jumar somehow slipped, jamming 
the thumb and index finger of my left hand be-
tween it and the bottom jumar. I yelped like a 
wounded animal. By the time I arrived at the be- 

- 
- lay, my left hand was operating with the efficiency 

of an epileptic. 
44 '4 I was more than happy to allow Mike to lead the 

. last pitch, just as night enveloped us. Mike's lead 
deposited us on the ledge which marks the end of 

-4 it • - the East Face Route. From here, it was a third or 
fourth class scramble to the summit, but we de- 

, ---- - 

cided to bivouac where we were. Gazing off at the 
- .• stars and apparently pondering something of vast 

- 

. significance, Corbett turned to me and said, "Nine 
holes, Bosque, only nine holes. Well, what's it 
gonna be, 'Mideast Crisis' or 'Uncle Bungy's 
Finest Hour'?" 

• 
- "Mideast Crisis sounds good to me, Oid," I 

If answered. 
A few minutes later I smelled tobacco smoke. 
"Hey, I thought you ran out of cigarettes, Oid." 

r'I r 
 .tt in my pocket. Want a puff?" he 

said 
 , .. UPPER: "Mike offers me a puff from his last cigarette and 

: it makes my head spin and my stomach churn." 
—Steve Bosque 

LEFT: Steve Bosque. Photo by Corbett. 
RIGHT: Corbett leads a beautiful Al thin crack on the east 
face of Washington's Column in Yosemite National Park. 

I Photo by Steve Bosque 
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THERE IS NOTHING 

WRONG WITH 
GORE'.'TEX! By Douglas S. Hansen 

Dealing with retail sales of mountaineering equipment 
one gets asked, as well as told, many things about techni-
cal gear and software. I quite enjoy discussing the pro's 
and con's of equipment with the expert as well as the 
novice outdoorsman. Many good ideas and questions have 
been brought up over the past years, but even though 
Gore-tex type laminates have been on the market now for 
a number of years, there seems to still be quite a mis-
understanding about these laminates, and what they will 
or won't do, and how to make them perform at their best. 
That will be my objective in this article, "Gaining 
maximum efficiency from your Gore-tex type laminates." 

Most outdoorsmen know that Gore-tex is a microporous 
substance, containing holes so small that water molecules 
cannot pass through, but the even smaller water vapor 
molecules can. One of the best demonstrations of this 
principle is done with a hot cup of coffee. You can cover 
the cup with a Gore-tex laminate and still watch the hot 
water vapor (steam) pass through it. Now tightly hold the 
fabric around the rim of the cup and turn it upside down. 
The coffee won't even drip through the laminate. It is a 
fact that Gore-tex is waterproof, but still allows water 
vapor to pass through. 

Understanding the Process is the Key 
In order to gain maximum efficiency from our Gore-tex 

we need to have a basic understanding of three principles 
that affect its performance, under several different types 
of conditions. 
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Gore-tex is a barrier to water. (Figure 1) 
Whether it is used for tents, boots, or jackets, it is water-
proof, meaning that the water molecule cannot pass 
through it. This is true, whether the water is going from 
the outside in, or the inside out. 

Gore-tex will allow water vapor to pass through. 
(Figure 2) 

This area is sometimes misunderstood. The smaller water 
vapor molecule can pass through it, but remember that 
this is a two-way road, either from the inside out, or from 
the outside in. Depending on the concentration of the 
water vapor, this vapor will flow towards the side that 
has the least concentration (humidity) of vapor. Another 
important thing to remember is that Gore-tex slows down 
the transfer of this vapor, so that it does take awhile for 
the high concentration to bleed out to the low concen-
tration side. 

The dew point factor. lithe water vapor molecule 
reaches its dew point it will change back into a water mol-
ecule, thus it will not be able to pass through the Gore-
tex. (Figure 3) The dew point is dependent on the temper-
ature, humidity, and the barometric pressure, so this 
point is different, depending on the conditions. The only 
thing that matters to us is that we know about the dew 
point, or that vapor will condense and become water if it 
gets cold enough, or if the vapor concentration gets high 
enough. 

Gaining Maximum Efficiency!!! 
The climate will effect how well Gore-tex can transfer 

vapor from our bodies to the outer environment. So, in ex-
tremely humid areas, Gore-tex will offer no advantage 
over water- (vapor) proof garments. In these cases it may 
be best do so as some experienced hikers and climbers do; 
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wear only a minimum of clothing underneath your 
cagoule, poncho, rain parka and pants, etc. Carry the re-
mainder of your clothing in a waterproof part of your 
pack. Then when you reach camp and are prepared to get 
out of the rain, you can take off your wet clothes (often 
only a pair of short pants) and put on your dry ones. This 
is the best solution I have found for this situation. With 
water- (vapor) proof gear you get just as wet if you are on 
the move. 

Now where Gore-tex really excels is winter moun-
taineering, skiing, and other snow and ice related sports. 
The first thing we need to concentrate on is keeping the 
inside water vapor as low as possible. Even though this 
vapor does pass through the Gore-tex, there is a bottle-
neck effect, which slows this transfer down. If the concen-
tration of water vapor reaches the saturation point it will 
again turn into water and not be able to pass. We can 
keep this vapor level to a minimum by doing several 
things: (1). Wearing a minimum of clothing (insulation) 
under your Gore-tex. This will prevent our bodies from 
overheating and reacting by sweating which produces ex-
cess water vapor. (2) Using convection currents to your 
advantage by ventilating as much as possible. This is 
where underarm zippers are great. These currents will 
remove excess vapor, as well as help keep the body from 
overheating. The general rule is: Wear Gore-tex as close 
to your body as possible, closing down hoods, sleeves, 
zippers, etc., just enough to prevent the snow and rain 
from entering. (Of course, avoid getting too cold.) 

The areas in which the dew point becomes the biggest 
consideration is where there is thick insulation, or areas 
where the vapor will have to travel a long distance before 
passing through the Gore-tex membrane—such as 
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sleeping bags, expedition parkas, tents, etc. In these 
types of items, vapor will leave our bodies and travel the 
distance required to reach the Gore-tex, during which 
time it cools down to the dew point and condenses back to 
its original state of water and, of course, water will not 
pass through Gore-tex. When Gore-tex was first new on 
the market, I was talking with Jeff Lowe about it, and he 
told me about one of the members of their Latok I Expe-
dition. This climber had bought the best sleeping bag 
available, filled with down and covered with Gore-tex. 
After only several days of use, high on Latok, his bag be-
came soaked and was useless. Fortunately, like any good 
team, they were able to improvise and donate gear to this 
person so he was able to survive the ordeal and remain 
part of the climbing team. 

