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scree 
Buhier First American to Climb Kangchenjunga 

The summit of Kangchenjunga, the world's third highest peak at 
28,168 feet, was reached by a small team of climbers on May 3, 
1988. Carlos Buhler, 33, of Bellingham, Washington is the first 
American to reach the summit of Kangchenjunga. The other team 
members were Peter Habeler, 46, of Austria and Martin Zabalet, 
38, of Spain. The first American attempt on Kangchenjunga took 
place in 1929. 

The team, accompanied by two high altitude Sherpas, climbed 
without bottled oxygen and used a minimum of fixed ropes. Their 
calendar was as follows: 
• March 12-19, 1988.Team organized in Kathmandu, Nepal. 
• March 20-April 3, 1988. Approached into base at 16,500 feet. 
• April 7, 1988. First camp established at 19,000 feet. 
• April 20, 1988. Second camp established at 21,000 feet. 
• April 20-26, 1988. Stormy weather delayed expedition. 
• April 27, 1988.The three climbers and two high altitude sherpas 

proceeded with the ascent. 
• May 1, 1988.Third camp established at 24,200 feet. 
• May 2, 1988. Fourth camp established at 25,700 feet. 
• May 3, 1988. Team left camp at 4a.m. and climbed to 28,168-

foot summit; arrived at 2 p.m. 
• May 4, 1988. Team descended to camp three. 
• May 5, 1988.Team descended to camp one. 
• May 6, 1988. Team arrived at base camp. 
• May 16, 1988. Team arrived back in Kathmandu, Nepal. 
• May 24, 1988. Team left for respective home states. 

Carlos Buhier's climbing experience spans 18 years, including 
21 expeditions to Alaska, Peru, Bolivia, Ecuador, Argentina, 
Uganda, Kenya, Pakistan, Nepal, China and the Soviet Union. In 
1980, he made the second ascent of Baruntse, 23,688 feet via the 
never before attempted East Ridge. In 1983, he climbed to the sum-
mit of Everest, 29,028 feet, via the East Face fromTibet. In 1984, 
he led a Canadian-American Expedition up the West Pillar of Ma-
kalu, 27,824 feet, but chose to retreat in bad weather only 100 
yards from the summit. In the winter of 1985, leading an ultralight, 
two-member expedition, he pioneered a new route up the North-
east Face of Ama Dablam, 22,349 feet. In 1987, he made a rapid 
ascent of the extremely difficult Cerro Torre in the Patagonia re-
gion of Argentina. 

Everest Ski Descent Planned 
In September, the American Mt. Everest Ski Expedition will at-

tempt to climb and then descend Everest via the Hornbein and Jap-
anese Couloirs to the Rongbuk Glacier. Members of the team are 
Craig Colonica, Leader, Steve McKinney, former U.S. Speed Ski-
ing Champion, and Mike Graber. 

REI Grants 
A selection of 16 climbing programs from throughout the United 

States have received special grants of cash or equipment from Rec-
reational Equipment, Inc. in observance of its 50th Anniversary. 
The amount totaled $9,500. RET operates 17 retail stores and a mail 
order service. It supplies approximately 30 percent of all the tech-
nical climbing gear sold in the United States. 

Greenland Expedition 
Eleven American explorers and scientists will depart the United 

States during the early summer of 1989 for a ten-week expedition 
to the northernmost land on earth: North Peary Land, Greenland. 
While in Peary Land, the exploratory team will conduct the first 
exploration of the H. H. Benedict Range, traverse to the northern-
most land on earth (Cape Morris Jesup) and explore the Roosevelt 
Range. The scientific team, based near Frigg Fjord, will concen-
trate on studies of wildlife biology, meterology, geology, geomor-
phology amd acid rain research. Numerous first ascents, including 
some technically demanding routes, are planned. 

Members of the team include John Jancik and Ken Zerbst (Ex-
pedition Co-Leaders), Andy Lapkass (Mountaineering Leader), 
Mark Jenkins, Paul Dornisch, Peter Pilafian, Dr. Peter Skafte, 
John Scorsine and Theresa Baker. The two-member scientific team 
is currently under consideration. 

The expedition is unique in that it offers an American team an 
opportunity to visit one of the few remaining blank areas left on the 
globe. The budget for the adventure is slated at $75 .000.00, the 
bulk resulting from transportation costs. For more information and 
tax deductible contributions, please write: The 1989 American-
North Peary Land Expedition, P.O. Box 20124, Englewood, Colo-
rado 80156, or call (303) 841-8791 or (303) 697-8933 on evenings 
or weekends. 

South Pole Ski Expedition 
The first American South Pole Ski Expedition will depart for 

Antarctica in November, 1988. From Punta Arenas, Chile, a polar-
equipped DC-4 will ferry the party to the Patriot Hills ice runway 
at 80 degrees south latitude. The expedition will then be flown to 
the edge of the ice shelf and the mainland of Antarctica byTwin Ot-
ter, where the members will start their ski journey. Snowmobiles 
will be used to support the group with supplies. 

It is estimated that the party will reach the South Pole in 40 to 45 
actual travel days, skiing across the high Polar Plateau covering an 
average distance of 15 miles per day. Arrival at the South Pole will 
coincide with the height of the austral summer, when the sun shines 
24 hours a day. 

The terrain is relatively level at latitude 80 degrees south, where 
the expedition will begin. The elevation will gradually rise from 
sea level to nearly 9,000 feet at the South Pole. The average tem-
perature is expected to be about minus 20 degrees Farenheit. Ar-
rangements are being made by Mountain Travel. 

Mt. St. Helens Permits 
As of last Labor Day, as many as 12,000 people may have 

reached the top of Mt. St. Helens since the eruption. Climbing per-
mits are required for all travel above 4800 feet and a permit is good 
for only 36 hours. From May 16 to October 31 only 100 permits a 
day will be issued. A party of 12 is the largest allowed per permit. 
The crater is open to hikers when the floor is snow-covered, but the 
Spirit Lake Basin is closed to the public. 
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"Nunataks" rising above the Harding Icefield. Photo by Joe Sears 

From left, Rick Dare, Steve Gardiner, Dallas Virchow on the summit of the first peak. Photo by Joe Sears 
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The rock band and icefall we passed on the descent from our third peak. Photo by Joe Sears 

ot Te e 
Rick Dare on the small summit of the third peak. Photo by Joe Sears 

By Steve Gardiner 

We were three pitches up the one 
thousand-foot rock wall. Rick was 
leading up a steep section toward a pin-
nacle. He traversed to his right and as 
he reached out, the mountain rumbled. 

"Rock!" he shouted. 
An avalanche of rocks roared down 

the face and into the couloir. Dallas, 
who was belaying Rick, disappeared 
from sight. Joe and I, watching from 
across the couloir, ducked as the bould-
ers rattled downward, burying them-
selves in the surface of the Harding Ice-
field. 
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"It is 35 miles long and 
20 miles wide, with hun-
dreds of lonely peaks." 

When the rumbling stopped and the 
dust settled, I looked up. Rick had 
somehow held on and regained his 
footing. Dallas was safe beneath an 
overhang of rock. 

Slowly, Rick moved again. He 
found more loose rock above him, so 
Joe and I decided to climb a couloir 
while Rick and Dallas finished the but-
tress. We met just below the summit 
ridge and from there we walked up to a 
rounded snow summit, our fourth in a 
week and our third first ascent. 

I sat on the snow and drank from my 
water bottle, exhausted from the ten-
sion created by the rockfall. Looking to 
the northeast, I saw the first beautiful 
peak we had climbed here and thought 
back to that earlier climb. 

It was on our fourth day and we 
climbed a 4800-foot peak via a 500-
foot rock buttress which led to snow 
slopes and the summit. I remembered 
how a perfect sky gave us a clear view 
to the west where a long glacier split 
two massifs of peaks and flowed like a 
winding river between them toward a 
sea too distant and foreign for us to im-
agine. The haze of sun on snow gave 
the view an unreal quality, a dreamy 
appearance of illusion that only 
became anchored in the mind by the 
black, harsh lines of the granite ridges 
which defined the silhouettes of count-
less peaks. 

From that first isolated summit, I 
could look back down the line of tracks 
in the snow to our tents on the vast 
sheet of the Harding Icefield. I remem-
bered the flight to Anchorage, the drive 
to Seward, the climb up the Exit Gla-
cier where we double-carried 125 
pounds each. I also remembered the 
ski trip across the Icefield as we pulled 
sleds to our base camp. I could feel 
again the excitement of rising in the 
morning, skiing to the peak and climb-
ing the rock buttress to reach the sum-
mit snow. 

Four days of work had brought us to 
that first summit. These days were the 
culmination of years of dreaming, 
months of planning. Rick Dare, Dallas 
Virchow, Joe Sears and I wanted to vis-
it an area where few people had been 
and we hoped to climb a few peaks 
while there. The Harding Icefield 
seemed like just the place for us—re-
mote, beautiful and largely unknown. 

The Icefield became part of Kenai 
Fjords National Park on the Kenai Pen-
insula with the passage of the Alaska 
Lands Bill in 1980. It is 35 miles long 
and 20 miles wide and the surface is 
broken by the summits of hundreds of 
"nunataks" or lonely peaks. The "flu-
nataks" are part of the Kenai Moun-
tains, a coastal range whose peaks 
reach to 6,000 feet in elevation. The 
Icefield feeds 34 named glaciers and 
countless other smaller glaciers. Ac-
cording to Park records, snowfall on 
the Icefield averages some 400-600 
inches each year. 

We spent an hour on the summit, en-
joying the perfect sky and celebrating 
our climb. Then we descended the 
snowfield and found a lower snowfield 
on the north face which led to the sur-
face of the Harding Icefield. We skied a 
loop around a large and deep crevasse 
and returned to our camp. 

The next day we arose at 4:00 a.m., 
but a snowstorm kept us in camp until 
6:30. When the weather cleared, we 
skied to another nunatak just southwest 
of our camp. We chose a snow couloir 
and took turns leading sections of it. 
The snow was solid and made for su-
perb climbing. In places it was 45-50 
degrees steep, and at any point, we 
could pause and look across to the rock 
buttress and see the route we had 
climbed the day before. By 11:00, we 
were on the summit. 

As we ate our lunch, we noticed an 
arete or thin ridge connecting the peak 
we were on with a second peak. We de-
cided to try a crossing. 

Dallas led across the sharp saddle. 

4 SUMMIT/July-Aug., 1988 



Joe protected him with the rope as he 
moved over several high points on the 
ridge. Then Rick belayed Joe as he and 
Dallas continued across the serrated 
arete to a point where Dallas faced a 
very steep snow wall. Punching his ice 
axe into the snow above his head for a 
handhold, he kicked steps into the wall 
and moved upward. 

I was still near the summit of the first 
peak and watched in fascination as my 
friends, a rope between each one, 
strung themselves out over 400 feet of 
this spectacular traverse. Dallas looked 
small as he clung to the snow wall. Joe 
seemed to balance in the middle and 
the Harding Icefield glistened in bright 
sunlight a thousand feet below him. 
Rick let out the rope slowly as the other 
two moved across and up.This was one 
time I was glad I was last. Seeing such 
a fine traverse from above was a rare 
and memorable experience. 

Soon Dallas and Joe were across and 
Rick and I followed. Within minutes, 
all four of us were on the northeast 
ridge of the second peak. Joe led up to a 
shelf beneath the actual summit, a 
small knob of rock covered with snow. 
Its northern exposure was sheer and 
dropped several hundred feet. The 
southern face was less steep, but 
showed a larger vertical drop. We 
quickly realized that we could not stand 
on the summit together, so we took 
turns walking to the small point, pro-
tected by a rope and anchor. 

After we all had our turn, we sat on a 
flat area just below the summit knob 
and talked. The second summit of the 
day had given us yet another view of 
the surrounding peaks and we all had 
ideas about possible routes for future 
days. We took out the maps and dis-
cussed our ideas. Our enthusiasm 
soared. 

We descended the north face via a 
series of ledges covered with snow 
sculpted in swirling patterns. The foot-
ing was solid and we made good time. 
When we reached the glacial plateau at  

the base of the peak, we turned east to 
retrieve our skis. On the way, we 
passed beneath a rock band which had 
caused the descending snow and ice 
from the peak to create an ice fall. The 
blocks of ice stood like pillars below 
the rock band. Two of the larger ice 
blocks had been carved by wind or wa-
ter and had tunnels worn through them. 
The tunnels appeared deep blue inside 
and caused Dallas to comment on their 
similarity to the rock formations in 
Bryce Canyon in Utah. 

We returned to camp and spent the 
afternoon drying out gear in the sun-
shine, visiting and reading. Rick, writ-
ing in his journal, realized that it was 
Flag Day at home. With climbs on two 
peaks, it had certainly been a banner 
day for us on the Harding Icefield. 

Now, on our sixth day, we sat atop 
the most dangerous peak we had 
climbed. We knew we were lucky to 
have escaped the rockfall, but, at that 
time, we really didn't know how lucky 
we were. 

Clouds had moved in during our 
climb. Our view from the summit was 
not as nice as on our previous climbs. 
We ate quickly and descended a snow-
field just east of the buttress we had 
climbed. 

During our ski back to camp, the 
cloud cover increased and dropped to 
the Icefield surface, enveloping us in 
thick fog. Visibility decreased to 100 
feet by the time we reached camp at 
3:00. By 5:00 it was snowing furious-
ly. 

We ate dinner inside the tents and 
listened to the snow pounding on the 
nylon walls. We had climbed four 
peaks and worked hard for six days. A 
snow day now might provide a timely 
rest. However, we had no idea how 
long the storm might last. Doubt lin-
gered in our minds. 

The next morning, we didn't even 
have to look outside. The snow was still 
beating on the tent. Even if it cleared 

"On our sixth day, we sat 
atop the most dangerous 

peak we had climbed." 
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Tents and skis carry the results of the storm. 

Joe Sears, Steve Gardinerr, Dallas Virchow and Rick Dare at the end of the expedition, with the Exit Glacier in the background. Photo 
by anonymous bystander. 
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now, the snow slopes would not be safe 
from avalanche. We would not climb. 

