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Mount McKinley 

South Buttress C110mb 

Text and Photos by Bill Dugovich 

The engine churned into a deafening whine as we 
skirted down the runway. After what seemed an eternity, 
the small plane slowly lifted into the air. The pilot banked 
the craft right, and there before us, still 100 miles away, 
rose the hulking mass of Mount McKinley. 

Three of us, all members of the 1986 Fantasy Ridge 
South Buttress Expedition, were crammed inside. Gear 
filled every nook and cranny. It was May 6, and we were 
off on the adventure of a lifetime. 

Forty-five minutes later the plane touched down on a 
glacier runway at the 7,300-foot level on the Southeast 
Fork of the Kahiltna Glacier. Scores of tents dotted the 
snow-covered landscape. McKinley, at 20,320 feet, at-
tracts more than 700 climbers from around the world 
each year. Most assemble here, a place called Kahiltna 
Base. 

The thermometer read 22° as I stepped onto the snow. 
One thought pierced my mind: "If it's this cold already, 
what the heck will it be like up high?" 

The upper slopes of McKinley loomed above a nearby 
ridge. For a moment, I warmed myself with the realiza-
tion that after 12 years of dreaming, hoping and prepar-
ing, I was finally standing on the flanks of North America's 
highest peak. 

Three more flights brought the rest of our 10-member 
team. The mound of gear grew with each new arrival. 
Tents, shovels, fuel bottles, stove kits, scores of food bags, 
and each climber's personal gear littered the nearby snow. 
Then began the monstrous task of sorting and repacking. 

What couldn't be stuffed into backpacks, went into 
"pigs" - unimposing-looking bags dragged behind by a 
nylon sling. 

"You'll get to know your pigs real well:" chided head  

guide Steve Gall. 
He was right. I would soon begin cursing the contrap-

tion with every step - until I saw a group using the more 
popular sleds. The sleds looked cumbersome and had a 
tendency to tip over every so often while, at least by com-
parison, our pigs glided easily over the snow. Not all the 
time, but most of the time. 

The sun popped over a nearby ridge by the time we 
packed up, roped up and headed out. The temperature 
had leaped into the mid 60's. Intense sunshine radiating 
off the snow made it feel like 80. Like loaded down pack 
animals, we began inching our way up the glacier. 

Shoulders ached from the 60-pound pack. The even 
heavier pig made walking more like a lurch. "So this is 
how an ox feels," I told myself. 

For consolation, there was the unbelievable setting. It 
felt like walking inside a picture. We crossed crevasses 
that could swallow freight trains and joked about 
avalanches cascading off nearby ridges. 

"That one would have only leveled one city block:" 
remarked guide Chip Faurot after watching a mediocre-
size spectacle. "Not like that sucker we saw come off 
(Mount) Foraker earlier. That baby would have leveled 
Rhode Island." 

Although exaggerated, the words were rooted in truth. 
As one of the "rookie" expedition members there was 

much to learn. Winter climbing in the Cascades of my 
home state of Washington is one thing, McKinley is some-
thing else. 

Daily life became an experience. Four of us shared the 
largest of the team's three tents. Quarters were close, but 
comfortable. Meals took three hours to prepare. It didn't 
take long to tire of the spartan freeze-dried meals and be- 
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Charlie Steiner continues the relentless plodding up the Southeast Fork Kahiltna. Here he is seen between camps 1 and 2. 
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The "Infirmary." From left to right, author Bill Dugovich, Charlie Steiner, Tom Allen and Susan Noldan. 



"The flu begins to take its toll" 

gin dreaming of steak, hamburgers, and, at least for me, 
a big bowl of homemade chile. 

We waged a constant battle against dehydration. 
Rarely did anyone sit inside a tent without a "brew" in 
hand. We drank hot tea, cocoa and hot Jello. We drank 
and drank, then we drank some more. 

Drinking did have a side effect which quickly became 
a major annoyance in the bone-chilling cold of McKinley. 
As a result, it became apparent the most valuable item in 
the tent was labeled "pee bottle." 

"Man, you guys are daring," Gall called out his tent one 
frigid morning as I walked to the latrine. "In this tent, it's 
pee bottle' until 11 a.m. You guys gotta switch to Denali 

Standard Time - don't get out until the sun hits." 
Gall had a point. The air outside was almost unbeara-

ble until nature's heater poked its head above surround-
ing ridges. Bare hands didn't feel cold, they simply stung, 
like a thousand pins sticking you all at once. 

Upwards of 15 hours a day were spent inside tents. With 
stove roaring, the thin nylon shell transformed itself into 
a pleasant haven where temperatures hovered in the mid 
30's, even when well below zero outside. The tent was even 
cozier in the mid-day sun. Its double shell acted like the 
glass of a greenhouse, causing temperatures to soar into 
the mid 80's. 

Clouds and spindrift became our constant companion 
as we progressed up the glacier each day. Although an-
noying, we counted our blessings, really bad weather 
never hit down low. 

We unloaded pigs for good at 11,000 feet, the site of 
Camp 4. From here, everything would go into packs. 
Each move requiring two trips. After hoisting a now much 
heavier pack the next day, I began recalling the good ol' 
days when me and piggy lazily strolled up the glacier. 

Camp 4 was also the spot where the flu began to take 
a toll on the party. Our tent was dubbed the "infirmary." 
Tom Allen was sick, Susan Noldan had caught the bug, 
and Charlie Steiner was on the brink of getting sick. I felt 
fine, but wondered how long my luck would hold. We took 
a pleasant rest day and the three began to recover. 

The following day, May 11, we spent 8 hours carrying 
loads to 12,200 feet for Camp 5. The route weaved 
through a crevasse field before ascending a steep snow 
slope between two seracs and then a precarious ice cliff.  

With 60-pound packs, the obstacle earned the label "in-
teresting." We climbed it again the next day and occupied 
Camp 5. 

Camp 6, at 13,200 feet, was tucked underneath a mas-
sive ice cliff. Although imposing, the 40-foot wall pro-
tected the camp, perched on a ledge barely big enough for 
our three tents, from avalanches that frequently raked a 
nearby slope. 

I felt good that night hunkered inside my sleeping bag. 
The flu was ebbing from the others and had somehow by-
passed me. Still hungry after our dinner of freeze-dried 
lasagna and corn, I quelled the ever-present hunger pains 
by imagining the moment of triumph when I would step 
onto the summit. I wanted to be sure and thank the 
others, especially Gall. The group had really jelled into a 
team. Then, I wanted to make sure to look around. I'd 
been on too many summits too tired to really take in the 
view. It would be a shame to add McKinley to the list. It 
was nearly midnight as I took one last look out the back 
door and saw a golden orange glow across the horizon. 
After soaking in the view, I tightened the storm door ties 
and descended into the warm depths of my sleeping bag. 

The good feeling was gone when I woke the next day, 
May 17. My head pounded and my legs were burning with 
cramps. I took some aspirin and drank some brews, both 
helped. 

The sun never broke through the clouds as we headed 
out of Camp 6. We started at our usual 1:30 p.m. The goal 
was 15,300 feet. The terrain involved climbing a 60-foot 
ice cliff, traversing a crevasse on a thin ledge, and then 
ascending the long avalanche-prone ramp leading to the 
upper mountain. 

I was second on a four-man rope. Faurot lead the team. 
Fellow climbers Mark Moeller and Paul Foster-Moore 
brought up the rear. 

A numbing cold gripped my feet as we descended the 
100 feet of fixed line that led out of our perch below the ice 
cliff and back to the route. It took more than an hour of 
steady climbing before they thawed. The ramp's constant 
steepness made calves burn and cry for a rest. There was 
no place to rest. 

High on the ramp, the wind began to nip at us. After 
rounding an ice cliff at 14,500 feet, the nips turned to 
lashes. Faurot estimated the windchill at 60° below zero. 

SUMMIT/July.Aug., 1987 3 



. fv~ 

Expedition members string out in a line as they leave Camp 3 and head through the icefall. 
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The Southwest Buttress from Camp 3: The route u'eaved through the lower icefall on the left, traversed right 
and ascended the large ramp on the right, gaining the skyline and following it left to the summit. 

Mckinley South Buttiess Climb 
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Expedition members negotiated several sections of technical terrain while traveling to Camp 5. Here, they 
employ fixed lines to ease travel through several crevasses. 

The view from the back door at Camp 6 included 17,000-foot Mt. Foraker. SUMMIT / July-Aug., 1987 5 



"A life or death decision" 

My body felt increasingly drained as we neared 15,000 
feet. My normal one breath a step turned to two. Soon, I 
needed three breaths, and then four breaths for every step 
upwards. The rope linking me to Faurot grew taut. I 
gasped for air. He tugged. I stepped and gasped again. 

"Take a few real deep breaths:" Faurot called back 
above the wind. 

I fried. But when air hit the bottom of my lungs the 
breaths turned into coughs. I put on a sweater to combat 
the cold. Then I put on a coat. I was in trouble, I knew it 
and Faurot sensed it. 

We paused at 15,300 feet. Faurot reasoned it best I go 
down. I agreed. We dumped our loads 400 feet of horizon-
tal travel from the site picked out for Camp 7 and started 
down. 

Back at Camp 6,1 thought two, maybe three hours had 
passed since we left. I glanced at my watch. It read 8:30 
p.m. It was seven hours since our departure. It was hard 
to believe. 

I woke May 18 still drained of energy. Worse, I had the 
flu. It had taken some time, but the bug had hit. Gall took 
the opportunity to call a rest day. Most of us spent the day 
"power lounging" as our leader liked to call doing nothing. 

The rest seemed to do the trick. When the sun hit the 
tents at noon on the 19th,! felt strong and ready to renew 
the battle. 

I wasn't. 
Shortly out of Camp 6, just as we started up the slight 

incline leading to the ice cliff, I began gasping for air 
again. I couldn't get enough to keep my body working 
properly. At first! thought it would go away —just needed 
my second wind. It didn't go away. 

By the time the rope team surmounted the cliff and 
reached the top of the fixed lines, I was again gasping two, 
three and four times for every step. My body was telling me 
something was wrong but my mind did not want to listen. 
I began thinking about the team. I thought about my 
chances of making the top. I thought about my 12-year 
dream to scale McKinley. The thoughts didn't come easy. 

I called to Faurot, "!don't know, man, I just don't know" 
We stopped. I spent a moment catching my breath. 

Faurot didn't like what he saw. He called back the rope 
team above. Gall arrived with the team from below at 
about the same time. 
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"This is not good, man," Gall said in an understanding 
tone. "It's no good if it's going to tear you apart" Then he 
asked the question we all knew the answer to, but no one 
wanted to ask. 

"What's it going to be?" 
All the prepartions - money, hours of training and 

years climbing lesser peaks - filled my mind. I knew there 
was only one thing to say, but the words didn't want to 
come. I gasped for air. A lump grew in my throat and tears 
filled my eyes. One fell on my glasses and instantly froze. 

"! guess I better go down:"! finally said. Then, I turned 
away and began to cry. Foster-Moore sat down beside me 
on the icy slope and put his arm around my shoulders. He 
offered a few words of comfort. Then, he just held tight. 

The decision meant the entire team would return to 
Camp 6. With most major supplies cached at 15,300 feet, 
Gall and assistant guide Bob Sloezen made a necessary 
trip up to the cache to bring back much needed food. It 
required tremendous effort, but the trip had to be made. 

That night, both doctors in our team told me I was 
probably experiencing the early stages of pulmonary 
edema, a condition that causes fluid to build up in the 
lungs. To go higher would be foolish, maybe deadly. Un-
treated, they said, the pulmonary edema could leave me 
drowning in my own fluids. 

Faurot pulled the necessary duty of accompanying me 
down. With luck, we would reach Kahiltna Base in two 
days. Gall and I talked before parting paths May 18. 

I was watching you come out of (Camp) 6 and it was 
pretty apparent you were having problems:' Gall said. 
"You were climbing okay but you had this real ghost-like 
waxy stare. You weren't there, man. You weren't there at 
all. 