In this situation Gore-tex is still better than waterproof, 
but it does have limitations. I guess this is one of my pet 
peeves; many climbers and outdoorsmen expect Gore-tex 
to fly, walk on water, and stop stray bullets. Like any 
gear, you need to understand it and work with it to gain 
maximum efficiency. Rather than using a Gore-tex cov-
ered bag I prefer to use a bivy sack and use it only when I 
need to. Also, this allows for easier drying should you get 
your gear wet. When you do use it you can keep the con-
densation to a minimum by, (1) Keeping insulation to a 
minimum so as to avoid sweating, and avoid letting the 
vapor cool down more than is needed (of course, avoid 
getting too cold). The idea is not to use a bag rated to 
forty below zero when you figure the temperatures will 
only reach ten above. (2) Again, use convection currents 
to keep the vapor concentration low; some bivy sacks 
have vents in the foot end as well. (3) By using a bivy 
cover, instead of a permanent Gore-tex cover. 

Author's Comments 
I used to climb frozen waterfalls in waterproof gear, 

and without fail I would always return quite wet on the 
inside from sweating and water vapor. When I first used 
Gore-tex I returned with just a little frost across the back 
of my shoulders. I figured that this was just a quirk, but 
after trying it again I found that it always was as good as 
waterproof garments, and many times in the snow and ice 
it was better. As of now I feel Gore-tex is one of the very 
best shell garment fabrics available. It provides excellent 
wind protection, and good protection from the snow and 
rain. But, as with anything, if you expect to get the best 
out of it, you must understand it and its limitations. I do 
prefer factory-sealed seams, even with Gore-tex's Seam 
Stuff it is hard to get the quality sealing job you may de-
sire. What about the pores becoming plugged with dirt 
during use? Of course, this is possible, but, personally, I 
feel this is much overrated by those who can't afford the 
Gore-tex (sour grapes), and I understand that the second 
generation has very little problem in this area. I use Gore-
tex year-round, in a variety of conditions. However, it 
really shines in the dry, cold winters and when high winds 
are present. El 
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Co m m e n t on Gore-tex  A r t I c I e 

Dear Tom Hoizel and Readers of Summit: 
The article "Gore-tex Clothing: is it any good?" (May-

June 1984 Summit) was the most informative and accur-
ate one on Gore-tex that I've read, but seems to be writ-
ten from the viewpoint of a user questioning the observed 
failures of Gore-tex to meet the, claims for it, than from an 
analitical engineering viewpoint to really explain those 
failures. Our early tests of the first generation Gore-tex, 
which was porous enough for one to breathe through, 
showed no difference in the amount of sweat retained in 
rain jackets made from nonporous, tightly-sealed coated 
fabric and identical ones made from Gore-tex. Dan 
Shurman (Synergy Works) confirmed those tests himself, 
yet was the early pioneer promoting Gore-tex jackets, be-
cause, as he told me repeatedly, the concept of "breatha-
bility" was so oversold that it was easier to profit from it 
than to try to correct it. For awhile his sales seemed to 
prove him right, but at that time he wasn't aware that the 
problems with leakage and delamination were destined to 
be a factor in putting him out of business. Dan's observa-
tions, which we (and Gore) confirmed with tests and anal-
ysis, was that ventilation up through the jacket was the  

only significant method of excess humidity and heat 
removal, and porosity of the fabric interfered more with 
that chimney effect ventilation than it helped with diffus-
ion through the fabric. Have you ever seen anyone try to 
improve the draft on his fireplace by poking the chimney 
full of holes? Obviously, it won't work in clothing any bet-
ter than in a chimney! The newer Gore-tex is much closer 
to being totally sealed like coated fabrics and, as expect-
ed, thus works better than the original very porous stuff. 

The reason Gore-tex could be so widely approved de-
spite not working as claimed is both a credit to mass ad-
vertising and the fact that the failure is not important or 
noticeable. The vast majority of people simply react to 
overheat by removing some excess layers of clothing, thus 
curing the overheat. Obviously, if overheat could be cured 
by simply wearing porous clothing, as Gore claims, then 
we could cool ourselves in hot summer by wearing thick 
bulky sweaters, which are very porous. And, if overheat 
was caused simply by wearing coated fabric clothing, as 
Gore claims, then all we'd need for winter warmth is a 
coated fabric rainsuit. Somehow I wish that were true, 
but, unfortunately, life isn't that simple! Even the leakage 



failure of Gore-tex has not been too important to most 
people, since they avoid heavy rainfall, and seldom spend 
much time in any rain. Only those few hikers and climbers 
who commit themselves to the trail, and continue on in 
the rain, are bothered by leakage, and even many of them 
have previous experience with wornout coated jackets 
that leaked, so aren't too disappointed by leaks in the 
Gore-tex (except for the high price they paid!). Thus, in 
general, Gore-tex has not detracted significantly from the 
performance of most items it is used on. 

Two items we know of that do suffer badly from the 
misconceptions about Gore-tex: Sleeping bags and tents. 
A Gore-tex layer on the outside of a sleeping bag will 
greatly increase the amount of condensation forming in 
the insulation due to humidity from the occupant, and 
then it greatly slows down the drying out of that conden-
sation. Early, porous stuff was bad; the new, very tight, 
stuff is much worse. We have found that simple spray-
on repellants will keep out any dew, mist, or very light 
rain (up to the most one could be out in without a tent). It 
is well-known that a vapor barrier interior in a sleeping 
bag will prevent condensation in the bag. But, if you put 
Gore-tex on the exterior, you can't sew vapor barrier on 
the inside, so could only enjoy that advantage with a sep-
arate tie-in liner, which is less effective, heavier, and 
awkward. 

In dry, low humidity weather, any tent, even made 
from Gore-tex, will work. But, when the humidity gets 
high, the process of trying to get rid of inside humidity by 
diffusion through the fabric is more like the way a 
condenser is built: intimate contact with the cool walls 
guarantees that the humidity will condense, and soon seal 
those Gore-tex walls. Then, if no other means of ventilat-
ing have been provided, the rate of condensation accele-
rates. Of course, if other means of chimney effect ventila-
tion had been provided, so that porosity of the wall was 
not needed, then there would be no need for the heavier, 
more expensive, and less durable Gore-tex. Similarly, 
when it rains the exterior of the tent gets sealed with 
water (which is a perfect vapor barrier). Gore's argument 
that condensation on the inside will wick through and 
then evaporate on the outside contradicts both their claim 
that Gore-tex will not wick water, and the physical fact 
that net evaporation will not occur from a surface that is 
at or below the dew point temperature of the adjacent air. 
It is thus easy to understand how many people, mostly 
picking nice weather to camp in, can be happy with Gore-
tex tents (the same as the vast majority of other single 
wall tent buyers have been), and yet some can complain 
bitterly about being soaked with condensation! Various 
designs of double wall tents do an excellent job of 
minimizing condensation or keeping it off the occupants, 
but even then, some conditions are so severe, and some 
people sweat so much, due to keeping themselves over-
heated, that condensation can be a problem. Thus, again  

Gore-tex is not alone with the problem: it simply has not 
done anything to solve it, and at times is worse than any 
other attempts. 

