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V ictopy on Gashepbpum IV 
By John Hessburg 

For 37 days the three men - dog tired but hungry for the 
summit - had fought against blizzards and unforgiving steep 
ice on the Northwest Ridge of Gasherbrum IV. 

The focus of their fortitude was a beautiful monolith of snow-
draped rock in the Pakistani Karakoram Range: 26,000 feet high 
and shaped like a broken fang. 

Now, Greg Child and Tom Hall-Hargis, both of Seattle, and 
Tim Macartney-Snape of Australia were forced to make a 
choice, the possibilities of which were so punitive that even 
brave men find reasons to evade such things. 

By any route, "Gash Four" is one of the most technically de-
manding peaks in the Himalaya - well on a par with K2. Only 
two men in history had reached the summit, and that was 28 
years ago by a different route. 

Furthermore, the trio was climbing without supplemental 
oxygen all the way. 

They knew the dangers of carving out a snow cave at the 
"Death Zone" altitude of 25,800 feet without food, water, 
stoves or sleeping bags. They'd be breaking a cardinal rule of 
alpine bivouacs: There was no way to pump down the life-giving 
four or five quarts of water a day that climbers need to stay alive 
at that altitude. 

The three men knew that without heavy hydration the blood 
thickens at altitude and flows like syrup. That meant the risk of 
losing fingers and toes, especially if the hateful Karakoram 
winds kicked up again and temperatures slid below the calm 
minus 25 degrees F. that graced them that night. 

All this risk was traced to one fact: Anticipating a quick dash 
to the summit the morning of June 21, they had ditched all their 
gear - except some rock pro, a rope and a movie camera - 
below an 800-foot cliff of slippery marble that was hell to climb 
in their double boots. 

A look beyond the false north summit at 4 p.m. showed they 
were much further away than they'd calculated. There were two 

Dear Summit Reader: 
Ear/v in September when we began to set type for the 

September-October issue, the typesetter didn't respond in 
its usual way. No matter what keys we pushed to tell it 
what to do, only computer "garbage" came out. After 
several calls to Massachusetts to make arrangements for 
a repairman (who lives only 40 miles away) to come and 
fix it, he came 10 days later. After two days and a 
thousand dollars in repair costs, he gave it a death cer-
tificate. 

After much deliberation we arrived at the conclusion 
that we should try teletypesetting via an IBM XT Com-
puter. It all sounded so simple! However, how does one 
cram all that knowledge about modems, telecommunica- 

choices: gamble it all and stay, or descend and lose the summit 
forever. 

However, expedition leader Child and his two friends each 
had survived tough high-altitude bivouacs before and they knew 
their limits. What spurred them ahead was knowing if they 
stayed in that cramped snow cave - and lived the night - 
when morning broke on June 22 they would be just hours away 
from one of the world's most coveted summits. 

"We joked about that bivouac," Child says. "You'd ask a guy 
what time it was, thinking about five hours had passed, but only 
half an hour had gone by. Then Tim started singing high school 
songs. You become very spaced out up there. There was this 
candy bar that kept floating around the cave. I'd say, 'We really 
should eat it,' then we'd lose it and look for it again and again." 

At one point, Child insisted on sticking his sock-clad feet 
onto Macartney-Snape's bare chest to prevent frostbite he felt 
grabbing his toes. He beat the bite; and so did his buddies. 

"I'd tell myself I was going to wiggle my toes 200 times," 
Hall-Hargis recounts, "but I'd space out. I'd get to, say, 40 and 
forget how many, then have to start all over again." 

All three climbers were in excellent shape; they were men-
tally primed to "push the envelope" to an extreme. So they did. 
The weather that night stayed still and clear, all the way to the 
Chinese Himalaya. And the next morning they topped out in 
style. 

The man regarded as one of America's premier high altitude 
mountaineers, John Roskelley of Spokane, says Child, Hall-
Hargis and Macartney-Snape, have earned, "one of the best 
achievements in world mountaineering in the last several years. 
That's been proven by all the failures. Child is right up there 
with the tops in the world." 

Roskelley said Hall-Hargis "is going to be around a long 
time. He's been a steady international climber for years and 
years. He's really easygoing, but really tenacious." 

to page 32, please 

tions, new software packages and coding in a few hours? 
Meantime, a company in southern California assured us 
they could set the type if we would just put it on a floppy 
disk. We did and many trips and phone calls later we re- 
ceived this "unjustified" copy that appears in this issue. 

In spite of the "different" look of this issue and the loss 
of several weeks in producing it, we are glad now that 
future issues of SUMMIT will be produced on new state- 
of-the-art typesetting equipment. 

Our November-December issue will be out the middle 
of December and will include a full color 12-picture 
calendar. Hope you will enjoy it. 

The Publishers 
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Photos by Steve Bosque 

A climber from the Yosemite Rescue Team being 
lowered down to evacuate three climbers trapped 
high on the south face of Half Dome by an unex-
pected winter storm while attempting the first 
winter ascent of the south face. 

Mike Corbett, a member of the Yosemite rescue 
team, finds himself being rescued from the south 

face of Half Dome. 
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WINTER BLUNDERLAND 
By Steve Bosque 

On March 9, 1986, a major cliff rescue took 
place in Yosemite in which I played a vital role--
that of the victim. 

Along with Mike Corbett and John 
Middenhorf, both of whom are members of the 
rescue team, I was trapped high on the south face 
of Half Dome by an unexpected snowstorm as we 
were attempting the first winter ascent of the 
face. We had already bivouacked twice and 
achieved a high-point two-thirds of the way up the 
wall when the storm pinned us down for three 
more nights. 

Circumstances conspired to make us the 
unwitting participants in a charming little 
experiment in hypothermia. High winds tore up 
our porta-ledge rain-flys; we all got wet in 
various ways; our sleeping bags got soaked 
(mine began to freeze); and our ropes were frozen 
and buried in snow, making it impossible to 
retreat. We were repeatedly hit by small 
avalanches, and disconcerted we watched 
lightning strike the rock. 

On the fifth day some friends walked to the 
base to check up on us, and we called for a rescue. 
That night, at least one of us appeared to be on the 
verge of freezing to death. It was truly a dark 
night of the soul. Fortunately, the storm broke up 
in the early hours of the morning. 

The cavalry arrived the next day in the form 
of a Navy chopper. A rescuer was lowered from 
the helicopter on a steel cable amid barrages of  

falling ice. One by one, we were plucked from the 
cliff like ticks from the hide of a dog. 

Mild frostbite and hypothermia, a broken 
finger, and wounded pride were the only 
injuries. 

Mike, John and I are grateful to be alive. Our 
sincere thanks goes out to all those involved in 
the effort--the National Park Service, the 
climbers on the rescue team, and to the guys from 
Lemoore Naval Air Station. 

For the benefit of those who plan to do big wall 
climbs in winter conditions, Ill  outline what I 
feel are the main lessons I learned from our 
fiasco: 

To avoid low-angle routes like the South 
Face of Half Dome. It got plastered with ice, and 
snow avalanched continously when the storm 
finally abated. 

To have a reliable porta-ledge and storm-
ily. Mike and I had second-rate affairs which 
nearly proved to be our undoing. 

To get while the gettin's good. If there is a 
chance to retreat early on in the storm, take 
advantage of it. Get down before the place is 
plastered with ice and your ropes are rendered 
useless. 
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Evaluation of the Climbing Tpagedy 

By David W. McClure, 

Portland Mountain Rescue 

Copyright by David W. McClure, 1986 

At approximately 3AM on Monday, May 12,4 
adults and 15 students from the Oregon Episcopal 
School in Portland left Timberline Lodge at 6,000 
feet to attempt a southside climb of 11,235-foot Mt. 
Hood. Their anticipated time of return was 6 PM 
that day. This routine start thus began what was 
intended to be the sophomore class "Basecamp 
Program" graduation climb, but instead became 
a climbing tragedy of monumental proportions. 

Within a few hours of leaving, five students 
and one adult decide to return to Timberline, 
leaving three adults in charge of the ten 
remaining children. OES Priest, Father Tom 
Goman is the climb leader and is assisted by 
Ralph Summers, a hired guide and Marion 
Horwell, a teacher at OES, who is making her 
first ascent. Tom Goman has the overall 
responsibility and decision-making authority for 
the climb. 

The weather prior to Monday had been very 
unsettled, with new snow; and another storm front 
was forecast to move in sometime Monday. However, 
conditions were quite stable through the late 
morning hours on Monday; in fact the climbing party 

could see the lodge and the summit from 

approximately 9,600 feet as late as 11AM. 

Progress through the calf-deep snow was very 
slow and it takes the party more than five hours to 
ascend to the top of the Palmer Ski lift at 8,600 
feet. The weather was windy and cold, and snow 
conditions required that team members take 
turns breaking trail. By 11 AM the party reached the 
area near "Triangle Moraine" at about 9,600 
feet. As indicated above, the weather was still 
relatively stable up until this time, but now began 
to perceptibly change. 
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It should be remarked that normally, a 
successful southside climb of Mt. Hood takes 
approximately seven hours from the lodge; and 
most parties make a concerted effort to be off of 
the summit around noon in order to avoid the 
dangerous snow and rockfall conditions 
attendant with the afternoon sun. Yet the party 
still had more than an hour of climbing ahead of 
them when they left the Hogsback (10,500 feet) at 
about 2 PM for the summit, almost 12 hours after 
the climb began. 

Due to the rapidly deteriorating weather--
visibility was now down to fifty feet or less--and 
the poor condition of the party, the decision was 
finally made to turn back a short distance above 
the Hogsback. At this point, approximately an 
hour was spent attempting to warm one of the 
children who had become demonstrably 
hypothermic. Meanwhile, the storm front has 
arrived with increasing winds and diminishing 
visibility. 

By 4 PM the party began their descent, through 
knee-deep snow, along a line that is basically 
south. The weather conditions are now severe 
with wind gusts in excess of 40 mph and 
visibility at 10 feet or less. This southerly 
heading is followed until eventually one of the 
party's wands is found at about 9,400 feet. For 
reasons that are unclear, the descent line is then 
shifted to 160 degrees, i.e. towards the southeast. 
In addition, he party is ordered, by the climb leader 
Goman, to "bear left" several times, thus 
exaggerating this southeast trajectory. 

It is important to comment here that descent on 
the southside is straightforward in good weather, 
but can be very tricky in limited visibility. This 
is because the lodge is known to be directly south 
i.e., about 180 degrees, from Crater Rock, so the 
tendency in bad weather is to let gravity do the 
work by descending the natural fall-line back to 
the lodge. However, this logic is dangerously 
erroneous as this southwest route leads to the 



on Mount Hood 

cliffs of Mississippi Head, approximately a mile 
west of the lodge. Since this problem is now 
widely known, many climbers not using 
compasses, deliberately compensate to the east on 
descent. Unfortunately, over-compensation 
leads one into the crevasses of White River 

Glacier--and that is exactly where, although 
unknown to them at the time, the OES party 
found themselves at about 7 PM Monday 
evening. The weather, and especially the 
condition of the party had by now degenerated to 
the point where the leaders found it necessary to 
build a snow cave for survival. Eventually a 
cave of approximately the size of a four-man tent 
was dug by Ralph while the rest of the party took 
shelter under a tarp. The cave is so cramped with 
thirteen people that it is necessary for 
individuals to take turns rotating out into the 
storm every few minutes. 

For the most part, the group was reasonably 
well-dressed, i.e. wool clothing. However, the 
cave was too small to accommodate packs as well 
as people, so any additional resources, apart 
from what could be carried in, were not 
available--including the stove. In any case, 
the packs were soon buried in the snow. This also 
meant that people were, except for a space 
blanket, in direct contact with the snow since 
neither the packs nor their contents could be used 
for insulation. In fact, it was later noted by one of 
the survivors that people were sitting in a pool of 
ice water, generated of course, at the expense of 
body heat. 

It is now 10 PM and the party is 4 hours past 
due. Worried parents and OES officials contact 
the Clackamas County Sheriffs office, who, after 
a short investigation, activate Portland 
Mountain Rescue at 12:25 AM Tuesday 
morning. Weather at Timberline Lodge is 
reported to be light rain and about 36 degrees. 
However, by 5 AM, when the unit was fully field 
ready, we had 40 mph winds at the Operations Base  

(in the lodge) with heavy snow, visibility of about 
500 feet and a temperature of 28 degrees. In short, 
conditions were rapidly degenerating and the 
extreme seriousness of the situation was readily 
apparent. 

At this point we had no knowledge of the 
probable position of the OES party except that the 
descent route had to be down the southside. This 
meant that a roughly two-square-mile 
triangular area from the summit southwest to 
Mississippi Head and southeast to White River 
Canyon (which includes the White River 
Glacier) had to be searched. Furthermore, 
because of the heavy snowfall and the 
concomitant avalanche hazard, probing seemed 
likely. From the climbers registration form, we 
also knew that the party had a stove and sleeping 
bag along, but no shovel (it was later confirmed 
by Ralph that he did have a shovel which he used 
to build the snow cave) or altimeter. This latter 
omission was to prove particularly tragic in light 
of subsequent events. 

Five teams were committed at first light to 
cover as much of the terrain as possible, but 
weather conditions made searching virtually 
impossible. With over four feet of snow 
accumulating in less than twelve hours, this 
spring storm was extraordinary in its ferocity. 
Winds at the top of the Palmer Ski Lift (8,600) 
were well in excess of 60 mph (and later 
estimated by a meteorologist to have reached 80 
mph); in fact, a window in the sno-cat, which was 
used to transport search teams, blew in allowing 
over a foot of snow to accumulate in the cab 
within a few minutes. There were numerous 
cases of teams having to build snow caves for 
protection, people over cornices and stranded 
teams. With visibility as low as two feet for most 
of the day the issue was one of survival for the 
searchers themselves. 

Meanwhile, with advancing hypothermia and 
dehydration, the situation in the snow cave has 
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The sense of frustration and despair was clearly evident for everyone - 

become desperate. At approximately 8 AM 
Tuesday morning, Ralph Summers and Molly 
Schula (17 yrs. old) decide to leave the cave in 
hope of finding help. As Ralph commented, "We 
had lost the ability to take care of ourselves ...we 
would keep walking until we found help or 
died.' In reality, they alone were physically 
able, at this point, to make the attempt. The 
description of Tom Goman, for example, who had 
spent a considerable amount of time outside of the 
cave during the night, suggests a probable core 
temperature approximating 90 degrees or less. 

Heading southeast, with zero visibility and no 
actual knowledge of their position, across the 
crevasse field of White River Glacier and up the 
steep east moraine, they eventually made their 
way to the Meadows Ski area; and then by 10:30 
AM to Base Operations. 