We spent the day reading. Even 
though Rick and Dallas were only fif-
teen feet away in their tent, the wind 
and snow prevented Joe and I from 
talking to them all day. We relaxed and 
read late into the sunlit Alaskan night. 

Day 8 was more of the same. We ex-
changed books, wrote in our journals 
and talked. With plenty of food, fuel 
and time, we could wait several more 
days if the storm continued. 

It did. The next morning showed no 
signs of change. We were into our third 
day of the storm. It was getting hard to 
nap as there was nothing to rest from. 

About noon, I felt strange. Some-
thing was different. I realized that the 
wind and snow had stopped. For 65 
hours we had listened to snow hitting 
our tent. The quiet seemed awkward. 
Joe looked outside and could see a 
peak. All four of us got out of the tents 
and stretched our legs and arms. We 
watched the clouds rise slowly above 
the Icefield. By 2:00 we could see sev-
eral peaks in the distance. 

We broke camp and skied east to-
ward a group of peaks closer to the Exit 
Glacier. We skied halfway to the peaks 
before the clouds dropped again. Using 
a compass and each other for land-
marks, we continued until we thought 
we were in a good place and set up 
camp. 

Snow fell throughout the evening 
and night. In the morning, we got a 
glimpse of a large peak which had a 
classic snow ridge facing our camp. 
Our choice of campsites had been good 
and we all expressed interest in climb-
ing the snow ridge before leaving. 
Heavy clouds moved in and out 
throughout the morning. At noon, we 
agreed that we would not have enough 
time to climb the large ridge, so we 
skied to a smaller peak and found a fine 
snow ridge on it. The ridge brought us 
to a steep summit block which we 
climbed as the visibility dropped to 
zero. We spent a short time on the sum- 

mit of our fifth peak and quickly down-
climbed the ridge and returned to camp 
by following our ski tracks in the snow. 

We spent Days 11 and 12 in alternat-
ing snow and rain, waiting for the 
chance to try the classic snow ridge. 
Our break did not come. We could sel-
dom even see the peaks and were 
forced to drop our plans. 

On our 13th day, we broke camp in 
extremely low visibility and turned to-
ward the Exit Glacier. We skied for four 
hours by compass, crossing bear tracks 
in the snow three times. We reached the 
edge of the Icefield and got a brief 
break in the clouds, but it was enough 
of a break for us to confirm that we had 
reached the top of the Exit Glacier and 
we descended to the trail we had left 
nearly two weeks before. 

All thoughts were now on getting 
down and we single-carried over a 
hundred pounds in packs the last two 
hours. We worked our way down the 
trail, forded two streams and reached 
the river bottom trail which led to our 
car. 

At the Exit Glacier Ranger Station, 
we learned that during the two weeks 
we had spent on the Icefield, it had 
rained non-stop at the station and in 
Seward. We had been lucky with our 
weather. We also learned that while we 
were gone, a lady from California had 
walked up to the foot of the glacier. A 
block of ice had calved off and struck 
her. She died as a result of her injuries. 

We piled our gear into our rental car 
and headed back to Anchorage. Dallas 
got off at Portage to take a train and fer-
ryto visit a friend inValdez. Rick went 
to the airport in Anchorage to return to 
Wyoming. Joe and I drove south to-
ward Homer where we planned to rent 
sea kayaks. 

Our expedition to the Harding Ice-
field was over, but the dream we had of 
visiting there had come true and was 
replaced by wonderful memories—of 
sun, snow, rock, jagged peaks, vast ex-
panses of ice and good friends. We 
couldn't ask for more. 

"It ended with wonder-
ful memories of sun, 
snow, rock, jagged 
peaks, vast expanses of 

ice and good friends." 
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Two years ago Thomas F. Hornbein 
climbed with the first joint American-
Chinese mountaineering expedition, a ven-
ture that mixed surprises and mysteries on 
Ulugh Murtagh, a remote Chinese moun-
tain sitting "on the biggest blank spot left 
on world maps." 

Hornbein, the partner of Willi Unsoeld 
on the historic 1963 Mount Everest traverse 
and a still intensely committed but less fre-
quent climber, had been entranced by the 
pull of this unknown peak 700 miles north 
of Everest. Its name means "the great ice 
mountain" in the local Turki language. 

After trying for almost a decade, the 
team led by Robert Bates and Nick Clinch, 
former American Alpine Club presidents, 
finally got climbing permission. 

"Little was known about the mountain 
or its surroundings," Hornbein says. "it is 
a curiously unexplored corner of the world, 
400 miles from habitation." 

The team of 8 Americans and 18 Chinese 
mountaineers had 3 goals: to climb the 
mountain for the first time, to confirm or 
correct its listed height of 25,340 feet and to 
discover if it was the highest volcano in the 
world. The only data available was a sen-
tence or two in an 1896 article and "its 
snowy isolation on the satellite photograph 
that we had." 

This particular parcel of unknowns was 
new to Hornbein, 57, a leading anesthesiol-
ogist and legendary American climber. But 
risk itself is no stranger on the mountain or 
in surgery. Within limits, he welcomes it. 

Almost a quarter of a century before, 
Hornbein and Unsoeld stood on top of the 
world at 6:15 one evening with minutes of 
daylight left after becoming the first to 
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climb the west ridge of Mount Everest. 
"There was a hint of fear, not for our lives, 
but of a vast unknown which pressed in 
upon us," Hornbein would write. Specific 
unknowns also lay ahead: the traverse route 
down in darkness, the location of Barry 
Bishop and Lute Jerstad who summited 
hours before, how they would end that 
long, long day. After a 28,000-foot bivou-
ac, all four survived in a climb that was a 
sensation and remains a sparkling memory. 

More recently as chairman of the anes-
thesiology department at the University of 
Washington Hospital in Seattle, Hornbein 
wrote of a sudden emergency facing his 
colleagues: a 7-year-old girl with a tumor 
approaching her airways was given an anes-
thetic to help get a clear diagnosis. Her 
breathing obstructed, she turned blue. Her 
heart rate slowed dangerously. Doctors 
saved her life by splitting her sternum to re-
lieve the pressure. It was also a pressure 
point for the anesthesiologists who work in 
an environment of risks. 

In the dead of night last August, Horn-
bein acted quickly to guide a thoroughly 
frightened couple who he didn't know and 
his wife, Kathy, a veteran mountaineer her-
self, from the terror of a campground near 
Glacier Peak, Washington. Five young 
thugs had harassed the first couple, trashed 
their tent and threatened to rape the wom-
an. Later Kathy said: "Tom can go along a 
trail by feel; he has cat feet. It's quite in-
credible. For the rest of us, it was very diffi-
cult." The quartet reached safety three 
hours later at 4:30 a.m.,and sheriff's depu-
ties arrested the five. "I decided we should 
get out before I got scared," a smiling 
Hornbein recalls. 

In the end, the American-Chinese expe-
dition was successful but not in the way 
planned. Ulugh Murtagh was measured 
and found to be, not 25,000, but just under 
23,000 feet. And it wasn't a volcano after 
all. Five Chinese made it to the top at 7:30 
p.m., October 21, 1985. The Americans 
didn't. Some fast friendships were formed 
unexpectedly. 

Hornbein explains: 
"Three of our party were at Camp 3 

ready to go up. They looked down and saw 
that our interpreter was pulling a climber. 
Something was wrong. Two of the Chinese 
climbers descending in moonlight had fall-
en. We went to their aid. We didn't think we 
did that much but they appreciated our sac-
rifice. It was a rewarding feeling and it 
changed the whole demeanor of the expedi-
tion." 

The Chinese were so appreciative they 
invited several of the Americans back for a 
special treat in May, 1988. They saved an 
unclimbed 22,000-foot mountain for the 
group. "Sixteen of us, including Kathy and 
other wives, will be there a month," a 
pleased Hornbein said. 

Hornbein had wanted to climb Ulugh 
Murtagh but accepted the disappointment 
without agony. His need was less than 
some of the others and the Americans had 
helped the Chinese. But another reason ex-
plains much about Hornbein's outlook on 
life and risks. He felt he probably could 
have made the top. While the climb was a 
challenge, "the level of uncertainty was 
pretty low." So certainty of success les-
sened the impact of not summiting. For 
Hornbein and fellow climber Pete Schoen-
ing, the heroic belayer of other K-2 climb-
ers in 1953, "the old Emerson factor came 
into play." 



Dr. Tom Hornbein in 1963, just after coming off Mt. Everest. 
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A recent photo of Dr. Hornbein. 

"Motivation is maximized by uncertain-
ty,"the late Richard Emerson, a sociolo-
gist, told Hornbein. Emerson was a close 
Seattle friend and fellow Everester who 
also climbed with Hornbein near Masher-
brum in 1974. He died of cancer a few years 
ago at age 60. 

For Hornbein, the other unknowns of the 
Ulugh Murtagh expedition (if not its sum-
mit difficulty) summarized a way of life. 
"For a climb to be good" he says, "the out-
come has to be in doubt, neither success nor 
failure a sure thing." 

The currency of risk is as negotiable in 
the lowlands of medicine, writing and eve-
ryday life. 

Hornbein once told a group of Harvard 
anesthesiologists that risk is an essential di-
etary constituent, something that's neces-
sary for all of us. Don't be a daredevil, he 
advised, but realize you often face un-
knowns and you can't shirk them. Anesthe-
siology is almost unique in medicine; it's 
subtle and you've got to be decisive. Risk 
avoidance is for the patient, not for the doc-
tor. 

Dr. Mark Rodgers, anesthesiology chair-
man at Johns Hopkins Hospital in Balti- 

more, places the Seattle physcian a bit apart 
from colleagues because "Tom Hornbein is 
an individualist." 

Rodgers explains he was ahead of his 
time in conducting "high levels of produc-
tive research in basic respiratory physiolo-
gy while most colleagues studied tradition-
al anesthetic drugs. Others followed; the 
field is now standard. He is capable of go-
ing off on his own, with his clearly impec-
cable personal standards and motivation." 

Anesthesiology is rich in risk. "It's very 
critical, and people don't understand it," 
says veteran medical writer Joanne Rodg-
ers. 

"You are interfering with most vital 
signs of the body," she explains. "You 
make people unconscious. You cut out their 
first defense against pain and injury. You 
depress their respiration. You use poison-
ous chemicals, like curare. You deal with 
someone already sick. You plan each opera-
tion as a unique thing, you monitor signs, 
you manipulate as changes occur, you fol-
low oxygen saturation, pulse, heart rate, 
respiration, lung expansion, gasses going 
in. For patients and even many doctors, it's 
a mystery." 

A pall of a different kind of risk fell over 
Hornbein and Jim Whittaker, 58, last fall 
when they found themselves driving to-
gether to a funeral near Seattle. Their 1963 
Everest comrade, Barry Prather, and his son 
had just been killed in a car crash. 

"We started talking of organizing a 25th 
reunion of the 1963 American Everest team 
in Seattle next June," Hornbein said. He 
and Whittaker went to work. They sent let-
ters to the 14 surviving American members 
of the team of 20, widows, other family 
members and Sherpas. All but three who 
answered early accepted. 

The once-celebrated team that inspired 
climbers the way Mercury astronauts of the 
time spurred young aviators gathered pri-
vately at Paradise Inn, Mount Rainier, after 
a public event in Seattle. Whittaker was the 
first American on top Everest, at 1 p.m., 
May 1, 1963, with Nawang Gombu. Three 
weeks later, May 22, the four other young 
Americans summited. Only the British 
team in 1953 and the Swiss in 1956 had 
conquered Everest earlier. 

The survivors remembered four dead 
friends besides Emerson and Prather in-
cluding Hornbein's West Ridge Everest 
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Vestal Peak. with Wham Ridge on the right, from the summit of Arrow. Photo by Bob Rosebrough. 

VESTAL PEAK'S WHAM RIDGE: Sentinel of the Grenadiers 

By Walter R. Borneman 

The rugged Grenadier Range is a five-mile chain of 
pointed summits in the heart of the San Juan Mountains of 
southwestern Colorado. In 1874, Franklin Rhoda of the 
Hayden Survey wrote of the Grenadiers that "we have nev-
er yet seen the group from any station without feeling both 

(WaltBorneman's article on Vestal Peak's Wham Ridge begins 
a new feature for Summit on classic mountaineering routes. 
Each issue we will highlight a different peak or mountaineer-
ing route which combines interesting climbing, aesthetics and 
climbing history, hence making it deserving of the term "clas-
sic." The ftature will provide basic information about the peak 
as well as describing its climbing history and the author's own 
experience. Those interested in submitting articles for the fea-
ture should contact Bob Rosebrough, Assistant Editor, Sum-
mit, 1507 Linda Drive, Gallup, New Mexico 87301.)  

deep respect and awe for their terrible ruggedness. The fact 
that the storm clouds seem to hover about them before start-
ing on their meandering ways only served to add to our other 
feelings of uneasiness." 

The high point of the Grenadier Range is 13,864-foot 
Vestal Peak. Just to the west, Vestal's twin, Arrow Peak, 
reaches 13,803 feet, while to the east, 13,805-foot Middle 
Trinity Peak caps the three Trinity peaks. All are character-
ized by steep, sweeping, north faces and predominantly sta-
ble quartzite rock. The deep valleys of Elk Creek to the 
north and Tenmile Creek to the south isolate the range and 
accentuate its spiny profile. 

The early surveys chose only to view the Grenadiers from 
a distance. Sporadic mining activities in the valleys below 
apparently produced no ascents of the higher peaks. Not un-
til 1908 did that change. William S. Cooper and John Hub-
bard were two little-known Colorado climbing pioneers 
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who climbed for the best of reasons—the pure love of it. 
Cooper and Hubbard looked north from the summit of Pi-
geon Peak after a first ascent and were drawn, in Cooper's 
words, "to that wonderful line of quartzite peaks dominated 
by Arrow and Vestal, the summits of which from our dis-
tance appeared inaccessible." 