The main reason for the existence of Gore-tex, and 
many of the confused claims for it, is the confusion of 
wicking with porosity, erroneously referred to as breath-
ability. Clothing that will absorb sweat and wick it away 
from your skin is generally more comfortable than non-
absorbent clothing, since it relieves you of the task of 
constantly adjusting your clothing thickness to prevent 
overheat. Only when you continue to be overheated, and 
thus saturate the absorbent clothing, will you notice it 
and react normally by removing enough for heat balance. 
Most wicking materials are porous, such as fabrics made 
of cotton, nylon, wool, linen, and even properly treated 
polypropolene. Leather is not porous enough to breathe 
through, yet has great wicking ability, even when the ex-
terior is heavily waxed to make it absolutely waterproof, 
but then its wicking is only absorption, not pass through 
of water. Porous fabrics made of all polyester or acrylic 
apparently will not wick, although you can breathe 
through them easily. Polyester is thus blended with 
cotton for wickability, and acrylics are normally used in 
exterior applications, where one doesn't want wicking. 
New, clean Gore-tex won't wick, and thus isn't com-
fortable against the skin. The failure of Corfam was 
its inability to wick, despite being able to easily pass 
water vapor. (Also, it, and other synthetic leathers suffer 
from being too stable: They don't stretch and adjust to 
the shape of your foot.) Gore-tex may prove to be most 
valuable in shoes where the only means of sweat removal 
is absorption in socks and/or evaporation through the 
fabric, if Gore can make it retain its waterproofness when 
soiled (especially with sweat), and still let vapor through. 

I'm sure that Gore-tex will continue to sell for many 
more years, just as cigarettes continue to sell, but the 
serious outdoors person, who needs real rain protection, 
will turn to the proven, durable coated fabrics such as 
Chouinard's Sealcoat, Fabuthane, Neoprene, and the 
better urethanes. 

—Jack Stephenson 

1'dew B r o n z e 
Buckles! 

We've found an exceptionally strong, no-rust 
buckle of alu-manganese bronze, an alloy 
used in ship propellers. Ideal for our crampon 
straps! For information, sent 20 cents to: 

BRUCE BECK, Dept. M 
P.O. Box 2223 

Santa Barbara, California 93120 USA 
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REA DER 'S COMMEN 7 

Dear Editors: 
Both writers Hansen and Stephenson 

(each of whom is a sporting goods retail-
er make interesting and valid additional 
points about the performance of Gore-tex 
fabrics (this issue). 

Stephenson's observation that the 
commercial success of Gore-tex is "a 
credit to mass advertising" and that its 
failure to perform as advertised is gener-
ally not noticed is particularly ept. How-
ever, the real question is not whether 
Gore-tex will work at all, but how well it 
works. 

As far as waterproofness is concerned 
the improved Gore-tex-Il is now truly 
waterproof. As for water vapor transmis-
sion, Brian Farnworth of the Canadian 
Defense Research Establishment Ottawa 
gives the following rough estimate: 

A user wearing 2 cm of clothing under 
a Gore-tex shell suit can produce 1000 
gm of sweat per hour. At 0°C and 75% 
relative humidity, two square meters of 
Gore-tex can pass from 100 to 300 gm of 
sweat vapor. Dr. Farnworth does not 
believe the "chimney effect" removes 
any measurable amount of water vapor, 
so the balance—nearly one quart per 
hour—will remain to wet interior cloth-
ing and the user. 

Because Gore-tex's water vapor trans-
mission is slight compared to heavy 
sweating, there is then little difference 
between the action of Gore-tex and any 
conventional waterproof material. How-
ever, if conditions are right, and sweat-
ing stops, Gore-tex will allow (as vapor 
impermeable gear will not) the subse-
quent drying out of sweat-wetted cloth-
ing. To me this is the singular advantage 
of Gore-tex and, depending on the situa-
tion, an advantage that may be highly 
desirable. 

So it is clear that there are many 

This amazingly light & comtortable campchair is a 
delight to sit on. Gives FULL BACK SUPPORT, 

folds up flat, and 4 oz. headrest snaps on & 
oft. Chair is the same WI. as a 16 oz. CAN 

OF BEER 250 lb cap c ty ONE YEAR 
• ;i WARRANTY. Order factory direct or 

e your I cal mtn. Shop COLORS 
Blue,  green, 

h ppngCA es dd 
6% Ix. VISA & MC or 

check. Shipped 
- 

..--...__. within 48 hrs. 
via U.P.S. SATISFACTION GUARANTEED OR FULL RE-
FUND! Since 1977 by: SEND FOR FREE INFO. 

FREEFORM R & D - 1539 Monrovia Ave. #23S 
Newport Beach, CA, 92663 —(714) 646-3217 

- 

worthwhile sporting uses for Gore-tex if 
the product is used sensibly. It is just a 
shame that Gore has not taken a strong-
er stand against its customers, the sport-
ing goods manufacturers, who claim (to 
use Hansen's phrase) that Gore-tex will 
"fly, walk on water and stop stray 
bullets." Given the Gore-tex price prem-
ium, one feels doubly cheated when the 
inflated claims ("No matter how much 
sweat or rain you come up against, the 
suit'll keep you dry") inevitably prove 
false. 
Tom Holzei 

Dear Editor: 
Regarding Gore-tex clothing and rain 

gear in general, the following might be of 
interest. Back about twenty years ago, 
we were in the business of making kayak 
spray skirts. At that time, a vinyl-coated 
nylon was commonly used, but it did not 
hold up well under abrasion, and was 
stiff and brittle when cold. In looking for 
a better material, I discovered hypalon-
coated nylon, made by Reeves Bros. This 
amazing material also proved to be excel-
lent for making really rugged waterproof 
parkas. I have one made seventeen years 
ago that has been on many long canoe 
trips, has doubled as a seat and ground 
cloth, and still does not leak. Many is 
the time we have had to stop and build a 
drying fire because someone in the party 
was wearing rain gear made of some 
miraculous new "breathable" (and ex-
tremely expensive) material and was 
soaked to the skin. 

When Reeves stopped making this 
material about ten years ago, I offered to 
make a free parka or spray skirt for any-
one who could find me a roll of the stuff 
lying forgotten in some warehouse, pref-
erably the eight-ounce weight. This offer 
still stands, but the chances of finding 
any now look slim indeed. Reeves says 
they discontinued the lighter weights 
(they still make it in sixteen ounce) be-
cause there was no demand, but could 
make it again for a few thousand yards 
minimum order. I can supply small 
samples to anyone interested. As far as I 
know, no one else makes a comparable 
material. 
Stewart Coffin 
79 Old Sudbury Rd. 
Lincoln, MA 01773  

Dear Editor: 
In regard to my article, "Ice Climbing 

in Utah???" (Jan.-Feb. ,198 Summit), I 
would like to thank John Rehmer for 
catching two errors in the script: (1) 
Shiprock is not located in Utah; I was 
thinking of Castleton Tower (sometimes 
called Castle Rock) via the Kor-Ingalls 
route, it is III, 5.9; (2) Alta is no longer 
the research center for the U.S. It has 
been a number of years since I have 
worked with the Forest Service, and I 
was under the impression this was still 
the case. At any rate, I stand corrected. 