"It was like you had to go until you realized it," Gall 
said. "You dodged facing that point. You didn't want to 
look at it. But finally you had to" 

Faurot and I shook hands with the others and bid them 
good luck later that morning. They headed up - towards 
the summit. We turned and started the lonely trek down. 
After descending only 1,000 feet! could breathe easier. 
Then I started feeling bad, because! didn't feel worse. 

The descent proved uneventful. We reached 9,200 feet, 
the former Camp 3, the first day. With plenty of provisions 
to last in the event of a lengthy storm, but with weather 



looking like it would hold, Faurot cooked the biggest meal 
either of us had had since leaving Talkeetna two weeks 
before. 

We talked a little, Faurot doing his best to ease my dis-
appointment. He explained that sometimes the cards are 
just not right. I nodded agreement, without really know-
ing if I agreed or not. 

Our last day on the glacier dawned crisp and clear. Five 
hours of easy walking brought us to Kahiltna Base. We 
boarded a plane minutes after arriving and were headed 
to Talkeetna before either one of us even had a chance to 
adjust to the crowd around the airstrip. 

A light rain pelted the airport as we landed. After two 
weeks in the rarified atmosphere of McKinley, the air in 
Talkeetna felt thick enough to spoon in. The fact it had 
been two weeks since our last shower also became ins-
tantly apparent. Somehow the cold had kept our stink at 
bay on the mountain, but not anymore. 

By chance, we had flown off the mountain with Dr. Pe-
ter Hackett, a recognized authority in high altitude sick-
ness. Hackett was returning from a month of research at 
14,000 feet on McKinley's West Buttress. 

I met Hackett for a chat the next day in the cozy con-
fines of a Talkeetna restaurant. After explaining my ex-
perience, Hackett confirmed the mountain diagnosis of 
high altitude pulmonary edema. He said my 
symptoms —severe breathlessness, disorientation, dry 
cough and slightly elevated heart rate - left little doubt. 

"You didn't know it, but that was a life or death decision, 
to go down" Hackett said. "If you had pushed on despite 
your severe breathlessness, if you had had the strength to 
make it 1,000 feet higher, you could have died that night" 

The words left me in shock. 
"There is a critical judgment that has to be made in 

those cases:" Hackett continued. "The people that die 
from it, they make the mistake. They feel weak, they feel 
breathless, they don't quite understand what it is, they just 
think they are not acclimatizing well or something. They 
push on and that night their lungs fill with fluid and they 
die:' 

Hackett said contracting the flu high on the mountain 
could have contributed to my susceptibility to the 
sickness. 

"It's a bad combination:" he said. 
Hackett, 38, went on to explain that about 1 in 20 clim-

bers on McKinley get some form of pulmonary edema. 
Then he surprised me, this Mount Everest summit veteran 
and 6-time McKinley summiter himself, Hackett said he 
has also experienced pulmonary edema. 

"We don't know the true, exact specifics, but it's a lot 
more common than people think:" the doctor said. "Some  

climbers have had it once or twice and never get it again. 
It's not that predictable. Of course you're discouraged, but 
I wouldn't be too discouraged. It doesn't mean you have 
to give up high altitude mountaineering." 

Back on McKinley the 8 remaining team members con-
tinued to claw their way up the mountain. They estab-
lished Camp 7 at 15,300 feet and then spent the next 3 
days putting in Camp 8 at 16,000 feet. 

The wind picked up shortly after the team occupied that 
lofty perch. Spindrift poured down from the slopes above. 
Soon, everyone was outside digging frantically in a 
desperate attempt to keep the two tents from collapsing. 
After 2 hours of holding their own, Gall scouted out a new 
tent site 30 feet down a nearby bergschrund. It was just 
what they needed to escape the wind. Midnight came and 
went before the team resettled inside the icebox. 

"My only thought was how cold it would be in there:" 
Gall said. "By sheer good fortune the sun shined down the 
crevasse and on camp for 2 hours each morning, raising 
the temperature above the otherwise constant 15° below 
zero:' 

Feeling fit and wanting to avoid the horrendous chore 
of carrying full loads to 18,000 feet, the site of a planned 
Camp 9, the team decided to "go for it" and make one 
hard push for the summit. It was a gutsy move from 
16,000 feet. Fortunately, they picked the finest day of the 
expedition for the attempt. It was so warm Gall wore his 
baseball cap for almost the duration. 

With light packs for the first time since leaving Kahiltna 
Base almost 3 weeks previous, the team reached 18,000 
feet in less than 4 hours. Watches read 11 a.m. After a 
quick lunch, they headed up mixed terrain that included 
some short ice walls and scattered sections of Class 3 to 
low Class 5 rock. 

At 2:30 p.m., they found themselves at 19,000 feet. The 
team was making excellent time, but the low start was be-
ginning to take its toll. Everyone was growing tired, but no 
one was ready to turn back. Not yet. 

At 19,600 feet the situation changed. Charlie Steiner 
could force his body no more in the rarified air. Disap-
pointed, he agreed to head down the mountain with as-
sistant guide Bob Sloezen. 

The next 600 feet took a toll on the remaining 6 clim-
bers. As the air grew thinner, the climbers' pace slowed 
and the day began to drag. At 20,220 feet, near Carter 
Horn, Gall noticed Foster-Moore in trouble. 

"Paul was totally exhausted, disoriented - a vegetable:' 
Gall said later. 

A dangerous windslab between the horn and the sum- 
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mit compounded Gall's concerns. Having given most of 
the team's pickets to Sloezen to ensure his and Steiner's 
safe descent, Gall did not have enough protection to set 
up belays across the treacherous slope. A single slip would 
send someone careening down the 8,000-foot high South 
Face. The cliff on the other side was not quite as steep, but 
the results would be the same. Choked by emotion, but 
with no options, Gall turned his team around. 

"We were there, man, we were right there:" he said. 
"Everybody saw it coming though. It wasn't a surprise." 

Shortly after 2a.m. the next morning, Gall watched the 
early Alaskan sun rise above the peaks on the horizon. He 
could see long orange shadows edge their way across the 
majestic Ruth Amphitheater more than 15 miles away 
and watched the moon rise above Mount Foraker like a 
blazing red ball of fire. He stood 600 feet above Camp 7 
and watched the last member of the team, Tom Allen, Un-
clip from the last rappel. The worst of it was over. Every-
one was safe. 

There was plenty of time for me to reflect on the expe-
dition during the 3-hour flight from Anchorage to Seat-
tle aboard a Western Airlines jet. The thoughts seemed a 
little strange as we soared to 32,000 feet in less than 30 
minutes. It had taken 2 weeks and a few gallons of sweat 
to reach less than half that on McKinley. 

My mind continually went over what had happened. I 
thought about the team and how Chip Faurot had 
returned to the mountain after escorting me to Talkeetna. 
Later, I would learn he became the only member of our 
original team to reach the summit. Faurot made it up the 
West Buttress during the first week of June. He was one 
of the 422 climbers, out of 754 who attempted McKinley 
in 1986, to reach the top. 

Four people never returned from attempts. Two French 
climbers died early in the year after falling into a hidden 
crevasse as they walked up the Kahiltna Glacier. Two 
Swiss climbers died in July, victims of carbon monoxide 
poisoning that set in after they fell asleep with a stove blaz-
ing inside their inadequately ventilated tent. The tragedies 
are but a small reminder of the dangers McKinley holds. 

Thoughts of my 12-year dream to scale the Alaskan gi-
ant tossed and turned in my mind as the plane traveled 
south. I kept thinking how quickly and easily McKinley 
snatched that dream from my grasp. 

But mine was not the only dream Denali, the Great 
One, as the Indians call McKinley, stole in 1986. There 
were hundreds of others. Daryl Miller had one. His dream 
may have been even greater than mine. Miller led a team 
of 9 climbers from Colorado State University to McKin- 

ley in mid-May. At 42, he had returned to the Alaskan gi-
ant to avenge an earlier defeat. It was a defeat that saw 
Miller succumb to pulmonary edema, the same ailment 
that forced my own retreat. That original effort cost Miller 
4 weeks and saw him reach a high point of 19,600 feet, 
only 620 feet from the summit. 

It was 5 years later and Miller had chosen the classic 
West Buttress route for his return. He was in fine shape, 
mentally and physically primed. Everything went well. 
Two weeks of climbing brought the team to the Crows 
Nest at 17,200 feet. 

Miller needed one clear day - one day of good weather. 
The team rationed their three days of food into six. Then, 
with supplies almost gone, they could wait no more. This 
time pulmonary edema didn't turn Miller back. Weather 
did. 

The episode could have devastated Miller; it was, of 
course, his second attempt at The Great One. It didn't. In-
stead, he put the effort into the perspective it deserved. 

"Sure, I would have liked to reach the summit, but the 
trip wasn't a failure:" Miller said after returning to 
Colorado. "I think anybody who goes to McKinley has to 
look at the summit as a secondary goal and the ex-
perience being first. You really have to look at any expe-
dition like that. If you don't, you set yourself up for a big 
fall. That's not what it's all about." 

Miller claims he isn't sure about a third try. However, 
his tone betrays the words. He is a climber. Climbers don't 
like to leave business unfinished. 

Washington's Mount Baker appeared out the airplane's 
window. The peak, standing 10,778 feet, looked small. 
There were no miles of snow-covered foothills around it. 
Just a single white mound on the horizon. I recalled the 
day I reached its summit for the first time; Baker was, in 
fact, my first summit. It was on that day that I first heard 
about the great mountain to the north. "McKinley is a real 
mountain:' someone said. At that moment, I vowed to 
climb it - someday. 

Remembering that vow brought one more thought to 
mind. It was something Steve Gall, a veteran of 14 suc-
cessful McKinley expeditions and 6 near successes, told 
me before we parted paths high on McKinley's icy slopes. 

"Not everything is successful," Gall said. "Climbing 
McKinley is not all cake and gravy. It's a sacrifice, a lot of 
pain and a lot of joy. You're going to go back a stronger 
person, with a lot more soul, and a lot more composition. 

"Right now, you're healthy and ambulatory and you can 
always come back" he added. "The mountain will always 
be here." 
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Climmbimng the Hioghest Palisade 

Text and Photo by Burton A. Falk 

The Palisade Crest of California's Sierra Nevada range 
holds 4 of the 68 14,000-foot high mountains located in 
the contiguous 48 United States. Because of the beauty 
of the area, the high quality of the routes, and the fact that 
many mountaineers have an interest in climbing all 68 
"fourteeners," this crest has a magnet-like appeal. 

None of these 4 peaks: North Palisade, 14,242 feet, Mt. 
Sill, 14,162 feet, Thunderbolt, 14,040 feet, or Middle Pali-
sade, 14,040 feet, have a walk-up route similar to, say, Mt. 
Whitney, which, at 14,494 feet, is the highest of the list. 
At minimum, each ascent requires a strong third class 
effort. 

While not quite 14,000 feet, the fifth highest summit on 
the crest, Norman Clyde Peak (13,956 feet) is also an ex-
citing climb, the easiest route falling in the class 4 
category. 

To climb these peaks, one should allow a full day to ap-
proach either the Palisade Glacier (for climbs of Thunder-
bolt, North Palisade and Mt. Sill), or Finger Lake (for 
climbs of Middle Palisade and NOrman Clyde). In addi-
tion, a full day should be set aside for the ascent of each 
peak, with another half day for the hike out. Should you 
wish to climb all 5 peaks on one trip, allow another full day 
for the traverse between the two areas. 

Because of inclement weather, my companions and I 
needed a total of 14 days, spanning 4 consecutive sum-
mers, to bag the 5 peaks. Patience and dry socks were at 
a premium on several occasions. 

During this 4-year period, beginning in 1983, we en-
countered several logistic and route finding puzzles that 
were solved only by trial and error. Our stack of topo-
graphic maps and climbing guides, while useful, could not 
resolve all our quandaries. 