The climbers camped at turquoise-colored Balsam Lake 
at the head of the Tenmile Creek drainage and proceeded, 
upon closer inspection, to locate the southeast couloir route 
on Vestal, achieving another first ascent via a moderate 
scramble. The south face of Arrow proved a much harder 
challenge, but they made yet another first ascent via a route 
considered a lower fifth class climb even by today's stan-
dards. 

In 1932, Carleton Long and John E. Nelson, members of 
the fabled San Juan Mountaineers, made only the second as-
cent of Arrow via the south face without knowledge of  

Cooper and Hubbard's ascent 24 years before. From Ar-
row's summit, their gazes were immediately riveted on Ves-
tal's north ridge. "Look at at that!" John Nelson exclaimed. 
"It just goes down to the bottom of the valley wham!" 
Wham, indeed. 

Wham Ridge on Vestal Peak is not really a ridge, but a 
huge, triangular buttress about 800 feet in width at its base 
which narrows to a dozen feet at its crest—a concave flatiron 
stood on end. Although the rock appears impossibly smooth 
under the glare of a warm afternoon's sun, the buttress is 
highly fissured, with a number of ledges, several very prom-
inent, bisecting it. 

The first ascent of Wham Ridge was made by Rit Bur-
rows, Werner Schnackenberg and Jim Patterson while on 
the Colorado Mountain Club's annual summer outing in 
1941. From a camp just west of Balsam Lake, the trio 
climbed Arrow via the south face and descended its north- 
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east rib to the base of Wham Ridge. As Burrows and 
Schnackenberg reported in the club's publication, Trail and 
Timberline, "as the gradient increased we roped up. . . From 
here on the climbing became more difficult as we gained el-
evation, and careful climbing was imperative." 

A short distance below the summit—probably just below 
a small ledge which divides the final lead of broken rock 
from the smoother middle section—the climbers placed a 
single piton for protection. Then, in fog and light rain, the 
threesome continued on to the summit after only three hours 
on the route. Wham Ridge was a good one to write home 
about! 

The Grenadiers isolation discouraged winter climbing 
until the 1960's. In January 1968, after a snowshoe approach 
from Silverton, Arthur Mears and party spent a grueling 10 
hours on the ridge while making its first winter ascent. 
Darkness overtook them while descending and they were 
forced to bivouac just below the summit. In the years since 
then, Wham Ridge has become an increasingly popular and 
talked about route. 

While one can certainly reach the Grenadiers by foot 
from a number of routes, by far the most nostalgic access is 
via the Durango & Silverton Narrow Gauge Railroad, 
which runs 45 miles through the spectacular Animas River 
Canyon between Durango and Silverton. One of the humor-
ous features of this method of travel is that upon your depar-
ture from the train at Elk Park, many of the camera-toting 
tourists wave good-bye and shout Godspeed in a manner 
that would have one believe Mallory and Irvine were de-
parting their final high camp. 

The Elk Creek trail, which is also the route of the Colo-
rado Trail through this section of the San Juans, climbs 
steeply east from Elk Park, and one's thoughts soon turn to 
the plodding process of gaining several thousand feet of ele-
vation. Arrow, Vestal and the Trinities come into view, their 
north faces looking particularly ominous if the traditional, 
San Juan, afternoon thunderstorm is in progress. 

Three miles up Elk Creek, at two small beaver ponds, the 
main trail continues east while a fainter trail turns south just 
east of the ponds, descends steeply to cross Elk Creek, and 
then climbs south up the drainage of Vestal Creek. While the 
strain of heavy packs may have some opting to camp near 
the Elk Creek ponds, the pull up Vestal Creek to about 
11,500 feet yields a variety of campsites on benches and in a 
large meadow directly north of Vestal. A camp in this vicin-
ity is highly recommended for serious mountaineers. 

Gary and Dolora Koontz and I left such a camp early one 
morning with Wham Ridge still in shadows and climbed 
south up a side drainage to its foot. Leaving Dolora to exam-
ine wildflowers and scan the slopes for Rocky Mountain  

goats, Gary and I crossed a tongue of snow and climbed 
onto the smooth lower slabs. Wet from the snow, our boots 
refused the first several calls for friction and left us wonder-
ing if we, too, shouldn't be looking for goats. 

Our boots dried, and the lower section was an easy third-
class scramble up wide, grassy cracks and mild friction 
slabs to the most prominent grass ledge which cuts across 
the entire face of the buttress. There are numerous variations 
one may take in reaching this ledge and in climbing the 
more difficult friction slabs above it.These lead to a smaller, 
grassy ledge. Once reaching this second ledge, you begin to 
feel the exposure as the angle continues to increase. From 
here, the view both up and down is impressive. 

A rope and several pieces of protection are musts on this 
climb, although some do make the climb third class. The 
problem is that a slip would have very unforgiving conse-
quences. As the face steepened, our route angled slightly 
east (left) of center. Just below a small ledge dividing the 
middle slabs from the more broken upper section, I thought 
of the first ascent party and quickly assured myself that this 
was no place I would care to be in fog and light rain! Was 
this where they had placed their piton? 

There was loose rock here as well, and roping up quickly 
seemed like a good idea. However, Gary, fine fellow that he 
is, was carrying the rope, and he was below me. So much for 
proper technique. I made several moves of lower fifth class 
difficulty and reached the ledge. Taking great care not to dis-
lodge any number of loose rocks, I got out my camera and 
prepared to document Gary's climb to the ledge. 

Gary has always been a much better climber than I, but 
on this stretch my one superior asset—namely a four-inch 
higher reach—had come to my rescue! After several nerv-
ous minutes where I indeed wished I had been holding him 
on belay, he joined me on the ledge. 

Above, the rock becomes more broken and our route led 
to a series of steps running back west to the high point of the 
buttress. From here, the view back down Wham Ridge is 
cause for a hearty celebration. A moderately exposed ridge 
—which will seem like a cakewalk after the last several 
pitches—leads several hundred feet south to the true sum-
mit. 

The views in all directions are impressive, particularly 
south to the pinnacled summit of Jagged Mountain and the 
rugged east face of Pigeon Peak. The standard descent route 
follows the southeast couloir, contours west to the saddle be-
tween Vestal and Arrow, and then north back to the Vestal 
Creek drainage. If the weather holds, it is quite possible to 
climb Arrow, either via the difficult south face or the easier 
northeast rib and get a terrific view of where you have been 

Wham Ridge is a natural for those who, like me, steer 
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Gary Koontz climbing the upper third of the route. Photo by Walt Borneman. 
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Wham Ridge at sunrise. Photo by Bob Rosebrough. 

clear of upper fifth class routes, but still enjoy the mountain-
eering challenge, and the accompanying exhilaration, of 
reaching a summit by a difficult route. Judicious route-find-
ing on any number of variations should permit you to avoid 
anything over 5.3 or 5.4 in difficulty. Definitely take a rope 
and several pieces of protection, and, when in doubt, use 
them. Colorado's summer afternoons are notorious for 
thunderstorms, as well as frequent snow and hail even in 
July and August. Be prepared for the worst and then enjoy 
any warm, sunny days you may find. 

For further history and route descriptions, including 
more difficult neighboring faces, The San Juan Mountains: A 
Climbing and Hiking Guide by Robert F. Rosebrough is rec-
ommended. Colorado's High Thirteeners By Mike Garratt 
and Bob Martin offers a slightly different perspective on the 
standard routes, while Roof of the Rockies: A History of Colo-
rado Mountaineering by William M. Bueler contains a thor-
ough overview of mountaineering in the San Juans. 

The Grenadier Range is located on the Storm King Peak 
7.5' quadrangle, a map which on a single sheet contains per-
haps the most spectacular and challenging mountains in Co-
lorado. The Snowdon Peak 7.5' quadrangle to the west 
shows the route near Elk Park. The Grenadiers are located in 
the Weminuche Wilderness Area of the San Juan National  

Forest. Information on train schedules and rates can be ob-
tained by calling the Durango & Silverton Narrow Gauge in 
Durango at (303)247-2733. 

Unfortunately, the relatively virgin territory surrounding 
Wham Ridge may be in danger of being overrun because of 
Vestal, Arrow and Middle Trinity's dubious distinction of 
being among Colorado's 100 highest summits. The difficul-
ties of access and ascent may insulate these peaks somewhat 
from the hordes who, having beaten paths up and down Co-
lorado's Fourteeners, are turning to other goals. 

The Grenadiers will never again be as they were in 1908 
when William S. Cooper and John Hubbard were drawn to 
them, but mountaineers who respect campsites and routes 
are the best hope that as little change as possible will come 
to these rugged sentinels. 

Back at camp, dinner is done, and as alpenglow lights up 
Wham Ridge with a golden fire, I ask Gary incredulously, 
"Did we really climb that?" He nods and pQints out three 
Rocky Mountain goats who are now effortlessly grazing on 
its grassy ledges. 

Walt Borneman is an attorney and publisher based in Ever-
green, Colorado; he is the co-author of 'A Climbing Guide to 
Colorado's Fourteeners." 
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PEAK PERFORMANCE 
By Bernhard Palm 

My greatest mountaineering experience took place on the Cres-
cent Arete of Mt. Owen in the Grand Teton National Park. 

In August, 1985, my son Randy, then 17 years of age, had his 
first mountain climbing experience; he and I successfully climbed 
Mt. Owen (12,928 feet), the second highest peak in the Teton 
Range. At that time we changed from our originally intended as-
cent route to an easier F4 route because I felt we were not ready yet 
for the more technical route. "We'll be ready next time!" we 
vowed. 

"Next time" was in August, 1987. Randy was two years older 
and stronger, and the load each of us had to carry was nearly fifteen 
pounds lighter. On the 22nd, we were in the Ranger Station at Jen-
ny Lake. We obtained a permit to climb a F6 route on the south side 
of Storm Point and headed for the boat which would take us to the 
far side of the lake. We planned to pace ourselves, get used to the 
altitude and test our ability to cope with the difficulty rating of our 
main objective on Mt. Owen, which was also F6. 

Our first campsite was only a few hundred feet above the floor of 
Cascade Canyon and located on the way to our eventual high 
camp. We camped on a nearly level plateau at 7,500 feet, which 
was well suited for our purpose. The top of a 100-foot waterfall was 
on the same level as our camp. From here we had a beautiful view 
of the surrounding mountains and Jackson Hole beyond the can-
yon. 
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Sunday, August 23, 1987 
Heavy clouds covered the sky and dense fog drifted in and out of 

our camp. The rain and thunder during the night had been heavy at 
times. When the rain stopped, we got up, had a good hot breakfast 
and evaluated the situation again. The weather was not in our favor. 

At 10 am. we left camp for our climb on Storm Point (9,500 
feet). We found the climbing of F6 grade rock interesting, but not 
too difficult. Steadily, we gained elevation. At about 3 p.m., dark 
clouds with thunder appeared in the western sky. Randy was 50 
feet below me when I directed his attention to the approaching 
storm and told him to descend. 

"Serious?" he questioned. When he was sure I meant it, he re-
plied, "You got it!" and began to retrace his moves. Several suc-
cessive rappels made for a rapid descent. A bright flash of light-
ning lit up both of our faces, assuring us that we had made the right 
decision. 
Monday, August24 

In the morning, with unhurried reluctance, the rain ended while 
threatening heavy clouds remained. Having made our supply trip 
yesterday, and with the climbing permit in hand, the only task re-
maining for today was to move camp up to about 9,000 feet. 

High camp was on a site Randy and! had used in 1985 Two huge 
boulders, one the size of a small house, formed a shallow cave with 
a large ceiling. Previous parties had built two terraces of which the 
upper served as kitchen and dining room, and the lower one pro- 



vided a platform for our tent. By mountaineering standards, this 
was first class, but for our needs, about 1,000 feet too low on the 
mountain. However, we stayed there because the weather was too 
uncertain to risk camping on the exposed ridge higher up. 
Tuesday, August25 

Everything the weather could do we experienced on this day—
rain, snow, sleet, hail, sunshine, fog and thunder in repeated cy-
cles all day long. This was a rest day, but we needed better weather 
the very next day if our climb was to have a chance. 

For our climb to the summit, we would take one pack containing 
only essential items: gloves, mittens, some food, one quart of wa-
ter in an aluminum bottle, solid fuel, storm matches, flashlight, 
carbide lantern, 170 feet of 1/8-inch rappel retrieval line, and a 
short lightweight ice axe strapped to the outside of the pack. Simi-
larly, about 20 pounds of climbing hardware had been carefully se-
lected and hung neatly from the ceiling of the boulder. Everything 
was ready for an early departure. The alarm was set for 2 am. For 
now, the sky was clear. 
Wednesday, August26 

At 2a.m., right on schedule, the alarm went off.The summit was 
about 4,000 feet above us and the route ahead of us was long and 
technical. We would need all the time we could get. First, by the 
light of a chemical light stick, I lit the sterno stove to heat some wa-
ter. The light stick provided enough light for us to get dressed and 
pack a few remaining items, such as the down jacket, which in its 
stuffing bag had served as a pillow. We also put on our seat and 
chest harnesses while the water was heating. Breakfast consisted of 
a nutritious cereal and powdered milk. After breakfast, we rinsed 
out the metal cups with the remaining hot water and drank it also. 
Our next opportunity to get water is a small snowfield near the 
12,000-foot level. 

At 3:20 ain., we tightened the chin strap of our hard hats and be-
gan to scramble up the loose moraine above our camp. The light 
stick provided enough light to show us the way. After about an 
hour, some boulders required the use of both hands, causing the 
light stick to slip from my hand (I should have made a wrist strap 
for it). Randy was not ableto catch it, and it fell too far to retrieve it. 
We proceeded with a small flashlight, which worked quite well. 
Before we reached the steep climbing rock, a few steps had to be 
cut across hard ice. We roped up and fled the first pitch with occa-
sional use of the flashlight. The steepness and the presence of much 
loose rock demanded considerable care, and progress was slow 
during the next two hours. 