Thanks, John, for your comments, and 
thanks to the editors of Summit Maga-
zine who make this fine publication 
possible. 
Douglas S. Hansen 
Pleasant Grove, Utah 

Dear Editors: 
I enjoyed the article "To Your 

Health" by Fred Pratt in the May-June 
Summit. A hot Thermos at the right 
time and place can make a world of 
difference. 

Looking at the numbers gives a slight-
ly different picture. His Thermos at 130 
F does indeed have 23,000 calories of 
heat energy (1,000 cc fluid that is 23 C 
warmer than a victim who is 90 F). How-
ever that basic calorie is a very small 
amount of energy. In virtually all discus-
sion of human nutrition and energy use, 
the standard is the kilocalorie (Cal.), 
equal to 1,000 calories. When we say a 
person may eat 2,500 Calories a day, or a 
dieter is down to 800 Calories a day, 
those are kilocalories. The hot Thermos 
provides 23 Calories; by comparison, a 
common candy bar has 250 Calories. 

The article illustrates a long observed 
mystical fact, that a slug of tea does 
more good than the nutritionists can 
account for. The tea, in addition to heat 
energy, often includes sugar, caffeine, 
and a strong psychological boost. So fill 
your Thermos, but remember to use 
regular tea (not caffeine free) and lace it 
with sugar (20 Calories per teaspoon). 
Gordon Benner, M.D. 
Berkeley, California 
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Mountaineering Literature 

GOING HIGHER: The Story of Man 
and Altitude by Charles S. Houston, 
M.D. Published by the author and 
available from C. S. Houston, M.D., 
77 Ledge Road, Burlington, Vermont 
05401. $10 postpaid U.S. and Canada. 

Going Higher is a completely re-
vised and greatly expanded (one-third 
of the book is new material) version 
of Going High which was published in 
1981 and sold out within two years. 

Dr. Houston has written more than 
fifty medical papers and many moun-
taineering articles about altitude. He 
believes that scientific information 
should be made easily understandable 
to the general public and that the 
best preventive medicine is under-
standing how our bodies work. "Lis-
ten to your body," he says, is an ex-
cellent prescription, particularly 
when going to altitude to climb, ski or 
trek. 

Going Higher is primarily written 
for those people who go to higher 
altitude pursuing their recreation or 
work, e.g., skiers, mountaineers, 
hikers, backpackers—and even bal-
loonists and soaring enthusiasts—but 
can be enjoyed by anyone interested 
in how the body responds to altitude. 
Many have the mistaken idea that 
you have to go to the really high 
mountains to suffer from altitude. 
This is not the case. Most backpack-
ers have at one time or another suf-
fered from altitude sickness. But 
what is not widely known or under-
stood is that people can become very 
sick from altitude—and even die—at 
ski or summer resorts as low as 8,000 
to 9,000 feet. Dr. Houston cites inci-
dents of skiers becoming seriously ill 
at low altitudes. 

Dr. Houston has written Going 
Higher so that it is easily understood 
by the layman. He describes how the 
body functions at altitude, the need 
for oxygen and how the body re-
sponds when it does not receive suf- 

ficient amounts, whether because of 
altitude or other physical impair- 

ments that reduce the flow of oxygen. 
He cites several incidents of individ-
uals who have been affected by 
serious altitude problems. All of this 
material, although on a serious sub-
ject, is presented in a fascinating, 
entertaining and easy to read style. 
Going Higher is a book everyone 

who goes to higher altitude than he 
normally lives should read, whether 
he goes to ski, backpack, trek or 
climb a really high mountain. Learn 
what to watch for as symptoms of 
serious altitude problems and what 
action should be taken. You may save 
your own life or that of a friend. 

WALKING SOFTLY IN THE WIL-
DERNESS. The Sierra Club Guide to 
Backpacking by John Hart. Published 
by Sierra Club Books, 2034 Fillmore 
St., San Francisco 94115. $8.95 paper. 
back. 512 pgs, 83 line drawings. 

This is a completely revised and up-
dated edition of Walking Softly in the 
Wilderness, originally published in 
1977, with nearly 75,000 copies sold. 

Author John Hart begins with the 
essentials of gear, emphasizing the 
very latest in lightweight options. De-
tailed discussions of boots, clothing 
(including recent advances in rain-
repellant and insulated garments), 
sleeping bags (Hollofil and Quallofil 
now compete with the traditional 
goose down), tents, stoves and much 
more. 

Further chapters over the funda-
mentals of planning a trip, reading 
topographic maps, making camp, and 
navigating off-trail. A completely new 
chapter on common wilderness medi-
cal problems augments basic informa-
tion on first aid. Throughout, Hart 
stresses "low impact" methods which 
allow the wilderness to survive the 
hiker, as well as the hiker surviving 
the wilderness. 

A FIELD GUIDE TO THE CAS-
CADES AND OLYMPICS by Steph-
en R. Whitney. Published by The 
Mountaineers - Books, 715 Pike St.,  

Seattle, 98101. Paperbound, $13.95. 

Among many of the enjoyable as-
pects of hiking in the backcountry, is 
to be able to identify the plants and 
animals you encounter as you hike 
along. Mr. Whitney has written such 
a guidebook for readers to identify 
the common plants and animals of the 
Cascade Range and coastal ranges of 
Southwestern Columbia and the Pa-
cific Northwest. 

The opening chapters provide back-
ground on the region's geography, 
geology, climate, plant and animal dis-
tribution and ecology. Maps, figures, 
diagrams and tables further illustrate 
the text. An introduction precedes 

the plates for each species. The birds, 
flowers and butterflies are in color—
each color plate is directly opposite 
the description. The same is true of 
the animals and plants, only they are 
black and white drawings. 

first time in paperback 

High 
and 
Wild 

ESSAYS ON WILDERNESS ADVENTURE 

GALEN ROWELL 
With an Introduction by Robert Redford 

Seventeen wilderness adven-
tures, including "A One-Day As-
cent of Mt. McKinley," "The First 
Ascent of Half Dome's South 
Face," and "Cholatse: The Last 
Virgin of the Khumbu," Includes 
four new essays on Himalayan 
and Karakoram climbs. 