The following advice and directions, gained in these ef-
forts, are offered here with the hope that the information 
will save fellow climbers a good deal of time and concern 
during future ascents of the highest Palisades. 

The 3 northwestern-most peaks, Thunderbolt, North 
Palisade and Mt. Sill, tower imposingly above the Pali-
sade Glacier, the largest glacier in the Sierras. Although 
slightly easier routes to each of the 3 summits are offered 
from the west, we chose, perhaps, the most popular route, 
via the east side's gently ascending North Fork Big Pine 
Creek Trail. This entry hike is quite pleasant, offering su-
perb views of the surrounding mountains, especially Tern-
pie Crag. 

After passing Third Lake, a sign reading, "Glacier Trail' 
leads one to the left, where a crossing of the North Fork 
is soon necessary. The trail then switchbacks up near the 
Sam Mack Lake outlet stream. Upon reaching a large 
tarn at 11,000 feet, the route crosses this stream to the 
left, then ascends to a moderate ridge leading almost 
directly south. This ridge trail is faint and unducked, but, 
using good trail finding skills, one is soon on top of the 
loose talus of the Palisade Glacier's lateral moraine. 

A campsite as close as possible to the foot of the peaks 
is strongly recommended, as a climb of each of these 3 
peaks can take the better part of a day - longer if any 
difficulties are encountered. 

We camped on the ridge below the glacier the first year, 
but we found the approach climb the following morning 
to be too long. The following year, we camped on the foot 
of the glacier, where the ice is fairly level, and found this 
to be satisfactory. 
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Thunderbolt Peak can best be approached from the 
east via the Underhill Couloirs. These 2 steep chutes were 
named for Robert Underhill, of the Appalachian Moun-
tain Club, who, with 6 others, first climbed the peak in 
1931. 

Early one September, we chose the southern of the two 
couloirs, and, except for one large blocking boulder, en-
countered no problems until we reached the deep notch 
on the ridge crest. There we roped up for a short and easy, 
but exposed, climb of a slab section. Then, in a matter of 
minutes, we reached the infamous monolithic summit 
block, which stands 15 feet above the broken ridge. One 
popular climbing guide mentions that the actual summit 
of Thunderbolt is"... .quite difficult to climb.. .Done free, it 
is probably 5.8." Unfortunately, one must ascend this in-
fernal block in order to sign the Sierra Club register, lo-
cated in a cast aluminum box bolted on the top. 

We had no objection to aid climbing, so we lassoed the 
top of the summit rock using a large floppy loop. Once the 
rope was in place, we hoisted ourselves to the top with 
ease. Balancing on the summit, while gazing over the 
lake bejeweled Dusy Basin, remains one of my fondest 
climbing memories. 

The climb of North Palisade entails a long day, so, un-
less one's climbing party is made up of tigers only, the 
leader is quite familiar with the route, and the weather is 
fair, an early start is advised - perhaps before dawn. 

The easiest east-side approach of North Pal is via the 
U-notch couloir. The crux of this route involves getting 
into this couloir by either crossing the bergschrund, or by 
climbing the rock faces on either side of the schrund. N-
ter a half-hearted, wet, and unsuccessful attempt at this 
juncture one summer, we returned the next, equipped with 
ice screws, ice axes and crampons. Possessing the proper 
equipment, we encountered only moderate difficulty in 
ascending the upper face of the schrund. And, though we 
opted to climb the ice, it is also possible to make a mid-
dle 5th class ascent of either of the two rock faces. Once 
in the couloir, we moved to the north-west side, where 
there lies, along the rock face, an almost ice free ascent 
route stretching from the schrund to the U-notch -at 
least in late summer. 

One climbing guide states that to ascend the easiest 
route to the summit from the U-notch, the Clyde Varia-
tion, one should "..drop down the opposite side (south-
west chute) for about 120 feet:' From here one is instructed 
to "Climb up cracks and ledges: then traverse left on a 
ledge which leads around the corner." Although these 
directions are fairly specific, we managed to spend a good 
hour trying various incorrect crack combinations, includ-
ing one that required a helmet stance - using my helmet,  

with me in it. We finally found the proper system, attested 
to by by signs of recent usage. Sheepishly, I admit that this 
system was, indeed, approximately 120 feet from the top 
of the U-notch. Tip: the entrance blocks to the correct 
crack system face upward toward the U-notch. 

The balance of the climb is an enjoyable class 4 scram-
ble, and, except for an interesting cleft just before the sum-
mit block, the problems are minimal. 

Polemonium Peak, just over 14,000 feet, stands im-
mediately to the south-east of the U-notch, and can be 
climbed from the notch via a fourth class scramble. Be-
cause of its proximity to North Palisade it is not considered 
a "true" peak by those collecting fourteen thousand 
footers. 

Mt. Sill, in my opinion, lays claim to being the most no-
ble among the Palisade group. In the words of John Muir 
"...some (peaks) absolutely sheer, or nearly so, advance 
their brows in thoughtful attitudes beyond their compan-
ions, giving welcome to storms and calms alike, seem-
ingly conscious yet heedless of everything going on about 
them, awful in stern majesty..:' 

An easy and popular east side route on Mt. Sill begins 
by climbing from the Palisade Glacier to Glacier Notch, 
the low point on the ridge between the peak and Mt. Gay-
ley. From here, ascend a snow field, just east of the ridge, 
until reaching the base of the peak. Now traverse up the 
north face of the peak to the summit ridge which, almost 
unbelievably, stretches away slightly to the south of west 
at this point on the Palisade Crest. 

While working up and across the moderately steep 
north face route, one will discover two or three rappel sta-
tions which can be employed later for a quick descent. 
Once on the ridge, scramble east to the summit, where 
sweeping vistas in every direction can be enjoyed. 

One summer we planned to hike cross-country from 
the base of North Pal, across Glacier Notch, to the base 
of Middle Pal; the trailless route seemed feasible after a 
close study of the 15' Big Pine and Mt. Goddard topo-
graphic maps. (7.5'topographic maps of the area are 
available at the Forest Service offices in both Lone Pine 
and Bishop.) 

We found, however, that the route, while scenic, was 
also difficult due to a series of ledges which required us to 
lower our packs by rope, then to downclimb steep chutes. 
While this traverse is possible in a long day, hiking back 
down the North Fork trail to Glacier Lodge, then ascend-
ing the South Fork trail to Brainard Lake, is faster and 
easier. 

A good campsite location for climbs of Middle Pal and 
Norman Clyde Peaks is among a stand of attractive pines 
at the north end of Finger Lake. This lake can be reached 
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by a short cross-country hike from the trail's end at 
Brainard Lake. If one doesn't mind a slightly more austere 
camp location, continue on to the south end of Finger 
Lake, take a sharp right turn toward Norman Clyde Peak, 
then ascend to a small tarn, where a level plot of grass 
makes for a treeless, but otherwise, nice campsite. Either 
site will place the climber at the base of the Middle Pali- 
sade Glacier, starting point for the ascent of both Middle 
Palisade and Norman Clyde. 

In order to climb Middle Palisade, we ascended the 
moraine that divides the Middle Palisade Glacier. As we 
reached the buttress that blends into the moraine, we 
traversed left onto the glacier, then climbed immediately 
back onto the buttress after crossing the bergschrund. 
Next we scrambled up the chute on the left side of the but-
tress until we reached a point where patches of white rock 
are imbedded in the tawny north-eastern face. Here we 
traversed right into the adjacent chute, then enjoyed an 
easy class 3 climb to the summit. On the day of our as-
cent, we basked in shirt-sleeve weather; not bad for 
14,040 feet. 

The following morning we rambled up the gradually 
ascending ridge that leads from the north end of Finger 
Lake to the base of Norman Clyde Peak. This peak, to the 
north-west of Middle Palisade, is not named on the 15' Big 
Pine topographic map, and it is errorneously indicated to 
be 13,659 feet in elevation (the correct height is 13,956 
feet). To our disappointment, we came upon an impass-
able notch in the ridge, about two-thirds of the way to the 

Nepalese Expedition News 

By Michael Cheney 

Several American expeditions were in the field during 
the Pre-Monsoon season in the Nepalese Himalaya. The Pitts-
burgh Expedition, led by John lacovino and, and a Greek 
Team utilized the same limited campsites and went together to 
the summit of Ama Dablam via the south ridge. Successful 
summiteers were Christo Lambris, Kostantinos Manalis, Leader 
Mike Tsoukias with Tenzing Sherpa from the Greek team and 
Herman Kamin, David Karl and Nelson Max, Americans. 

An attempt on Chamlang was thwarted when Leader 
Richard Hartshorne and Joe Deak turned back at 6,750 meters 
in deteriorating weather and the onset of frostbite in Deak's toes. 
They later tried to make another push to the summit but did not 
reach their previous high point. 

An unfortunate incident caused the Nevada Cho Oyu Ex-
pedition, under the leadership of Robert Watters, to fail. De-
spite the placement of 7 camps above base, the team got no 
higher than 7,600 meters which Robert Grant and Kirk Swen-
son reached on April 30. High winds and heavy snowfall kept 
these 2 climbers in camp 7 for 2 days and then they decided to 
retreat with bad weather continuing. When they descended to 
the site of their advance base camp at 5,920 meters they found 
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peak, and we were forced to drop to our left, down an easy 
crack system. A few yards beyond, we regained the ridge 
by climbing up an obvious chute. This chute, which can 
be most easily reached by hiking up the south-east side 
of the ridge, seems to be the best way to approach Nor-
man Clyde Peak. 

We then continued on top of the ridge until it merged 
into the peak, where we found a ducked traverse to the 
right. This led us out onto the middle of the imposing 
north face, location of another popular route up the 
peak - a route which starts on the Clyde Glacier, which 
falls far below to the north. Then, in spite of 2 or 3 class 
4 moves, we climbed, unroped, directly up the face, until 
we reached the summit ridge. An easy traverse to the 
southeast led us to the summit, where we again enjoyed 
shirt-sleeve weather, and grand, sweeping vistas in all 
directions. 

That last evening, after dinner, I left our campsite to find 
a viewpoint to enjoy my favorite time in the Sierras: day's 
end. As the colors warmed on the surrounding peaks, 
then slowly deepened, I realized that I had now climbed 
all five of the peaks, my goal for four years. I thought, with 
sadness, that because there are so many other mountains 
to climb, and so little time to climb them, it was unlikely 
I would return again to this beautiful region. 

But on such a fine evening, the mood passed quickly. 
As the first stars appeared, I walked back to the camp to 
join my companions for a round of hot drinks and to make 
plans for future climbs. 

it had disappeared; they believe it had been stripped by the Chi-
nese authorities, who had been with a European team with Chi-
nese permission to be on the Tichy Route from the Tibetan side 
of the mountain. Leader Watters had already encountered the 
Chinese, who confiscated his passport, expedition permit and 
trekking permit. Without the considerable amount of supplies 
that had been in camp 7, the Americans could not resume their 
climb. 

The first Americaa attempt on Himlung, and the first at-
tempt by climbers of any nationality on the south ridge, ended 
at 6,100 meters on April 22 because of snow storms, supplies 
running low and one member sick. The attempt was led by Kevin 
Swigert of Idaho. 

Heavy snowfall, which brought danger of avalanching on a 
long traverse under a heavily loaded snow slope, was the reason 
for the American team on Jannu to retreat. The high point 
of 6,400 meters was reached by Leader Hooman Aprin of Wyo-
ming, Randall Harringlon, Evan Kaplan and Callum Mackay on 
April 29. 

The first American ascent of Makalu via the normal route 
was achieved on May 12 by Leader Glenn Porzak of Colorado, 
Chris Pizzo with Lhakpa Nuru Sherpa. Four days later they were 
followed to the summit by Gary Neptune, Dawa Nuru Sherpa 
and Moto Lal Gurung. All used oxygen on the final part of the 
climb. 