By 7 am. we reached the base of the arete. There were some 
clouds in the valley, which was no cause for alarm nor a reason for 
optimism. The next few hours were enjoyable climbing on good 
rock and in comfortable sunshine. As we gained elevation, the 
ridge became steeper, narrower and more difficult. We climbed 
one wild rock formation after another. Some were considerably 
more challenging than the grade F6 indicated in the guidebook. In 
the past, I always found the guidebook quite accurate and had no 
reason to doubt it now, but something was wrong. This was more 
demanding than it was supposed to be. The ridge was too narrow 
for us to be off route. 

The next pitch was a 30-foot-high vertical chimney, capped by a 
ceiling with a 1/2-inch-wide crack through the middle. As usual, I 
made sure Randy was well-anchored. Just over halfway up the 
chimney I placed a sling around a chockstone, proceeded up be-
tween the vertical, somewhat flaring walls, until I could secure a 
spring-loaded wedging anchor ("Quickie") into the crack in the 
ceiling. I clipped a carabiner into the anchor and then the rope into 
the carabiner. Now, with some rope tension, Randy helped keep 
me in this position. I clipped a rope ladder in to relieve the strain on 
my legs and to help me get out from under the ceiling. Suddenly, 
there was a cloud of dust above me, as the walls on each side of me 
were flying past. I was in mid-air, falling backward! Before I could 
comprehend what was happening, I stopped, just inches above a 
slope of fallen rock with my head on the lower end. I was stunned, 
but nothing hurt—much! Randy had held me with the rope. I stood 
up and checked myself over—nothing broken, all moving parts in 
working order! 

I said, "Well...," as I checked further, ". . .thanks for the be-
lay." Randy's hands were still visibly shaking. 

"What are you going to do now?" 
"Go back up," I answered, knowing that there was no alternate 

route. Still not quite composed after the 30-foot fall, I looked up 
and asked, "Where is the ladder?" 

"There," Randy said, pointing to my waist. Everything from 
the ceiling crack had come down with me. In fact, the fall was 
caused by the disintegration of one side of the crack. 

Slowly, I made my way back up under that ceiling and placed a 
different device as deep into the crack as I could get it. I didn't care 
if that piece would ever come out. The rest of this rope length, and 
Randy's following, was uneventful. As usual, Randy, while carry-
ing his cumbersome pack, retrieved all the hardware. 

With late afternoon approaching, the Crescent Arete should 
have been long behind us by now; instead, the steepest and most 
difficult wall still towered high above us. Should we go back? We 
knew we could not get down before dark. All the loose rock on 
sloping ledges would make a descent tedious and potentially dan-
gerous, requiring many rappels which would take us into unfamili-
ar steep rock. The quickest way off this ridge was to go up. "Be-
sides," Randy remarked, "I came too far and worked too hard to 
turn back now." 

On the lower part of the ridge many variations were possible, 
but eventually all routes converged at the base of the final buttress 
which resembled a large fractured tower. The most viable exit was a 
deep flaring chimney capped by two overhangs, one on each side. 
Getting to this chimney was quite another problem, requiring two 
exposed traverses. 

On the first traverse, a rope ladder helped me across an over-
hanging projection to an uncomfortably sloping ledge where I po-
sitioned three anchors to secure myself, and later Randy. The sec-
ond lead started up a stairway-like crack formed by a 10-foot high 
flake (a thin detached rock). After placing a sling around the top of 
the flake, Randy lowered me back down the far side until I could 
reach climbable rock. My next belay point was considerably above 
the top of the flake to better protect Randy's traverse. He negotiated 
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the second part of the flake with a short pendulum. Now, we were 
in the final chimney with the two overhangs looking even more 
ominous as they blocked our exit. A 4- to 6-inch-wide crack be-
tween the vertical walls led to an awkward stance on a small slop-
ing slab under the left overhang. A few yards to the right, the route 
continued via a 10-foot-long 1- to 2-inch-wide crack under the oth-
er overhang. I proceeded onto the vertical face using a crouched 
lieback position with my hands traversing along the back edge of 
the overhang until I could stand up again on small holds.The expo-
sure was tremendous—i ,000 feet to the first major ledge, 4,000  

feet to the valley! It was essential that I concentrate on the task at 
hand. 

The psychological, mental and physical exertions of this long 
day were taking their toll. Randy, still 50 feet below me, in his 
frustration remarked, "Dad, I don't know whether to puke, die or 
cry!" 

In a precarious position myself, what could I do? With surpris-
ing calmness in my voice, I answered, "Randy, that is not what we 
need right now." When I asked him a little later how he felt, he re-
plied, "OK now," so I tried to decide what to do next. 
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I placed protection. Two chocks in cracks so shallow that the 
chocks were projecting slightly and subjected the rock to unrelia-
ble loading of its edges. With two Quickies to back me up, I com-
pleted the delicate traverse to a pedestal at the base of the exit 
crack. The pedestal was a horizontal surface about one foot square 
which gave me a chance to rest. From here I belayed Randy to my 
level—into the awkward stance under the overhang I had just left. 
His position was too tiring for him to belay me. I proceeded by 
placing two aid slings and protecting the rest of the pitch with a 
prusik sling used for a self-belay. With some super handholds 



near the top of the overhangs, it took only a few moves to gain easi-
er rock above. 

I found a belay position which enabled me to help Randy with 
maximum rope tension. As he had done all day, he removed every 
item of hardware, which at times required considerable effort and 
prolonged periods in strenuous positions. For Randy to make the 
delicate traverse wearing the pack was too much for him. Support-
ed entirely by the rope, he pendulumed across until the pedestal 
was chest high on him. With the help of rope tension, he was soon 
standing on it. After a short breather, he followed my remaining 
trail of hardware. We had completed what was by far the most diffi-
cult climbing for either of us. This was much more than an F6.This 
was an F8 +! 

With darkness setting in, and both of us exhausted and lacking 
the desire or strength to go much further, we bivouacked on one of 
the grass ledges nearby. Randy put on my insulated underwear 
jacket and down vest, while I wore the hooded down jacket we had 
brought in the pack. We had fuel with us, but did not get close 
enough to the snow to refill our water bottle. The Snickers candy 
bars were as hard as rocks and were just too much trouble to eat. 
However, we were able to eat two marzipan and nougat bars with-
out a beverage. 

Next, I spread out the slings and rope coils as insulation and 
used the now empty pack for the same purpose. Since the ledge we 
were on sloped toward a 1,000-foot vertical drop-off just a few feet 
away, I anchored each of us to a 2-foot rock step which also served 
to shield us from a cold northwest wind. After slipping into large 
plastic bags as protection against the wind, Randy fitted himself 
into the corner formed by the rock step and the shelf. I snuggled as 
close to him as possible. Considering our elevation of 11,500 feet, 
we were reasonably comfortable for the time being, but not for 
long. To turn over, I learned, was a mistake because it cooled off 
my only warm side and caused uncontrollable shivering. When 
Randy shivered, I shifted my body more over his, which helped 
him, but was far from restful. In any event, this was the best we 
could do for the next nine hours. The sky was so clear that the stars 
were as numerous as grains of sand. The air was cold and getting 
colder with each gust of wind. We estimated that the temperature 
dipped to the low or mid 20's during the night. The passage of time 
seemed to go from a slow crawl to a near standstill. A falling star 
prompted us to make a silent wish. 
Thursday, August27 

When the first light appeared on the eastern horizon at 6 a.m., 
we got up and shook the stiffness from our arms and legs. We were 
all packed and ready to go as soon as it was light enough to climb. 
Easy sloping ledges allowed us to climb simultaneously, with only 
an occasional short belay. 

We were approaching the very imposing 350-foot high north-
east face of the great yellow tower, which effectively blocks all 
progress. From its base at about 12,000 feet, the easiest route to 
overcome this obstacle, is a diagonal crack (F7) leading from the 
lower right to the upper left, across a smooth vertical face. We 
found that keeping our hands warm was more of a challenge than 
overcoming the technical problems of the climb. The climbing was  

definitely easier than that of yesterday—it was actually enjoyable. 
About 40 feet below the top of the tower, easy ledges led across the 
east side to the south, and back down into the notch which marks 
the beginning of the second tower. 

Passing the second tower on the east via a long rock and ice cou-
loir, led us to the base of the third and final tower before the summit 
knob of Mt. Owen. The route description was short and to the 
point: "Short crack, then face (F7)." Climbing the crack was une-
ventful, and the face climb was spectacular. The top of the face was 
like a knife-edge and the sheer drop down the west side of more 
than 5,000 feet was breathtaking. A hand traverse led to easier rock 
at the base of the summit knob. Knowing that our descent would 
bring us back to this point, we left all but a few items of our equip-
ment here. 

It was 2:30 p.m. when we realized that we had not eaten any-
thing all day. The menu consisted of a choice of one—a can of tuna 
which we divided between us. Now, up to the summit via the icy 
west chimney. 

The summit is a small plateau with one end elevated a few feet. 
We had made it! We congratulated each other, first with a hand-
shake, then with an embrace. We experienced a combination of 
mutual pride, happiness and appreciation for each other. No words 
are adequate to describe how we felt at that moment.Then, togeth-
er we ascended to the very top of the summit. The view was spec-
tacular as we could see more than 100 miles into Idaho and Wyo-
ming. 

It was already after 3 p.m. We were up here too late to avoid get-
ting caught by darkness. Hastily, we took some pictures of each 
other and the neighboring mountains before starting our descent. 
When we picked up the rest of our equipment at the base of the 
summit knob, we realized that we had forgotten to sign the summit 
register. Too late for that now—we continued down. We were now 
on the normal descent route, which we had used two years ago. A 
rappel, easy scrambling and some glissading took care of the first 
1,000 feet in less than an hour. A second rappel in a wet chimney 
brought us to a steep ice field on the north side of the east prong. 
The traverse of the ice field on a downward angle was next. 

Since we did not have crampons with us, we had to cut steps 
with a lightweight short-handled ice axe. This process was very 
slow and strenuous. A series of boulders were helpful belay points. 
However, a full two hours were required to complete the traverse 
by 7 p.m. 

To make best use of the remaining daylight, we descended, mov-
ing together over some easy rock and grassy ledges. As the rock 
became steeper, we rappelled. It was dark now, and the only thing 
left to do was to make one rappel after another, about six in all, un-
til we would reach easier terrain. 

Suddenly, there was a rockfall from the north ridge of Teewinot. 
I turned off the flashlight and we saw an awesome display of fire-
works. Hundreds of rocks were striking sparks as they hit; some 
boulders breaking up while other rocks exploded into clouds of 
dust. The equivalent of several truck loads fell into the chute which 
was to become our descent route. 

We followed the edge of an ice field to its lower end until we 
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were confronted by wet steep slabs which were too smooth to down 
climb or to place a rappel anchor. We crossed the slabs to the far 
side where a narrow strip of ice, normally protected from the sun, 
gave us the chance to continue our descent with a frozen-in boulder 
as a rappel anchor. Using the gap between ice and rock, Randy 
down climbed a complete rope length of 160 feet with a belay from 
me. It was now past midnight and we choose to press on because 
the rockfall danger is at a minimum during night hours. Also, as 
long as we were moving we would keep warm and pass the time 
more easily than last night. With the third rope length, Randy was 
able to reach loose, but climbable rock. With the next pitch, the 
rope was no longer needed. The visibility was poor, but starlight 
and stray light from a construction site six miles away was suffi-
cient to make out vague outlines. We were out of danger. Most 
rocks moved and often slid or tumbled when we touched them or 
stepped on or near them. The rocks would not move far, but enough 
to cause us to lose our balance time and time again. We were weak 
and tired, but we pressed on. At times I gave Randy a gentle tap to 
wake him up, even though he was standing and moving just sec-
onds earlier. 

By the time we reached the bottom of the lowest and largest ice 
field, we could see the first signs of dawn. We left all the equipment 
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we had with us there to be picked up on the way down. Now, up a 
final few hundred feet to our tent. By 6 a.m. ,we were back in high 
camp, more than 50 hours after we had left it. We were well aware 
of our lateness and my promise to call my wife last night, but first 
we needed a little sleep. Maybe an hour or so, then we could go on 
again. After a feeble handshake, we removed our boots and slid 
into our sleeping bags. We were sound asleep before our heads 
found a comfortable spot. 

Postscript 
This climb was intended to be an enjoyable adventure with 

Randy, and for the most part, it was. For ten days we were side by 
side, or roped to each other, without a single unpleasant moment. 
The relationship between a father and his son could not have been 
better. It was gratifying to find the needed resources within us 
when we were confronted with unexpected difficulties; however, 
this experience went beyond the limits of being enjoyable. If I had 
known the true difficulty of the climb, I would have chosen a more 
moderate route. 

We went back to the Ranger Station to inquire about the rating of 
the Crescent Arete. They readily confirmed that it was underrated 
and upon our suggestion, officially changed the rating in the guide-
book to F8! 

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 112" 
(11mm) and 3/4"(19mm). 
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202 Hampton Avenue, Salt Lake City, Utah 84111 

SUMMIT/July-Aug., 1988 21 



- %J k. . 
••. .:- 

( • ... . 

.• I.' • . 

,I\ 
..- 

f, 
 

;;AW 

4. 

14 

Of 

Three people were already atop the boulder. Flashlights 
and headlamps stabbed the air confusedly. In blue jeans and 
Adidases, I started up the 20 feet of 5.9 friction. Above me, 
Kipp hung down the rock's side, clinging to someone above 
him. Whoa—my left foot rolled off a hold. The crowd in the 
dark road shouted, "Go for the leg!" I grabbed Kipp's an-
ide, thunked my feet higher, abandoned all dignity and start-
ed shimmying up his leg. Kipp crooked his knee obligingly. 
"Lunge for the shoulder!" the crowd yelled. I did, and from 
the sky somebody's arms reached down and yanked me up. 
Get in the middle, people had warned me beforehand, in 
the gridlock. It's safer there than if you're hanging off the 
sides. Every year people say someone's going to get hurt. 

Now more and more people struggled up and tangled into 
the seething mass. Each of my arms and legs were pulling in 
different directions. 

"My knee!" yelled Kipp in pain. 
"Kipp, there are 60 knees up here," said Eric Rhicard 

reasonably. "Which one is yours?" 
The mass swayed from side to side. Take-charge voices 

shouted about needing more weight to the south. My head 
edged over the side, where I saw the boulder's flanks drop-
ping off into the dark. 