Debriefing of Ralph revealed that he believed 
the snow cave to be in White River Canyon; 
probably on the east side of the moraine, situated 
above a 50-degree slope and below a 20-degree 
rise, and within 150 feet of a crevasse that was 25 
feet long, 30 feet deep and 5 feet wide. Lacking an 
altimeter, he estimated that the cave was between 
8,000 and 9,000 feet in elevation. He also 
indicated that the physical condition of the 
occupants of the cave had appreciably 
deteriorated during the night. 

By 5 PM the weather has cleared to about 7,600 
feet although the wind was still high. A helicopter 
fly- over with Ralph aboard proved fruitless apart 
from the fact that Ralph now felt the cave was 
probably situated on the west side of the moraine; 
but even that was uncertain since the recent four 
feet of new snow had totally changed the 
character of the terrain. 

During Tuesday night, a rescue team, 
searching by headlamp, thought they heard cries 
of help coming from above 8,500 feet in White 
River Canyon, but were unable to pinpoint a 
location. Winds were still gusting to over 40 
mph, but the weather was clearing rapidly. 
Tuesday night also saw a sno-cat fall into a 
crevasse, but fortunately without consequence to 
the operator. 

Wednesday morning dawned with clear 
weather and a firm belief that the cave would be 
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found as soon as the helicopters were airborne. 
Our tactics for the day included use of Nordic 
Patrol skiers to search the extensive wooded 
areas below timberline in case the OES party had 
tried to walk out after Ralph and Molly left the 
cave, and a search by climbing teams of the west 
side of White River Canyon between 8,000 and 
9,000 feet. We also made arrangements with 
Seattle to obtain the use of search dogs; and with a 
local helicopter service for a fly-over with an 
infra-red detector. 

Six Portland teams were in the field by first 
light, followed throughout the day by an 
additional five teams from other Oregon rescue 
units. 

At 5:58 AM, a 304th (an Air Force Reserve 
Unit) helicopter, in the course of investigating a 
sleeping bag in White River Canyon, found the 
bodies of two of the OES children at the foot of a 
steep snow slope and a third body near the top of 
the west moraine at about 8,200 feet. These areas 
were then coarse-probed without success. It was 
later learned that these children, in the course of 
taking their turns rotating out of the cave on 

Tuesday after Ralph and Molly left, were unable 
to regain access to the cave due to the filling of the 
entrance by drifting snow. It should be stressed 
here that since the areas in which the bodies were 
found bore no resemblance whatsoever to 
Ralph's description, as well as what transpired 
next, the ridge and the location below it were 
considered to be very unlikely to contain the 
snow cave. Ironically, the cave was eventually 
found just a few feet from the child on top of the 
ridge. 

Coincident with these events was the finding 
of three sets of footprints leading from 
approximately 9,000 feet to the near vicinity of the 
body on the ridge. The footprints were well 
defined, very recent, and clearly belonged to 
children or small adults. The prints did not have 
crampon marks either--important point since 
none of the children had crampons for the climb. 
Since Tuesday's weather precluded other 
climbers on the ridge, this finding was taken as 
strongly corroborating the thesis that the cave 
was located near 9,000 feet on the west moraine. 



searchers, parents and the press alike. 

Wednesday morning and afternoon were 
spent course-probing parts of the west moraine 
and White River Glacier from 8,500 to 9,000 feet 
and the timbered regions below 6,000 feet. What 
was becoming very clear to everyone was that, in 
all likelihood, the snow cave was no longer 
distinguishable from the air and would require 
discovery by fine probing of a very considerable 
area by a large number of climbers. Fine 
probing takes time--a lot of it for an area as great 
as this--and time was a luxury we no longer had. 
The sense of frustration and despair was clearly 
evident for everyone; searchers, parents and the 
press alike. 

This issue of probing and the fact that we were 
beginning to lose climbers to burnout and 
personal commitments dictated our going out-of-
state for additional manpower. Fortunately, 
Seattle was quick to respond with some 15 fresh 
climbers, who arrived about 2 AM Thursday 
morning. 

The German Shepherd Search Dogs unit from 
Washington was deployed in the early evening 
of Wednesday, but without result. In addition, a 
helicopter fly-over with an infra-red camera on 
board was used to no avail although a false-
positive finding was made at approximately 
8,800 feet. 

The warm weather on Wednesday made 
searching very dangerous. It was also 
postulated that, since our finding the three 
children, perhaps the rest of the group may also 
have left the cave on Tuesday to wander through 
the crevasse field of White River Glacier. This 
nightmarish possibility necessitated that 
climbers rappel into each crevasse to 
investigate. The high temperature during the 
day made this a very dicey action since anchors 
were totally unreliable in the soft snow. 
Snowbridges were also extremely unstable and 
we had at least one incident in which a group of 
three climbers took a long fall. The hazardous 
snow conditions and and the obvious exhaustion 
of the searchers made a night search 
irresponsible, so Wednesday's operation was 
shut down around midnight. 

The search plan for Thursday was based on 
the conviction that the cave was somewhere near  

9,000 feet; and was most probably located on, or 
near the top of the west moraine ridge, since it 
seemed unlikely that a hypothermic and 
exhausted victim would climb from a cave 
located down in the canyon, up a 50-degree slope, 
only to succumb on the ridge top. Besides, that 
would have required climbing into a 60 mph 
wind. Our best guess was that the three children 
had left the cave sometime Tuesday (hence the 
footprints) and headed south and down along the 
ridge top. Two of them fell over the steep slope in 
the prevailing whiteout and came to rest in the 
canyon below; while the other collapsed on the 
ridge. 

During Thursday we had some eight teams 
deployed, five from Seattle, two from Corvallis 
and three from Portland, as well as the dog unit. 
In addition, there were teams from the 304th 
participating in the ground search. The intent 
was to do a very detailed and systematic probe 
from the highest probable elevation at 9,600 feet, 
down along the ridge to an elevation of around 
7,500 feet, thereby insuring that there would be no 
chance of missing the cave if we were right about 
its location being on the ridge. The weather was 
even hotter than on Wednesday and the glacier 
was an oven. 

At approximately 3 PM, a group in Base, 
including Seattle's and Portland's Operation 
Leaders and members of the Sheriffs office, had 
a conference. The general conclusion was 
overwhelmingly pessimistic; in fact, most of us 
felt that we were no longer looking for survivors 
and that in all probability the cave would not be 
found until it melted out. Between the tiredness, 
frustration and the oppressive air of sadness 
everywhere, the mood in Base was one of great 
depression. 

At just about this time, however, events on the 
Mountain were taking an interesting turn. Pete 
Bustanoby, a Seattle Field Operations Leader has 
poignantly captured the ambience of the moment 
in his report following the rescue, and I can do no 
better that quote, in part from his observations. 

3 PM: By this time exhaustion and frustration 
had taken its toll. Some of the earlier searchers 
on the mountain were exhausted and ready for a 
break. It was decided that some of the personnel 
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"For us, the survival of two children was iot a 

would come down, some would stay, and that any 
fresh searchers at base would come up and join 
the search until dark. 

As we were organizing this (probe) team, 
Ralph Summers stated that he had a very hot" 
feeling about the exact site we were standing on. 
At this time we decided we would search the 
immediate area, starting 300-400 feet higher, 
and work east toward the spot where the 
Wednesday victims were found (marked with 
wands). The P.J.'s (i.e., 304th Air Force reserve 
personnel) were very helpful in scouting the area 
in front of our 200-foot close order probe line. 
Knowing that the P.J.'s were looking for any 
crevasses large enough to endanger the 
advancing probe line gave us the peace of mind 
to allow us to concentrate on the probing. 

Ralph Summers and the P.J.'s seemed to be 
operating on a sixth sense, and all the time we 
were advancing on the wands the P.J.'s had left 
at the Wednesday body site, they became more 
excited. 

As we crossed the only open crevasse that 
Ralph seemed to remember, one of the P.J.'s hit a 
solid object 4 feet under the snow, about 6 feet 
from the drop to the Steel Cliff drainage. At this 
time we started digging and the equipment cache 
was found. Ralph immediately pointed to where 
the cave should be and members of the Seattle and 
Corvallis teams simultaneously hit the cave. 
Since the P.J.'s were roped independently from 
the main probe line, they started digging. A void 
in the snow was hit approximately 4 feet below the 
surface and 4 to 6 feet from the edge of the 
drainage. It was discerned that this was either 
the top of a hidden crevasse or the air trap Ralph 
had dug for the entrance to the cave. 

One of the P.J.'s stuck his head down, 
smelled the void, and said it had a bad smell. 
This immediately told us that we were on target 
and moments later we heard moaning coming 
from the main cave. Carefully we removed snow 
from the opening and assured the occupants that 
they were okay and would be out shortly. 

Brinton Clark was semi-conscious and 
seemed aware that we were helping her. Giles 
Thompson was, unconscious, but with active 
vital signs. 
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Sadly, the others in the cave were not so 
fortunate. In all, four children and the two 
adults, Father Goman and Marion Horwell 
could not be revived after transport to local 
hospital facilities. Including the three children 
who died outside of the cave, the storm and the 
flawed response to it, took nine lives; and all of 
this happened within little more than a mile of 
Timberline Lodge. 

Both children were hospitalized for an 
extended period, but have returned home by now. 
Unfortunately, doctors were unable to save 
Giles' legs, but Brinton will probably survive 
without any permanent physical damage. 

So what was learned? For those of us in 
Mountain Rescue, there were so many lessons 
that it is difficult to fully grasp them even now. 
Many were very personal; like not giving in to 
the rational response as to when the search is 
hopeless. The fact that anyone could survive 
being buried under four feet of snow for three full 
days without water or insulation from the snow; 
and most amazing of all, for two of those days 
without an air vent, is beyond any reasonable 
expectation or hope. Yet Brinton and Giles did 
survive. 

One aspect of the rescue that I had certainly 
t anticipated was the emotional damage that 

many of the participants experienced. For us, the 
survival of two children was not a miracle, but 
rather a sad reminder of our failure. I realize 
that this is absurd; we all did the best we could 
given the information that we had to work with, and 
we were certainly not responsible for the OES climb 
itself. I also know, as does everyone else who 
was involved, that despite the "what ifs" that 
plagued us all for weeks after the rescue, in 
retrospect, and with the clairvoyance of 
hindsight aside, there was not a single change 
any of us could have made, that would have had 
the slightest impact on the outcome of the rescue 
effort. Acceptance of this fact is an essential part 
of the healing process. 

What of the school itself? 
On July 24th, the school announced the 

findings of The Basecamp Inquiry Committee; 
headed up by John Williamson, Board Member 



miracle, but rather a sad reminder of our failure." 

of the American Alpine Club, together with a 
distinguished group of climbers and educators. 

The findings of the committee, which 
comprised some 40 typewritten pages, were 
published in the Oregonian newspaper, Sunrise 
Edition, on July 25th. 

There were many important observations, 
conclusions and recommendations. Chief 
among the findings were: 

Both leaders were capable of leading Grade I 
ascents like the southside of Hood under normal 
conditions. The storm, however, raised the level 
of the climb at least one grade and did so with 
unanticipated speed. 

While the committee found no fault with the 
group starting the climb, the leaders, 
particularly Goman who had the go, no-go 
authority, should have turned the climb around 
long before they reached the 10,000-foot level. 
There is good reason to suspect that hypothermia 
was affecting Father Goman's decision-making 
ability prior to this point. 

The decision to attempt to warm the boy at the 
Hogsback before beginning the descent may 
have been a crucial mistake. The alternatives 

would have included a forced descent or digging 
in right there. 

There were a number of observations 
regarding the adequacy or lack of equipment. In 
particular, the importance of crampons, gaitors, 
proper climbing boots, ensolite pads, avalanche 
transceivers, maps, etc. were stressed. As I 
mentioned earlier, an altimeter could have 
made the search far more efficient and may 
have significantly altered its outcome. 

The committee raised some very interesting 
questions concerning the nature of leadership 
roles and how they are affected by age and 
perceived experience differences between 
leaders. 

The committee also recommended that at least 
a two-year moratorium on the Basecamp 
program be effected so that the rest of the 
committee's recommendations can be carried 
out. 

Finally, what has the public learned? 
Very little, I fear. On the weekend, just two 

days after the rescue, a family of one adult with  

two small children was encountered on the 
Hogsback at 10,500 feet with intentions of 
climbing the remaining 700 feet of 45-degree 
snow to the summit. They were dressed in jeans, 
light cotton shirts, hiking boots without 
crampons, possessed no rope, and carried a 
small day pack, sufficient at best for carrying 
books to class. 
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Escape to the Southwest 
(or How to Keep Warm in the Winter) 

By David Mazel 

Living in southern Colorado's San Luis 
Valley often seems like living in the world's 
largest open-air freezer. Sometime before last 
Halloween, the thermometer hit 15 below; after 
that it got cold. Ice climbing became an exercise 
in masochism, and my partner Russ Harper and 
I dreamed of climbing somewhere far away, 
where the granite glowed warmly in the 
sunlight, where one could actually grasp the rock 
without the encumbrance of Gore-tex mitts and 
could relax at night by a campfire without 
waddling around in an expedition-weight 
parka. 

I vaguely remembered hiking once in a place 
where, even in the dead of winter, such a 
Coloradan's dream might come true: Cochise's 
Stronghold, the former mountain citadel of the 
Chiricahua Apache and now a little-known 
haven for Arizona rock climbers and frostbitten 
out-of-staters. It was not hard to sell Russ on the 
idea, and on New Year's Day we made our 
getaway. As we drove through the night, far south 
along the Rio Grande and then west toward 
Tucson, we mused on the demise of Cochise's 
determined, but ill-fated, freedom fighters. In 
one of the longest wars in history, they fought a 
tenacious and skilled guerilla action against 
first the Spaniards, then the Mexicans, and 
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finally the U.S. Cavalry before succumbing late 
in the 19th century. Striking fast and hard out of 
cliflEbound, easily defensible retreats like the 
Stronghold, they doubtless could have fought on 
for decades more had they not been so helplessly 
outnumbered. The gradual decimation of their 
ranks finally broke their resistance, and in 1886 
the surviving handful of Chiricahuas 
surrendered to the whites. When Cochise died, he 
was buried in the stronghold that now bears his 
name, though legend has it that the precise 
location of his grave was divulged to only one 
white man--the trusted frontier scout Tom 
Jeffords. 

Russ and I pulled into the campground at 
dawn and immediately sacked out. Once the sun 
came up, however, I couldn't sleep, so I cruised 
back down the entrance road for a look around. 
Just as I'd remembered, there was plenty of rock. 
Domes and crags rose out of the subtropical oak 
forest to heights of as much as 600 feet, from 
canyon bottom to skyline. I got out of the car and 
did some bouldering; the granite was coarse-
grained but very firm, and it gripped like 
sandpaper. 