"Thrilling ... a classic" N Y Times 

224 pp. 60 black and white photo-
graphs by the author $8.95 (plus 
$1.50 postage and handling; Califor-
nia residents please add 61/2% tax( 

From bookstores or 
LEXIKOS 

1012 14th Street 
San Francisco, CA 94114 

SUMMIT I July-August, 1984 29 



The Thopicat WorO oç 

Seura Oos Orgaos National PaQk Text by Andre liha 

Serra do Mar is a vast chain of ancient granite and 
gneiss mountains which follow the Brazilian coastline for 
nearly 1900 kilometers. The peaks in this range can be 
found in well-defined groups interspersed with small 
plains called "baixadas," and each of these major outcrops 
receives a local name such as Serra do Marumbi, Serra da 
Bocaina, Serra da Carioca, and so on. But, undoubtedly, 
the most impressive of them all is Serra dos Orgaos. 

Inside Rio de Janeiro State, Serra dos Orgaos is a large 
range spanning in the municipalities of Petropolis, Teres-
opolis, Mage and Friburgo, near Rio de Janeiro city, 
capital of the State, from where it can be reached by a 
one- to two-hour drive. 

Its name is inspired by the similarity that the huge 
spires of its Teresopolitan border have with the tubes of a 
colossal organ, when seen from the Guanabara Bay, built 
up there by nature to amaze its first inhabitants. 

There are many areas of interest for climbers and 
hikers in Serra dos Orgaos—Salinas Valley in Friburgo 
and Correias, in Petropolis, for example—but the above 
mentioned spires and the rich surrounding forest com-
pound a so significant whole that in 1939 a federal law es-
tablished there one of Brazil's first National Parks, with 
an overall area of 10,000 hectares. It came to protect them 
from being disfigured by the increasing devastation pro-
moted by local farmers, especially in the more remote 
areas. 

The Park's topography is dominated by a large table-
land topped by a well-known group of boulders, the 
"Castelos do Morro Acu" (2235 meters), very much used 
as bivouac shelters, and several rounded massive moun-
tains which include Pedra do Sino (2263 meters), its high-
est point. They serve as background for many sharp 
peaks of considerable height, as well as the headwaters of 
rivers—Soberbo, Bananal, Paquequer, Jaco, Bonfim, 
etc.—that, when engorged by the waters that come down 
the steep slopes of the deep valleys they cross, move 
onward to the roads that encompass the whole park. 

This rocky background can be as high as a thousand 
meters, with many vertical walls cut by big crack systems 
from base to top. Though almost completely undeveloped 
—only one major route has been established there up to 
this moment, in Garrafao—the scope for new routes is 
staggering, particularly in the field of big-wall climbing; 
there lies, for sure, some of the most challenging prob-
lems Brazilian climbers will tackle in the near future. The 
main walls are formed by advanced buttresses of Morro 
Acu's tableland—Castelao and Portais de Hercules—and 
by the dramatically steep faces of mountains like Garra-
fao, Pedra do Sino, Cabeca de Cao, San Pedro, Sao Joao 
and Mirante do Inferno, which are disposed in a breath- 
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taking cirque. However, other good possibilities exist 
scattered throughout the Park. Worthy of mention is the 
group of spires close to the Rio - Teresopolis road, from 
which the famous Dedo de Deus and nearby Escalavrado 
are the most representative. 

Despite the presence of several standard open trails for 
the main summits, the more remote peaks can only be 
reached through river beds, the best way to enter into the 
thick vegetation surrounding their flanks. These natural 
roads have plenty of boulders to walk on, smooth in sunlit 
sections and moss-covered beneath the trees, and their 
torrents are usually gentle, except when "cabecas-d'agua" 
occur. This phenomenon is provoked by the condensation 
of heavy clouds against the highest peaks in the range 
during the stormy summer months (October-March). 
Then, due to the great unlevelling between the upper 
border of the mountains and the valley floor, a large 
amount of water suddenly rushes down the walls towards 
the headwaters of several rivers, but with particular in-
tensity in the Soberbo River, where the sudden increase 
of waterfiow has caused accidents, a few fatal. 

The four seasons aren't clearly defined in Serra dos 
Orgaos; in fact, we've there only a clod and dry winter, 
with long periods of settled weather, and a hot summer 
with sunny mornings and evening rainfall. The winter 
months (April to September, as seasons are reversed) are 
the best for outdoor activities, when the temperature can 
drop to below freezing at night and all the mornings are 
sharp and frosty, though during the day there is consider-
able warmth under the sun. 

The flora of Serra dos Orgaos National Park has an 
amazing diversity, and can be divided into three distinct 
groups which main features are determined by altitude, 
humidity and exposure to the sun. The first one is the 
tropical rain forest (up to 1800 meters), large trees that 
support a microcosm in themselves which includes vines, 
lianas, epiphytes and countless animal species, all living 
together in delicate ecological balance. A very rich 
vegetation lies on the forest ground—bamboos, ferns, 
begonias, thornbushes, etc—often forming a thick 
network hard to walk through. From 1800 - 2000 meters 
there exists the alpine tropical forest, scrubs spread 
among rock outcrops, marking the transition between the 
rain forest and the last group, the alpine fields. These are 
highly influenced by definite seasonal fluctuations in rain-
fall and exposure to sunlight, being found above the 2000 
meters level. Two gramineous species dominate the land-
scape of alpine fields: Cortaderia modesta and Chusquea 
pinifolia, the latter only blooming at each 28 years! Final-
ly, the smooth faces of the highest peaks have lichen, 
moss and some orchids, plants that are resistant to the 



strong dehydration caused by the sun and the constant 
wind. 

Insects and birds are, respectively, the most common 
species in the Park, as mammals had been severely hunt-
ed in the past. Inside the tropical rain forest several 
rodents, monkeys and felines like the sucuarana (Fells 
concolor) and the jaguatirica (Fells yagouaroundi) can still 
be found, as well as the more abundant opossums, arma-
dillos, ant-eaters and "caxingueles (Sciureus ingrani), the 
Brazilian squirrel. In the alpine fields, the fauna is nearly 
the same with the remarkable addition of the tapir, our 
biggest native herbivorous, which once grazed in large 
herds along the tableland but is now reduced to a few 
samples. Rivers are almost fishless though amphibians 
and crustacea abound, especially Trichodactilus petropo-
litanus. 

Iliking and Climbing 
As there are no signs or documentation of the presence 

of Indians in the Serra dos Orgaos range, hunters were 
presumably the first to visit some mountains that now are 
within the limits of the Park, exploring them since the 
last century in search of game. It was also a hunter, Raul 
Carneiro who, in 1912, led a group of foreign climbers—
Swiss or German—to the base of Dedo de Deus (1675 
meters), an impressive rock "finger," as it is called, which 
dominates Teresopolis city, to try its first ascent. They 
failed on their attempt and declared that, if they had 
failed, nobody else in Brazil would ever get success in 
climbing the mountain. 