The Tucson Beanfest. It's a gathering of the clan: the Tuc-
son climbing community and friends; it's a family reunion. 
It is classically a time of much new-routing, and it is steeped 
in other tradition. Each year an honorary Beanmaster pre-
sides. Each year everybody brings something to add to the 
burrito feast, and each year everybody gets "beaned" on the 
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Kipp on Centerpiece, 5.10. Photo by Michael Jimmerson 

forehead. If you dare to wipe off the bean, you are carried 
back for a worse hit. 

People come to Beanfest from the South, from the East, 
from Canada; foreign climbers doing a Western U.S. circuit 
come. Usually, Beanfest is held in the East Stronghold of 
the Dragoon Mountains, where custom dictates that at some 
point the crowd starts chanting. "We have problem, we 
need people." That is when people try to set a record for 
how many they can perch on the camp boulder's pooi table-
sized summit. 

A climber named Rich Thompson started Beanfest nine 
years ago, taking his theme from the annual "Climberama" 
then held by Flagstaff folks. Thompson was later killed on a 
cliff called The Reef when, seconding, he pulled a huge 
boulder off. 

At first the gathering was held three times a year. Then it 
went to two, spring and fall, and now there's talk of making 
it one—because it's gotten so big. About 150 climbers 
showed up for the November Beanfest, and half entered its 
Sunday bouldering contest. These days Beanfest is high 
tech, with its own computer program to keep track of food 

Bafrest' 
ByAlison Osius 
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Alison on Crows Nest, 5.10. Photo by Michael Jimmerson 
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assignments, people and addresses. But still, anyone can 
join. 

"Did you lock the back door?" Mike Jimmerson asked. 
We three in the truck shook our heads. Leaving the motor 
on, Mike ran into the house. His friend Kipp Metzger bolted 
out of the truck bed, around the side and into the driver's 
seat. As we pulled out into the street, Mike sprinted after us 
and threw himself sideways into the truck's tail window. 

"Kipp," said Mike through the cab's back window, "is 
the little brother I never wanted." 

Mike told us about the first day he met Kipp, about taking 
him home after climbing for some of his wife, Nancy Jim-
merson's, awesome cooking. She made shrimp scampi. As 
Mike recalls it, she returned from a kitchen trip to find Kipp 
swiping a shrimp off her plate. 

Kipp denied this story. When asked why, he said only be-
cause he doesn't remember it. "It's possible," he added 
cheerfully. 

We drove outward in a straight line on the Speedway to-
ward the mountains that surround Tucson, heading to the 
major climbing area of Mount Lemon. Lfe Magazine once 
called Speedway one of the United States' 10 ugliest roads. 
We passed paint and hardware stores, the Poco Loco Bar & 
Grill, a sign saying "Handguns Amo leather" one for "Live 
live live live live girls" and one for Bellybuttons topless bar. 
The Tucson university newspaper sometimes runs these 
places' "looking for dancers" ads. 

On our left was the Speedway's middle lane, the suicide 
lane. From 7-9 am., it is westbound—only into town, and 
from 4-6 p.m., eastbound—only. People who get confused 
have been known to hit the problem head-on. 

Kipp, tall and slender, had newly shaved his head quite 
bare. Mike, using his dog Juneau's clippers, had helped. 
Doug "Off" White, otherwise known as The Big Guy, had 
blonde hair to his shoulders. Mike was a mustached attor-
ney, thin and laughing. He and Nancy are heart and soul of 
the close Tucson climbing community, their house general-
ly full of friends and drop-ins. 

From the rearview mirror of Mike's truck hung a Devil's 
Claw, a dried brown pod from which two hooks twisted out-
ward, so they would catch onto animal's coats. In that way, 
the ground-cover plant's seeds, stacked up in the pod, scat-
ter in the desert. 

Our truck passed out of the low-lying town and into sub-
urbs, new ones, grassless ones. Only four years ago these 
houses were not here. Tucson is one of the fastest-growing 
cities in the States. It's also the largest city in the country 
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that is entirely watered by wells. As a result, the area water 
table has fallen hundreds of feet, leaving cracks in the earth 
wide enough for cows to fall into. 

Now on the Mount Lemmon Highway, we wound past 
planes and columns and more planes of rock, I couldn't be-
lieve how much rock. Pink and gold, stacked on itself, lead-
ing to more and more. 

Other roads in Pima County, which comprises Tucson, 
have an average two accidents per mile, but Mt. Lemmon 
has twenty.. On this high road, people get drunk, get impa-
tient; they pass other cars in bad places and they fall off the 
hillsides. 

We spent our first day classic-bagging on the Mean Mis-
treater Wall, a 15-minute walk from the road. What fascinat-
ed me was that my friends, locals, Fadn't done all the stu-
pendous 5.10's and 5.11's in front of us. That's how much 
rock is handy in Arizona, though you can climb all year. 

The rock was clean, rough and edgy. The only problem 
was that it seemed I could never get a nut placement right on 
the first or second try. "Protection here is hard to get used 
to," said Mike from below. "And a lot of climbs are pretty 
run-out." Kipp, climbing just right and below me, had a 
light dusting of chalk on his hairless head. 

The next day saw us at a particularly user-friendly crag, 
Chimney Rock, about two minutes from the road. Of the 28 
routes here, 21 are given stars in the guidebook. One of the 
typical three-star 5. 10a sandbags was Centerpiece, a long 
#3-Friend crack splitting a bulge. An aerobic piece of 
work. 

Kipp mentioned that he once took a 20-footer off Center-
piece. As soon as he came to a stop, he got sick to his stom-
ach. His partner tried to dive out of the way. "But he was 
tied in," said Kipp. "He just had to take it like a man." 

A "cowpunk" band, the Beat Farmers, blasted on the 
ride down. "If you get tired of this cowboy music, you just 
let us know," Mike said to me. 

Pause. "1 think that might be soon," I said. 

The Rincon Mountains were on our left, the Santa Ritas 
straight ahead as we drove out of Tucson on Friday toward 
the Dragoons. Mike told me that Cochise, Chief of the Chi-
ricahua Indians, once lived in the Stronghold. 

"Supposedly, Cochise is buried in the Stronghold, no 
one knows where," said Michael. "It's considered a spiritu-
al place. When you get there, you can really feel it. 

An hour and a half of driving took us to the campground. 
Kipp set off to warn the hunters there about the music, the 
party, and the possibility of getting beaned. 



"Oh, no, Beanfest!" wailed one. "I thought that was last 
weekend!" 

"We have automatic weapons," warned another. 
At the water pump I met an elderly hunter, white-haired 

and sweet. He told me he had been in the first world war. 
"Oh, I weren't no hero," he said. "I'm just an old hillbilly 
from Arizona. I met my wife in the war, and we haven't 
stopped fighting since." 

As we went off up a windy path to a cliff, picking through 
shindaggers and pincushion cacti, I was told to watch out for 
jumping cholla. Try to kick one off your toe and it lands 
back on your pants leg and staples it to you. Its spine tapers: 
try to pull one out and your skin rises like a tent. You have to 
slip a comb under the spikes and lift, quick. 

Today, when we reached the ridge that was the Dome's 
base, the wind was whipping and rain beginning. We decid-
ed to wend through the Inner Passageway that bisects the 
Domes. It was a three-pitch 5.7 squeeze chimney, "they" 
had said. "Your feet never go more than a couple inches off 
the ground." And so half a dozen of us ground through, ris-
ing up to 20 feet off the deck, moaning about falling inextri-
cably into the dark narrow fold below. We crabbed and 
squatted, trying to move all folded up. I palmed and 
palmed, forearms and pectorals pumping and aching. I 
stopped to rest. The pains in my knees would later be raw 
divots. The Passageway was fun—in a cruel sort of way. 

Down in the campground at dusk we found many climb-
ers milling and arriving in trucks and station wagons and 
more trucks. Here was Craig Reason, just down from Las 
Vegas; Bill Hatcher, among the many from Flagstaff; Jim 
Waugh, a great climber who does without chalk and who or-
ganizes the popular Phoenix bouldering contest. One guy 
was from Maryland, one from Connecticut; several people 
had come from California, and a car-full were from Hueco 
Tanks, Texas. 

Steve Grossman was here, a tall guy responsible for doz-
ens of what others call "5.11 sketch routes"—light on pro. 
He uses no chalk and places all bolts on lead. Before he does 
routes Steve thinks hard and kinesthetically, perhaps for 
weeks, about them. During, he focuses absolutely. Later he 
may return and add a bolt or so for the next guy. He only 
climbs once every couple of weeks. 

It was reportedly Steve and two others who chopped the 
bolts on Mount Lemmon's overhanging Beaver Wall. Some 
locals speak of replacing them, both for their own recrea-
tion and the benefit of visiting dignitaries, now that Tucson 
has become a hot spot on the winter circuit. 

Many burritos later, people began shouting, "hear, hear." 
Speeches were made and toasts proposed. The Beanmaster, 
Nancy Jimmerson, announced her successor—Kipp. And  

then it was time for the beaning, a fairly unpleasant experi-
ence that no one escapes. 

At last it was time for the boulder, and that was a turning 
point. Until then I had felt welcome, but not easy. Warm and 
generous as this Arizona community was, I wasn't exactly 
part of it. In the darkness people were big strange silhou-
ettes. But the boulder problem, in all its giddy wildness, 
was a curiously absorbing, unifying thing. 

Dale Bard must have felt the same. A few years ago he 
came to his first Beanfest. He hardly knew the people, but 
instead of descending the boulder via the human chain, he 
made a trusting, perfect swan dive off the top into the arms 
of climbers below. Dale was smart, though. He aimed for 
the big ones. 

Up on the boulder, we tried to count to see if we'd ad-
vanced the record of 28, but the scene was too chaotic. After 
we made it down, we all met in the road, where Mike as 
ringleader started us counting. Mike got to the last person, 
who shouted 28. I was disappointed for one second. Mike 
pointed to himself. "Twenty-nine!" 

The next morning Mike said, "This is the most low-key 
bouldering contest you'll ever be in." It went by the honor 
system; you just needed two witnesses to sign that you'd 
done each problem. You could do up to 20, taking as many 
tries on each as you wanted. Only the top 10 scores counted. 

It was my first climbing competition, and I'd never ex-
pected such plain fun. Here were great boulder problems 
everywhere, and top-ropes raining down from heaven. Ev-
eryone encouraged each other, said, "Try your right foot 
here," "Try this, try that." I found myself getting up prob-
lems I'd never would have made on my own. 

Just as the cutoff point of 3:30 rolled around, I found I 
couldn't do another thing. (My fingertips were trashed for 
four days.) Mike and Nancy conducted the awards ceremo-
ny, from which everyone walked away with something. 
One cap was left over; Mike clapped it on his head. 

On the ride back to Tucson, I nodded to the beat of some 
music I liked, and asked who it was. "The Beat Farmers," 
Mike said. On that ride, and at dinner that night, and in the 
ensuing days before I left, the locals began to say, "Well, 
when you move out here.. 

"You know you want to move here. All you've got to do is 
quit fighting it," concluded Mike. 

Today, a cardboard box arrived in the mail basket I share 
with the apartment downstairs. In the box was a Devil's 
Claw. I may be the only Bostonian to have one on my rear-
view mirror. 
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ANKLESAWAY: Exploring the Joint Down Under ByStevelig 

"The foot feels the foot when it feels the 
ground ."—Zen Saying 

Spring, 1979. Amid a vapor of magnesi-
um carbonate and determination, I offer a 
spot to my friend who is attempting a par-
ticularly difficult Ft. Collins boulder prob-
lem. 

"Watch me.. 
"I got you.. .c'mon, do it, you're there.. 

An instant later and the same friend is 
upon the earth, staring down at what mo-
ments earlier was a normal ankle. Like a 
child's balloon being filled with helium, 
the joint literally expands before our aston-
ished eyes. 

Spring, 1988. My friend's ankle remains 
delicate, sensitive to the touch, and unsta-
ble. 

Fall, 1978. Tearing down a San Juan  

mountainside within the Trinity Peaks. A 
rappel would be wiser here. My buddy, 
semi-out of control, can only watch as his 
right foot suddenly turns in and over itself. 
His pack-burdened bodyweight continues 
downward. The ligament and tendon struc-
ture cannot cope. I can hear the soft ankle 
tissue snap from ten feet ahead. Eventually, 
my friend exits from the resultant headlong 
tumble. We realize the extent of the situa-
tion as the view includes both his grape-
fruit-sized ankle and the nearest road, ten 
miles distant. 

Spring, 1988.The ankle has suffered two 
further collapses. It now wears formal tap-
ing attire during any athletic endeavor. 

I'm going to dedicate the next few mo-
ments toward understanding a little bit 
about the ankle. From a whoJistic view- 

point, it's easy to speculate upon the fantas-
tic amount of injuries relative to this joint. 
Unless we are well-versed in a foot-con-
scious kinesthetic pursuit such as ballet or 
Tae-Kwon-Do, most of us basically ignore 
our ankles. We simply take it for granted 
that they will go where our autonomous en-
ergy directs them. We are probably as aware 
of the functioning of our ankles as we are of 
that of our hearts. We, in fact, distance our-
selves from our most distal joint. 

This nonawareness is common among 
climbers, says Ramsay Thomas who is 
owner of CARP Mountaineering, Inc., a 
school which uses the climbing arts as a 
self- and sport-awareness tool. "Most 
climbers that come to me have very good 
upper-body and hand coordination, but 
many show a gross neglect of how to feel 
and climb with their feet." 