Great Basimn National Park 

Text and Photos by Stewart Aitchison 

I slip again on the crusty snow and fall on my knees. 
Damm, why didn't I bring the crampons? I slowly stand 
up, being careful not to slide. Kick, kick, kick. If! pay close 
attention and cautiously place my feet, maybe I won't go 
careening out of control over the edge to the cirque below. 
Otherwise, the climb to the 13,063-foot summit of 
Wheeler Peak is a "hands-in-the-pockets" affair. 

In October, 1986, President Reagan signed into law a 
bill creating Great Basin National Park in east-central Ne-
vada. A 60-year-old dream of conservationists had finally 
been fulfilled. The new 76,800-acre park encompasses the 
former Lehman Caves National Monument and Wheeler 
Peak Scenic Area, both part of the South Snake Range, 
a ragged uplift of limestone and quartzite. Besides the ob-
vious crest of high peaks and the renowned hidden splen-
dors of a solution cave, the new park boasts Lexington 
Arch, at 75 feet in height, one of the world's largest lime-
stone spans; ancient bristlecone pines; a remnant glacier; 
rare Lake Bonneville cutthroat trout, prehistoric Indian 
sites; and five distinct life zones running the gamut from 
sagebrush-pinyon pine-juniper woodland to alpine tundra. 

As Reagan's signature dried, the first snow of the sea-
son was piling up on the outstretched limbs of a bristle-
cone pine squatting below the north face of Wheeler Peak. 
Mule deer worked their way down to the warmer valleys. 
A bobcat shook the wet snow from its head and continued 
its search for ground squirrels and cottontails. 

We have been able to drive up the unplowed road that 
switchbacks from park headquarters to the 10,000-foot-
high Wheeler Peak Campground. A month of clear, windy 
weather has swept the ridges and south-facing slopes 
clean of snow. So our original idea of skiing to the top of 

Photos on Next Page 

Wheeler is quickly scrapped. A thin layer of snow in the 
trees lets us ski the first of the four miles that lead to the 
summit. We then tie our skis to a sturdy limber pine so 
they won't blow away as we trudge onward. 

The wind freshens and grains of quartzite are driven 
against a gnarled bristlecone pine. Like a master crafts-
man, the coarse sand carves and burnishes the exposed 
wood. Only a narrow, eight-inch wide strip of living tissue 
connects the tree's canopy with its roots, a harsh and 
tenuous existence on the glacial moraine. A quiet strug-
gle for survival begun over 4000 years ago when perhaps 
a Clark's nutcracker didn't return to one of its seed caches. 

When the bristlecone was a young seedling, there came 
the Archaic Desert People, nomadic plant gatherers who 
harvested nature's wild bounty including the sweet pinyon 
pine nut. For nine centuries beginning in 400 A.D. the 
Fremont People cultivated maize and squash near the foot 
of the mountain. Shortly after 1300 A.D., the farmers 
were replaced by wandering bands of Paiutes and 
Shoshones, who like the earlier nomads lived off wild 
plants, small game, and crickets. 

Patiently, the bristlecone adds another annual growth 
ring. The cavalcade of human cultures seems so tem-
porary against the long tenure of the tree. 

By mid-afternoon, we are atop Wheeler, the highest 
mountain totally within the state of Nevada. Boundary 
Peak in western Nevada is considered the highest point at 
13,140 feet, even though the bulk of that mountain lies in 
California. 

To the east, the House Range with its impressive Notch 
Peak and the geologically chaotic Confusion Range are 
clearly visible. Off to the west, range after parallel range 
march off to the horizon, separated by valleys or basins. 

It was explorer John C. Fremont who first recognized 
that most of Nevada and western Utah drains inwardly; 
that is, no stream or river flows to the sea. Thus he named 
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On top of Wheeler Peak, looking toward Pyramid Peak. 

The obligatory summit shot. From left to right, Tom Bean, Stewart 
Aitchison, Martos Hoffman. 

Great Basin National Park 
the region the Great Basin. Ironically, despite the park's 
name, the boundaries do not include a drainage basin or 
valley between ranges, so leave out the the characteris-
tic hydrologic feature of the area. 

As we make our way back down the mountain in the 
fading light, I hear something. Is it the wind or do I hear 
that old bnstlecone pine chuckling over the folly of the 
present human culture? I better watch my step. 
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A Taste of 

Over the years many people have asked us what there 
is to climb in Northeastern Oregon.*  Our usual reply has 
been, "Lots, if you know where to look." 

Northeastern Oregon, the birthplace of Chief Joseph 
and home of the largest herd of Rocky Mountain Elk in the 
country, not only has some of the best hiking and skiing 
in the northwest but is littered with granite and basalt 
peaks over 9,000 feet. During our combined 20 years in 
Northeastern Oregon, we have had the pleasure to ex-
plore many areas that have climbing available. Two 
favorites are the High Valley and Anthony Lakes areas. 

High Valley is a basin situated approximately 200 feet 
above the floor of the Grande Ronde Valley (2,600 feet), 
northeast of the town of Union, Oregon. The climbing is 
concentrated on the basalt rimrock of Little Creek Can-
yon which flows through and out of High Valley. The most 
popular formation is on the south side of the canyon, in 
an area inhabited by deer, elk, coyotes, eagles and ratt-
lesnakes. Sunlit in mornings and shaded in the after-
noons, it allows for climbing in either hot or cool weather. 
The main portion of the rimrock is 300 feet across and 
ranging in height from 25 to 80 feet. All of the climbs are 
easily top roped or led. High Valley is an excellent place 
for easy climbing and practicing for those "big walls:' or 
perfecting bouldering moves. However, the climbing is 
limited to a handful of routes, none of which have ever 
seen the likes of a piton or bolt. 

To date, over 15 routes have been established at High 
Valley by local climbers. Most routes range from 5.3 to 
5.10, but more difficult variations exist. High Valley climb-
ing began in 1977 when Lin Casciato, Mark Kerns and 
Richard Wilkins pioneered the first climbs, the most nota-
ble being "Do or Fly," a classic 5.10 overhanging jam 
crack. The following year, Steve and Stu Ryman estab-
lished several fine routes on the rimrock, including a 5.8 
off-width crack befitting of its name, "Pesky Rodent." 
Several other climbs were established during the late 70's, 
but no one made the effort to record these first ascents. 
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During the summer of 1985, Allen Sanderson made the 
first lead ascents of "Saucalito" and "Unnamed Sym-
phony" after doing their initial ascents top roped several 
years earlier. 

A short walk from the main climbing area leads to a 
bouldering area (watch out for organic frisbees left by the 
bovine residents). A band of rock about 20 feet high 
stretches for several hundred feet and provides climbers 
with an arm-burning yardstick by which to measure one-
self. In addition to numerous individual boulder problems, 
it is possible to traverse the entire rock band without 
touching the ground. The traverse includes numerous in-
tricate moves, pendulums, overhangs and blind corners. 
To date, there are no reports of anyone completing the en-
tire circuit, but each climber has their own personal rec-
ord by which to compare. 

While High Valley is an excellent place for practice 
climbing, the Anthony Lakes area includes several granite 
peaks climbable under a variety of conditions. Anthony 
Lakes (7,000 feet) is nestled in the heart of the Elkhorn 
Mountains west of North Powder, Oregon. Although it is 
known locally for its trout fishing in the summer and pow-
der skiing in the winter (downhill, cross-country, and 
mountaineering), it is fast becoming a local weekend 
climbing area. 

In wintertime the mountains provide several short 
mixed climbs. Two of the easiest are the 50°-60° ramps 
on the northwest faces of Gunsight and Lee's Peak. (Both 
have also been the scene of several ski descents.) More dif-
ficult lines are on the ribs of Van Patten Butte and the faces 
of Gunsight and Lee's Peak. While it takes a little looking, 
shorter and steeper ice climbing can be found in the vicin-
ity of all these climbs. Access to this area is easy by X-C 
skis, but one must always be aware of the avalanche dan-
ger. The clearly defined avalanche paths should be ade-
quate warning to winter mountaineers to proceed with 
caution among these peaks. 

During the summer months much of the snow remains 

0ne must not make the common mistake of confusing the Smith 
Rocks and Three Sisters area of Central Oregon with Northeastern Ore-
gon. This articlefocuses on Northeastern Oregon, the area surrounded 
by the Blue Mountains, which is a distant spur of the Rocky Mountains. 
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is available from the climbing shops or at the Eastern 
Oregon State College Outdoor Program. For a more 
unique climbing adventure contact Oregon Trail Lamas, 
which is run by a couple of local climbers who could pack 
your gear into remote areas by some sturdy 4-legged clim-
bers with roots in the Andes Mountains. 

AUTHOR'S NOTE: Although the current generation of climbers have 
climbed, named, and taken creditforsome of the climbs mentioned in 
the Anthony Lakes area, one must speculate whether they have seen 
previous ascents by an earlier generation of climbers. Only Dave Jen-
sen could provide partial records of some of the early ascents. No other 
records could be located for other ascents, thus present records list the 
ascents as only First Known Ascents. 
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Ramp on Gunsight Mountain in late spring. 

Granite ramp on Lee's Peak in late summer with some snow remaining. 
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Sand but Not Smo on 
San Pedro 

An account of an ascent of Volcan San Pedro (6,159 
meters) in Chile's northern Atacama desert from June 
19-25, 1986 by Roger Gocking and Richard Cook. 

By Roger Gocking 

After about six hours of fruitless waiting for a ride to Por-
tub, we began to think seriously of other climbing possi-
bilities in Chile. A winter ascent of Aconcagua had always 
been a faint hope, but the exceptionally bad weather was 
making even getting to the base impossible. 

"What about Ojos del Salado?" I suggested to Rich. "It's 
the second highest peak in South America. Some even 
argue that it is higher than Aconcagua." 

A quick look at our road map indicated that it seemed 
pretty remote, but even more in its disfavor, it did not seem 
to be far enough north to escape the bad weather coming 
from the south. 

"There is Volcan San Pedro and San Pablo that the 
secretary of the Club Andino in Santiago pointed out to 
us:" Rich noted. They were clearly far to the north in the 
Atacama desert, reputedly the driest in the world and un-
doubtedly safe from winter storms from southern Chile. 
There was even a road and rail line nearby which would 
make access relatively easy. We agreed that if it was rain-
ing the next day we would definitely head north. 

It poured all night and made our decision easy. By mid-
day, we were on our way north, facing yet another all night 
bus ride. A convenient connection to Calama in the early 
morning gave us our first sight of the new objective. From 
sixty miles away we could see the two twin volcanos ris-
ing abruptly from the desert floor, crowned on top with a 
mantel of snow that spilled down the sides, like the icing 
on gigantic chocolate cakes. However, getting informa-
tion on the mountains proved to be quite frustrating. No 
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maps of the area were available in Calama. As is typical 
all over South America, the military have a monopoly on 
the sale of topographical maps which they sell only in the 
capital. Also, there was tremendous confusion over the 
nearby town of San Pedro de Atacama and Volcan San 
Pedro. Invariably instructions on how to get to the latter 
seemed to head us in the direction of the town, a well-
known tourist attraction. 

Finally, a chance discovery of a map at the public re-
lations office of the copper mine at nearby Chuquicamata 
indicated to us that Estacion San Pablo on the rail line to 
La Paz was the closest we could get. At first the station 
master was horrified to hear that we wanted to go there 
where, as he put it, "there was nothing, no water, no 
houses, no people, nothing!" We eventually did get him to 
sell us a one-way ticket, but it was two days before the train 
was to leave. We were not too worried by this as we desper-
ately needed time to acclimatize for the six thousand me-
ter peak that lay ahead. 

That night there was a little added excitement. A mild 
earthquake rocked Calama. Apart from trying to scram-
ble out of our rickety hotel while the building was sway-
ing, we thought nothing of it until two days later when, in 
bold red headlines, the local newspaper proclaimed that 
miners working in an elevated section of the Chuquica-
mata mine had seen smoke and flashes from San Pedro 
while the rocking was going on. 

"Still want to go up there?" Rich asked me as we stood 
looking at the headlines. 