"This is going to be fun," I thought, though the 
prospect of climbing without a guidebook or any 
real knowledge of the area had me just a little 



worried. Russ had assured me we'd be able to 
pick out plenty of worthy lines on our own, but 
still I knew how easy it was, on unfamilier rock, 
to get onto terrain that was either trivally easy or 
way too hard. 

"Don't worry," Russ had finally said. "We'll 
do fine. Besides, it adds something to the 
climbing experience when you have to evaluate a 
potential line by using your own judgment." I 
wondered if he considered a guidebook a form of 
direct aid. 

I returned to camp and rousted my partner out 
of bed. "Let's go climbing," I said as he stretched 
and blinked groggily in the bright sunlight. By 
the time he was fully conscious we were a mile 
down-canyon, staring up at a formation we later 
learned was called the Entrance Dome. Russ 
talked me into a reasonable-looking line along 
its right-hand margin. We roped up at the base of 
a long, gradually steepening slab, which I led to 
a belay in a dihedral. Then Russ put together the 
first banner lead of the outing, topping a vertical 
step in the dihedral, then traversing left and 
following good holds another 100 feet straight up. 
My turn came, and I finessed a short but steep 
crack, got lost on a series of boulder-type moves 
just above, backed down and got straightened out, 
and continued up the final 50 feet of steep face 
climbing to the top. 

The descent? Don't ask. Maybe the locals 
know a way off that doesn't entail lots of 5.4 
downclimbing through prickly, vertical scrub--
but we sure didn't find it. 

On the way back to camp we stopped to ponder 
the big, blank-looking slab visible across the 
road from the campground. It seemed to offer a 
straightforward rappel descent, and that decided 
things. The next morning found us peering up at 
the dome's crackless main face, wondering if it 
had any bolts to protect what looked like 
horrendous runouts. We didn't see any metal, 
and so walked left to the base of a classic open 
book capped by a huge, square-cut ceiling. The 
roof was obviously passable via a bottomless 
chimney, but it still must have appeared overly 
intimidating at the time, for we finally tied in 
beneath a friendlier-looking offwidth a few 
dozen yards farther to the left. 

Launching into the crack, I was immediately 
reminded that there really is no such thing as a 
"friendly offwidth." Fifty feet up I found  

something I could stand on and decided that my 
partner also deserved a share of the fun and 
games. Russ is a clever one, though; instead of 
continuing up the slot when he reached the belay, 
he stepped airily to the right and suddenly found 
himself adrift in a sea of chickenheads. He took 
the next 120 feet like Reagan took Mondale. The 
surrealistic knobs ran out just short of the belay, 
however, and 15 feet of small-hold traversing 
kept the pitch honest. 

The belay stance turned out to be right on top of 
the bottomless chimney by-passing the roof. 
Looking down, the direct route looked exciting 
enough, and we vowed to come back for it 
tomorrow. Meanwhile, more climbing loomed 
ahead. An easy, but breezy, step led me to more 
chickenheads; I wandered upward a 100 feet or 
so, then jammed a steep crack to a ledge. Russ 
found the top of the crag--Stronghold Dome, as we 
learned that evening--and a rappel bolt 50 feet 
above. 

The next morning we were again face to face 
with the big dihedral. Surprisingly easy 
stemming led past a small oak tree growing 
horizontally out of the rock. I belayed in slings 
just beneath the open maw of the bomb-bay 
chimney. "This was Russ' idea," I remembered 
thinking at the time, "so let him lead it." 

The slot proved to be airy and exciting, but it 
protected well and was not nearly as difficult as 
we'd thought. Soon Russ was back at the chimney-
top belay stance. Above that we found an aesthetic 
variation on the previous day's route, with one 
bolt protecting a sequence of tricky moves on a 
steep face. 

We had one more day at our disposal, and 
spent it exploring a 200-foot-high formation just 
up canyon from the campground. Here we found 
a variety of short crack climbs and a long, bolt-
protected line straight up a steep face. The latter 
seemed to offer definite groundfall potential 
between its two widely-spaced bolts, and halfway 
up we cut left off the face to look for more 
protectable climbing in a nearby dihedral. Once 
on top, we thought about top-roping the rest of the 
face route, but we put the idea on hold. It was 
already late, after all, and we still faced a long 
night's drive back to Colorado. 

Besides, it only made sense to save something 
for later, for we'd long ago decided to come back 
next year. 
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Chimneying past the big ceiling on Stronghold Dome. 
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The Stronghold Dome, Cochise's Stronghold, Arizona. Photo 
by David Mazel 
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Russ Harper approaches the top of Stronghold Dome. Photo by David Mazel 

Belaying in slings beneath the big ceiling on Stronghold Dome. Photo by Russ Harper 
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Ojos del Salado I New facilities simplify a climb of the second 

By Burton A. Falk 

Gino banged open the door of the bedroom at 3 
A.M. and turned on the fluorescent lights. In a 
matter of moments, the seven of us that had been 
crammed into the two bunk beds, two single beds 
and one floor space were thrashing about 
attempting to dress and organize packs. The 
small room was further shrunken by mounds of 
climbing gear piled in the narrow aisle. 

We were in the Cesar Tejos Refuge, located 
near the 19,000-foot level on the northern flanks 
of Cerro Ojos del Salado which, at 22,580 feet, is 
the second highest point in the Western 
Hemisphere and the highest mountain in Chile. 
If this refuge is not the loftiest climbing hut in the 
world, it is certainly the most luxurious at this 
elevation. The prefabricated L-shaped steel 
building is painted reddish orange, insulated, 
paneled and situated in a natural bowl. In 
addition to the one bedroom, there is a bathroom 
and kitchen, both non-operable due to frozen 
plumbing; a breakfast nook and a dining room. 
It is equipped with solar powered batteries which 
account for the fluorescent lights, and it lies at 
the end of a moderately difficult dirt road, 
perhaps 10 miles south of the Louis Murray Lodge 
which, at 14,500 feet, also has frozen plumbing. 

Both the Tejos Refuge and the Murray Lodge 
are gifts to the country of Chile from the Anglo-
American Mining Company of South Africa. 
They are meant to memorialize two of the 
mining company's employees: Murray, a 
geologist, and Tejos, a helicopter pilot, both of 
whom were killed in a crash near the summit of 
Ojos del Salado in April of 1984. 

Even with the recent advent of these two 
buildings, plus the Andino Refuge, located at 
17,000 feet, Ojos del Salado is not an easy peak to 
climb, if due only to logistics. The nearest 
services of any kind are located either at the 
smelter town of Potrerillos, 100 miles to the 
WNW, or at Copiapo, a mining town, 150 miles to 
the WSW. Graded roads from these two towns 
converge at the Salar de Maricunga, an almost 
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dry salt lake and site of the Chilean border police 
station, to form a seldom used "Internacional 
road leading to Argentina, 53 miles to the east. 
The Louis Murray Lodge lies on this road 12 
miles from the border, directly north of Ojos del 
Salado. Due to rough road conditions, a four-
wheel drive vehicle is a necessity. 

Because of these logistic problems, which 
would be difficult for a non-Chilean to overcome 
in a reasonable length of time, my climbing pal 
Jim Scott and I were delighted in mid-i 985 when 
we saw this trip advertised by a popular 
American travel company that specializes in 
outdoor adventures. 

Now on March 12, 1986, Jim and I were 
assembled with ii other climbers in the Tejos 
dining room drinking tea and eating sweet, 
dark bread for breakfast. 

At 4:30 we left the confines of the hut to begin 
our hike through low hillocks to the base of the 
mountain. Briefly looking up toward the eastern 
horizon, one could barely make out Halleys 
Comet. By first light at 5:30A.M., we reached the 
base of the volcanic peak, and by sunrise at 6:15 
A.M., we were perhaps a fifth of the way up the 
slope. While stopping for a brief rest, I noted that, 
even this early in the climb, our party had 
become quite strung out. 

Although we had acclimatization hikes and 
climbs on most of the 10 days it had taken us to 
reach the Tejos Hut, it was apparent even at the 
Santiago Airport, where we met our 
ChileanfPeruvian leaders, that some of our 
group of 12 clients had no business trying to 
climb a 22,000-foot peak. Two of our party were 
obviously overweight and out of shape. Another 
lady was there only to be with her boyfriend, 
while a fourth member believed that nutrition, 
rather than conditioning, would somehow propel 
him up the slopes (he ate handfuls of pills at each 
meal). 

After arriving in Santiago on the morning of 
Sunday, March 2, we took a bus tour of that fair 
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In the crater, looking at the couloir leading to the summit. 

Photos by Burton A. Falk 

highest peak in the Western Hemisphere. 

Our route up Ojos was a rock scramble similar to the 
standard route on Aconcagua. 

SUMMIT / Sept.-Oct., 1986 15 



city, which seemed quite splendid shimmering 
in the warmth of the late summer sun. The 
following day we bussed 500 miles north to 
Copiapo, mostly along the barren Chilean shores 
which compare to those of Baja California's west 
coast. There was an overcast that burned off 
about noon, also typical of Baja and Southern 
California. 

The next afternoon, March 4, at Copiapo, 
which lies inland about 35 miles at 3,000 feet, we 
stuffed our party of 18, including clients, leaders 
and drivers, into 2 four-wheeled wagons and one 
double-cab truck and departed for points east. We 
camped that night in a long marshy valley 
surrounded by desert peaks. 

The next day we climbed a nearby peak with 
1,000 feet of gain, then drove to another campsite 
situated along a small salt encrusted stream just 
east of the Salar de Maricunga. 

On the morning of March 6, we hiked across a 
dry section of the 12,000-foot high salt lake to an 
abandoned salt works, where we found many 
interesting relics. That afternoon we continued 
on to the Louis Murray Lodge where we 
descended like a plague of locusts on the 
accommodating lone employee, who was a front 
desk clerk, cook, dishwasher, maid, and even 
plumber, rolled into one. We examined the lodge 
register and determined that approximately 110 
guests had registered there since November, 
1985. This works out to roughly one guest a day 
and probably accounts for the size of the staff. 

March 7, we walked east 9 miles along the 
Internacional road to Laguna Verde, a lake 
with no outflow, and basked in the hot springs 
along the west shore. The scenery was quite 
enjoyable with probably more 6,000 meter peaks 
in view than anywhere outside the 
Himalaya/Karakorum area. 

On March 8, we all set out to climb a 19,200-
foot peak in the vicinity of the Murray Lodge but 
we were not all successful. 
The summiteers found a cairn on the top 
indicating the first and only ascent had been 
made in 1969 by a Chilean group. They had 
named the peak Cerro Radioactivo. We 
wondered why and longed for a geiger counter. 

March 9, we moved by vehicles to the Andino 
Refuge located at 17,000 feet on the north side of 
Ojos del Salado, and the following day a small 
number of our party climbed a nearby ancillary  

peak of Ojos del Salado, which at 19,200 feet is the 
obvious summit to the southwest of the Andino 
Hut. We were surprised to find no cairn so we 
constructed one and named the peak Cerro Ojitos 
(Little Eyes). 

On March 11, we hiked by road from the 
Andino Hut to the Tejos Hut while our packs and 
other gear were brought up in a small but 
powerful four-wheeled vehicle. Even on this 
relatively mild walk, it took several of our group 
twice as long as the fastest hikers to reach the 
destination. 

Now at 6:15 AM on the morning of March 12, I 
was not surprised at our partys  wide distribution 
over the terrain. The slope up the north side of 
Ojos is not technically difficult and is very 
comparable to the standard route on Aconcagua. 
A hiking staff or a long ice axe is recommended 
to help steady oneself in the loose rock both going 
up and coming down. There is only one small 
patch of snow to contend with at this time of the 
year. 

By noon, we were on the crater rim at 21,900 
feet. None of our group, including our Chilean 
leader, Gino Cassasa, had been on the true 
summit of Ojos del Salado, although Gino and 
several other Chilean alpinists had been close in 
1984, while involved in the retrival of the frozen 
bodies of Murray and Tejos. 

Gino told us to relax while he reconnoitered 
the route to the summit. Our group, now 
consisting of only six climbers, relaxed in a big 
way in the cold (+4 degrees F.) shelter of the 
crater rim. My last thought before drifting into a 
nap, was a fond hope that we would not all fall 
asleep simultaneously. I envisioned seven rock 
hard climbers with the smiles of a good effort, 
frozen on their unshaven faces. 

Gino returned in 45 minutes, woke us up, and 
reported we could climb the true summit via a 
rock-filled couloir visible in the southeast across 
the crater. By 1:00 PM we were on our way and, 
though progress was slowed considerably in the 
couloir as several climbers roped up one at a time 
to gain the final ridge, we were all on the top of 
the peak, and the top of Chile, by 3:00 PM. 

Ojos del Salado has been a source of both 
confusion and controversy since the Argentine-
Chilean boundary commission surveyed the 
region in 1896, 1897 and again in 1903. Prior to 
that survey, the peak seems to have gone 
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unnoticed and unmentioned even though the 
Spanish conquistadors passed along the present 
route of the Internacional  road in their 1536 
journey south to conquer Chile. The mountain 
must have been visible to them unless there was 
bad weather. 

The boundary commission placed on their 
maps an Ojos del Salado located to the southeast 
of the peak currently known by that name. In 
1937, a Polish expedition climbed in the area and 
located the highest peak among the giants of the 
vicinity. This peak they also named Ojos del 
Salado (source of the salty river). Two members 
of this Polish group, J. Wojsznis and J.A. 
Szczepanski, made the first ascent of Ojos del 
Salado on February 26,1937, at which time they 
noticed volcanic activity in the crater: activity 
which was not obvious to our group in 1986. 

In 1955, a Chilean expedition announced they 
had successfully climbed the peak and that it was 
23,294 feet in elevation, thus making it the 
highest point in the Western Hemisphere; even 
higher than Aconcagua at 22,834 feet. This 
unverified claim spurred on a big climbing 
season in 1956. In that year, a group of 26 Chilean 
climbers approached the peak from the north, on 
a route similar to ours, while a 4-person multi-
national party approached from the southeast. An 
Austrian, Matthias Rebitsch alone from the 
multi-national party, reached the summit on 
February 2, while on February 5,1956 a number 
of the Chileans gained the top. After careful 
research, it was determined that these climbers 
made the second and third ascents of the peak as 
it was proven that the 1955 Chilean expedition 
mistakenly climbed another peak in the area. 
The problem of correct height was not resolved in 
these ascents, however, as the Chilean group 
claimed their aneroid barometer indicated an 
altitude of 23,241 feet. 