Attempting to confine and define one's 
ankle to the tibia, fibula, and talus bones 

Figure 1. "A bout mid-position during a Vertical Calf Press. A fan- Figure 2. "You have not yet completeda Standing Calf Raise un- 
tastic movement designed especially for making solid the fidg- til you can feel the peak of the calf contraction in your throat! 
ety ankle joint." Photo byHeightley This is perhaps the best all-around movement for strengthen- 

ing the ankle joint." Photo bylig 



may be a misstep. Certainly the anatomy 
books will verify such terms, however, the 
wholistic reverberation of this hinge-joint 
also includes the spine, the knee, the nose, 
the medulla oblongata, the genitals.. .in 
other words, body unity. The reason I have 
climbers do Back Squats for example (usu-
ally accomplished only via gunpoint) is for 
joint health. By strengthening the muscles 
of the entire physical self,westrengthen and 
increase all of our connective tissues. That 
which tethers your ankle bones is the same 
stuff that fastens other bones and muscles 
together: connective tissue. By training the 
entire body we train the ankle to adapt to 
higher stresses. This adaptation is gained by 
enriching this tissue with greater elasticity 
(training effect to the 'elastin fibers'), more 
tensile strength (training effect to 'collagen 
fibers'), and better lubrication (training ef-
fect to 'mucopolysaccharide'). Since syno-
vitis (inflamation of a joint-lining mem-
brane) is most frequent to this joint, 
common sense tells us that a stronger joint 
might reduce such chronic pains or prevent 
a potential sprain (a connective tissue tear) 
or strain (excessive connective tissue 
stretch). 

"We can't leave the haphazard to chance." 
—N. E Simpson 

Strengthen the muscles of the leg, and 
you strengthen also the ligaments (bone-to-
bone tissue), tendons (bone-to-bone-mus-
cle tissue), and all the thousands of other 
Little Things and Events that initiate and 
produce movement. For climbers, the an-
kle area is especially important; it's our pri-
mary connection area to the ground. Under-
stand that the ankle exists only because of 
an amazing array of bones and ligaments. 
The strongest ligaments are on the inside 
and outside of the joint. Their job is too 
minimize foot inversion and eversion (in 
and out rotation, if you will). But just look 
at the size and structure of the foot. Alle-
gorical thinking might bring us a picture of 
those cute little 4-wheel vehicles. These 
things have been capsizing easily on curves 
at standard speeds because, (1) they are nar-
row, and (2) they have a high center of grav-
ity. So too, do our ankles. 

The huge Achilles tendon does not help 
much either. Achilles Tendinitis is another  

exceedingly common joint affliction. Often 
the Achilles pulls too hard upon too delicate 
structure and runs out of lubrication too 
quickly. Basically, it's a vulnerable first 
connecting point to the ground. John Je-
rome in Staying Supple validates this think-
ing, ". . wherever hard use is concerned, 
connective tissue is our weakest link." An 
untrained ankle, therefore, may well be the 
source of that lower backache or weak hip 
you've been whining about. 

Joints incur stress. These stresses are 
transmitted throughout the entire body by 
way of the connective tissue. So, prepare 
for it. Strength training produces a more 
solid, calloused, and neurally efficient ar-
ticulation. In other words, not only do you 
physiologically toughen the joint, you are 
more aware of the joint. For technical 
climbers this can mean the difference in 
several grades of difficulty, and for the 
mountaineer it can mean the difference be-
tween an enjoyable excursion and a very 
real matter of life and death. 

Strength Training Prescription for Ankle 
Health 

Frequency: 2-3 times per week on non-
consecutive days 
Duration: Can be engaged throughout the 
training year 

Intensity: Set 1 = 30 reps, Sets 2&3 = 6 
reps, Set 4= 30 reps. Each set to Momen-
tary Muscular Failure (MMF). Increase and 
decrease poundages as needed to reach 
MMF in each set (unless otherwise direct-
ed). 
Movements: 
Vertical Calf Press: Position your hips di-
rectly under platform (see photo). Attain 
top position. Only the "balls of the feet" 
should be in contact with the platform. 
Press the platform up, then slowly lower it. 
This movement should be generated only 
from the ankle joint which is functioning as 
a hinge. Make certain to emphasize the 
slow, controlled lowering of the platform. 
Vary foot stance each set (feet straight, 
heels in-toes out, heels out-toes in). This 
movement can be altered to fit any leg press 
apparatus. 
Standing Calf Raises: Begin with heels 
low, abdominal region tight, spine straight. 
Raise the heels to a high top position. A 
strong contraction should be felt. From top  

position, slowly lower the heels to bottom 
position. Knees can be slightly bent. Main-
tain strong spinal alignment; do not waver. 
Tempo is moderate and fluid in execution. 
Vary foot stance as desired. 
Hacky-Sack: There is a guy who lives near 
me—not even a climber—who is simply 
phenomenal with this little bag. Me? I look 
like a six-footed heifer whose watering-
trough has been spiked. Spend five minutes 
in practice for neural enhancement and a 
slight strengthening of the lateral connec-
tive tissues. This is also a good warm-up. 

"If things were to be done twice, all would 
be wise." '—Proverb 

The body of scientific literature on inju-
ries is enormous. Most of it is redundant; 
all of it sounds fearsome to the injured. If 
you are sporting an injured ankle, here are 
some considerations. 

Emergency Situation: Keep it com-
pressed! Climbers usually will be wearing 
some type of footwear. Leave the footwear 
on the damaged joint as this will help to 
compress it. The general idea is to reduce 
the seepage of blood into healthy tissue and 
thereby minimize the swelling. Elevate the 
injured area as best as possible, which also 
will limit swelling. As Soon As Possible: 
Get to a cold compress. The cold will con-
strict the vascular walls. Again, this limits 
swelling. Maintain the elevation. 

Then: For the next two days execute pa-
tient rehearsal of applying cold for twenty 
to thirty minutes. Take the cold off for at 
least that long, replacing the cold within 
two hours at the most. Make it a matter of 
principle: don't complain or get mad or feel 
sorry for yourself. Emotional roly-poly will 
hinder healing. Forget "injury statistics" 
and "percentages of complete rehabilita-
tion" and other prognoses. Take a lesson 
from the famous Dr. Gerald Jampolsky 
who deals with catastrophic diseases by at-
titudinal healing. His success rate is phe-
nomenal. "I don't care what any statistics 
say. They're absolutely meaningless when 
you're talking about an individual." 

As the body begins to heal itself, help it. 
Inwardly make certain proper nutrition is 
being fed to the cells. Connective tissue is 
mostly amino acids, thus, a moderate, con-
sistent intake of high-quality protein foods 
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Hornbein Profile 

from page 9 

partner Unsoeld, killed in an avalanche 
along with a student in a 1979 Mount Rai-
nier climb. Unsoeld and Hornbein, togeth-
er as one on the West Ridge but quite differ-
ent individuals, remained close friends, 
their separate worlds intersecting less often 
after Everest. 

"To all of us who knew Willi and loved 
him," Hornbein dedicated a new edition of 
his beautifully written and photographed 
Everest: The West Ridge (The Mountain-
eers, Seattle), originally published in 1966. 
The book was reissued after Unsoeld's 
death. 

"Willi lived life and preached it close to 
the edge," Hornbein wrote in the new 
preface. "He used his years to the hilt and 
his impact on the world around him was a 
potent one. Over the years, he touched 
many lives, especially young ones. 

For Willi, Ibelieve, Everest was not 
high on the list (of aspirations). Another 
good climb, an essential seasoning to life, 
but not an ultimate challenge. Willi extract-
ed a lot of mileage from the accomplish-
ment and the notoriety, but it was mostly as 
a means to an end. . .The mountain became 
a medium for messages about such things 
as human striving, closeness and interrela-
tionships, and the ecological assault on 
fragile environments." 

Other deceased members are: 
Daniel (Dan) E. Doody, photographer, 

killed with another climber in a mountain 
accident on New Hampshire's Mount 
Washington. 

James (Jim) Ramsey Ullman, author of 
mountaineering books, including the offi-
cial chronicle of the 1953 climb, Americans 
on Everest, who died at 63 in 1971. 

John (Jake) E. Breitenbach, a 27-year-
old mountain guide who died in an ice fall 
on the 1963 expedition. 

Almost a quarter century after the climb, 
Tom Hornbein says, "My Everest is not in 
the mountains any more. I don't mind being 
scared, but I have more fun now. I can't in-
vest the time in a big climb and I don't need  

to. I use mountains now for different rea-
sons.,,  

He finds lessons and metaphors in the 
mountains for his speeches and writing. 
High altitude breathing led him to his life in 
physiology and anesthesia. 

Hornbein thinks of "The Everest experi-
ence as far more than an individual climb. 
The planning of it, the carrying out of it, 
the teamwork, working together. You do the 
same thing over and over and over again in 
your own life." 

He still climbs when time and duties per-
mit: Mount St. Helens with a hospital 
group; a high eight-day Alpine climb called 
the Ptarmigan Traverse in the North Cas-
cades with his youngest son Bob; Mount 
Rainier's Ptarmigan Ridge, "the most clas-
sic Rainier climb," again with Bob; some 
local rock climbs and every few years a big 
one, such as a China expedition. 

"My rationalization for climbing these 
days is this: The risks I take are not great but 
they are not zero. What I am is inseparable 
from what I can do in the mountains. I can 
still get killed in the mountains, but I don't 
intend to. 

"Clearly when you're rock climbing, 
you can fall off and die. But the need to ex-
perience the uncertainty is important. If 
you can cope with that, you can translate 
that into other parts of your life."  

He looks much the same as the Everest-
er: small (5-foot-6 and 150 pounds, slightly 
shorter and 10 pounds heavier than Ever-
est), fit (bicycling helps), balding, beard 
flecked gray, intense blue eyes with a smile 
to match, a self-described stubborn man 
who runs a complex anesthesiology depart-
ment considered one of the three or four 
best in the country. 

He picks words as carefully as a good 
climber kicks ice steps, but more quickly. 
He talks in a direct, soft tenor voice, often 
fastening his eyes on his companions'. He 
grins easily as when volunteering a favorite 
fan question: "What do you do after Ever-
est?" 

For one thing, he hasn't gone back. 
"I never had any desire with any intensi-

ty to return to Everest. But I am curious 
about the China side. Things have changed 
so much on the Nepalese side. It's too heav-
ily used, and there are too many other 
things to do in life." 

Hornbein met his second wife, a pedia-
trician, while they were administering to a  

sick child. He noticed Kathy's scraped arm 
and inquired about it. She confessed to a 
climbing accident. Hikes, climbs and mar-
riage followed. They have one daughter, 
Melissa, 10. His first marriage, which pro-
duced five children, had ended in divorce. 
("I felt closer to the edge in my divorce than 
on Everest. It was the lowest point of my 
life.") 

Hornbein on Everest is remembered as 
an extremely motivated, intense man driv-
en much of his young adult life by specific 
goals, one of them to climb Everest. He left 
more than footprints. His name is on first 
ascent routes on two of the world's great 
mountains: The Hornbein Couloir on Ever-
est and Hornbein's Crack on the east face of 
Long's Peak in Colorado, his training 
ground for Everest. 

His reputation was typified by the Crack. 
He pioneered an improbable 40-foot pitch 
without protection: "I was climbing on fear 
alone; in those days you didn't have Friends 
or other devices of today." Bob Godfrey 
and Dudley Chelton, in their book Climb: 
Rock Climbing in Colorado described 
Hornbein's Crack as "certainly the hardest 
free climbing pitch in the Colorado high 
mountains at the time." 

Today's climbers? He finds true old-fash-
ioned teamwork sometimes lacking. He ad-
mires but is not surprised at feats of mod-
em-day climbers. ("A year ago two Swiss 
went up Everest in 40 hours and slid down 
on their bottoms in three hours.") 

What's next? "The outcome still has to 
be in doubt, so new ways are sought: no ox-
ygen, winter climbs. The next level of un-
certainty? I don't know." 

From an earlier generation, Hornbein 
finds unseemly the recent expose, tell-all 
style of some mountaineering books in 
which writing climbers delight in gossiping 
or charging misconduct at 26,000 feet. The 
gentleman has specific complaints but you 
won't hear them. 

He will allow, however, the "climbing 
today includes the selfish climber, the 
climber thinking of me first, what's in it for 
me rather than the team." Charges made in 
the aftermath of the 1986 deaths of 13 peo-
ple on K2 may bear him out. 

"Climbers today are not more motivated 
or tougher than 30 or 50 years ago but some 
do have a more serious long-term commit-
ment. 

"Reinhold Messner is competent, 
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knows his limits, when to turn around. He 
wanted no part of one climb with someone 
who was on a three-week vacation and 
wasn't as well prepared. The added risks to 
him were unacceptable. In that case, one 
climber died of altitude sickness. Too many 
deaths in the mountains are due to people 
being far less competent than Messner, not 
knowing their limits. 

"The standards have evolved. Part of 
this is technology. Pitons are almost histo-
ry, replaced by devices such as Friends, 
chocks, rock shoes with more sticking 
power. But part is the skill of the people. I 
find awesome the standards of rock climb-
ing today. I can't lead really hard rock 
climbs. I'm not psychologically comforta-
ble, but wearing those shoes gets me one 
grade higher." 

Climbing can easily be an inward time-
consuming obsession, Hornbein acknowl-
edges. He went to Everest in 1963 leaving 
his five young children and his first wife not 
knowing if or when he was coming back. 
Two other Everesters besides Hornbein 
were later divorced. 

Besides the China trip, he went to Paiju 
in the Karakoram in 1974 when access to 
the Boltoro Glacier to K2 opened up. That 
had been closed for a decade since just after 
his Masherbrum climb in 1960. "Kathy and 
two other wives and some older children 
came with us in 1974." 

Climbing needn't be selfish. Between 
the time K-2 was suggested as higher than 
Everest and a recent study confirming Ever-
est's claim as king of the hills, Hombein 
said: 

"I really don't care if K2 is higher. What 
we did was one thing, a bit of a classic, the 
first traverse of Everest, the first Ameri-
cans. I still get letters from people who read 
The West Ridge; they get something from it 
for their own lives. 

"When I wrote the book, I wasn't seek-
ing recognition. I wasn't making superhe-
roes or creating a melodrama but talking 
about human beings having fun and mak-
ing a very moving statement about how a 
small group of people could do some-
thing." 