I definitely did not want to be on the mountain in time 
for a major Mount Saint Helens' type blast, but felt that 
small shocks probably lessened the likelihood of a major 
eruption. Besides, we had just spent hundreds of pesos on 
food for the climb. In such circumstances who wants to 
turn tail and run because someone from forty miles away 
claimed to have seen some smoke? As a result, it was not 
long before our confidence had returned, and that after-
noon we were in the cattle-like wagon that was the pas-
senger accommodation on the train to La Paz. 

It was a slow clanking ride with numerous stops at rail 
sidings in the middle of nowhere to rearrange our freight 
cars. At nine that night, after five hours of crawling fifty 

miles across the desert, we eventually arrived at Estacion 
San Pedro. To our surprise, a single light illuminated the 
area around some old buildings. And in the morning we 
discovered that people actually lived in them. In addition, 
there was piped water and filling our water bottles was 
easy. 

Indeed, it all seemed so hospitable that when we set off 
in the morning for the volcanos, ten miles away, we as-
sumed that getting water would always be easy. We inac-
curately thought that the tongues of snow that we could 
see on the mountain eventually turned into little streams 
that fed the large San Pedro river nearby. Consequently, 
we did not fill all our water containers. It was only after we 
had climbed quite high that we realized that this was not 
so. The thirsty sand absorbed what little melting there was 
in this surpisingly cool desert environment, and by noon 
it was clear that we had a choice: we could either try to 
get high enough to reach the lowest of the snow tongues 
and suffer acute mountain sickness or stay lower and go 
thirsty. Fear of mountain sickness eventually won out over 
thirst, and we ended up spending a miserable night at 
around 13,000 feet suffering from both thirst and miser-
able headaches! 

The next morning, after we had slurped down our sec-
ond and last can of tomato paste, we struggled over 
steeper and looser sand to the lowest of the snow tongues, 
and filled our packs with blocks of ice and frozen snow. It 
amounted to several gallons, but even so we had begun to 
realize that we would not be able to climb both volcanos. 
The soft sand ruled out any long ramblings from one to the 
other. Also, an increasingly strong wind was rising, and 
it was quite clear that with our limited resources we would 
have our hands full just getting up San Pedro. 

After a day rehydrating, we moved gear up to about 
15,000 feet in the face of howling winds and driving sand. 
On the fourth day, we moved up ourselves and spent most 
of the afternoon erecting a precarious stone wall around 
our tent to prevent it from being blown off the mountain.  

It was a cold, noisy night, with little sleep. Morning, and 
an early start came as a welcome relief from being 
buffeted by the tent's walls. At first we had to struggle up 
a rock-filled gully, but eventually got on to a tongue of fro-
zen snow which offered fine cramponing and easier climb-
ing. The winds of the previous day had lessened but 
returned in full force when we got to a cleft between the 
main summit and a lesser one. There was then a long slog 
across a snowfield that passed an area of fumarolic ac-
tivity. We looked expectantly for signs of major recent ac-
tivity. The smell of sulphur was strong and we saw some 
sulphur-coated rocks, but what the workers could have 
seen remained a mystery to us. 

"A little headline seeking, I guess:" I told Rich. "After all, 
which reporter was likely to come up here to check things 
out for himself?" 

Soon after, we emerged on the east side of the volcano 
and the winds increased considerably. We had to do the 
final summit approach bent over double and almost 
crawling. At the top we laid down with our backs to the 
wind to attempt a few photos. We estimated that the wind 
must have been gusting up to eighty miles an hour; and 
the summit was clearly no place to linger. Nevertheless, 
the panorama below was spectacular and unique. All 
around were the volcanos of the Sierra Gorda, most 
capped with snow cones and rising abruptly out of the bar-
ren Atacama desert. 

The descent to camp was rapid, and we quickly con-
tinued down to the desert floor to escape the sand blast-
ing. Night fell before we could reach Estacion San Pedro 
which made route finding something of a challenge. Luck-
ily, it was still early enough so that the workers repairing 
the rail line had not gone to bed. They kindly offered us an 
empty house to stay in which came complete with a wa-
ter tap and a dim but adequate light bulb. Some of them 
thought that there would be a train to Calama the next 
day; others believed that there would be a truck or bus 
later in the afternoon. At four in the morning the promised 
train did materialize, hauling numerous wagons filled with 
rock sulphur, but it clearly had no intention of stopping for 
some gnngo in his underwear, waving a flashlight! 

At a more reasonable hour, we hiked out to the dusty, 
corrugated road which we knew from our observations 
atop San Pedro saw little traffic. 

"It only takes one vehicle:" I told Rich as we lay by our 
packs trying to work the kinks out of our spines that had 
spent so much of the past few days bent double. 

"I hope this won't be another Portillo," he pessimistically 
suggested. But we were in luck and shortly after noon a 
ride did appear in the form of a dump truck filled, ap-
propriately I thought, with chunks of rock sulphur. 
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Sand but Not Smoke on San Pedro 



-----f 

Looking across at Volcan San Pablo from the summit of San Pedro. 
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On the Waterfront 

By Gwen Schneider 

"A bolt! A bolt! Hey, Mike, I see a bolt!" 
"All right, Bosque" resounded Corbett. Thank god, I 

thought to myself, we're getting off of this monolith - 
hopefully. 

"Where's the bolt, Bosque?" I asked. You see, I had to 
see this bolt, you know, some kind of strange subcon-
scious desire, "help make it real:' "seeing is believing" etc., 
etc. (No, I'm not from Missouri.) A bolt, you understand, 
represented the end of our new route on El Cap and the 
beginning of our escape to the wonderful horizontal world 
of eggs, bacon, O.J. toast and coffee. 

It had been 5 nights and 6 days on our final push up 
here, and the thought of going to war with my hammock 
for one more night was too much to handle when the lux-
urious granite floor to sleep on was so close, yet maybe too 
far. 

"Hey, Steve, think we'll make it off today?" praying for 
an affirmative. 

"I don't know, maybe - but what's one more night?" 
"You're right, Bosque, at least we'll be off tomorrow. 

"Somehow, though, the thought of tomorrow didn't ap-
pease my craving soul to have my feet planted securely on 
the ground. 

The bolt Bosque found near the top of El Cap was on 
the Waterfall Route, a left-curving route on the far right 
side of El Cap. Now all we had to do was figure out where 
on the route we were and which way it went. 

As Steve and! waited for Corbett to finish cleaning the 
last pitch, I remembered back to the last time! was on top 
of El Cap. Mike and I were retrieving gear from a previous 
climb and on the beautiful hike down the falls trail we 
agreed we had better climb Half Dome A.S.A.P., because 
as Mike said, "You never know when Bosque will come up 
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and want to do some new route he's been scoping out:" We 
were to leave that Sunday, and no sooner had we begun 
to pack up when Bosque appears with a grand idea. 

"Hey, do you want to go on a hike? I just want to check 
out some cracks on El Cap." 

Soon the three of us were hiking up the scree to the 
base of El Cap with Mike and I wondering what kind of 
predicament we were getting ourselves into! 

Those glorious hot summer days kept us working as we 
began to haul gear up the Zodiac scree, going from shade 
tree to shade tree. Why we never started the hikes up 
earlier than 11 a.m. I still can 't figure out. I think it has 
something to do with the idiosyncrasies of Corbett and 
Bosque! The sun was burning so intensely that Corbett 
and Bosque actually wore shorts while fixing the first two 
pitches. Not unusual, but considering they both froze this 
past March on the South Face of Half Dome, from which 
they were ultimately rescued, and Corbett had worn his 
long underwear until the beginning of June, for them to be 
in shorts was a telltale sign of a heat wave. Besides those 
two ending these days of hard labor with burnt legs, we 
also found ourselves dehydrated and rather fatigued. Not 
a good way to start off the climb, especially when you feel 
exhausted and your feet are still on the ground! We 
decided on an ample supply of water; we figured 3 gallons 
of water a day for 7 days. That's around 168 pounds of wa-
ter alone! 

The climb began with face climbing to a thin nailing 
crack, traversing right into a right-facing corner which led 
to a ledge on top of the third pitch. So far, so good, with 
a few sections of A3 which were somewhat tricky. 

This ledge was a great place to work off of, hauling gear, 
sleeping and fixing 2 pitches. The ledge also provided en- 



tertainment. Every night, if you stayed awake long 
enough, you could observe quite a few rats running circles 
around you, and especially around the food. And, if you 
are really lucky, as I was one night, you'll see a rather 
large ring-tailed cat come flashing up over the edge of the 
ledge chasing the rats on up El Cap. My "rats with stripes" 
was confirmed by Mike who said there have been sight-
ings of ring-tail cats lie-backing up cracks at the base of 
El Cap. 

The next 2 pitches (which we fixed off of this ledge) were 
rather enjoyable. The 4th pitch actually begins with 5.8 
free climbing up to some blocks. A mixture of nailing, 
hooking and free climbing on the 5th took us to a smaller 
ledge with just enough room for 3 people and all of our wa-
ter bottles. From this ledge a traverse pitch of 5.4 climb-
ing took us to the cracks that would hopefully exist all the 
way to the waterfall route. 

Again, this ledge was conveniently placed to fix off of, 
but what both ledges lacked — and which we desperately 
needed — was shade. We constantly responded to the 
negative stimulus of intense sunlight amd heat by seek-
ing any shade we could get. You could find us squeezed 
into the most uncomfortable places just for a brief relief 
from the sun. There were multiple attempts at makeshift 
shade structures made of anything that would work. I did 
manage to spend some time under a sleeping bag that 
was propped up on staked water bottles, a haul bag and 
rocks. I could lay with about 6 inches of clearance. It got 
grossly warm under the bag, but no direct sunlight! 

The next few days of nailing and drilling on the 7th and 
8th pitches were strenuous now that the wall was over-
hanging. It was taking all day to do one pitch, and it be-
came blatantly obvious that progress now was going to be 
very slow. Not that it hadn't been already. The actual 
climbing went well enough, but for multiple reasons that 
we were running out of, it had already been 2 weeks since 
we began hauling water and gear. Now that we were on 
the overhanging wall, we had to commit ourselves be-
cause retreat would be difficult. 

Bosque's climbing competency became quite obvious 
at this time with multiple hooking, upside-down rurps, 
copperheading and difficult drilling, all of which he 
mastered with ease. Bosque's organizational skills also 
became apparent. Understand that keeping 3 people, 2 
large haul bags, 1 Lowe pack, 1 small day pack, 4 ropes, 
2 of which were identical, in some kind of working order 
was a taxing chore, and organization was the culprit of all 
of the acrimonious conversations that we had. 

All of this gear also made for interesting sleeping ar-
rangements. Trying to get 3 people to hang in hammocks 
from 3 bolts was a great challenge and, generally, at least 
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one of us had a poor night's rest. One night I spent 
smashed between Mike and the haul bags on my right 
and El Cap on my left. My head felt like it was in a vice 
grip, or some weird torture device from Orwell's "1984 * ' 

Progress went a little better on the 9th, being an Al 
nailing crack until the end, then we had to circumnavigate 
around some loose flakes. The 10th pitch was back to A4, 
strenuous work, taking all day to do the pitch. To say the 
least, all of us were feeling very sore from hanging from 
our harnesses and leg loops for such extended periods and 
hauling such heavy loads. Waistlines were raw and red, 
backaches and cramps were common. Hands were 
swollen and cracked, and general fatigue was setting in. 
After 5 days we were all feeling ready to end our new route 
and hoping that we would meet up with the Waterfall 
Route soon. 

As we slowly awoke on the 6th day, little did we know 
that the last pitch had arrived. This pitch being the most 
difficult was full of a variety of rock craft techniques that 
would appease anyone's appetite for hard aid climbing. 
The whole length of the pitch goes at A4 +. 

After hours of work we completed the 11th pitch and, 
at first, not realizing that we had indeed joined the Water-
fall Route, were feeling a little drained and depressed. Not 
joining the other route meant another new pitch plus the 
4 pitches of the Waterfall Route. That meant another night 
of hanging, which no one was keen on. Bosque seemed 
especially "heavy in thought:' probably because he was 
already 2 weeks late for work. 