These words deeply offended the pride of many local 
inhabitants, and so Raul Carneiro teamed up with Jose 
Teixeira and the Oliveira brothers, Americo, Acacio and 
Alexandre, none with previous climbing experience, as 
the sport was virtually unknown in our country at that 
time, and decided to conquer the mountain at any price, 
not caring about the tremendous difficulties of the under-
taking. Supported by the local merchants, the party set 
out for the mountain with homemade gear, to attempt a 
weak line along the North Face, a series of large cracks 
separated from each other by comfortable vegetation 
ledges. They managed to reach the top of Dedo de Deus 
late in the evening of April 9, 1912, after five days of 
effort, which included the use of very primitive tech-
niques such as tree trunks, to overcome the steepest sec-
tions of rock. The fire they lit on the summit plateau 
during their bivouac was celebrated by the whole city of 
Teresopolis. As this was the first technical route to be 
done in Brazil, Dedo de Deus is, since then, considered the 
symbol of climbing in our country. 

This remarkable ascent, very well publicized by the 
press at that time, helped to increase the interest for the 
"new" sport among the youth, and in 1919 the first climb-
ing club was founded in the city of Rio de Janeiro. As in 
other parts of the world, the search for virgin summits 
was the main driving force in these early years, but al-
most two decades had to pass before new ascents have  

been accomplished in the Serra dos Orgaos range. The 
first obvious goals were the many unclimbed peaks rising 
beside the railway line (the road was still to appear) and 
surrounding Dedo de Deus. In 1931, two of them had been 
finally reached: Cabeca de Peixe (1680 meters) by Richard 
Brackmann, solo, and Escalavrado (1400 meters) by a five-
member party, led by Fritz Reuter, in the same year. 

Both were no more than hikes with short rock passages, 
but soon after "technical" routes followed: Nariz do Frade 
(1919 meters) in 1939 by a large party, including Americo 
de Oliveira, one of the pioneers of Dedo de Deus; Dedo de 
Nossa Senhora (1418 meters) in 1934, and the Dedinhos 
(1320—"Little Fingers"), subsidiary rock pinnacles of the 
Dedo de Deus group in 1936. The last ones resulted from 
the work of the Bendy couple, William and Sylva. None of 
these ascents saw refinements in style and techniques, 
however, as tree trunks, steel cables, and even iron stairs 
were employed to aid the hardest passages. Bagging new 
summits was a reason strong enough to excuse the use of 
such means. 

Two other important facts marked the passage of the 
30's in Serra dos Orgaos: the first complete traverse of 
the range from Petropolis (Morro Acu) to Teresopolis 
(Pedra do Sino), a wonderful trail that is extremely popu-
lar nowadays, and the establishment of a National 
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It's our company's vacation month and we're 
over at the Wind River Range. Orders will be 
shipped again beginning the first week of 
September. Sorry for the inconvenience, hope 
you're having a great summer! 

Something new to come home to; these items 
are in our September "Plain-Jane". Request one. 

ROI3I3INS/SALEWA Light Hollow D '131ners /$20 
CMI SHORTI-Il "Hip Pocket" Ascenders, pr. $42 
MSR Lexanr  Climbing Helmet, S,M,L $40 
LOWE Hummingbird Hammer, 34 or 39 cm $94 
BRUNTON 6x16 World's smallest binocular $119 
SILVA Ranger Compass, top model $31 

Prices include shipping. Send 
for "Plain-Jane' catalog. Add 
6% tax in CA. Phone-COD 
orders welcome, 619 1  6-J693. 

MOUNTAIN HIGH LTD. 
of SIERRA DESERT C UII)ES 

A

624 V2EST C,RAAF RI[)GECREST, CA 93555 
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The East Face of Dedo de Deus [1675 meters]. The second 
route on the mountain followed the obvious crack system 
at the right. Photo by Wanderlei Stumpf 

Park—one of the first to be created in Brazil—to preserve 
the area in 1939. 

Gil Sobral Pinto, its first manager, encouraged visits 
from climbers and hikers to its limit. Four huts were built 
under his administration, and the normal access trail to 
Pedra do Sino, starting point for several ascents accom-
plished in the next years, was completely restored. 

The Rio Soberbo Valley finally revealed its amazing 
beauty when in 1941 Coroa do Frade (1800 meters) and in 
1944 the nearby Nariz da Freira (1630 meters), two huge 
spires planted at the bottom of the big walls formed by 
the Morro Acu tableland, were finally reached after a 
long approach march upstream. Almy Ulissea and Ulisses 
Braga were probably the main activists of this period, 
producing, among others, a second line on Dedo de Deus, 
notable for the style, as it was completely free and no 
bolts had been used on the entire climb, a major 
innovation at that time. 

There have been other important achievements in the 
40's, but the most remarkable ascent was, undoubtedly, 
Agulha do Diabo (2050 meters), a spectacular spire based 
on a large pedestal that rises for nearly a thousand 
meters above the valley floor. Considered as one of 
Brazil's most beautiful mountains, this sharp "needle," as 
it is known here, was climbed for the first time in 1941 by 
Almy Ulissea, Giuseppe Toselli, Raul Fioratti, Roberto 
Menezes and Gunther Buccheister, who followed an intri-
cate line of cracks almost to the top to finish by aid this 
superb, but moderate, route. 

The next two decades saw very few new ascents. Gil 
Sobral Pinto had left the Park in 1951 and, with him, most 
of the conveniences enjoyed by outdoor enthusiasts were 

to page 35, please 

From I. to r., Escalavrado 
[1400 meters], Dedo de Nossa 
Senhora [1418 meters] and 
Terceiro Dedinho [1320 meters], 
the closest mountains to the 
Rio - Teresopolis road. 
Photo by Mario P. da Rocha 

Sophronitis coccinea is 
probably the most representative 

orchid of the whole range. Its 
beautiful red flowers can be seen 

spread on tree branches all over 
the tropical rain forest, the lower 
level of vegetation in the Park [up 

to 1800 meters]. 
Photo by Rogerio de Oliveira 

The wonderful Worsleya raynerli 
is only found on the steep slopes of 

certain peaks of the 
Serra dos Orgaos range, Brazil, 

and nowhere else. 
Photo by Rogerio de Oliveira 
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e7e 6 ic a 1 Ok'o fas 0 0 0 
By Charles S. Houston, M.D. 

On March 20-25, 1984, 400 doctors from 23 coun-
tries met in Chamonix to discuss "1 'Epuissement 
en Altitude" which translates (very) roughly to 
"Exhaustion at Altitude." Here are a few high-
lights of the meetings. 

Cold air on the face was said to be a major in-
fluence in High Altitude Pulmonary Edema, as 
was the distortion of red blood cells in the small 
blood vessels of the lung during exposure and 
dehydration. Compazine was preferred to Diamox 
for the treatment of Acute Mountain Sickness. A 
survey of trekkers in Peru suggested that aspirin 
decreased the occurrence of retinal hemorrhage, 
headache and other altitude symptoms. Persons 
taken rapidly to 14,000 feet showed a decrease in 
blood flow to the brain. 