The magnetic hold of climbing moun-
tains on Hornbein began with trees. He 
started climbing them in St. Louis, Mis-
souri, where he was born November 6, 
1930. Summers his family took him to Co-
lorado where he hiked hills, then moun- 

tains, such as Signal Mountain at 14. His 
connection with Colorado has been strong 
ever since. He has climbed Long's Peak 60 
times. 

"Everything is hooked to everything else 
in my career and climbing," Hornbein 
says. 

"I hiked and climbed in the hills; so I 
majored in geology at the University of Co-
lorado (B.A. 1952.). Then I became inter-
ested in mountain rescue and first aid in the 
mountains; so I turned to medicine.Then in 
medical school (Washington University 
School of Medicine, M.D. 1956) my inter-
est in altitude took me to basic research in 
physiology. I did work in chemical regula-
tion of breathing. 

"I was initially asked to go to Everest be-
cause there weren't many climbing physi-
cians in those days and there were even 
fewer who had actually been to the Himala-
yas." 

Once chosen, he was assigned to the re-
sponsibility for oxygen use. "I had had time 
while in the lab to fantasize and fiddle with 
creating a simpler, more reliable oxygen 
mask." 

"I'm less productive now" in chemical 
regulation of breathing (except for moderat-
ing panels and editing a two-volume study 
on the subject). He has regular turns in the 
operating room, administers a department 
in a complex discipline, has published 115 
papers and abstracts in his field, travels fre-
quently and has served on many national 
medical committees. 

When the Bates-Clinch team finally got 
permission from China for the joint climb 
of Ulugh Murtagh in 1985 and before he 
left the United States, he confessed to 
doubts: 

"When the opportunity finally arrived" 
he wrote his staff, "the decision-making 
part of my brain evinced total certainty, 
abetted by the stated willingness of my wife 
and dean. 

"At the same time another part of my 
brain was giving me an oral exam: How do 
you justify such an essentially selfish en-
deavor? Can you really concoct good rea-
sons for deserting your family, your depart-
ment and all those other 'essential' things 
you do for two months to do something so 
functionally useless? What about the risks? 
Do you really believe that climbing this 
mountain is no more hazardous than driv-
ing to and fro on the freeway every day?  

Climbing mountains is not a necessity, you 
know. 

"I have no good answers and flunked the 
examination, but the decision hasn't 
changed, remaining impregnable to such 
logic. 

"Maybe that is the way it ought to be. 
Maybe logic is only a part of what drives 
one's destiny. There is something unique 
about each one of us that makes us what we 
are, that defines our philosophy of living 
and relating. For me, so much of my life 
with my family, my choice of profession 
and specialty, and direction of my research 
are tied to the mountains. They have served 
since childhood as an energizing force as 
well as a high place from which to see long 
distances, both inside and out." 

Separate Quotes: Hornbein on risk: 

In a colum called "Chairman's Corner" 
for his department's newsletter, Hornbein 
wrote "Risk is a real and ever present part 
of all of our lives. 

"Although as patients we would wish it 
otherwise, risk in inextricable from the 
practice of medicine. Among the reasons 
are the inevitability of human error, ma-
chine failure, not knowing enough. . . or 
simply that patients don't always respond in 
ways that fit with what we do know. 

"I know now that risk is as much a part 
of my professional life as an anesthesiolo-
gist as it is of my extra-professional one 
when climbing mountains (or etcetera, you 
name it). I know that as a climber some 
risk, but only an acceptable dose, is an es-
sential element to the endeavor. Uncertain-
ty maximizes motivation, sociologist Dick 
Emerson taught me; certainty of success or 
failure has the opposite effect." 

"I wonder if one can view risk like a 
drug, beneficial to the organism in the 
proper dose. Too much or too little may be 
harmful, kind of like the way I look upon 
oxygen, pharmacologically. The optimum 
dose varies from person to person depend-
ing upon our genetic or environmentally ac-
quired sensitivity. Willingness to risk is es-
sential, not simply as a seasoning to life but 
to explicit function, as, for example, to the 
ability to be instantly (and hopefully appro-
priately) decisive in the presence of a sur-
feit of uncertainty during a moment of cri-
sis. We have all experienced such moments 
in our anesthetic practice. 
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A Self-Rescue Hauling Method 
By Vladimir Prochazka, Jr. 

Bill and Joe are roped and climbing to-
gether when Joe takes a fall, is held by Bill, 
but Joe is injured and hanging on the rope. 
Bill must give him first aid and lift him to 
safety. 

Presuming you are Bill: 
Place a secure prusik, or better, an in-

verted jumar on Joe's side of the rope and 
attach it to an anchor. (This is best done 
with a Christmas Cake Knot. See drawing.) 
Release belay side of rope and Joe is now 
hanging directly from the anchor. 

Off belay and clip the rope into anchor 
carabiner. Place jumar (or prusik) on the 
belay side of the rope, attach this jumar to 
your harness and sit down into it. Unclip 
your self-belay from the anchor. Now both 
of you are suspended in balance on the 
rope. Remove Joe's prusik orjumar. 

While sitting in the harness with your 
full body weight (do not stand on footholds 
or ledges) pull up Joe's rope by your hands. 
Joe is rising up and you are sinking down at 
the same time. Pulling is easy if both Joe 
and Bill are of the same weight as only fric-
tion in the anchor carabiner must be over-
come by your hand lift. You can decrease 
friction and needed force by use of a pulley. 

When you arrive at victim give him 
first aid, then connect both your own and 
Joe's harnesses with a sling. Its length is not 
important. Do not clip this sling to ajumar. 
Jumar or prusik up by your preferred meth-
od. Both of you are rising at the same time. 
Hauling is even easier than described at 
No. 3 because main work is now done by 
your legs. 

Additional Notes: 
Always use a secure bombproof anchor 

with at least two fixed points and secure 
crossed equalizing sling between it. For 
greater safety, use inverted jumar at anchor 
carabiner. 

I developed this method after experience 
with Yosemite techniques and original 
"counterbalance" lifting method by the 
Czech climber Jindra Strauss. It is now rec-
omrnended as the self-rescue victim-lifting 
method by the Safety Commission of the 
Czech Mountaineering Association. It is 
efficient, simple to set up and easy to pull 
up. You are at victim quickly and both of 
you are back at the anchor without brutal 
force needed. Naturally, this method is ad-
vantageous also for heavy haul bag lifting. 
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Christmas Cake Knot has one big ad-
vantage—it may be tied off under 
load. Useful for clipping heavy haul 
bags or for victims during self-res-
cue operation into anchor. To unclip 
and free it, there is no need to lift 
weight—after haul rope is ten-
sioned, only tie-off Christmas Cake 
Knot and load is transferred with 
ease. 



Reflections on the Mechanical 

Failure of a Camming Device 

By Robert Kelman 

The climber was suspended as if resting in a tilted hammock with his 
head to the left and slightly lower than his feet. Then the green rope above 
him went slack. Ever so slowly he was moving down again—then faster 
and faster, hurtling past a little overhang with his body in the same slightly 
off-horizontal position. When he was three feet above a pedestal, the 
green rope straightened out. He was slowing down but not in time. He 
crashed into the left end of the pedestal with the top of his buttocks, 
bounced off and was lost from view. 

This scene unfolded in late November, 1987, in the Canyonlands of 
Utah as I stood on the road below a cliff band and watched through binoc-
ulars two climbers on Supercrack. Its first pitch consists of mounting an 
18-foot high, large pedestal and then climbing the crack itself-50 feet of 
uniformly sized, parallel hand crack with a small overhang 12 feet above 
the top of the pedestal. The climbers were using double ropes and wearing 
sit harnesses but not helmets. 

The leader placed a #2.5 Friend 2 feet below the little roof, while above 
it he placed 2 #3 Friends 6 feet apart. He climbed smoothly 6 feet above 
the second #3 Friend stopping where there is a suggestion of a ledge to the 
right. His right foot was on this small wrinkle, and his left foot was 
torqued into the crack as he placed another Friend which he had trouble 
clipping with his blue rope. His right foot started to slip. Recovering 
quickly, he torqued both feet into the crack and jammed his right hand 
high. He appeared in control, but in the cold weather he was not able to 
clip the deeply placed Friend. 

Ever so slowly he started moving down, and then faster and faster! He 
was now 8 feet below his second #3 Friend. His body had rotated 90 de-
grees to the right. The slack green rope above him went taut. The climber 
began, almost imperceptibly, to deaccelerate and then with a rush he was 
jerked slightly upside down. The second #3 Friend pulled out, and his fall 
resumed. The first #3 Friend held and barely prevented his crashing into 
the ground after bouncing off the pedestal. 

The climber sustained severe contusions at the base of his back and 
possibly a fractured coccyx but no head injuries. The pedestal slants off to 

Photo of cam that failed showing the 
closely set cams had bent towards 
each other while on the other side the 

cams had spla yed apart. 
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High Mountains: Regarding Rainier 
and Reinhold 
Dear Editor: 

I found John Roth's article "1987 Climb-
ing Summary for Mt. Rainier," (SUMMIL 
May-June, 1988) to be interesting, espe-
cially where it tabulates climbing activity 
during the last 28 years. However, his 
opening statement, where he says that 
Mount Rainier "is the 19th largest of the 67 
peaks over 14,000 feet in the U.S. ."  is liter-
ally wrong and figuratively unsubstantiat-
ed. 

Large does not mean high, and high does 
not mean large. Rainier is about the 5th 
largest mountain in the United States, ac-
cording to my measurement system (see my 
"Defining and Sizing-Up Mountains" arti-
cle, SUMMIL Jan.-Feb., 1987), of those 
peaks over 14,000. Only Mount Sanford 
and Mount Shasta (238 and 169 cubic 
miles, respectively) are definitely bigger, 
while unmeasured Mount Wrangle and 
Mount Blackburn are probably more volu-
minous. 

If Roth figuratively meant largest to be 
highest, then he should quote his source for 
placing Rainier as the 19th highest in the 
U.S. According to my careful review of the 
current USGS topographic maps, Rainier is 
the 34th highest mountain in the United 
States, of those peaks with at least 250 feet 
prominence above ridge-level. Using 1,000 
feet prominence as a requirement, Rainier 
places 21st. Perhaps Roth's list didn't in-
clude the North Peak of Mount McKinley 
(1,320 feet prominence) and either Alaska's 
Aello Peak (1,495 feet prominence) or 
Mount Churchill (1,188 feet prominence); 
but such an action would necessitate elimi-
nating other 14,000-foot peaks like Colo-
rado's Quandary Peak and Kit Carson Peak 
and California's Mount Russell and Mount 
Tyndall, whose respective prominence 
above ridge-level are 1,125, 1,025, 1,088 
and 1,078 feet. 
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When 5,000 feet is employed as the min-
imum prominence criteria, Rainier is the 
13th highest (ultramajor) mountain in the 
U.S., behind McKinley, Saint Elias, For-
aker, Bona, Blackburn, Sanford, Vancou-
ver, Fairweather, Hubbard, Bear, Whitney 
and Elbert. I classify Whitney and Elbert 
as ultramajor mountains, type E, because 
they require 25 miles to achieve 5,000 
feet prominence above ridge-level. K2 and 
Rainier are ultramajor mountains, types A 
and B, respectively (A = prominence at-
tained within 2.5 miles, B = prominence 
attained 2.6 - 5.0 miles). 

Along the same vein, if not possibJy 
more controversial, I hereby contend that 
Reinhold Messner has not climbed all of 
the world's 8,000-meter peaks (as stated by 
Dee Molenaar in his "Mountain Summit 
II" article, SUMMIT, May-June, 1988). 
Messner cannot claim to have ascended all 
of the world's 8,000-meter mountains until 
he climbs Yalung Kang, Kangchenjunga's 
Central Mountain, Kangchenjunga's South 
Mountain, Lhotse Shar and any other 8,000 
meter landform with greater than 250 feet 
prominence above ridge-level. 

Since detailed topographic maps of 
many of the high Himalayan and Karako-
ram peaks are either essentially unavailable 
or unreliable, to be absolutely certain of 
climbing all of the world's 8,000-meter 
peaks, it will be necessary for the intrepid, 
if foolhardy, climber to follow the exact 
crest of every ridge in the world that is 
8,000 meters or higher. Perhaps, this high 
ridge-running and the scaling of the super-
steep Himalayan faces (e.g. Lhotse's south 
face, which has a maximum vertical drop of 
9,058 feet in one horizontal mile), will be-
come the supreme climbing challenges of 
the future. However, the extreme risks of 
such activities must never be underestimat-
ed. 

Stephen Fry 
Woodinville, WA 

Q;he look-shelf 

CLOUDS FROM BOTH SIDES, an autobi-
ography by Julie Tullis. Published by Si-
erra Club Books, San Francisco. Hard-
bound, $17.95. 318 pgs. 

Julie Tullis took up expedition mountain-

eering at the age of 38. On August 4, 1986, at 

the age of 47, she stood atop the second 

highest mountain in the world, 1(2. Sadly, 

she never lived to savor her victory as she 

perished on the descent when trapped by 

a storm at a high camp of about 8000 meters. 

Completed just before her departure for 

1(2 in 1986, Clouds from Both Sides is a fasci-

nating account of the life of Julie Tullis. She 

grew up in the war-torn days in London. Al-

ter marriage to Terry, they had two children 

which she raised as any normal mother 

would. Among other things, she and Terry 

ran a climbing school for handicapped chil-

dren, teaching them self-confidence. But it 

was not until the children were grown that 

she seriously took up mountaineering. 

Julie became a black belt in the martial 

arts which she claims gave her stability and 
confidence in the world of high mountain-
eering. She teamed up with Kurt Diem-

berger, a well-known film artist and 

became his sound recorder. Together they 

filmed on a number of climbs—Nanga Par-

bat, Everest, Broad Peak—with narrow es-
capes in many cases. 

Julie never felt a compelling need to 

climb a mountain. She wrote that it was 

more the experience, the ability to cope 

with hardships that drew her back. All of 

which makes one wonder why she was so 

insistent on climbing K2, especially under 

adverse conditions, and when on an earlier 

attempt she and Diemberger, were barely 
able to escape from the clutches of 1(2. 