"A bolt! A bolt!". . .the news of seeing that bolt instantly 
lifted our spirits. The excitement of knowing that we might 
be getting off that very day and knowing that indeed a new 
route had been established was too much to harness. 
Thanks to Mike's speedy work on a tricky A4 pitch we 
were able to top out about 4 hours later. What a relief to 
be on top, and we spent the evening eating what food was 
left and relaxing both physically and mentally around a 
beautiful campfire. 

Sleep never really came that night, maybe because we 
still had to get ourselves and all the gear down the east 
ledges, or maybe because of post-climbing relief and ex-
haustion. We awoke the next day to a beautiful sunrise 
and, being the creatures of habit that we are, we quickly 
found a solution to hauling the gear down — stash it and 
deal with it later. The most important thing was to get 
these 3 tattered bodies on the valley floor and to satisfy our 
desires for a grand breakfast which we enjoyed to our 
hearts' content. 

"Hey, Mike, I checked out some of those cracks to the 
left of our new route up there. What do you think about..?' 

"Bosque! Eat your breakfast and go home!" 
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From Rock Bottom to Passi'on 

By Alison Osius 

All season, "Have you seen the new EBs?" has been an 
amazed exclamation of approval. It's met with blank 
stares, followed by grimaces. The EB rock climbing shoe, 
which had enjoyed absolute rule for at least a dozen years, 
has in the last several fallen into absolute disrepute. 

When I began climbing in the late 70's, EBs from 
France were simply the only shoes - almost uniformly 
found on the feet of beginners and experts alike. But in the 
early 80's, when a son took over his father's business, EB 
made its big mistake. 

The son, Gorges-Michel Bourdonneau, began produc-
ing the once-handmade shoe with an injected one-piece 
sole and rand. It was a less labor-intensive system. But 
when the new shoes sneaked out on the market, a furor 
ensued. The new EBs didn't climb as well, and couldn't be 
re-soled as per the custom of climbers who'd go through 
at least a pair (the first! bought, in 1977, cost me $49; the 
last, in 1982, $80) or more a season. Climbers began 
searching and shouting for the "old EBs" a la Classic 
Coke. The new shoes, at low prices and in ignominy, went 
onto sale racks. Jubilant signs appeared in the windows 
of shops lucky enough to still have the old. But they were 
a diminishing supply. 

The market was wide open for Fires, shoes whose soles 
were made of sticky auto-racing tire rubber, when they hit 
this country from France in the spring of 1983. The adhe-
sive soles made a radical difference: some said the new 
"cheaters" made many routes a full grade easier. Today, 
when people ask why climbers are performing at stan-
dards so much higher than those dreamed of in the past, 
a stock answer is "Improved training - and sticky shoes." 

And it hardly hurt to have the idolized solo climber 
John Bachar advising and distributing. 

Fires blitzed the market - everybody bought a pair, and 
most bought more. On cliffs everywhere, the blue EBs 
gave way to the red-and-gray Fires. EB made a cloddish 
move by putting out a look-alike red-and-gray shoe. But 
the flood had begun, and EB was sunk. Europeans, see-
ing what was possible, were aggressively seeking input  

from active climbers in developing high-performance 
shoes. The makers poured them onto the U.S. market: 
1984-85 brought Calma, Sportiva, Skywalker; all 
colorful - and sticky, of course. 

In the last two years, Climbers have had a new way to 
date photographs at a glance. "Ha! That's really old - 
look, he swearing EBs." EBs were a symbol of the bygone 
era in which climbers had long hair, bandanas, dirty 
painters' pants, and shoes that skidded. 

Today, Fires remain the sport's biggest seller by far in 
this country, followed by Sportivas. "After that it's a 
scramble:' says Chris Grover, manager of Metolius Moun-
tain Products in Bend, Oregon, "but (Onesport) Resin 
Roses are ahead of the rest. They got in before the 
crunch." 

Indeed, last fall brought a second big wave of shoes, in-
cluding the signature Patrick Edlinger Shoe. Named for 
a French rock climber who is star of screen (video) and 
stage (competition), the shoe seems a symbol of the 
sport's increasing glamour. In Europe today, the best 
climbers are national heroes; professional rock climbing 
contests draw thousands of paying spectators, and the 
winners drive off in new cars. 

And now, enter this year's EBs, an insistent silver-
turquoise, tied with magenta laces and flamboyantly 
named "Passions." Also otherwise bold: though perfor-
mance shoes generally cost within $10 of each other, Pas-
sions are the priciest at about $120 a pop (due to a stiff im-
port tax, says distributors). 

The shoe is making a splash. "This is the EB come-
back, no doubt about it," says Grover. 

The Passion's sole is extraordinarily stiff length- and 
width-wise, so that it is perhaps the best on the market for 
steep face climbing on sharp and square edges. Its thick 
toe is pointy, made for pockets or narrow holds on which 
you stand toe-in, heel-out. The point is directly over the 
big and second toe of your foot, rather than in the middle. 

For its representatives, EB is going after the sport's big 
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"The new shoes are wider than the old" 

fish. It reeled in Jean-Baptiste Tribout of France, who sent 
high-frequency vibrations throughout this country's 
climbing scene by doing our first 5.14, for design and de-
velopment. EB also landed Alan Watts, a quiet Oregonian 
who is one of this country's best—and most 
controversial - climbers. 

And it's going for the future, sponsoring promising 
young climbers like Jim Surette, 19, a 5.12 - 5.13 per-
former from North Conway, New Hampshire. Unlike 
some people, Surette welcomes the Passion's fortified 
toepiece. 

"It's better for edging that way, more beefy and boot-
like:" he says. "I don't like gushy shoes:' 

General response to the shoe fits right in with its highs-
and lows history. People seem to love it or dislike it. For 
this writer, it was a matter of both. The first day in Pas-
sions, I felt as if! had little refrigerators on my feet: metal-
lic, rectilinear, clunky. I was at the Quincy Quarries just 
south of Boston, and feeling awful on the smears and 
small edges. The shoes' toes seemed almost to 

When Your Life is on the Line 
Gibbs Ascenders 

Gibbs Ascenders work even if your rope is icy or 
muddy. The smooth toothed cam won't damage 
your rope. Ascenders are available with ultimate 
breaking strengths from 2550 to 7000 lbs. Available 
with no cast parts. Ascenders with cast parts are 
individually pull tested. Sizes for ropes up to 1/2" 

(11mm) and 3/4"(19mm). 
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protrude - like cowcatchers on the fronts of trains. The 
next time I took the Passions out, however, it was to boul-
der on a brick wall at MIT, where they absolutely shone. 
My feet seemed to be resting on small platforms, solid and 
stable. They were shelves on sturdy brackets. 

Weeks later, now that I've broken in the shoes, I like 
them very much on more all-around climbing, too. How-
ever, delicate low-angle faces, and crack climbing with its 
foot twisting and torquing are better approached with 
more bendy boots - like my beloved crazily gluey Resin 
Roses. 

The Passions are wider than the old EBs - not such 
good news for me, whose narrow (if fiat) feet slotted per-
fectly into those —but great for my friends who blessed the 
Fires for their increased width. 

EB has oceans of name recognition. But some people 
say that if the company wants to sell its Passions, the best 
thing to do is take its name off the side. On the other hand, 
the EB's recent reputation as a rogue might just be 
washed over by its status as a classic. 
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Scree 
Two Die in Fall on Mount Logan 

Catherine Freer and David Cheesmond disappeared in June 
on the precipitous Hummingbird Ridge of Mount Logan's south-
ern flanks. The climbers were about a week into a 20- to 30-day 
attempt. They had just started ferrying loads across a mile-long, 
knife-edged section of the ridge called the Shovel Traverse, which 
runs horizontally at 13,000 feet into the south face of Logan. 

This traverse is one of the most intimidating stretches of al-
pine terrain in the Americas, according to veteran alpinists in 
western Canada. The top of the traverse carried large cornices 
on each side, curling roofs of unstable windblown snow. Both the 
east and west flanks of the knife-edge ridge fall away for 4,000 
to 5,000 feet in steep walls of ice and snow-plastered rock. These 
walls avalanche tons of snow and ice frequently and unpre-
dictably. 

Air searchers spotted a large cornice that had broken off. They 
saw an empty yellow tent and some packs dangling from anchor 
lines on the eastern flank of the sharp ridge. About 200 feet of 
fixed rope snaked along the crest, then stretched across a gap 
about 40 feet across and 30 feet deep where the cornice appar-
ently had sheared off beneath it. There were no other signs of the 
climbers. 

At 19,520 feet, remote Mount Logan is the second highest 
mountain in North America. It is approached by ski plane about 
100 miles west-southwest from the town of Haines Junction, Yu-
kon. The Hummingbird Ridge has been climbed only once: by 
a 6-man California team in 1965. 

Freer, 37, was a resident of Boulder, Colorado. Cheesmond, 
34, was from Calgary, Canada. 

—John Hessburg 

Climbers Plead Guilty to Throwing 70-lb. Haul 
Bags off El Capitan 

Recently visitors reported a falling climber off El Capitan, and 
a few days later, another visitor reported that he had postively 
seen a parachutist with a partially opened parachute dropping 
from the cliff. Both these reports led to needless searches and, 
in both cases, these falling objects were haul bags tossed off El 
Capitan summit by climbers. 

The two parties have plead guilty to the park service regula-
tion prohibiting throwing objects off cliffs. Sentencing by the U.S. 
Magistrate is pending. 

Nepal Expedition Groups Merge 
Michael Cheney's Treks and Expedition Services will amalga-

mate with Dinesh Gurung's and Dawn Norbu's Himalayan Rover 
Treks, who during the last two years have specialized in Tibet 
Tours. They will offer treks, tours and expedition arrangements 
to both Nepal and Western China, chiefly Tibet. 

For further information, write Rover Treks & Expeditions, 
Nazal Nag Pokhari, P.O. Box 1081, Kathmandu, Nepal. 

Mt. St. Helens Climbing Information 
With Mt. St. Helens in Washington now open for climbing, the 

following regulations are currently in place: 
A permit is required for travel above the 1450m elevation of 

Mt. St. Helens, or entry into the crater. The crater floor is open 
only when the ground is snow-covered. Camping in the crater 
will not be permitted. Spirit Lake Basin, north of Mt. St. Helens, 
below 1450m, is closed to access. 

From November 1 to May 15 - Climbers simply regis-
ter before and after their climb at Yale Park, located 3km west 
of Cougar, on the Lewis River Road. From May 16 to Oc-
tober 31- Mvance reservations are available by mail or in per-
son at the Mount St. Helens National Volcanic Monument Head-
quarters. One hundred permits will be issued for each day. Thirty 
permits will be available as of 5 a.m. each day at Yale Park, and 
seventy will be assigned by advance reservations. 

Further information can be obtained by writing Mount St. He-
lens National Volcanic Monument, Amboy, WA 98601 or by 
phoning 206-247-5473. 

International Mountaineering Seminar 
An International Mountaineering Seminar will be held in the 

beautiful and picturesque city of Chandannagar beside the 
Ganga in India on October 25, 26, 27, 1987. There will be dis-
cussions on different aspects of mountaineering and equipment. 
For further information and reservations write Kalyan 
Chakrabortta, Secretary, Ananda Cottage, Bagbazar, Chandan-
nagar, Hooghly, W.B. India. 

Guides to Meet in Yosemite 
The fall meeting of the American Mountaineering Guides As-

sociation will be held in Yosemite Valley during the month of Oc-
tober. An emergency rescue and first aid course for first respon-
dent certification will be taught by Dr. Peter Hackett who is 
well-known for his high altitude medical research on Denali. 

For more information, contact Katherine Kemble, Secretary, 
Leavenworth Alpine Guides, Box 699, Leavenworth, WA 98826 
or call 509-548-4727. 