In May of 1956, the American Alpine Club 
launched an expedition to accurately determine 
the true height of Ojos del Salado so as to support 
or refute the possibility of it being the highest 
point in the Western Hemisphere. Using an 
accurate base elevation established by the Andes 
Copper Mining Company, this American group, 
in spite of terrible weather conditions, was able to 
measure a base line on the Maricunga salt flats. 
Then using a triangulation scheme involving 18 
stations, they established the peaks correct  

elevation at 22,590 feet with a probable maximum 
error of 10 feet. This put to rest, finally, the 
vexing problem of Ojos correct height. 

Our summit group was quite surprised to find, 
as we signed the register, that only 
approximately 100 climbers had summited on 
this significant peak, but did not linger to 
congratulate ourselves in the cold breeze. On our 
descent, the wind was blowing up the couloir so 
strongly that, facing into it, my velcro-fastened 
parka hood was ballooned out and, to my 
astonishment, my wool hat was lifted off my 
head and jet-streamed onto the south, Argentine 
slopes of the mountain. 

The only other interesting feature of the 
descent involved my getting momentarily lost in 
the hillocks between the mountain and the Tejos 
Hut. This adventure involved a dark, moonless 
night, the fluorescent light failing at the Tejos 
Hut, our climbers being strung out, a guide who 
borrowing my flashlight for a quick look around 
never to return, and a few moments of near panic 
on my part. This story will become ever better as 
I embellish it for my friends and family. 

I slept that night at the Tejos Refuge while 
some of the others continued down by vehicle to 
our tents at the lower Andino Refuge area. The 
following day, we all drove to the Murray Lodge 
where we hoped the plumbing was working. To 
our dismay, we found that the clean, nicely 
appointed lodge was still frozen up: no showers, 
no toilets, no heat. The price of $11/night 
however, includes a small breakfast and an 
almost adequate dinner, so one cannot complain 
too bitterly. 

On our return to civilization the next day, 
March 14, we drove across the southern portion of 
the Atacama desert to the company mining town 
of El Salvador 120 miles to the NWN of the 
Murray Lodge. The roads are extremely dusty 
and a dust mask is a necessity on this full days 
drive. 

The small company-owned Hotel Camino del 
Inca, at El Salvador, has great showers, room 
refrigerators full of beer and soft drinks, a 
wonderful restaurant and long-distance 
telephone facilities where one can check in with 
loved ones at home. That night, I sank into the 
luxury of clean sheets with a glow that comes 
from a well-earned success andlor a couple of 
beers. 
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Skiing Smuggler's Ridge in Kokanee Glacier Provincial Park. Mt. Robert Smith in background. Photo by Larry D. Doell 
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"The good news is the snow is great. The bad Joanne, a Nelson nurse, summed up our 

news is we can't get you there." This was not feelings. "This is as close to heaven as I'm 
what we wanted to hear. We were 12 backcountry going to get." 
skiers ready to fly into Kokanee Glacier Over the next five days we skied thousands of 
Provincial Park out of Nelson, British vertical feet in powder snow, often up to our 
Columbia, for a week's skiing. Now the weather knees. Telemark tracks were carved on every 
had closed in. face of Kokanee Glacier, Mt. Kitchener, 

For the next two days we waited, our eye on the Esmerelda Peak and around the Battleship, then 
mountains and clouds, our ear listening for the over to Mt. Giegerich. We toured for miles across 
phone call to say we were leaving. The question alpine meadows, past Helen Deane Lake, Keen 
was always, "When are we leaving?" Lake, Kaslo Lake, Enterprise Pass, Sapphire 

"The pilot is putting a two-hour wax on the Lakes and Lemon Pass, each new ridge and turn 
plane. Does that give you a hint?" opening up another vista of the top of the Selkirk 

"He says the weather system is moving mountains, the high side of the world for us. 
through." Kokanee Glacier and the 26,000 hectares of 

"He went up--there were sucker holes in the mountains and meadows surrounding it were 
clouds but he couldn't get through." created a provincial park in 1922, after the 

"I'd rather be here than smeared." miners had finished searching for zinc, silver 
On the third day of waiting the weather broke and gold. While industrial use can, of course, 

and in a hurried scramble we threw our gear destroy a park, in this case it has made Kokanee 
aboard and in 20 minutes were whisked up somewhat unique. Here human and natural 
Kokanee Creek valley past old silver, zinc and history are blended, and industrial roads have 
gold mines to Slocan Chief Cabin at the foot of the provided access to all four sides of the park. 
Kokanee Glacier. In minutes we were unloaded, Where the roads end, old pack trails, once 
unpacked, skis waxed and skinned up, Pieps travelled by heavily laden horses, lead to the 
avalanche beacons pieping and the tedious mine sites and the alpine country. 
waiting far behind. There was six inches of Also left behind by the miners are several 
powder on a firm base, little avalanche danger cabins. One of these, Slocan Chief, is now used by 
and the sun was shining through broken cloud, summer hikers and winter skiers. For our party 
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of 12 it was extremely comfortable and warm. 
Winter use costs $5.00 per person per night, with 
a maximum of 12 people per group. It is booked on 
a weekly basis in October of each year, 
reservations being decided on a lottery basis. 

Winter access to Kokanee is via the 26 km 
Gibson Lake Trail, about a 9-hour ski with an 
elevation gain of 1,550 meters, or by a $75 per 
person helicopter flight from Nelson. Your week 
of backcountry skiing, by helicopter, will cost 
only $110 if you ski out, which most people do. 

Winter visitors must take special precautions 
when visiting the area. Depending on the season, 
terrain and weather, there can be a high risk of 
avalanches. It is recommended that each party 
include at least one member who has a good 
knowledge of avalanche safety and rescue 
procedures. All parties must be equipped for self-
rescue. Each member should carry a sectional 
probe, collapsable shovel and an avalanche 
beacon, such as a Pieps. 

The increased use of Kokanee Provincial 
Park has made park officials improve the 
reservation system and consider other changes. 
A volunteer hut-keeper program has allowed for 
a parks branch representative to be on hand near 
the cabin at most times. These people are 
familiar with avalanche safety and the terrain  

of the park. In times of high avalanche hazard, 
for instance, they can suggest alternate ski 
routes. During our week, Jeff Gfoerer was the hut 
keeper and he kept us constantly informed of 
avalanche conditions, and for several days acted 
as our backcountry guide. It is hoped that hut 
keepers will soon become full time paid 
positions. 

Parks Branch is also trying to set up a hut to 
hut ski route through the park, and there are 
plans to build another cabin to increase and 
spread out use. Doubling or even tripling the 
number of visitors in the park, if spread out, 
would have little effect on the wilderness skiing 
experience. 

With the ideal conditions we had, it was hard 
when the time came to pack our gear, turn our 
back on the Slocan Chief Cabin and begin the 
long downhill run home. A few hours later we 
were at the highway and our vehicles. We had 
left part of our soul behind on the glacier, and all 
of us knew that one day we would return for more 
powder snow, sun and good comradeship. 

Letters and requests for information should be 
addressed to: G. C. Rathbone, District. Manager, 
Parks and Outdoor Recreation Division, West 
Kootenay District, RR #3, Nelson, B.C. Vi L 
5P6.1 Canada. 
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By Dougald MacDonald 

I had just stepped onto my right foot when the 
ground broke away. The huge pack, clinging 
like a monkey to my back, traitorously tipped me 
forward. I tumbled to the ground; the pack, with 
its carabiners and cookie crumbs, ropes and 
unread novels, fell on top of me, crushing the 
wind out of my lungs; a rib of granite neatly split 
my palm. I looked up; Greg, (oblivious, had 
continued down the trail. 

I had to admire Greg. He knew 
something about hiking with a full pack. I didn't 
mind it on the approach--there was still the 
climbing to come--but hiking out was 
punishment for sins uncommitted. Greg didn't 
see it that way. He viewed every phase of 
mountaineering, from the approach to the 
summit, with equal ardor. In the mountains, he 
made it clear, there is no room for cry babies. 
Greg's logic was simple: If you're not enjoying 
yourself, why climb? If you are enjoying 
yourself, stop complaining. 

But this, I thought, this was a death march. 
This was the Trail of Tears. We were still miles 
from the road, deep in the Wind River Range, 
and the hot sun hammered my head like a rifle 
butt. We had eaten the last of our food the night 
before desiccating mouthful of peanut butter on a 
peanut-flavored granola bar. We had no water, 
and my throat was as dry as the dead skin that 
flaked from my burned and blistered lips. At 
every stream crossing where we might have 
filled our bottles, there was a turd, either human 
or equine, piled like a tiny cairn. 

Greg had disappeared over the next rise. I 
struggled to my feet and started to walk again. 
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All in all, I thought, this was one of those 
junctures in a summer of climbing when an 
office job in some sea level city starts to look 
pretty good. 

At least it wasn't raining. On the way in it 
had poured, and when at last we reached Island 
Pond, twelve miles from the road, the peaks 
shouldered into thick clouds. In the mist, the 
lake looked oceanic, gray, wave-tossed and cold. 
We launched our tent on a sea of mud that 
seemed to be a campsite; I sat down to drain my 
boots, while Greg went to look for clean water. 

After dinner, exhausted, we crawled into the 
tent to sleep. An hour, two hours later, a 
flashlight. Footsteps. 

"Is anybody home?" 
Greg whispered: "Quiet . . . maybe he'll go 

away." 
"I'm afraid I'm going to have to issue a 

citation," said the voice. 
Greg shot out of the tent in his underwear. 

"What the hell for?" 
"This is an illegal campsite." 
"It can't be! Hundreds of people have camped 

here. Look, it's all beaten down." 
The ranger--for that's what he was, with a 

green poncho and a wide-brimmed Stetson to 
prove it--was not to be deterred. "No camping 
within 200 feet of the trail. You should have read 
the signs." 

"Oh, come on," Greg argued. "We must be 
hundreds of yards from the trail." 

As it turned out, we weren't. Smokey 
disappeared into the gloom, then reappeared, 



pacing. He counted off 200 feet, passing our tent 
at #136 and continuing into thick, wet 
underbrush to prove his point. Greg retreated to 
the tent and muttered about civil liberties and his 
ruined wilderness experience. I stood in the rain 
while the ranger wrote out our ticket. 

You're climbers?" he asked. 
I nodded. 
He tore off the ticket and handed it to me, and 

without a trace of sarcasm he said, "Welcome to 
the Wind Rivers." 

In a hollow high in Titcomb Basin we 
discovered a compound of tents surrounding a 
billowing tarp pitched between three monstrous 
boulders. It looked like a set from the movie 
M.A.S.H. 

Under the tarp, and in one of the half-dozen 
tents nearby, lived James and Lisa, who had 
moved to Titcomb Basin for the summer. They 
had packed in supplies on horseback. Maybe they 
were worried about bad weather, or maybe they 
were just in a good mood at the supermarket, but 
they had brought far too much food. They were 
generous, too, which explained the compound of 
climbers' tents. Each evening climbers gathered 
under the flapping blue tarp to drink Lisa's hot 
chocolate, choose delectables from their vast 
storehouse, and trade tales of the day's climbing. 

Except that there wasn't any climbing to talk 
about. The weather was appalling, they said, the 
worst in years. 

Maybe we were just naive. On the morning of 
our first climb, the north face of Ellingwood 
Peak, the pre-dawn sky was tumultous. Half-
seen clouds boiled overhead. As we moved 
toward the wall, we saw the glow of other 
headlamps in the distance, bobbing through the 
talus. But when the day broke the rain came 
down, and everyone turned back. 

Except us. By some misguided logic, I figured 
the tess we moved the fewer drops would hit us, 
that we'd get soaked if we walked back to the tent. 
"Just a passing shower," I opined. So we stood as 
silent and straight as firs beneath the wall. Rain 
dribbled down the shallow groove behind my ear, 
down the back of my neck, and into the small of 
my back. Rivulets of mud coursed down the wall, 
gathering grains of sand, and then pebbles and 
rocks that slapped onto the talus. It was like 
standing inside a defrosting icebox. I pulled the  

drawstring of my hood tighter and thought of Far 
Tortuga. 

"It's clearing," Greg said. 
"Don't torment me." 
"No, really, it is." 
I opened my eyes and saw blue. Great! 
"It could be a sucker hole," Greg warned. 
I was rooting through my pack, pulling out the 

wet hardware. "The first pitches are pretty easy. 
We'll climb them and see how it looks." 

We roped up and climbed two pitches as the 
rock slowly dried. The route was stacked slabs, 
narrowing to an arete. Arching cracks made for 
easy laybacking, and we climbed quickly in 
sneakers. Five pitches up, the sun was out, but 
thick clouds rolled on the horizon. We climbed 
four more pitches, and then it was snowing, but 
too late to turn back. By early afternoon, chilled 
to the bone, we were on top. 

In this manner we climbed five Grade III 
snow and rock routes in six foul days, while the 
others lolled around Camp 4077. Each day when 
we returned, James listened impassively to our 
tales. "That's all fine," he said, "but don't you 
hate how your fingers get all pruney when you 
climb on wet rock?" 

Out of pride, or perhaps to justify the 
discomfort we were suffering daily, I began to 
think of us as the Hard Men of Titcomb Basin. 
Actually, James point out, we were "the ones who 
don't know enough to come in out of the rain." 

Greg has what is euphemistically known as a 
"trick shoulder," a painful chronic injury that 
has at least a dozen times left his arm detached 
from his torso and Greg wondering if he'd ever 
lift anything heavier than a pencil again. 
Knowing that he was going to be climbing all 
summer, he had strengthened his shoulder with 
special exercises and practiced ways to make 
hard moves without dangerously stressing the 
joint. It seldom seemed to bother him, but 
sometimes--on overhangs, for instance--you 
could tell he was worried. 

As we trekked toward the road on the first 
cloudless day of our week in the Winds, I 
speculated bitterly that his love for easy climbs 
in hard-to-reach places might be tied to his 
shoulder. This was nastiness, born of my 
dislike for hiking with a massive pack; and, in 
fact, when I began crag climbing, I intended 
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only to learn the skills needed to venture into the 
big mountains. Somewhere I had read that you 
could climb Mt. Everest and never touch 
anything harder than 5.4. Along the way, 
however, I had been seduced by hard rock 
climbing, and now I was less tolerant of the 
lesser joys of mountaineering: cold winds, 
cramped tents, mildew, and miles of heavy 
hiking. 