Two separate studies startled the audience: Six 
world class climbers who had been above 8500 
meters without oxygen were shown to have no 
greater exercise capacity than ordinary well-
trained mortals, and their extraordinary accom- 

plishment was attributed to immense drive and 
high tolerance for pain rather than some innate 
physiological difference. (In medispeak: their 
V02Max was 47-67 ml/kg mm). 

Differences in how frostbite is managed in dif-
ferent countries did not seem to make much differ-
ence in the outcome. It was said that Japanese 
doctors amputate badly frozen extremities earlier 
than doctors elsewhere in order to get the patient 
back to work sooner. 

Most speakers agreed that dehydration con-
tributed even more than has been recognized to 
frostbite, altitude illness and to "epuissement" 
and urged climbers to drink much more than they 
felt inclined to drink; a few kind words were said 
about wine! 

Meetings ran from nine in the morning to 
midnight, with time off for lunch and dinner; the 
high quality and splendid organization of the 
meeting are attested by the capacity crowd at 
virtually every session. Drs. Foray, Dubas, 
Rivolier and Segantini are to be congratulated for 
a major success; a book containing all the presen- 
tations will be awaited eagerly. LI 

"THE CRUEL BOOT" heavyweight t-shirt! 
$7.50 or two for $14, postpaid. 

Sizes: 5, M, L, XL 
Colors: ecru, lilac, and silver 

WI NTE RH AWK 
206 Fields Cliff 

Whitesburg, Kentucky 41858 
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Serra dos Orgaos National Park 
continued from page 31 

gone. First ascents became sparse, and those which were 
done followed easy chimneys on peaks already climbed. 
The year 1963 was the exception with a handful of new 
routes, including the first fourth grades in the Park—the 
South Face of Dedo de Deus and "Paraguaio," on Pedra 
da Cruz (2020 meters). The latter is a beautiful free crack 
climb that has several laybak moves and is worthy of 
being repeated even now. 

Several trails opened during this period, such as 
Caminho das Orquideas ("Orchid Trail"), a direct access to 
the base of Agulha do Diabo and the surrounding big 
walls and Caminho da Neblina ("Mist Trail"), a traverse 
along the summits and crests of many peaks. 

The seventies gave a new breath to Serra dos Orgaos. 
In 1973, the first serious nailing route was put up by Jose 
Garrido, Waldemar Guimaraes, Waldinar dos Santos and 
Jose Roberto. It consists of a long overhanging crack 
aided with pitons and wooden wedges, having bolts on the 
belay stances and finishing by a short bolt-ladder on the 
final blank section of rock. Soon it was the turn of Coroa 
do Frade to receive a new route with an airy approach 
from above along the Castelao down to the col between 
them. 

But it was in 1975 that the most important first ascent 
ever accomplished in the Park took place: the South Face 
of Garrafao (2138 meters), a 500-meter long route up a 
wild face done alpine-style over three days by Eugenio 
Epprecht, Marcos da Silveria and Rogerio de Oliveira, 
after a one-day hike to reach its base across the Soberbo 
River. Garrafao is a very beautiful mountain beside the 
massive Pedra do Sino, which curious shape has originat-
ed the name "Big Bottle." It has several immense rock 
faces, the highest being 900-1000 meters long, all offering 
challenging lines of great difficulty. 

All the few remaining unclimbed peaks were reached 
soon after, like Agulha da Neblina and Capucho do Frade, 
but since then any worthy route has been done. Although 
rock climbing in Brazil has been passing through profound 
changes, with major improvements in techniques, style 
and ethics, Serra dos Orgaos, as close as it is to Rio de 
Janeiro, is not playing an important role in these changes. 
Countless faces and cracks till await their first ascents, 
from short easy lines to multi-day big wall problems, a 
real challenge even for the most experienced climbers, if 
we look at the diversity of the difficulties involved. For 
backpackers, also, there are very exciting opportunities in 
Serra dos Orgaos, as many areas remain virtually unex-
plored, like the riverbeds of the many affluents of the 
Soberbo River, itself barely known, roads of mystery and 
unrevealed beauty through a luxuriant tropical forest. 

Serra dos Orgaos National Park is a worthwhile wilder-
ness region—one of the few places on earth where we can 
intensely feel the magnificent nature's labor, shown either 
by the striking views of its huge rock formations or by the 
tenderness of a lonely flower hanging on a tree, actors of 
the moving play performed by life here. LII 
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The spectacular Agulha do Diabo [2050 meters], for sure 
one of the most beautiful Brazilian mountains. 

Photo by Mario P. da Rocha. 
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Consider us your hardware store! 

LOWEST PRICES ... YOU DECIDE! 
Friends, full set-unslung $200: w/sewn sling $214. 
RP's full set 0-5 $29. SMC Oval $3.60: D $3.80 
Clog 11mm offset $5.30: 10mm offset $4.75 
Clog Twistlock HMS $1 1: Klettersteig $10.50 
Slider Nuts, full set 1-4 $67.50 
Wired Rocks, full set 1-9 $31. 
Edelrid 1 1x1 65 Classic $99: Dry $117: Hotline Dry $90. 
Deal 1 1x1 65 Dry $105: 10.5x165 Dry $95: 8.8x165 Dry $83 
Troll Whillans $40: Mk VI $52 
Jumars $54, CMI 5002's $61. Clog Expdn $62.50 

Write or call for a free price list. 

MOUNTAIN TOOLS 
P.O. BOX 22788 
CARMEL, CA 93922 
(408) 484-9963 
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BOOTS & BOOT REPAIR 

BOOTMAKING: Technical, hiking, ski and walk-
ing boots carefully handmade and fitted by John 
W. Calden. P0 Box 2523A, Estes Park, Colorado 
80517. 303/586-5398. 

BOOT REPAIR—E.B.'s to double boots. Special 
jobs no problem. Two week shop time. We also 
sell mountain footwear. Technical boots, hiking 
boots, and problem feet our specialty. Wheeler & 
Wilson Boots, 206 N. Main, Bishop, CA 93514. 
(619) 873-7520. 

EQUIPMENT & SOFTWARE 

FINEST HARDWARE AND SOFTWARE, best 
prices and service that cares. Send $1.00 for price 
list (applied to first purchase( to BOLD 
VENTURES, LTD., 455 Linden St., Winnetka, 
Illinois 60093. 

1-inch Tubular Nylon Webbing: Blue, Purple, 
Black, Red, Green, Yellow, Gold. $36/300 ft. 
spool. State first and second choice of colors. 
John Lawton, 326 Walton Drive, Buffalo, NY 
14226 (716) 839-0630. 

SOME ADDITIONAL ITEMS we couldn't 
squeeze into our ad: Thommens altimeter 21,000-
ft. model $125, 27,000-ft. $155, leather case (a 
must) $13, Gischard 16,000-ft. altimeter $45. 
Therm-a-Rest Ultra-Lite pad 3/4 $32, full $42. 
Lowe Northwall axe, complete, 45, 50, 55 cm $74. 
Fireys $64, sizes 3-12. MOUNTAIN HIGH, LTD. 
824 West Graaf, Ridgecrest, CA 93555. UPS-COD 
fonorder $2 619-446-5643. 