Substitue for Down 
A note by Garry Thorp in the July issue of Signpost tells of his 

successful use of cattail "down." He says to peel the brown down 
off the cattail head and let it dry loosely in boxes, then stuff in gar-
ments or pillows as desired. He reports it seems much warmer 
than goose down! 

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, RED 4, Box 145, Gilford, N.H. 03246 
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Learn the fundamentals with one of 
America's best known rock climbers, 

JOHN LONG The FIRST INSTRUCTIONAL 
VIDEO based on the YOSEMITE METHOD, 

emphasizing simplicity and safety.  

Filmed on location in Yosemite 

Send check or money order for $39 plus $2 50 S&H to 
VERTICAL ADVENTURES PROD 

3200 Wilshire Blvd 
Suite 1207 • South Tower 
Los Angeles CA 90010 

Dealer inquiries invited 
Call (213)739 9981 or (213)540 6517 for information 

rZead'ers  7  1IIomment 
Dear Editor: 

Lam writing in regards to Mr. Siemens' let-
ter in the May-June issue of Summit, con-
cerning the March-April issue. 

Ifind his letter objectionable, not the refer-
ence to sexual activities that he mentions. Al-
though narrow-minded people like Mr. Sie-
mens might like to deny it, sex can be and 
often is a beautiful part of the mountain ex-
perience. I read several mountain-oriented 
magazines, and, if anything, I would consider 
Summit to be very conservative in its content. 

Please continue with your standards and 
avoid bowing to the pressures of self-
appointed censors like Mr. Siemens. Thank 
you. 
Thomas L. Gruber 
Arvada, CO 

Dear Editor: 
I hope you will print this note so that Abe 

Siemens will know that he is not alone in his 
views regarding the paragraph on Page 21 in 
the March-April issue. 

I am no prude or "bluenose after having 
spent 50 years as a Navy man and Merchant 
Seaman in several Merchant Marines, but I 
say - let's keep this a mountaineering maga-
zine. If we wish titillating sexual accounts, 
there are a myriad other sources available. 
Mike McNicholas 
Pahrump, NV 

Dear Editor 
I would like to congratulate John Hessburg 

for his fine equipment test: "Focus on Climb-
ing Packs (March-April 87). 

As an update for Summit readers, the 
Mountainsmith Professionals now being de-
livered have some major modifications. The 
top opening is larger now; and our new H-
YOKETM plugs into daisy-chained webbing 
anchoring it to the stays, so that the Pro now 
fits climbers from 410" to 6'1O" tall. Our PRE-
CISION LIFTFM  shoulder-lift-straps replace 
the three-buckle system that John described 
in the article, and are now infinitely adjusta-
ble. Also, the lumbar pad on the Pros is now  

covered with Tuff-grip, the same material 
used in better ice climbing mitts which is in-
herently "sticky" and keeps our packs from 
slipping down when loaded heavy. 

Thanks again for the review, John, and 
thanks to Summit for making the sport of 
climbing accessible to so many of us. 
Brooks Montgomery 
Western Sales & Serv, Mountainsmith 
Golden, Colorado 

An Alternate Opinion—Three 
Fingers Lookout 
Dear Editor: 

As an active member of the team who 
worked on the Three Finger Lookout repair 
project of 1986, Ithink afew facts need to be 
brought to light regarding your May-June 
1987 article "Monastery in the Sky" 

The Lookout is owned by the U.S. Forest 
Service and is within the recently created 
Boulder River Wilderness Area. Buildings are 
totally inconsistent with the philosophy of a 
wilderness area and their removal was man-
dated by Congress. Fortunately, in special in-
stances, exceptions may be made. 

Harold Engles approached the Everett 
Mountaineers in early 1986 to solicit their 
support for the Lookout. In June of 86, The 
Mountaineers applied for a Special Use Per-
mit to restore and maintain the Lookout on 
a permanent basis. The private individuals 
who were hoping to do the repairs, but did 
not have permission to work on the Lookout, 
were contacted and a team formed. The 
1986 project happened because the Forest 
Service allowed work to be done before a 
permit could be issued. The Forest Service al-
lowed pack animals onto a wilderness trail on 
a one trip basis. (Without the pack animals, 
the project would have died.) The Forest 
Service paid a consultant to submit 8 look-
outs, of which Three Fingers is one, for inclu-
sion in the National Registry of Historic 
Places. They allowed temporary repairs 
which are totally incompatible with the build-
ing (plywood was not even invented when 
the lookout was built). Does this sound like 
the actions of an agency that doesn't care? 
That, as Mr. Weide says, "has chosen to ig-
nore Three Fingers On the contrary, per-
haps their help and cooperation as respects 
this project has been done quietly and not 
been readily observed by everyone. 

In 20, 30, 50, or even 100 years, who will 
be left to work for the restoration of the Look-
out? The Forest Service, The Mountaineers 
and private citizens not yet born. Let's leave 
a legacy of teamwork and cooperation for 
those that follow us—for the Lookout's sake. 
Carol R. Jacobson 
Everett Mountaineers 
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iLhe Bookshelf 
THE CLIMBER'S HANDBOOK: Rock, Ice, Al-
pine, Expeditions by Ron Fawcet, Jeff  Lowe, Paul 
Nunn, and Alan Rouse. Published by Sierra Club 
Books, San Francisco, $29.95, cloth; $18.95, pa-
per. 256 pages, 8-1/4 x 10-3/4. 180 color 
photos, 120 B&W 

In the Climber's Handbook four individuals 
have combined their expertise on four different 
subjects. In each instance, they are well qualified 
to write on the subject they have chosen. 

Ron Fawcett, one of Great Britain's leading tech-
nical rock climbers who has climbed throughout 
the world, tackling the most challenging routes, 
writes on rock climbing. Jeff Lowe, a highly 
respected American ice climber and manufacturer 
of specialized climbing gear, writes on ice climb-
ing. Paul Nunn, a leading Scothsh alpine climber, 
writes on alpine climbing. Alan Rouse was one of 
the most experienced all-round expedition clim-
bers of our time. (He recently died on a K2 expe-
dition after becoming the first Briton to reach its 
summit.) He wrote on expeditions. 

The Climber's Handbook offers the latest infor-
mation on every aspect of climbing for beginners 
and experienced climbers alike. The authors not 
only cover their respective specialties, but also por-
tray their enthusiasm for their chosen subject. 
Each one outlines the development, discusses 
equipment required, changes which have evolved 
through the years due to more sophisticated 
equipment and clothing. Techniques are 
described. Probably one of the more important 
subjects mentioned is developing the right men-
tal attitude before starting a climb which not only 
makes for a better climber, but enables him to bet-
ter cope with accidents or adverse conditions. 

There is an emphasis throughout the book on 
common sense, safety, emergency preparedness, 
proper care of equipment, and the climber's code 
of courtesy which, though it varies in detail from 
country to country, is shared by all seasoned 
mountaineers. 

WHITE LIMBO: The FirstAustralian Climb of Mt. 
Everest by Lincoln Hall. Published in the US. by 
The Mountaineers Books, 306 2nd Ave. W, 
Seattle. Clot hbound, $35. 252 pages, 200 color 
photos, 2 maps. 

So many expedition accounts are written by 
climbers who really are not writers. White Limbo 
is an exception. Lincoln Hall is first a climber, but 
he also enjoys writing. He writes more of the clim-
bers, their reactions to the environment, dangers 
and hardships. It is all interwoven with avalanches 
that wipe out camps and equipment, frostbite and 
disappointments. The writing is generously inter-
spersed with many beautifully reproduced color 
photos. 

Hall also writes of the sights and sounds of 
China and Tibet as they pass through on their way 
to Everest. 

In order to finance their expedition, the climbers 
made an agreement with Sydney's Channel 9 tel-
evision station to cooperate in the making of a film 
of their ascent. 

The climb itseff, without oxygen, was a new  

route up the North Face by way of the Great 
Couloir. Two of the five Australians, Tim 
MacCartney-Snape and Greg Mortimer, made 
the summit. One, Andy Henderson, abandoned 
the attempt only fifty meters from success when, 
after having trouble with a broken crampon, dark-
ness overtook him, and survival became the first 
priority. (As it later turned out his fingers were so 
badly frostbitten on both hands, that it was neces- 

sary to have them amputated at the first knuckle.) 
Geoff Bartram was forced back at 7300 meters 
when he developed symptoms of cerebral 
oedma—fluid retention in the brain—the only 
cure for it was to descend. Lincoln Hall turned 
back at 8300 meters, exhausted and with the reali-
zation that it would be after dark before he reached 
the summit, and the danger of frostbite and an ac-
cident was too great descending in the dark. 

The AAC and 
the arts 

We care. Do you? 
Mountainfilm in Telluride held its ninth annual festival of 

films celebrating the mountain experience. Set in a uniquely 

alpine village, the festival welcomes the climbing community to 

view the best in mountaineering films. 

Since the inception of Mountainfilm, the AAC has been a 

major sponsor of this important event. And Mountainfilm, for its 

part, organizes the film portion of the AAC Annual Meeting. 

But this is, by no means, the only involvement we have with the 

Alpine Arts. 

The American Alpine Journal, by any standard the finest 

journal in the world, boasts high quality writing combined with 

stunning photos. And speaking of writing, the AAC recently 
began awarding a prize for literary excellence. The AAC Li-

brary is the finest in the Western Hemisphere and includes an 

outstanding collection of alpine art. 

These are only a few of the ways the AAC celebrates and 

supports the Alpine Arts on behalf of all climbers, as well as 

some of the reasons why I believe the AAC deserves the 

support of all seriously committed climbers. One way to lend 

such support is through membership; the procedures have 

been greatly simplified. Write to The American Alpine Club, 

113 E. 90th Street, New York NY 10128, and request an ap-

plication form now. 

Join us in supporting the Alpine Arts. 

Jim McCarthy 

President, AAC 

THE Mv1ERICAN ALPINE CLUB 
Your concerns are our concerns 
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Thamserku (6,608m) from Tengbouche Gompa. 

Island Peak ViNgnette Text and Photos by Doug  Allcock 

Leaving crowded, smoky Kathmandu, a small plane 
climbed toward the mountains. After a bumpy landing in 
a cow pasture, the porters collected our duffel and the ap-
proach began. Past terraced rice fields, over barren 
passes, then through Rhododendron forests the trail 
flowed. 

In a single day we climbed from summer into winter. It 
was balmy along the Dudh Kosi, but snowing in Namche 
Bazzar—traditional kickofffor Everest. After acclimati-
zation at Tengbouche Gompa, it was on to the stark Imja 
Valley and endless moraines. 

Cold nights in a tent serenaded by yak bells, fluttering 
prayerfiags, and the cheerful company of Sherpa people 
brought us to the mountain. It was a severe, vivid place. 
Steep fluted snow, crevasses, an exposed ridge—our eyes 
feasted as we lived out a dream. 

The victory party at our Sirdar's home is a fond 
memory—roasted goat and all the chang one could or 
could not drink. A beautiful lullaby sung by the Sherpa 
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women was followed by a shuffling, stomping dance. We 
all locked arms to join in. 

It was time to leave. The host cast white flour on our 
coats, explaining the custom insured that we would all 
meet again some day and befriends. Into the cold, inky 
blackness of Kumjung we emerged (the town had no elec-
tricity). Our Sherpas followed with flaming  torches, to 
lead us to our camp, taking care of us as always. 

Two days later, a dubious take-offfrom a sloping run-
way. The landscape melted beneath the mist. We were 
returning to civilization—in 10 minutes we would fly the 
distance it had taken us 25 days to walk. Time was a 
different quantity on the trail. 