Still hours from the road, Greg tired of my 
griping and proposed a problem to pass the miles 
If you had a million dollars and couldn't spend it 
on yourself, what would you buy? I tried. I 
thought of housing for the poor, food for the 
hungry. But one image kept recurring, an 
image both shameful and irresistible: a road. A 
paved road, extending as far into the Wind 
Rivers as a million dollars would buy. 

Jenny Lake. The Tetons rose, luminous, as 
we walked to the ranger station to make our 
climbing reservations. I had never seen these 
peaks before, and I kept turning to look over my 
shoulder, wondering: Why don't they fall over? 
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Inside, we waited until three parties signed 
the book for the Owen-Spalding route. Greg filed 
through photos of Petzoldt and Durrance on the 
classics, and I looked at ancient ropes and pitons 
in a display on the wall, and silently thanked 
World War II for bringing modern climbing 
gear into the world. 

Finally a ranger was free. 
"Hi! We'd like to do a couple routes up near 

the Grand." 
"What routes?" 
"Well," I said. "I think we'd like to do 

Irene's Arete, and then Exum Direct on the 
Grand. Do Irene's tomorrow and Exum the next 
day." 

"Can't do that, I'm afraid." 
"Why not?" 
"There's no camping open up there tomorrow 

night. There's a spot at the Caves, but not 
tonight." 

"Can we camp somewhere else tonight, then 
move to the Caves after Irene's?" 

"The only place open tonight is at the Lower 
Saddle, so you could do this: Climb up to the 
Lower Saddle tonight, then climb back down 



tomorrow, climb Iren&s, climb back down to the 
Caves, climb back to the Lower Saddle, climb the 
Grand, then come back to the road. Do you want 
to do that?" 

"Uhhhhh. I ... no." 
Greg was fuming. "Maybe we should sleep in 

the car," he said. 
"No sleeping in cars," the ranger said. 
"Well, is there anyplace to sleep around 

here?" 
"Climbers Ranch is full. You could sleep at 

Moose River. That's about an hour and a half 
away." 

"In the morning? No way. Look, we'll find 
somewhere to sleep. Is it possible--I mean, not 
legally, but practically--to start from the car, 
carry full packs to the Caves, drop the packs, 
climb Irene's, sleep at the Caves and climb the 
Grand the next day?" 

He peered at our skinny frames. "Depends." 
"We'd like to,do that." I thought for a minute. 

"Is there any space at the Caves Thursday 
night?" 

He looked up suspiciously. "What for?" 
"We'd like to camp out rather than coming all 

the way out after climbing the Grand. I think 
we'll be tired. We'd like to spend two nights up 
there." 

"Oh," he said. "How mellow." 
We walked outside, clutching our camp 

regulations, pack I.D.s, bear warnings and 
climbing permits, and I looked across wind-
ruffled Jenny Lake at the Teton escarpment. It 
seemed the peaks were a little squatter, that a 
shadow, as if from a fast-moving cloud, had 
passed across their faces. 

The first pitches flowed by, and the route was 
everything they said it was. Below the fourth 
pitch the wind picked up, and I pulled on an 
anorak to belay. The Middle Teton brooded 
across the canyon like a fat potentate, but the rock 
in front of me was golden and alive. Greg led 
slowly, and when I followed I saw why. 

There were few rests, each move was 
committing, and when I reached the top I was 
breathless, though the pitch was only 5.7. 

A few pitches higher, Greg belayed off an old 
piton on a sloping ledge. Above, there was a 
choice: traverse easily left, then up, or climb a 
slightly overhanging handcrack in a dihedral. 
The pitch was 5.9, approaching my limit, but it 
was short and there was a fixed wire at the crux.  

"Go for it?" I asked. 
"It's your lead." 
I took the rack and climbed the first few feet 

quickly. I stemmed wide, clipped the wire, and 
peered at the crux. In the middle of the overhang, 
I looked down between my feet and grinned at 
Greg. I had never been happier. 

I set up a hanging belay above the crack and 
looked around. We were far off the talus now. 
There were climbers nearing our cache at the 
Caves, and I watched them until they had moved 
past. 

"Up rope!" 
I snaked in the slack. Greg was nearing the 

crux, and I watched him unclip from the fixed 
piece. Now move the feet out into a stem, I 
thought. Pull up with the right hand; now lift the 
left hand over the lip, reach for a hold, a little 
further and.. 

"Lower me, lower me, lower me...... 
What the. . .1 wrapped the rope around me 

instinctively, then I payed it out and watched, 
bewildered, as his face contorted in pain. His 
hand still clutched the hold, and as I lowered him 
his arm seemed to stretch until finally, when his 
hand seemed impossibly far from his own body, 
he let go and the arm flopped uselessly at his 
side. 

I rappelled down to him and he told me what to 
do. 

Much, much later we trudged into the Caves, 
and I busied myself fixing dinner while Greg 
slumped on his sleeping pad against a rock. He 
was bitter, and I couldn't blame him. His body 
had deceived him. 

Actually, it could have been much worse. 
When I reached him on the ledge, he had already 
peeled off his daypack and his face was layered 
in sweat. The trick to reseating a popped 
shoulder is to relax the muscles enough to allow 
the joint to slip back together, and Greg had 
already tried it on his own, but his muscles, 
strengthened by a summer's climbing, had 
resisted him. 

"Take off your EBs," he said. 
I leaned back against the anchor pin and 

placed my stockinged foot in his armpit. I pulled 
on the arm and pushed with my foot. "Harder," 
he said. I looked back over my shoulder; the 
talus lay 500 feet below. 
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Camping in Titcomb Basin. Photo by Dougal MacDonald 

"There, got it." 
I released my grip, and he said, "Dammit. 

It's out again." 
I wondered if anyone could see us from the 

Caves. Would they start a rescue? I got up to place 
another anchor near the old pin. 

"We could probably rappel, Greg." 
"There's no point," he said, grimacing. "A 

doctor would do the same thing you're doing. 
Let's try again." 

I held his arm by the elbow and, with my foot 
in his armpit, pulled as hard as I could. His face 
was calm, but his free hand trembled with the 
strain. In the morning he would have bruises up 
and down his arm from my grip. At last he 
sighed and said, "There. That's it." 

Back at the Caves, we circled each other 
warily through the dinnertime routine. It stru& 
me that the summer was suddenly over, and I 
greeted that thought with a mixture of relief and 
profound regret. When we finished scraping 
pots and laying out our sleeping bags, and th 
Middle Teton was brushed in amber, Greg sam 
"What time should we set the alarm for?" 

"But, your arm.. 
"It's okay. You lead all the hard stuff," he 

said quickly. 
Then, in the quiet darkness, he said, "We just 

can't end the summer like that. . .wejust can't." 

We were perched on an edge of the mountain, 
2,000 feet up, high above the Owen-Spalding 
gully. The wind shrieked around the corner; I 
was cold wearing everything I owned. We had 
started late, and already climbers were 
descending the standard route below us. 

"I'll take this pitch," Greg yelled over the 
wind. "I want to lead something." 

He took the rack and moved upward. After the 
first few feet, I didn't watch him. I crouched 
behind a shallow ledge, trying to stay out of the 
wind. Greg had disappeared. I passed the rope 
around my waist mechanically and wondered: 
When will the anti-gravity pack be invented so 
climbers will be spared the boredom of 
belaying?" 

"Off belay! 
I stood up and stretched painfully. Then, to get 

warm, I began to climb before the rope was tight. 
Twenty feet up, though, I stopped to wait for the 
belay because the climbing was harder than I 
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had expected. I slithered across a cramped 
traverse, then started up a thin bulge. I slapped 
my fingers futilely against the rock, then 
finally yelled, "Give me tension! I'm going to 
traverse into that groove." 

At the stance, Greg was smiling. "What's so 
funny? "I asked. 

"I went up the groove myself," he replied. "I 
don't know why you didn't in the first place." 

"Huh. I guess your shoulder isn't bothering 
you too much." 

I climbed over a chockstone and onto the 
Black Face, the climb's crux. Now I was in the 
sun and I climbed more surely. The rock was 
steep, but the holds were generous. Clipping 
every rotting pin, I traversed twenty feet around 
a subtle corner, then climbed up to the stance. 

The mountain swept down thousands of feet to 
the rubble of Garnet Canyon. Across the chasm, 
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Greg climbing the Black Face, Exum Direct, on the Grand Teton, 
one-handed after his shoulder popped out. Photo by Dougald 
MacDonald 

the Middle Teton Glacier was pocked by 
rockfall. Some crazy's ski tracks looped down a 
high couloir. Greg was climbing now, but I 
couldn't see him on the traverse. Something was 
wrong, though. Twice, I felt a pregnant tug as he 
almost came off. "Look around you, the holds 
there!' I yelled. Suddenly, he swung out from the 
rock on one arm, like a barn door in the wind; 
with difficulty he pulled himself back to the rock 
and rested there, his shoulders heaving. What 
the hell was going on? Then he was under me, 
climbing straight toward the belay, and at once I 
saw what was wrong. 

Favoring his injured shoulder, Greg reached 
up with his good arm for a hold, then moved his 
feet higher. He levered up until he could cock his 
broken wing at shoulder height, then scanned the 
rock for a new hold and quickly shot out his good 
hand to grab it. 

"You're almost there, Greg. The holds get a 
little better." 

He smiled and continued inching up the face. 
With a heave, he pulled onto the stance. His legs 
were shaking, but there was a look of wild 
satisfaction in his eyes. "Well, that wasn't too 
bad," he said, and laughed. 

So tired. We were at Jackson Lake; a friend 
had arranged a day of water skiing. I took one 
turn around the lake and fell brutally near the 
beach. My body ached more than it had all 
summer. I crawled up the gravel shore to where 
Greg lay asleep, his glacier goggles on, his head 
resting on an empty Budweiser can. I sat next to 
him and watched our friend ski. The first thing 
she had said upon seeing us was, "You're so 
skinny!" Perhaps it was good that we were going 
home. 

Next to us on the beach was a fat adolescent boy 
with a red face, who shouted at the skiers every 
few minutes to "Go for it!" 

Greg opened one eye and said, "Tell him to 
shut up." 

He sat up and looked across the lake. The 
Tetons rose like mountains of the imagination; 
so perfect, like peaks drawn by a child who has 
never left the plains. 

"It was a good climb to end the summer on," I 
said. 

Greg nodded. "There's more to the mountains 
than 5.9 cracks," he said quietly. 

How true. Months later, when I looked back at 
a summer of climbing throughout the mountains 
of Colorado and Wyoming, it was always the 
Wind Rivers that came foremost to my mind. At 
the time we were there, I could barely see the 
mountains for the climbs. But afterward, it was 
the Winds I remembered most fondly. The 
Winds with their mosquitoes and mud, their icy 
winds and endless approaches, their wet rocks 
and uncertain summits. 

The fat kid had been listening to us talk. "Did 
you climb the Grand Teton?" he asked. 

"Yeah," I grunted. A real hard man. 
"Why?" 
The question startled me. Everyone who came 

to Jackson Hole seemed to want to climb the 
Grand. 

But Greg had a ready answer. "So we won't 
have to anymore." 
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By Barry Greer 

Alexandra David-Neel, famed Victorian-era 
Tibetan explorer, stayed married long enough to 
decide on her honeymoon that domestic life was 
disagreeable. She never divorced, but did spend 
the next fourteen years exploring in Asia, 
leaving her husband at home. 

Edward Whymper, leading climber during 
the Golden Age of climbing in the European Alps, 
married late in life and died three years after his 
daughter was born. 

H. W. Tilman, the quintessential twentieth-
century mountain explorer, never married and 
has been called by some, misogamist. 

These examples seem to support conventional 
wisdom that marriage and mountains don't 
mix, that the usual choice in life is marriage or 
mountains. The choice means that all climbing 
has to be done before society sends the dread 
telegram of responsibility somewhere between 
age 30 and 35. Once the message arrives, a 
climber is drafted for perpetual lowland hand-to-
hand combat with jobs, babies, and bills. 

Fortunately, that dim view is far from the 
general truth. David-Neel, Whymper, and 
Tilman are the exceptions. Their reasons for 
long-distance marriage, late marriage, or no 
marriage were more complex than simply 
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avoiding conventional responsibility longer 
than most. 

Marriage, in the first place, is a personal 
choice, not a social mandate. And 
mountaineering history is filled with counter-
examples of people who very easily combined 
mountains and matrimony. Americans Fanny 
and William Workman, who, together, did 
much of initial exploration of the Karakoram, 
are one of the premier examples of climbing 
couples. The list also includes Miriam and 
Robert Underhill, Vince and Grace Hoeman, 
Gunter and Hettie Dyhrenfurth, Claude and 
Georges Kogan, as well as Michael and Yvette 
Vaucher and Nea and Jean Morin. 

Fact is, according to Oregon State University 
climber and sociologist Richard Mitchell, the 
average climber tends to be about 38 years old, in 
a safe, secure, stable profession, has children, 
and has been married an average of 9 years. 
Mitchell himself is in his mid-forties, is 
married to another climber-sociologist and 
plans to continue climbing as long as his legs 
work. 

How is it done, then? How do couples succeed 
in balancing the multiple responsibilities 
attached to marriage vows? That's the question I 



asked several well-known married climbers, 
all over 35, all of whom continue to climb. 

Yvon Chouinard, married 15 years to a 
nonclimber, father of 2 children, arrived at the 
church on time when he was 32. He felt no 
pressure to marry younger and feels he made the 
right decision to wait. He joins one expedition a 
year now, which means he climbs less 
frequently than he did as a younger man, but it 
also means he has more time to spend being a 
parent and husband. 

John Roskelley did marry young, at 23, but 
still managed the compromise Chouinard 
describes for balancing climbing and 
matrimony. As a result, marriage was no 
encumbrance for Roskelly; in reality, the 
opposite was true. "I have been able to live with 
long periods of detachment from my family 
because I know they backed me fully in any 
mountaineering endeavor." 

Roskelley also said that he had been fortunate 
to have an understanding spouse, "one who has 
supported us during the lean years (which were 
most of them)." And he felt that 13 years of 
marriage has done far more for my career and 
personality than climbing ever has" because he 
never allowed mountaineering to become the 
number one priority. "I think it is important to 
note that I didn't let mountaineering take over 
my life--I used mountaineering to further my 
life in other, more important areas, such as 
marriage, family, and goals." 

"What I consider behind all the luck I've had 
with career, climbing, and marriage," said 
Galen Rowell, is the simple act of 
compromise." 

He also married a woman with a mutual 
interest in travel. "My wife Barbara," said 
Rowell, "goes with me on virtually all my 
foreign trips or joins me somewhere en route. 
Since we married in 1981, she's been to Nepal 
twice, Pakistan, Tibet, China, East Africa, and 
Japan as well as Canada and Mexico." Rowell 
added that "she feels in touch with the places that 
mean so much to me, and when she helps me with 
PR for a book or photo show her personal 
involvement and experience are priceless." 