TECHNICAL CLIMBING Gear and Mountain-
eering soft ware. Best service, reasonable prices, 
and expert advice. Write for free catalog. DSH 
Mountaineering, 1080 N. 200 W., Pleasant Grove, 
Utah 84062. 
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GUIDED CLIMBS & EXPEDITIONS 

EXPEDITIONS: July 1985 East Africa: Kili-
manjaro and Mt. Kenya. January 1986 Hike and 
Climb in New Zealand. July 1986 Peru: Pucaranra, 
Chinchey, San Juan, Huascaran. Inquire: IOWA 
MOUNTAINEERS, P0 163, Iowa City, Iowa 
52244. 

ALASKA—Our 1985 Denali Expeditions will in-
clude the American Direct, East Buttress, South 
Buttress, West Rib and West Buttress. We will 
also offer a climbing camp with the School of 
Alpinism in the West Fork of the Ruth during 
June and July. FANTASY RIDGE, P.O. Box 
206, Woody Creek, Cob. 81656. 

GUIDED TREKS AND EXPEDITIONS 
THROUGHOUT NEPAL with Himalayan climb-
er - Chhong Karma Sherpa. Free Brochure. 
Sherpa Adventure Treks, 4044 94th S.E., Mercer 
Island, WA 98040. 

ALASKA-DENALI GUIDING. Join us for expe-
ditions on Denali and other spectacular moun-
tains in the Alaska Range. Alpine seminars, 
mountain hikes, skiing throughout the Alaska 
Range and Alaska. Alaska-Denali Guiding, Brian 
Okonek, Box 326, Talkeetna, Alaska 99676. (907) 
733-2649. 

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

CLIMB and SKI ALASKA'S HIGH MOUN-
TAINS. Experienced Mountain Guides climb 
with you on numerous routes on Mt. McKinley, 
Mt. Foraker, Mt. Hunter, and more. Tele-Skiing 
in the Ruth Glacier. Women only climbs and 
seminars. Contact MOUNTAIN TRIP, Gary 
Bocarde, Box 41161, Dept. 5, Anchorage, Alaska 
99509. (907) 345-6499 or 733-2651, 

CME DOCTORS' EXPEDITION. Fantasy Ridge 
and Mountain Medicine Symposia CME Denali 
expedition, June 1985. FANTASY RIDGE, P.O. 
Box 206, Woody Creek, Cob. 81656. 

ROCK, ICE, WINTER CLIMBING COURSES --------------------- 
OFF BELAY'S MOUNTAIN SCHOOL offers 
intensive training in alpine mountaineering. Write 
Ray Smutek, Director. The Mountain School, 
P.O. Box 728, Kenton, Washington 98056 or 
phone 206-226-2613. 

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

CLIMB THE MOUNTAINS OF WASHING-
TON - Popo and Sleeping Lady, Mexico Feb. 1 - 

12, 1985. NELSON GUIDES, Box 141, Ashford, 
WA 98304. 

GEORGE HURLEY is now an independent guide 
in New Hampshire's White Mountains, offering 
basic, advanced, and instructor's courses on rock 
and ice. Over twenty years' experience. R.R.l, 
Box 99A, North Conway, New Hampshire 03860. 
(603) 447-3086. 

COLORADO—Join Fantasy Ridge for our 1985 
Ice of Ouray Season. 5-day technical ice courses 
and alpine climbing seminars for the novice to 
expert, Dec.-Mar. FANTASY RIDGE, P.O. Box 
206, Woody Creek, Cob. 81656. 

MOUNTAINEERING LITERATURE & FILMS 

MOUNTAINEERING LITERATURE, JOUR-
NALS purchased, exchanged. Highest prices 
paid. Complimentary search service. Catalogs. 
MOUNTAINBOOKS, Box 25589, Seattle 98125. 

We sell some of the finest climbing and wilderness 
books in print. Discount pricing. Send a large 
SASE for our latest catalogue. BACKCOUNTRY 
BOOKSHELF, 3092 Skywood, Orange, CA 92665 

OFF BELAY back issues #24, 27, 29, 30, 38, 45 
through 55, $2 each. Postage 75 cents first copy, 
45 cents second copy, 25 cents additional copy. 
OFF BELAY, 12416 - 169th SE., Kenton, 
Washington 98056. 

Complete unbound sets of 1983 SUMMIT issues, 
$11, plus $2 postage and handling: Send check or 
money order to SUMMIT, P.O. Box 1889, Big 
Bear Lake, California 92315. 

MISCELLANEOUS 

AMERICAN AVALANCHE INSTITUTE: Cour-
ses in recognizing avalanche hazard and under-
standing the behavior of snow. For skiers, guides, 
and mountaineers. Professional Course at Snow-
bird, Nov. 5-8. Level II course at Leadville, Jan. 
10-12. For winter brochure write: Box 308, 
Wilson, WY 83014. (307) 733-3315. 

MOUNTAIN GUIDES SYMPOSIUM: 2nd ann-
ual continuing education program for mountain 
guides with the American Avalanche Institute, 
Michael Covington, Peter Hackett and the 
Mountain Medicine Symposia, February. FAN-
TASY, P.O. Box 206, Woody Creek, Cob. 81656. 

Enter my subscription to SUMMIT for: 

One Year $12 El Two years $21 
(Add $2 per year outside U.S. Payment in U.S. funds by International bank order.) 

NAME 

ADDRESS  

CITY  STATE _________ ZIP.________ 

Mail to: 
SUMMIT, a mountaineering magazine 

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

NEPAL TREKKING. Nepal, India, Japan with 
Nima Tenzing, Sherpa. Free Brochure. TENZING 
TREKS USA, 8114 SE 28th Street, Mercer 
Island, WA 98040. 
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Safety Grip Heel and Traction sole are patented designs. 

• f the TRIONIC REVOLUTION S  
bringing you the 

alp footwear of the future TODAY I 
The unique patented design 
of the TRIONIC SOLE by 
SCARPA and BERGHAUS 
provides a Safety Grip Heel 
and grooved sole to accept 
the beading of the YETI TR 
GAITER. 

This latest innovation in 
Bootwear combines the 
Safety, Comfort and Protec-
tion sought after by moun-
taineers for many, many 
years. 

The heel provides excellent 
grip on slopes of any angle, 
while the beaded Yeti TR 
Gaiter increases foot warmth 
with minimum moisture 
penetration. 

TRIONIC 
YETI 

GAITER 

TR Yeti Rand is a registered design. 

2 
 SEND 50 (U.S. CURRENCY) FOR ILLUSTRATED BROCHURE: 

F; - b i a fl D® 
DEPT. TY-2, 850 SUMMER ST., SO. BOSTON, MA. 02127 
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