While not technically dfflcult, a climb of Nepal Island 
Peak yields spectacular views of the eastern Khumbu 
Himal. The summit is now permitted under a trekking 
permit. 
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Scree 
Oldster Scales Mt. Fuji 

At 91, Hulda Crooks of Loma Linda, California became the 
oldest person ever to reach the top of Mount Fuji in Japan. The 
hike to the summit of this 12,388-foot dormant volcano was ac-
complished in three days, but it was not an easy climb for this 
slight lady who has topped Mt. Whitney so many times that she 
has been nicknamed "Grandma Whitney:' 

Most of the time, her heart rate after a stretch of hiking was 
90400 beats per minute. After a 2-minute rest, it would gener-
ally drop into the low 70's or upper 601s. A vegetarian, Mrs. 
Crooks limited her consumption of local food to a few bowls of 
rice and brought most of her own staples of cereals, fruits, nuts 
and tofu. 

Most Climbed Mountain 
On the weekend of May 9-10, climbing on Mt. St. Helens was 

unrestricted and with the perfect weather, about 1,600 people 
climbed the mountain without injury or major problems. The 
Forest Service has already issued 20,000 permits so far this year. 
That is more than the 15,000 who scale Japan's Mt. Fuji each 
year, making St. Helens the most climbed mountain in the world. 

As far as safety goes, the media is quoting some people who 
say it's just a day hike and you don't need crampons, ropes or ice 
axes. Mountain rescuers and officials, however, wisely recom-
mend ice axes for steeper snow traverses. Climbers are also 
warned to be careful on the crater rim, which is corniced. Rop-
ing up is recommended for safety at the edges. 

—Tacoma Mountain Rescue Newsletter 

On Rope 
By Allen Padgett and Bruce Smith 

This book promises to become the bible of ver-
tical or single rope techniques (SRT). It contains 
over 350 pages and more than 650 detailed draw-
ings, eight comprehensive comparison charts, and 
three how to workshops. Covers everything you 
need to know from ropes, knots, and harnesses, to 
ascending, descending, self and partner rescue, 
belaying, and training. 

Indispensible for both beginning and advanced 
climbers. 4 

$21.50 postpaid from: 

National Speleological Society 
Dept. G-7 
Cave Avenue 
Huntsville, AL 35810 
(205) 852-1300 

/ 
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Spare Key 
A good place to carry a second key for your car is on your boot. 

Remove the key from the key ring, run the lace through the hole 
in the key, lace up the boot, and tuck the key between the tongue 
of the boot and the lacings. You can't lose your key unless you 
lose your boots! 

—Signpost, July, 1987. 

Sierra Club "Rescue Cards" Available Again 
Updated versions of the popular "Rescue Cards" prepared by 

the Sierra Club Mountaineering Committee are again available. 
The unique wallet-size cards contain information on moun-
taineering first aid, non-accident first aid, rescue organization, 
how and where to find rescue help, emergency assistance, tele-
phone tips when reporting accidents, how to help in helicopter 
evacuations, tracking lost persons, where to obtain avalanche 
information. 

To obtain a free card, send self-addressed, stamped envelope 
to the Sierra Club Mountaineering Committee, Box 262, La 
Canada, CA 91011. 

Of special interest to climbers is the West Virginia Department 
of Natural Resources' project to introduce the Peregrine Falcon 
to the New River Gorge. This is the first such attempt to introduce 
this currently endangered species to the state of West Virginia. 

In early June a hacking site was established at a prominent 
point along the Central Endless Wall. A 24-hour surveillance 
team has established a camp at the top of the closest upstream 
prow from which progress can be observed. 

Since minimal human interaction with the young birds is crit-
ical for successful introduction, the section of cliff immediately 
around the site has been closed to climbing from June 1 through 
sometime in early August when the birds are expected to become 
self-sufficient. The West Virginia D.N.R. plans to use this site 
through 1990 though it is hoped that alternate, more remote 
sites will be considered that won't result in climbing closures. 

—Rick Thompson 

Accessory 
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 



John Mars Photo 

The Bivouac 
She is sleeping now, and the man in the moon 
has come to say goodnight. Dark and hollow 
vapors wrap their blanket around us. Tuck us 
in. Pressed against her breast, Ifeel slumber 
near. 

She is mountain 
Jam child 
Under moving starlight, 
We are one. 

Glisteningdrops of light caress myeyes as they 
open to greet a rising sun. Clinging, infant-like 
on my mother's side, she winks at me; crisp 
morning air breathes the very thought of her. 

I wonder: 
What you really are 
what thoughts linger beneath 

your granite hair 
is all of this coincidence, 

or was it meant to be? 
And now I must climb, I allow the thoughts to 
go. Yetflrstllaugh ... Iam seeing me dance with 
her and I tingle, embracing the rhythm of our 
soul. Believing, then becoming, our truth as no 
one else may know. 

This moment 
I will never forget. 

—H. Steve Rg/T?ri Griswold 
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The MARKETPLACE PREPAID ROCK, ICE, WINTER COURSES 

BOOTS & BOOT REPAIR 

Bootmaking. Technical hiking, ski and 
walking boots carefully handmade and 
fitted by John W. Calden, P.O. Box 445, 
Allenspark, CO 80510 

EQUIPMENT & SOFTWARE 

G-Tex Bivy Sacks $45 to $65, G-tex 
parkas $72 to $99, G-tex pants $48 to 
$70, Ropes $70 to $95, and more. Write 
for free catalog: Wildabeast Mt. Gear, 
P0 Box 572,Jackson, NH 03846. 

Mountaineering Hardware, Soft. 
goods and more! Free catalog. Write: 
Hansen Mountaineering, Inc., 757 
North State, Orem, Utah 84057. 

Kastinger-Habeler Superlites. 10-1/2 
med. New—never used. Superb ice 
climbing and mountaineering boot. Light 
and warm. $80.00. Tony. 714-592-6947. 

4OUNTAINEERING LITERATURE 

Books: over 1000. Climbing, backpack-
ing, trekking, caving, skiing, canoeing, 
kayaking, rafting. Guidebooks, tech-
niques, historical accounts. Free catalog. 
Backcountry Bookstore Box 191YS, 
Snohomish, WA 98290. 

Unbound 1986 SUMMIT issues, $12 
plus $3 postage and handling. Send 
check or money order to SUMMIT, P.O. 
Box 1889, Big Bear Lake, CA 92315. 

GUIDED CLIMBS & EXPEDITIONS 

Fantastic East African Trip. June 24 to 
July 10 or 17, 1988. Ascend Kilimanjaro 
and visit wildlife kingdoms in Tanzania; 
then explore wildlife kingdoms in Kenya, 
or hike and climb in Mount Kenya Na-
tional Park. Priced at cost. Superb itiner-
ary. Inquire. Iowa Mountaineers, P.O. 
Box 163, Iowa City 52244. 

Mt. McKinley & Aconcagua Expedi-
tions and support services available from 
McKinley's oldest guide service. Genet 
Expeditions, celebrating our 20th year! 
Talkeetna, Alaska 99676 or 
800-33-GENET 

Expeditions Abroad. Michael Coving-
ton is now accepting reservations for his 
1987 Expeditions to the Karakoram 
mountains of Pakistan, Broad 
Peak/Mustagh Tower and 1988 expedi-
tion Safari to the game parks of Tanzania, 
climbs of Kilamanjaro and Mt. Kenya and 
snorkling in Mombasa. For details, please 
contact Fantasy Ridge, P.O. Box 1679, Tel-
luride, Colorado 81435  or call (303) 
728-3546. 

Mt. McKiiiley Expeditions —Climb 
with experienced professional McKin-
ley guides. For brochure, write: Rainier 
Mountaineering, Inc., 201 St. Helens, 
Tacoma, WA 98402. 

Join us for climbs in Alaska, Russia, 
South America: Denali, Peak Com-
munism, Aconcagua. For complete in-
formation: Mountain Trip, Gary 
Bocarde, Box 91161, Dept. 5, Anchorage, 
AK 99509. (907) 345-6499. 

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. 

Bellingham Alpine Guides offers in-
struction in Rock and Alpine climbing. 
For free brochure, write or call (206)733-
1785. B.A.G., P.O. Box 6091, Bellingham, 
WA 98227. 

Alpine Experience, Inc. is now taking 
reservations for our 1987 five- and ten-
day Alpine Mountaineering Seminars 
and International Mountaineering 
Expeditions. Contact Tim Brill, 22622 
39th Ave. E. Spanaway, WA 98387 (206) 
847-8375. 

Lets Go Climbing: Michael Covington 
is now accepting reservations for his 
Summer and Fall season rock climbing 
school at Telluride, Colorado. Opportu-
nities include instruction and guiding for 
the novice to expert in the San Juan 
Mountains, Black Canyon and Moab, 
Utah desert towers. For details, please 
contact Fantasy Ridge, P.O. Box 1679,  Tel-
luride, Colorado 81435 or call (303) 
728-3546. 

Enter my subscription to SUMMIT for: 
One Year $15 111 Two years $24 

(Add $3 per year outside U.S. Payment in U.S. funds by International bank order.) 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY STATE ________ ZIP...... 

Mail to: 
SUMMIT, a mountaineering magazine 

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

Recreational Equipment, Inc. 

1405 W. Southern 
Tempe 85282 

CALIFORNIA 

Adventure 16 
11161 W. Pico Blvd. 

W. Los Angeles 90064 

Recreational Equipment, Inc. 

405W. 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 
143S. Cedris Ave. 

Solano Beach 92075 

Adventure 16 

4620 Alvarado Canyon Rd. 

San Diego 92120 

Recreational Equipment, Inc. 
9 City Blvd.,W., The City 444 

Orange 92668 

The Great Pacific Iron Works 
235W. 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 

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 

Recreational Equipment, Inc. 
2200 W. Alameda Ave. 

Denver 80223 

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

Lakewood 80226 

The Boulder Mountaineer 
1335 Broadway 

Boulder 80302 

Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 

2550 Arapahoe Ave. 

Boulder 80302 

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 

MAINE 

Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 
So. Maine Mall Rd. 
So. Portland 04106 

MARYLAND 

Recreational Equipment, Inc. 
9801 Rhode Island Ave. 

Hollywood Plaza 
College Park 20740 

Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 

740 A Fairmonl Ave. 

Towson 21204 

Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 
62 Mountain Rd. 

Glen Burnie 21061 

MASSACHUSETTS 

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

Hadley 01035 

Recreational Equipment, Inc. 
279 Salem St. 
Reading 01867 

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

Dedham Plaza 

Dedham 02026 

Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 
1041 Commonwealth Ave. 

Boston 02215 

Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 
233 Stevens St. Rear 

Hyannis 02601 

Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 
1400 Worcester St. 

Natick 01760 

MINNESOTA 

Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 
1627W. County Rd. B' 

St. Paul 55113 

Recreational Equipment, Inc. 
710W. 98th St. 

Bloomington 55420 

Midwest Mountaineering 
309 Cedar 

Minneapolis 55454 

MISSOURI 

Alpine Shope, Ltd. 
601 E. Lockwood 

Webster Groves 63119 

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 Chalet 
6307 Menaul, N.E. 

Albuquerque 87110 

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

Page One 
11200 Montgomery 
Albuquerque 87111 

NEW YORK 

Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 

188 Mercer St. 
New York 10012 

Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 
25W. 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 

Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 
1270 Niagara Falls Blvd. 

Tonawanda 14150 

Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 
100 Main St. 

Lake Placid 12946 

NORTH CAROLINA 

Base Camp Mountain Sports. 

1534 East Blvd. 
Charlotte 28203 

Jesse Brown's 
4369 S. Tryon St. 

Charlotte 28210 

OREGON 

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 

UTAH 

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. Brickard Rd. 

Salt Lake City 84106 

VERMONT 

Dakin's Mountain Shop 
227 Main St. 

So. Burlington 05401 

Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc 
100 Dorset St. 

South Burlington 05401 

VIRGINIA 

Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc. 

6198 F Little River Turnpike 

Alexandria 22312 

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 98489 

Asplund's 
1544 N. Wenatchee Ave. 

Wenatchee 98801 

Recreational Equipment, Inc. 
N. 1125 Monroe St. 

Spokane 99201 

WYOMING 

Hunt's Mountain Sports 
163 Main St. 

Lander 82520 

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 
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