But because Barbara Rowell, though not a 
climber, is a public relations professional, she 
and Galen often travel in different directions. 
Which means, according to Galen, "We  

recognize that it is not good for a couple to either 
do everything together, or do little together. We 
try to compromise and favor each other's 
passions at different times. 

"I feel that no one," he concludes, "can expect 
such a strange and personal and time- 
consuming activity as climbing to fit into a 
normal career and marriage unless they really 
work at it and organize their lives with some 
forethought." 

Jim Bridwell, like Chouinard, Roskelley, 
and Rowell, also found marriage meant, not the 
end to climbing, but the beginning of more 
deliberate decisions on what is and isn't 
important in life. "Since becoming a family 
man, free time isn't as available for training 
and climbing as in the past, and this has directed 
my endeavors to projects which require a more 
cerebral drive and durability. It's not the size of 
the dog in the fight, it's the size of the fight in the 
dog. 

"And," he added, "there is still a lot of fight 
in this old dog." 

Muriel and Fritz Wiessner more than prove 
Bridwell right, prove that marriage does not have 
to take the fight out of anyone with a persistent 
passion for high places. "Many of us older 
climbers in the 70's and 80's," said Fritz 
Wiessner, "seem never to lose their.. .wide 
interests in mountaineering. The love for the 
greatness and beauty of high mountains and 
hills remains with them to the end of their lives." 

Muriel Wiessner understood her spouse's 
love for mountains, saying that "there's not 
much to be done about dedicated mountain 
climbers. . .they are a breed apart." At the same 
time, she's part of the long tradition that includes 
Fanny Workman, Miram Underhill, Claude 
Kogan, Nicky Clough, Grace Hoeman and Nea 
Morin, a tradition of women who climbed before 
marriage and continued climbing after the 
nuptials. 

Mutual trust also helps considerably for the 
Wiessners. "I never worry about Fritz," she 
said, "for he's a careful climber." And though 
she no longer climbs, Muriel Wiessner 
sometimes hikes 14 miles a day by herself, "and 
Fritz doesn't worry either. I guess it's because 
we're doing something that's good for us." 

When she did climb with Fritz in the Alps, 
they would escape responsibilities and 
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obligations for a time together, and 'when you 
get up there," she added, "the beautiful views, the 
satisfaction, make earthly problems seem 
secondary." 

Which is not to say, for readers who remain 
skeptical and cling to the H. W. Tilman 
misogamy role model, that it's all a matter of 
sitting down and juggling household, 
professional, and childcare schedules. 

MOUNTAINS IN MINIATURE 
PRECISION SCALE MODELS OF EVEREST, McKINLEY, K-2, ST. HELENS, 
RAINIER AND 15 OTHER MOIINTAINS OF 
THE WORLD. 

Write for FREE CATALOG: 
MODEL INDUSTRIES 
13711 Lake City Way N.E. 
Seattle, WA 98125 
(206) 362-2400 

Model sizes approximately 5" 

A FANTASTIC GIFT 

Not a sale... 
but a"get acquainted offer" 

Our customers know the difference. Our 'sales" are 
published only in our monthly newsletter "Gear News", 
which customers receive with their orders. Sale items 
are blown out at way below wholesale cost. 

By comparison, our October "Get acquainted offer" is 
intended to expand our sales of items which are popular, 
current, and will continue to be current even next year. 

This offer is limited. Markdowns extend only to orders 
we receive before 31 October 1986, and availability is 
subject to stock on hand. As usual, complete satisfaction 
is guaranteed on all items. 

Price 1IlJ. 1 
LOWE PACKS 

SPECIALIST I $280 $230 
CONTOUR IV $190 $150 
UINTAH $145 $115 

CARIBOU QUALLOFIL SLEEPING BAGS 
ZEUS —25 deg—REG. $165 $130 
ZEUS —25 deg—LONG $175 $140 
SOLSTICE 10 deg—REG. $120 $100 
SOLSTICE 10 deg—LONG $130 $110 

FIRE ROCK SHOES 
Sizes 5 to 13 $87 $67 

WILD COUNTRY HB NUTS $40 set of 6 $30 
LATOK ITEMS 

HUMMINGBIRD HAMMER $55 $45 
PERSUADER NUT TOOL $6 $4 
TRI CAMS #5, 6, 7 $46 all 3 $38 

We are "The Mountaingear People". 
You'll like our prices better! Free 
UPS delivery (non-UPS destinations  

add 10% of order, Anchorage and 
HI go UPS Air). 6% tax in CA. 
Request current "Plain Jane". 

MOUNTAIN HIGHA GL  ,  . LTD. tt I( 

of SIERRA DESERT GUIDES Clir't\ 

824 WEST GRAAF RIDGECREST, CA 93555 . (59) 446-5643 

Unexpected events do occur as they did for a pair 
who set the standard for marital adaptation and 
compromise--Nea and Jean Morin. 

Englishwoman Nea Barnard met 
Frenchman Jean Morin when they both climbed 
in the Alps in the roaring twenties. Jean was 
already a member of the Groupe de Haute 
Montagne. Nea became a member; together they 
did the first guideless climb of Aiguille du Roc, 
married, and spent their honeymoon in the 
Pyrenees. 

But the mountain honeymoon didn't end with 
the economic catastrophe of the Great Depression, 
didn't end when two children came along, each 
arriving just as Jean lost yet anotherjob. The 
Morins muddled through, continued to climb 
with one parent minding the kids while the other 
slipped away to the Alps. 

The Depression culminated in World War II 
and led Jean Morin into military service and 
also led to his death on a mission for the Free 
French. Nea persevered. Memory of Jean, of his 
love for mountains, and her own love of 
climbing, sustained her, and after the war she 
continued a family tradition by introducing the 
children, Ian and Denise, to European 
mountaineering. 

Denise became an avid climber, joining her 
mother to become one of the best rock climbing 
cordee'feminine in the British Isles, attracting 
sufficient notice for Sir Charles Evans of Everest 
fame to propose. Denise accepted. Sir Charles 
and Lady Evans went off exploring the 
Himalayas for their honeymoon while Mom 
went to Ama Dablam. 

At age 54, after depression, war, after losing 
her husband and raising her children alone, 
Nea Morin never lost her love of 
mountaineering. She went to Nepal as a member 
of the 1959 British Ama Dablam Expedition, 
turning down a Cho Oyu invitation from Claude 
Kogan to do so. And she became president of both 
the Pinnacle Club and the Ladies' Alpine Club in 
Britain, rubbing shoulders with the likes of Eric 
Shipton, Sir John Hunt, and Chris Bonington. 

In short, if you want both mountains and 
marriage, you can master both. And the 
combination may do far more for your career, 
your personality, your ability to slog on through 
the best and worst of times than climbing alone 
ever will. 
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SCIZee 
American Kangtega North Face Expedition 

The American Kangtega North Face Expedition led by Jay 
Smith from California left for Nepal on September 14. Kang 
tega, 22,340 feet, is located in the Kumbu Himal, only a few 
miles from Everest. Its 5,000-foot north face will present one 
of the most technically difficult routes yet attempted at such an 
altitude. This is an impressive objective for the four men mak-
ing the ultra-lightweight alpine-style ascent. 

Beside Jay, the team includes Craig Reason from Nevada, 
Paul Teare from California and Mark I-Jesse from Colorado. 

Soloist Dies on K2 

Italian Renato Casarotto died on a solo attempt of K2 in 
July apparently from a fall. He radioed for help which ar-
rived while he was still alive but he succumbed shortly thereaf-
ter. His body was left on the mountain. He is credited with 
numerous first solo ascents throughout the world. 

His close American Climbing friend, Franco Faraguna, says 
of him, "He was a dear friend and fellow climber who possessed 
a clearness of thought and goal but always had a ready laugh 
and quick joke when the going got tough. He will be missed." 

Help Wanted For Study of Aging Rope 
Preliminary studies as presented at the 1986 .National 

Speological Society convention indicate that rope deteriorates 
with age. Samples of a 14-year-old well-treated rope tensile-
broke at about one-half its new advertised strength. Not only 
did the rope tensile unsatisfactorily, but follow-up abrasion tests 
indicate an extremely low abrasion resistance. 

One rope does not make a test complete. The Vertical Section 
is asking for 10-foot pieces of old 7/16" rope (any kind) to be 
sent to: Bruce Smith, 1822 Mountain Bay Dr., Hixson, TN 
37343, along wisth the history of the rope (its age, use, wash-
ing, care and storage), in hopes that a detailed study can yield 
a guide to aging rope. 

This same paper revealed that excessive washing could be a 
cause of premature rope aging. Recently, several rope manufac-
turers have strongly advised against the prewashing and pre-
shrinking of a rope; they suggest it be used new and washed 
when dirty. Constant soaking and drying of a rope could cause 
it to develop a form of dry rot, making the rope stiff and brittle. 

- NSS News, October, 1986 

Canadian Woman Climbs Everest's North Side 

Sharon Wood, a Canadian mountain guide from Alberta, be-
came the world's second woman to have scaled Everest from 
the northern side in China. It was first climbed by a Chinese 
woman, Paindog of Tibetan nationality, in May of 1975. Sharon 
and Dwayne Congdon, both 29, were the first to successfully 
scale the peak via the western ridge in China. 

- China Sports 
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New Saint Helens Trails 

The Forest Service is unlocking doors to several new and 
spectacular views of the Casades' most active volcano, includ-
ing a trip by foot to within two miles of its steaming crater. The 
Forest Service is building nearly one million dollars worth of 
new or relocated trails that include 30 miles of scenic hiking 
around Mt. Saint Helens and another 21 miles on nearby Na-
tional Forest land. 

One of the most spectacular, just opened in August, is a 3.4-
mile trail across the Plains of Abraham, just 2 air miles from 
the throat of the volcano. 

Although a new topographic map for the Saint Helens Na-
tional Volcanic Monument was issued this year, these very new 
trails are not on it. Hikers traveling in this area must be prepared 
to navigate by map-and-compass. The new map can be ordered 
by mail for $1 from the National Volcanic Monument Head-
quarters, Rt. 1, Box 369, Amboy, WA 98601. 

China Opens More Peaks 

According to a report in the August, 1986 issue of China 
China will open to foreign climbers 12 more mountain 

peaks in the Tibet Autonomous Region, including the world's 
6th highest peak, Cho Oyu, 8,210m on the China-Nepal border. 

With 9 peaks already opened since 1980, the Region now has 
opened 21 peaks out of a total of more than 40 above 7,000 
meters. Among those first opened was Qomolangma (Everest) 
8,848m, Xixiabangma, 8,021m, the world's 14th highest. 

Among the 12 peaks to be opened, 5 will be opened this year. 
They are Cho Oyu, 8,210m; Guiha Kangri, 7,538m; Gyalha 
Bairi, 7, 151m; Nyainqentanglha, 7,1 17m, and Qowoyat, 
7351 m. 

ACC Grants 

The Mountaineering Fellowship Committee of the American 
Alpine Club is accepting applications for grants from young 
climbers. The purpose of the Fellowship Fund is to encourage 
climbers under 26 years of age to go into remote areas and seek 
out mountaineering projects that they might not ordinarily be 
able to do. Unexplored regions, unclimbed peaks, and Un-
climbed routes will be looked on with favor. The Committee 
looks not only at the merit of the proposed climb but also at the 
match of the applicant's experience with the requirements of the 
climb. 

Young climbers with excellent "local" credentials for whom 
a grant would be invaluable in opening the door to more chal-
lenging and different kinds of mountaineering are ideal candi-
dates. The total amount of funds available for 1987 grants is 
more than $2000. 

The application deadline is December 1, 1986. Further infor-
mation and application forms are available from The American 
Alpine Club, 113 East 90th Street, New York NY 10128-1589. 



Carabiners with Curved Gates 

If you believe that new carabiner designs are an all-around 
improvement then take a second look. This new carabiner de-
signed with a gate that is curved has some advantages. The gate 
opening is larger, therefore it is easier to slip the rope through. 
The danger of cross loading is also greatly reduced. But there is 
a major disadvantage related to its design. If the rope runs in an 
inefficient way the gate will actually open during a fall and re-
lease the rope. One accident has already been reported. The dia-
gram above clearly shows the problem. One must always place 
this type of carabiner with the gate opening pointed uphill. Ac-
tually, in addition, a short sling or tape should be used between 
carabiners so that if undesired loading is experienced, the 
carabiner can turn. In no way should the carabiner be blocked 
from turning, which is a problem if pitons with small eyes are 
used. 

- Alpline Club of Canada 
(Tacoma Mountain Rescue Unit Newsletter) 

Shepard Pass Ski Tour 

Wimps don't do it, nor do many cross-country skiers! The 
seasoned skier-mountaineer who has accomplished this feat says 
it's the most difficult trek in the Sierras. What are we talking 
about? Shepard Pass! 

While it does tend to separate the men from the boys, it offers 
a variety of nordic opportunities for the person interested in 
more than a day trip. The topography is a vista of dramatic 
winter landscapes and for the backcountry adventurer, ski tour-
ing presents an entirely new kind of wilderness experience. 

West of Independence, California on U.S. Highway 395, the 
Sierra crest reaches its greatest height. The Shepard Pass 
Trailhead, located on the south side of Symmes Creek, starts at 
a shadeless 5,700 Ft. elevation, zigzags up its narrow canyon, 
then follows Shepard Creek to the summit, reaching an altitude 
of over 12,000 feet. The route is a gut-wrenching 91/2-miles of 
classic Sierra relief. 

Reaching the summit, some return to the trailhead, retracing 
their route. The more adventurous go on across the Sierras, ulti-
mately reaching the west side at Wolverton Ski Bowl, 3 miles 
northeast of the Giant Forest Resort in Sequoia National Park. 
One exhausted skier said "they should give out a medal for mak-
ing this trans-Sierra crossing!" 

Reaching the trailhead can be a problem, but transportation 
is available by the Trailhead Shuttle Service, P.O. Box 218 In-
dependence, CA 93526, phone (619) 878-2333. They also ser-
vice most of the other Eastern Sierra trailheads and a telephone 
call to them will provide you with the latest weather and snow 
conditions. 

Wilderness permits are required and you can obtain one from 
the USFS., Mt. Whitney Ranger District, P.O. Box 8, Lone 
Pine, CA 93545, phone (619) 876-5542. 

F ipst winter ascent 
of Slesse's 
Northeast Buttress 

By John Hessburg 

Last March Jim Nelson and Kit Lewis made the incred-

ible first winter ascent of Slesse Mountain's Northeast 

Buttress in the first eight days of the month. It was one 

of the hardest alpine climbs ever completed in the North 

Cascades and will probably rank among the boldest tech-

nical winter ascents of all time in Canada or the U.S. 

Slesse is a forbidding chunk of Chilliwack gneiss some 

7,800 feet high near the hamlet of Agassiz in southern 

British Columbia. Fred Beckey calls the mountain a "sav-

age rock fang" and "one of the grand sentinels of the 

North Cascades." In winter the Northeast Buttress is a 

Grade VI, 31-pitch route up 2,500 feet of steep, exposed, 

ice-plastered ridge rock. 
Chopper pilot Jerry Freeman ferried Nelson and Lewis 

with their 140 pounds of gear from Agassiz to a pocket 

glacier under the East Face of Slesse at 5,300 feet. There 

are still fragments of airplane and occupants on the face 

from a tragedy on December 9, 1956 when a TCA North 

Star slammed into the peak at 7,600 feet. 

The ice was so thin on the ridge that Jim and Kit placed 

only one screw on the whole climb on the second 

pitch near the end of steep ice approach from the poc- 

ket glacier to the ridge crest. 

Most pitches required front-pointing up 60-plus-degree 

gneiss covered with thin ice. They often were forced to 

chop concretized ice off face holds or out of cracks for 

hundreds of feet at a stretch in order to bash pins or make 

tough rock moves with crampons affixed. Most of the 

cruxes would be rated hard 5.9's in summer, but when 

they are 80-degree icy rock, it's a "whole nother thing." 

Nelson or Lewis sometimes would lead out 130 feet at a 

crack up these 80-degree pitches without placing a single 

piece of intermediate pro, lending a fresh meaning to the 

concept of the "Hail Mary" belay anchor site of the 

"Thank God" Friend placement. 
Because Slesse is relatively close to the Pacific Ocean, 

it is exposed to countless days of moist maritime air 

freezing and sticking like Loony Glue in a layer only a 

centimeter or two thick to all the steep rock - even way 

inside the cracks and under the roofs. Front points can 

only bite a fraction of an inch and many times on aid 

moves Jim and Kit hung from the picks of their ice tools 

hooked imaginatively into a quarter-inch of rock-hard ice 

on a vertical slab. Also, the climb was ultra-committed 

because the only escape routes other than the one they 

were on were the sheer, unclimbed north and east faces 

on either side of the ridge crest. 
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Victory on Gasherbrum IV 

continued from page one 

Hall-Hargis is the first American ever to stand atop this re-
mote summit, one of the 20 highest in the world. 

Macartney-Snape, 30, is a national hero in Australia after his 
daring oxygen-free conquest of Mount Everest in 1984 via a 
new direct route up the North Face. 

Child, 29, an Australian native who's a writer and carpenter 
on the side, and Hall-Hargis, 38, a mountain guide, were aided 
greatly by four other teammates who hauled heavy loads to es-
tablish the four camps on "Gash Four:" Tacoma psychiatrist 
Steve Risse; ace big-wall climber Randy Leavitt of Del Mar, 
Calif.; Geoff Radford of Anchorage, Alaska; and Andy Tuthill 
of Enfield, N.H., who reached 25,800 feet. Most of the team 
returned home early this month. 

A man whose name is to world alpine circles as Babe Ruth's 
was to baseball, Walter Bonatti of Italy, first tamed Gasherbrum 
IV with one partner on Aug. 7, 1958. Child's team stumbled 
across some of Bonatti's ancient carabiners and sun-decayed 
rope at the summit - a moving moment. Since Bonatti's 
triumph, eight expeditions have tried to follow suit, including 
four U.S. teams. All failed to hit the summit except Child's 
crew. 

Other highlights of the Seattle team's victory were the stuff 
of old-time movie yarns, according to Risse, who reached the 

- 

GIBBS 
ASCE'DERS I 

ty; 
Free Spring 

Running Loaded Gibbs Products 
T-Shi rts 

Each Ascender is tested to 1000 pounds. Its 
smooth rounded teeth produce little or no 
rope damage. Especially applicable to equip-
ment haulage, group ascents, fixed rope and 
rescue operations. Operates on icy or muddy 
ropes. 

GIBBS PRODUCTS Write for 202 HAMPTON AVENUE 
SALT LAKE CITY, UTAH 84111 ree roc ure  

highest tent camp at 24,140 feet: 
• There was a 100-mile approach hike to base camp across rug-
ged terrain with 84 porters toting some 5,000 pounds of food 
and gear. Part of that load was 6,600 feet of 8mm nylon cord 
for fixing ropes on the treacherous sections. (The whole trip 
only cost each climber $3,400, a piddling sum by Himalayan 
climbing standards.) 
• There were half a dozen nerve-grinding load ferries between 
base camp at 15,500 feet and Camp I at 18,500 feet, passing 
under a 2,000-foot-high icefall from which house-sized seracs 
would crack off and rumble down at unexpected moments. Also 
along this route was a steep snow slope that would suffer mas-
sive avalanches after each of the frequent snowfalls they experi-
enced. 
• For all but 10 days of the 42-day climb, Child's team was 
lashed by snow and winds sometimes so severe that Hall-Har-
gis, for example, once had to crawl on his hands and knees back 
to Camp II at 21,500 feet. 
• On the way down from the summit, Macartney-Snape slipped 
and began a pendulum slide down an icy rock slab with a sick-
ening 10,000-foot exposure above Camp I. Child had him on a 
boot-ice axe belay. However, the belay hung tough and the Au-
ssie slid a mere 40 feet. He lost an ice axe but sustained only 
bruises. 

Since Hall-Hargis had a hacking bronchial cough on summit 
day, the magnitude of the team's conquest didn't register with 
him until he got back to base camp a couple days later. "It takes 
energy to feel," he says. "I was too shot to feel anything." 

Child remembers the 20 minutes they spent on top of Gasher-
brum IV: "It felt so good because we didn't have to go up any 
more. I thought, 'God, that is really a wild, lovely planet down 
there.'" 

STEPHENSON'S WARM LITE TENTS AND BAGS 

When you want ruggedness and reliability, you'll want a 
STEPHENSON Warmlite Tent, the original and still most storm 
resistant round top tent. 

STEPHENSON'S ultralight and compact COMPLETE sleeping 
systems from $225. Absolutely stormproof, light but roomy tents 
from 2-man at 2 lbs., $280 to 6-man at 5 lbs., $500. 

Send $3 for complete catalog to: 
STEPHENSON, RFD 4, Box 145, Gilford, N.H. 03246 

A c c e s s o r y 
Straps 

Of neoprene-nylon as used in our crampon 
straps, carefully made with copper belt rivets 
and steel roller buckles. No time limit on our 
guarantee, and postpaid service. 

For information, send 22 cents to: 
BRUCE BECK, Dept. M 

P.O. Box 2223 
Santa Barbara, California 93120 USA 
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THE GREAT CLIMBING ADVENTURE, by John Barry. 
Sparkford England: The Oxford Illustrated Press, 1985. 
$12.95, hardcover, 21 pages. 

Reviewed by Barry Greer 

At first glance, THE GREAT CLIMBING ADVENTURE 
causes a groan and a "here we go again" because the book opens 
with this: "The most common question all climbers are asked is 
'why?' 'Why do you climb?" A great philosophical conundrum 
akin in cosmic importance to "why get up in the morning?" Luck-
ily, John Barry, an articulate British (actually Irish) climber 
spares us a boring slog through the usual platitudes that begin 
with Mallory - serious or not-uttering "Because it's there." 

Barry is well read enough to know no one has a good answer 
to that non-question to begin with and that mountain literature 
is already weighed down with tons of bad prose set to avalanche 
on the next tool trying to improve on Mallory's aphoristic diret- 
tissima. "The game - and it is only a game hardly bears 
rational examination after all," says Barry. "The dozens of 
questions got up as answers to that big question, 'why do you 
play this game?' are proof of that, not refutation." 

The best in mountain literature, like the best of any literature, 
simply tells the story and leaves the nit-picking analysis to the 
scholar-squirrels who climb nothing more than the steps to the 
library entrance. The best writing is writing that shows climb-
ing, shows it in rich description, in tightly woven narrative, 
with an honesty that sees it steadily, sees it whole. 

Barry follows E.M. Forster's dictum, though he does so in 
the footsteps of the finest mountain narrator of the twentieth 
century, H.W. Tilman. Tilman was never hyperbolic, never 
took himself or climbing too seriously, and always maintained 
that well-known British ironic distance from life, a distance 
manifest in self-effacing, sardonic humor. Barry also carefully 
mixes irony, honesty, and wit, and does so with the skill, like 
Tilman, of a climber who can write, of a writer who also 
climbs. 

Example. Barry's memory of what a guidebook in obnoxi-
ously optimistic language, "slippery with lyrical prose," de-
scribes as a four hour alpine snow slog on the Mont Blanc mas-
sif. To Barry, the climb and "alpinism [were] something very 
different." Memories of the route were of "luke warm brews, 
forgotten food, burnt fingers, handleless pots and anglophobe 
hut wardens . . . supercharged long-life sardine-fuelled 
belches, bust crampon straps, fumbled gear and slings all too 
big or too small .......The truth - and Barry does an excellent 
job of locating it - is that mountaineering is one foul-up close 
on the heels of another. Sort of like, you guessed it, life. In 
spite of snafu, we muddle through and reach the top (some-
times). 

If climbing serves as a metaphor for anything in life, climb-
ing is The Big Goof and as far as Jupiter from The Big Con-
quest. Military metaphors for climbing are dead and never 
should have been given life, another glimmer of common sense  

Barry, though a former Royal Marine, sees steadily. A comic/ 
absurd failure on the East Face of the Grand brasses, he con-
cludes, "went a long way in developing my sense of the ridicul-
ous - an important alpine attitude." 

That sense carried him up Mt. Cook, up and down the Alps, 
up and down Wales and Scotland, Gauri Sankar, and Deborah. 
Great. It's great to have another honest book with a healthy 
sense of irony and the absurd on the ego-swollen mountain book 
shelf. Don't worry, though, by "honesty" I don't mean the seri-
ous self-examination of David Roberts, a writer John Barry ad-
mires but does not imitate. What I have in mind is the honesty 
of a climber who says, "Writing is hard work. Like climbing, 
to do it well, you go slowly, backwards even, and some days 
nothing at all happens." Of a climber who can state without 
flinching that "mountaineering has as much to do with weakness 
as with strengths." 

Barry shouldn't mind, then, if I say that THE GREAT 
CLIMBING ADVENTURE does have a flaw or two. The chap-
ters on Scottish and Welsh rock crumble into a slag heap of 
anecdotes, the kind told to friends after two beers. Those tales 
needed sustained tension, a touch of suspense to hold interest 
like the Gauri Sankar narrative did and did superbly. For an 
American reader the going is also tough when the thick British 
colloquial snow gets blown around on the page. I could have 
used one or two fewer "wazzers." Tilman used care not to let 
British idiom clutter his sentences. 

Still, THE GREAT CLIMBING ADVENTURE should stand 
the test of time as did Tilman. Barry's 250 pages will remain 
on my shelf long after I've forgotten the prose and color glossy 
photos in yet another boring book about another boring first. 
The first circumnavigation of Chomo, the first on top of the 
seven highest, the first full moon nude night solo on Wide 
World of Sports. 

WINTER MOUNTAIN LEADERSHIP: Notes from a Cana-
dian Conference. Published by the Alpine Club of Canada. 
8 x 101/2, paperbound, 339 pages. $14.95, plus postage. 
Available from The Hostel Shop, 1414 Kensington Rd., 
N.W., Calgary, Alberta T2N 3P9. 

The contents of this training manual are the result of a Winter 
Mountain Leadership conference held at Lake Louise, at which 
some of the most experienced backcountry and medical people 
were brought together to present a wide range of topics pertinent 
to safe winter travel in a harsh alpine environment. 

Using the talent available in western Canada, guides, 
educators, alpine specialists and emergency physicians pre-
sented a wide range of subjects. Some of the areas covered are 
avalanches, route-finding!navigation, glacier travel, mountain 
medicine - preparation & prevention, snow shelters, ice 
climbing hazards, nutrition, dehydration and water use, medical 
and survival kits. 

There is certainly a wealth of information in the 339 pages 
contained in this book, and it will be helpful not only to trip 
leaders, but to the average person going into the wilderness dur-
ing the winter months. 

SUMMIT / Sept.-Oct., 1986 33 



Remember your friends with a gift subscription to SUMMIT—a 
gift they will receive all year. We will send the first issue and a 
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JOBS OVERSEAS! 
Including 

CRUISE SHIPS! 
EUROPE-AUSTRALIA-JAPAN 
CARIBBEAN-SOUTH PACIFIC 

ALL OCCUPATIONS! 

EXCELLENT PAY & BENEFITS! 
FREE TRAVEL! GENEROUS VACATIONS 

& BONUSES! 

If you like the EXCITEMENT and ADVEN-
TURE of living and working in a foreign 
country, or life aboard a CRUISE SHIP, 
(traveling the Caribbean or possibly the 
South Pacific), we have a brand new 1986 
INTERNATIONAL EMPLOYMENT DIREC-
TORY that will show exactly how and where 
to apply for one of these high paying and 
exciting jobs. 
HERE IS JUSTA SAMPLE OF WHAT OUR 
INTERNATIONAL EMPLOYMENT DIREC-
TORY COVERS! 

THROUGH THE USE OF OUR DIREC-
TORY, you will be able to contact hundreds 
of American corporations that employ both 
men and women in nearly every possible 
occupation ... construction, engineering, 
sales, transporation, secretarial work, ac-
counting, manufacturing, oil refining,teach-
ing U.S. Government ... and in over 100 coun-
tries, Australia, Japan, Africa, South Pacific, 
Europe, South America, etc., etc. You will 
also receive several standard Employment 
Application Forms thatyou may send directly 
to the companies you would have an interest 
in working for. 

HOWAND WHERE to apply forthe job of 
your choice aboard a CRUISE SHIP such as 
deck hands, restaurant help, cooks, barten-
ders, casino workers, maintenance help,just 
to name a few. Times have never been better 
for American cruise ship companies. 

U.S. GOVERNMENT AGENCIES that 
employ Americans in nearly every possible 
occupation and world wide. Skilled and 
unskilled. 
(4)ALONG WITH OUR INTERNATIONAL 
EMPLOYMENT DIRECTORY, you will re-
ceive our Overseas Employment Digest ... jam-
packed with information about current over-
seas job opportunities! Special sections 
feature news on overseas construction pro-
jects, executive positions, and teaching 
opportunities. 

90-DAY MONEY BACK GUARANTEE! 
Use our DIRECTORYforupto 90 days toget 
ajob overseas or aboard a cruise ship. If you 
have not had at least two job offers within 90 
days, simply return our DIRECTORY for a 
full and immediate refund! 

I I 
I Send Check or money order to: 

International Employment Directory 
• 131 Elma Dr. Dept T46 I 
I Centralia, WA 98531 I 
I I 

Please send me a copy of your Interna-
• tional Employment Directory. I under-
• stand that I may use this information for 90 I 
I days and if I am notsatisfied with the results, I 

I may return your Directoryforan immediate 
refund. On that basis I'm enclosing $20.00 

• Check ... orMoneyOrder ... foryourinter- I 

national Employment Directory. I 
I I 
I NAME 
I please print I 
I I 
I ADDRESS  
I I 

1 CITY _STATE.ZIP  

• 1986 COPYRIGHT INTERNATIONAL EMPLOYMENT I 
i DIRECTORY I 

---------------- 

Dear Editors: 

Enjoyed the piece by Eric Redfern May/ 
June issue of this year. 

In 1979/80, I attended a slide show pre-
sented by some "Gunkies" at the University in 
New Paltz. That local group had a very dif-
ficult time of it and were trying the Mt. Thor 
west face at the same time the Japanese were 
doing their bolt trip. 

I can still see those up-side-down bolts, and 
remember the comments about the bolt clus-
ters at belays, the junk piles, etc. 

As I recall, the Japanese had some mechan-
ical devices to drill bolt holes and even had a 
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"Grinder" (extra bolts at belays?) on the wall 
to sharpen things up. I think the climber 
operating the grinder fell and was killed. They 
also dropped the grinder, at which time they 
decided to pack it in. 

I do not remember for sure if the Gunkies 
did the Robbins number on the first 300 feet 
of the bolt ladder. 

It would be nice to see a follow-up story 
about that previous attempt as it was quite a 
slide show and I really believe your readers 
would be as moved as I was by that epic. 

Sal Garcia 
Seattle, Washington 
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7'he MARKE 7RLACE 30 per word PREPAID 

BOOTS & BOOT REPAIR 

BOOTMAKING: Technical, hiking, ski 
and walking boots carefully handmade 
and fitted by John W. Calden, P.O. Box 
389A, Frisco, CO 80443. 303/668-3402. 

MOUNTAIN_FOOTWEAR SPECIALIST 
- Make it stick with Spanish Fly high 
friction rubber for any brand of rock 
shoes. Free catalog of repair services and 
accessories. Komito Boots, Crags Drive, 
Box 2106, Estes Park, CO 80517, (303) 
586-5391. 

EQUIPMENT & SOFTWARE 

WANTED: TRAIL WISE FITZROY 
ILT. Will pay well if in good shape. 
Call Ted collect. (617) 247-1542. 

Mountaineering HARDWARE, SOFT-
GOODS and More! Free catalog. Write: 
Hansen Mountaineering, Inc., 757 North 
State, Orem, Utah 84057. 

MOUNTAIN HIGH, LTD. has renewed 
production of those superlative rock 
drills which were sold until this Spring 
under a different name. Two flutes, spi-
ral, reverse taper, fits standard holder 
($9), manufactured to latest revision of 
"Size 121/2" drawing. The most success-
ful drill for sinking 1/4"  Rawldrives and 
Taperbolts in granite. Size 121/2  drill, ea. 
$10. 824 West Graaf, Ridgecrest, CA 
93555. 

MOUNTAINEERING LITERATURE 

Mountaineering Literature, Journals 
purchased, exchanged. Highest prices 
paid. Complimentary search service. 
Catalogs. MOUNTAINBOOKS, Box 
25589, Seattle, WA 98125. 

A few complete sets of unbound 1985 
Summit issues left. $12 plus $2 postage 
and handling. Send check or money 
order to SUMMIT, P.O. Box 1889, Big 
Bear Lake, CA 92315. 

SMiiIjne, 1955-1959, al-
most all issues, fine condition, $5.50 
each, postage paid. Joe Kramarsic, Box 
1342, Dillon, Colorado 80435. 
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GUIDED CLIMBS & EXPEDITIONS 

ACONCAGUA, 7021 meters. Join 
Genet Expeditions for expeditions "to 
the summit." For more information, 
write: Genet Expeditions, Inc., Tal-
keetna, AK 99676. (907) 376-5120. 

ACONCAGUA & BROAD PEAK EX-
PEDITONS. Michael Covington is now 
taking applications for his expedition to 
Aconcagua's Polish Route and Broad 
Peak in the Karakoram. For details 
please write: Fantasy Ridge, P.O. Box 
1679, Telluride, Colorado 81435 or call 
(303) 728-3546. 

MT. McKINLEY EXPEDITIONS - 
Climb with experienced professional 

McKinley guides. For brochure write: 
Rainier Mountaineering, Inc. 201 St. 
Helens, Tacoma, Washington, 98402. 

Join us for climbs in ALASKA, RUS-
SIA, SOUTH AMERICA: Denali, Peak 
Communism, Aconcagua. For complete 
information: MOUNTAIN TRIP, Gary 
Bocarde, Box 41161, Dept. 5, Anchor-
age, AK 99509. (907) 345-6499. 

ALASKA-DENALI GUIDING. Join us 
for expeditions on Mt. McKinley and 
other activities in Denali National Park. 
Alpine seminars, mountain hikes, skiing 
in the Alaska Range. Custom trips 
statewide. Brian and Diane Okonek, Box 
326, Talkeetna, AK 99676. (907) 733-
2649. 

ALASKA. Michael Covington is now 
taking reservations for expeditions to 
Denali's West Buttress, West Rib and 
South Buttress and neighboring peaks of 
the Mooses Tooth, Dan Beard, Peak 
11,300', Mt. Hays, Foraker and Mt. 
Huntington. For details please write: 
Fantasy Ridge, P.O. Box 1679, Tel-
luride, Colorado 81435 or call (303) 
728-3546. 

This publication is available 
in microform from University ' 

Microfilms International. .. - 

Call toll.free 800-521-3044. Or mail inquiry Is 
University Microfilms International. 300 North 
Zeeb Road, Ann Arbor, MI 48106. 

ROCK, ICE, WINTER COURSES 

LET'S GO CLIMBING. Michael 
Covington is now accepting reservations 
for his winter Ice of Ouray technical ice 
climbing courses at Ouray and Telluride. 
Colorado, December-March. For details 
please write to: Fantasy Ridge, P.O. Box 
1679, Telluride, Colorado 81435 or call 
(303) 728-3546. 

RAINIER MOUNTAINEERING, INC. - 
the most complete snow and ice climbing 
school in the United States offers climb-
ing seminars and summit climbs. For 
brochure, write to RMI, 201 St. Helens, 
Tacoma, Washington, 98402. 

PROFESSIONAL INSTRUCTION in 
Rock Climbing, Alpine Mountaineering, 
Mountain Rescue, and more. (Meant for 
the serious climber who wants to get the 
most for his/her money, written and 
practical test, certificates awarded.) 
Write: Hansen Mountaineering, Inc., 
757 North State, Orem, Utah 84057. 

Subscribe to 
SUMMIT 

—still a bargain at $12 per year— 

(6 issues per year) 

Send check or money order to: 

SUMMIT Magazine 

P.O. Box 1889 

Big Bear Lake, CA 92315 

LIFE IS A PITCH! 
Ricky's philosophy, 

with Ricky shown 
' climbing a pitch, is 

on the back of our 
Hanes Beefy-T shirt. 

He's also on the 
front with our 

logo. S,M,L,XL 
$10 + $2 shippin 

/ (60 tax in Calif. 
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THE TALUS CAMPI MOUNTAINEERING STORES IN YOUR AREA 

ALASKA 
Alaska Mountaineering & Hiking 

2633 Spenard Rd. 
Anchorage 99503 

Recreational Equipment, Inc. 
2710 Spenard Rd. 
Anchorage 99503 

ARIZONA 
Desert-Mountain Sports 

4506 N. 16th St. 
Phoenix 85016 

Holubar Mountaineering, Inc. 
3925 E. Indian School Rd. 

Phoenix 85018 

CALIFORNIA 

Adventure 16 
11161 W. Pico Blvd. 

W. Los Angeles 90064 

West Ridge Mountaineering 
11930W. Olympic Blvd. 

Los Angeles 90064 
Recreational Equipment, Inc. 

405 W. Torrance Blvd. 
Carson 90745 
Sport Chalet 

920 Foothill Blvd. 
La Canada 91011 

Mountain High Recreation 
9155 Archibald Ave. 

Rancho Cucomonga 91730 

Recreational Equipment, Inc. 
602 West Arrow Highway 

San Dimas Station 
San Dimas 91773 

Adventure 16 
4620 Alvarado Canyon Rd. 

San Diego 92120 
Recreational Equipment, Inc. 
9 City Blvd., W., The City 444 

Orange 92668 
Holubar Mountaineering, Ltd. 

3650 S. Bristol 
Santa Ana 92704 

The Great Pacific Iron Works 
235 W. Santa Clara St. 

Ventura 93001 
Big Foot Mountaineering 

10 Spruce St. 
Bakersfield 93304 

Wheeler& Wilson Boots 
206 N. Main 

Bishop 93514 
Sunrise Mountaineering 

2290 First St. 
Livermore 94550 
The North Face 

1500 Sunnyvale Ave. 
Walnut Creek 94596 

Recreational Equipment, Inc. 
1338 San Pablo Ave. 

Berkeley 94702 
Recreational Equipment, Inc. 

20640 Homestead Rd. 
Cupertino 95014 

Recreational Equipment, Inc. 
5961 Sunrise Blvd. 

Citrus Heights 95610 
Sierra Outfitters 
2903 Fulton Ave. 

Sacramento 95821 

COLORADO 
Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 

1030 S. Sable 
Gateway Plaza 
Aurora 80012 

Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 
8971 N. Harlan 

Westminster 80030 
Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 

1428 15th St. 
Denver 80202 

Holubar Mountaineering, Inc. 
2490 S. Colorado Blvd. 

Denver 80202 
Recreational Equipment, Inc. 

2200 W. Alameda Ave. 
Denver 80223 

Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 
7200 W. Alameda Ave. 

Villa Italia Plaza 
Lakewood 80226 

The Boulder Mountaineer 
1335 Broadway 
Boulder 80302 
Komito Boots 

Crags Dr. 
Estes Park 80517 
Mountain Chalet 
226 North Tejon 

Colorado Springs 80903 
Pine Needle Mountaineering 

835 Main St., Suite 211 
Durango 81301 

CONNECTICUT 

Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 
One Civic Center 
Hartford 06103 

Clapp & Treat, Inc. 
674 Farmington Ave. 
West Hartford 06119 

GEORGIA 

Mountain Ventures 
918 Church St. 
Decatur 30030 

MASSA CHUSETTS 

Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 
451 Russell St., Rt. 9 

Hadley 01035 

Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 
Rt. 1, Providence Hwy. 

Dedham Plaza 
Dedham 02026 

Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 
1041 Commonwealth Ave. 

Boston 02215 

MINNESOTA 

Recreational Equipment, Inc. 
710 W. 98th 

Bloomington 55420 
Midwest Mountaineering 

309 Cedar 
Minneapolis 55454 

MISSOURI 
Alpine Shope Ltd. 
601 E. Lockwood 

Webster Groves 63119 

MONTANA 

Village Cobbler 
29 E. Main 

Belgrade 59714 

NEW HAMPSHIRE 

Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 
Vose Farm Road 

Peterborough 03458 
Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 

Main St. 
North Conway 03860 

NEW JERSEY 

Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 
117 Riverside Sq., Rt. 4 

Hackensack 07601 

NEW MEXICO 

The Backwoods Mountain Chale, 
6307 Menaul, N.E. 
Albuquerque 87110 

Wilderness Centre, Inc. 
4900 Lomas, N.E. 
Albuquerque 87110 

NEW YORK 

Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 
188 Mercer St. 

New York 10012 
Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 

25 West 60th P1. 
New York City 10023 

Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 
725 Saw Mill River Rd. 

Ardsley 10502 
Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 

174 Glen Cove Rd. 
Cane Place 11514 

NORTH CAROLINA 

Base Camp Mountain Sports, Inc. 
1534 East Blvd. 
Charlotte 28203 
Jesse Brown's 

4369 S. Tryon St. 
Charlotte 28210 

OKLAHOMA 

Backwoods Mountain Chalet 
10205 N. May Ave. 

Oklahoma City 73120 

OREGON 

Oregon Mountain Community 
60 NW Davis St. 
Portland 97209 

Recreational Equipment, Inc. 
1798 Jantzen Beach Ctr. 

Portland 97217 

PENNSYLVANIA 

Exkursion 
4123 Wm. Penn Hwy. 

Monroeville 15146 

Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 
Coultier Ave. 

Suburban Sq. Shop Ctr. 
Ardmore 19003 

TENNESSEE 

Canoeist Headquarters 
4825 Hixon Pike 

Hixon 37343 

UTA H 

Hansen Mountaineering, Inc. 
757 North State 

Orem 84057 
Kirkham's Outdoor Products 

3125 S. State St. 
Salt Lake City 84115 

Recreational Equipment, Inc. 
1122 E. Brickyard Rd. 

Brickyard Plaza 
Salt Lake City 84166 

VERMONT 

Dakin's Mountain Shop 
227 Main St. 

So. Burlington 05401 

WASHINGTON 

Wilderness Sports 
14340 N.E. 20th St. 

Bellevue 98007 
Recreational Equipment, Inc. 

15400 N.E. 20th 
Bellevue 98007 
Swallow's Nest 

3320 Meridan Ave. N. 
Seattle 98103 

Recreational Equipment, Inc. 
1525 11th St. 
Seattle 98122 

Base Camp Supply 
3730 South Pine 
Tacoma 98409 

Recreational Equipment, Inc. 
N. 1125 Monroe St. 

Spokane 99201 
Selkirk Bergsport 

N. 211 Division St. 
Spokane 99202 

WYOMING 

Sunlight Sports 
1323 Sheridan Ave. 

Cody 82414 
Teton Mountaineering 

86 E. Broadway 
Jackson Hole 83001 

CANADA 

The Hostel Shop 
1414 Kensington Rd., N.W. 
Calgary, Alberta T2N 3P9 

Mountain Equipment Co-op 
112. 11th Ave., S.E. 

Calgary, Alberta G2G 0X5 
Mountain Equipment Co-op 

777 Yonge St. 
Toronto, Ontario M4W 2G8 
Mountain Equipment Co-op 

428 West 8th Ave. 
Vancouver, B.C. V5Y 1N9 
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