Peter Giliman has added a final chapter 

to Clouds from Both Sides called "The Final 
Summit" in which he records the events 
leading up to Julie Tullis's death in a high 

camp on 1(2 in August, 1986. 

GABE'S FALL AND OTHER CLIMBING 

STORIES by Peter Lars Sanberg. Pub-
lished by Birchfeld Books, P.O. Box 1305, 
North Conway, New Hampshire 03860, 
1988. $11.95, paper, 156 pages. 

Gabe's Fall is a collection of seven short 
stories by Peter Lars Sanberg which have ap- 



peared in a variety of publications over the 
past 25 years.While each is set in a climbing 

situation, they cannot really be character-
ized as climbing" stories.They are, more ac-

curately, studies in human nature. 
A case in point is the title piece. Gabe, an 

intense, domineering young climber,  and 

his "mildly bookish" fiancee Nancy are 
about to top out on a hard multi-pitch climb 

when he takes a long leader fall which ren-

ders him unconscious. The real essence of 

the story is not the extent of Gabe's injuries 

or his rescue; what Sanberg focuses on is 

how the ensuing struggle changes Nancy 

and how it ultimately will affect the cou-

ple's relationship. 

Other selections also have interesting 

themes. In The Devil's Thumb, the protago-

nist is a young hotshot climber who finds 

himself deferentially belaying as a hard 
drinking, uncommunicative veteran strug-

gles with a crux pitch that the young climb-

er feels he could lead without problem. In 

B-Tower West Wall a climber plots to save 

himself and his young son from two thugs 

who are forcing him to climb a skyscraper at 

night to aid their criminal plans. In Ca/b-

wars Climb, a middle-aged couple returns 

to the scene of one of their earlier climbs in 

an effort to patch up a marriage strained by 

the husband's infidelity. They find them-

selves thrown into a rescue attempt of two 

young climbers with the help of a solo 

climber whose presence further tests the 

strength of the couple's marriage. In Haw-

smoot, a 54-year-old free soloist takes up the 

challenge of an arrogant young German 

climber to follow him unroped on a diffi-

cult, exposed route and uses the occasion 

to reflect both on his climbing career and 

his future. 

What the reader focuses on in these sto-

ries is not the peak, the route, the rescue or 

the crux move, but the humans involved 

and their interrelationships. The themes 

which Sanberg develops just as easily could 

have been set in different situations. We 

should count ourselves lucky that he has 

selected climbing stories as the means to 

express them. 

Reviewed by Bob Rosebrough 

ADVENTURING IN THE CALIFORNIA 
DESERT by Lynne Foster. Sierra Club 

Books, 730 Polk St., San Francisco 94109. 
$12.95 paperback. 448 pages, 10 maps, 10 

B&W photos, 11 line drawings. 
There are over twenty-five million acres 

of open space desert wilderness in Califor-
nia with over eight million people visiting 

sections of it each year. Lynne Foster in Ad- 

venturing in the California Desert, says, 

"This desert has little in common with 

most people's idea of 'the desert as waste-
land'; it is one of the lushest, most scenic 

and most diverse deserts in the world." 

A range of outdoor activities are de-

scribed, from backpacking and rock scram-

bling to exploring Indian and pioneer histo-

ry, birdwatching, and wild flower viewing  

in this desert wonderland. Information is 

included on climate, history and camp-

grounds, as well as animal and fossil identi-

ficatinri. 
Some of the areas covered are Death Val-

ley, the Mojave, Joshua Tree National Monu-
ment (an international climbing area in 

winter(, the Anza-Borrego and the Colorado 

Desert. 

New Frontiers 
We care. Do you? 
Climbing competitions have literally exploded 

onto the European climbing scene during the past 
two years. A while back, the AAC sent Lynn Hill and 
Russ Raffa on a climbing exchange to France. 
Naturally, Lynn sufficiently impressed the French 
and she was invited to one of the first competitions. 
Thus, the AAC had the good fortune of immediate 
insight into competition developments. When the 
UIAA acted to assume control of climbing competi-
tions, we were able to take advantage of our posi-
tion in that organization, assuring us of a strong 
voice at every step of the rule-making process. 

I can assure you that this is just the beginning. 
Climbing will undoubtedly be a demonstration 
event at the 1992 Winter Olympics in France. 
Before then, there will be a host of problems to be 
dealt with. The AAC is determined to assist Ameri-
can climbers in preparing fully for this event. To do 
so, we will need the help of the climbing community 
and the climbing industry. 

Another adventure begins. 

Jim McCarthy 
President, AAC 

THE AMERICAN ALPINE CLUB 
Your concerns are our concerns 
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Mountain Moods 

S c re B from page one 

Flash Report: World Cup Climbing Competition 
Snowbird, Utah - June 12th. Late afternoon. The finals. Like 
Franz Kiammer at Innsbruck, the old man from France, Patrick 
Edlinger was the last mens competitor in this premier American 
World Cup event. The Object: Climb up a specially manufactured 
route until you fall off. During the qualification rounds, thirty foot 
'screamers' were not uncommon. "Le Blond—as France's rock 
climbing idol Patrick Edlinger is affectionately known to his fans 
—barely made it through the previous day's semi-finals.Today, for 
the past several hours, no other climber had even come close to 
solving the 300-foot, artificially designed, bolt-protected route up 
the northwest end of the posh Cliff Lodge. Difficult? Let me put it 
this way: It's technical grading is 5 .13b. Let me put it another way: 
Ron Kauk fell off it after about 12 feet of progress. 

But at the moment—Edlinger's moment—nothing mattered. 
Hundreds of spectators were silenced by his enchanting, angel-like 
fluidity up the route. Talk dispersed like late morning mist.To these 
onlookers, Lycra now meant nothing. Chalk? It seemed a childish 
concern. Jaws hung open. Traditionalists, Hangdoggers, Dog 
hangers. Spectators who perhaps will never touch a rock in their 
life, stood mezmerized by the Frenchman's deft, catty movements 
up the ludicrous wall. I saw normally fervid Anti-Bolters grow 
hypnotic without a trace of contradiction in their stare. Hard-core 
mountaineers, preppy pop-culture cragsters, and family trekkers. 
All were one. Unity in the climbing community. This was unique. 

About fifty feet from the top, yawned a 5 .13b roof. No one had 
yet reached it. Not only did Edlinger climb it unflinchingly, he 
hung from a heel hook for the better part of two minutes while 
"resting." There was not a dry palm remaining in the histronic 
crowd by the time Edlinger clipped the final bolt with two minutes 
to spare in his allotted twenty minutes. 

Catherine Destivelle, the female French counterpart to Edlinger 
was the final competitor. Destivelle had a tough act to follow, but 
she did so admirably. "Miss D" won the women's division. Fe-
males competed as did males: Same wall, same route, same rules. 
As a result, climbers such as 5-foot American Lynn Hill had a dif-
ficult time of things. Gelandespringing from one 5.11 + hold to 
another, Lynn's performance was an unmatched display of vertical 
acrobatics. You should have been there. I will never, ever again say 
the words, "I can't reach that," while climbing. 

Words will do little to convey the color of the week-long event. 
Instead I'll loan you a set of crayons and you can do the coloring 
yourself: Adventure Film International presented over 30 hours of 
award-winning films and presentations. Feeling obligated as a 
coach of the newly formed, American Alpine Club endorsed Unit-
ed States Climbing Team, I attended one panel discussion, "Com-
petition and Climbing: Out of the Closet. . Out of Control?" It 
was interesting. Here are some comments made during the talk: 
Alison Osius, "Climbing competitions are an injection of enthu-
siasm for our own more personal pursuits." Michael Kennedy hot 
under the collar about "organizational anarchy" in competitive 
climbing. David Breashears waxing sentimental against Lycra- 

34 SUMMIT/July-Aug., 1988 

clad climbers and plastic climbing walls. Moderator Rick Silver-
man questioning, "What is so special about climbers that will not 
allow them to succumb to the perversionist forces of politics?" 
Then there was Ascent ExpoTM:  a plaza full of climbing manufac-
turers hawking their wares: Metolius Mountain Products, Lowe, 
Wild Country, etc. Like too many gerbils in one cage, the hectic 
selling seemed combative and mawkish. Behind the scenes an 
eco-political melodrama was unfolding as to who had "real" first 
dibs on the $150,000.00 climbing wall, which was basically built 
in a month by Sport Climbing Systems. The media was graceless: 
CBS Sports kicked long-time climbing photo-journalist Beth 
Wald off "their" wall, ROCK 105.5, a local radio station, inter-
viewed everything and everyone and then some; a Sports Illustrat-
ed reporter shuffled about looking lost and confused while assur-
ing me he was not, and a roving pod of freelance "reporters" were 
seen asking competitors such intimate and fascinating questions 
as, "Why did you fall?" and "What is that dust you put on your 
hands?" It was great. You should have been there. 

The nocturnal activities dazzled; free (yes, I said free) sushi at a 
welcoming party, free beer at another (and this is Utah, remem-
ber), and a tonnage of gear and stuff given away at an evening raf-
fle. Speeches and presentations adorned each day. There was a lot 
to do. No one complained once they figured out the floor plan of 
the monster motel. 

Save a brightly colored crayon for the organizers. Meet Director 
Jeff Lowe pulled this event off very well. The happening was co-
herent, organized, and satisfied both participant and spectator. A 
feat comparable to moving the Great Wall of China a few feet to the 
left. Dick Bass flexed his unyielding faith in climbing as a eco-
nomical provenance by allowing this elaborate resort to be the 
stage. The AAC was solid in presence; the organization evidently 
wants to be known as an enthusiastic and generous supporter of the 
competitive climbing arts. 

And, for the athletes, save one more crayon. A big, bright, pur-
ple one. It's the color of inspiration. 

Let's do it again. 
Soon. 

Correspondent, Steve hg 

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 25 cents to: 
BRUCE BECK, Dept. M 

P0. Box 2223 
Santa Barbara, California 93120 USA 
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Legacy 
The east face of Longs Peak/n Colorado with its Diamond Wall. Photo by Doug Alicock. 

By DougAllcock 

The mountaineer's world: 
one of brilliant sun and storm, myth and drama, 
resilient with an echo of its past. 
For decades, shackled by gravity rather than courage, 
man could but venture upon a ledge or arete. 
The vertical realm loomed all about. Sheer granite, a vast un- 
breachable treasure, 
it slept. 

Then—chrome steel gave them purchase 
to a frontier of dreams. 
With piton and rope of woven fiber, 
wherever the virgin stone was weak, 
along crack and seam they smote their way upward,  

driven by the zeal of adventure. 
It was a severe craft; 
they were hard men. 

Some spoke of conquest, some of escape; 
it mattered not. 
For the mountain reveals itself in an instant: 
glint of the wall above, a zephyr's kiss, 
then quiet... 

And so, they thrived upon this secret, 
those who sought neither fortune nor fame, 
but were lured solely by the wealth of eternity 
and the lyric of a climb. 
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The 
Marketplace 

BOOTS & BOOT REPAIR 

Bootmaking: Hiking, ski, technical 
boots and mountain shoes carefully 
handmade and fitted by JohnW. Cald-
en, PU. Box 445, Allenspark, CO 80510. 

EQUIPMENT & SOFTWARE 

Climbing, Caving, Rescue Equip-
ment. The most complete selection in 
the country. Free 112-page catalog. 
From ascenders to webbing, we have it 
all. J. E. Weinel, Inc., P.O. Box 213SM, 
Valencia, PA 16059. 

GUIDED CLIMBS & EXPEDITIONS 

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

Peru Expedition. June 24, 1989 for 3 or 4 
weeks. Basecamp operation for 13 or 21 
days in the Quebrada Quilcayhuanca, then 
if desired ascent Nevado Huascaran 
(22,200 feet). Region offers 3 major peaks 
over 20,000 feet and 4 others over 17,500. 
Superb scenery, moderate to difficult 
climbing, enjoyable companionship, veter-
an staff. Inquire Iowa Mountaineers, P.O. 
Box 163, Iowa City, Iowa 52244. 

Rock & Ice: Michael Covington and Fan-
tasy Ridge will continue to accept reserva-
tions for our rock climbing courses up 
through October and for our technical ice 
and alpine courses December - March. For 
details, please contact Fantasy Ridge, P.O. 
Box 1679,Telluride, Colorado 81435 or call 
(303) 728-3546. 

For Guiding or Climbing Instruction in 
Northwest Scotland, try "Mountain Craft," 
Glenfinnan, Inverness-shire PH37 41-T, 
Scotland. 

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

Alpine Experience offers trekking 
and mountaineering programs in the 
Cascades, Himalayas, Andes, and 
now the Alps. Write for brochure: Al-
pine Experience,Inc., P0. Box 503, Gra-
ham,WA 98338-0503. 

LITERATURE & VIDEO 

Gaston's Alpine Books - Mountain, cav-
ing, polar books; new and old. New Pyre-
nees guides, Indian Himalaya maps; Al-
pine Club and Himalayan Journals. 
Occasional catalogues. Payments in dol-
lars. Please write to: Brooklands, Unicorn 
Street, Bloxham, 0X15 4PX, England. 

Mountaineering Literature, Jour-
nals purchased, exchanged. Highest 
prices paid. Complimentary search 
service. Catalogs. Mountainbooks, 
Box 25589, Seattle, WA 98125. 

Unbound 1987 SUMMIT issues, $15 
plus $3 postage and handling. Send 
check or money order to SUMMIT, P0. 
Box 1889, Big Bear Lake, CA 92315. 

Basic Rockclimbing Video. Learn 
the fundamentals with one of Ameri-
ca's best known rock climbers, John 
Long. The first instructional video 
based on the Yosemite Method, em-
phasizing simplicity and safety. 
Filmed on location in Yosemite. "Basic 
Rockclimbing has set a standard that 
will be hard to beat—Climbing. "By far 
the best demonstration of the funda-
mentals . ..all presented in a logical, 
well-organized manner and at a good 
pace—Rock and Ice. Finalist for Best 
Cinematography at the International 
Film and Television Festival of New 
York. Send check for $39.00 + $2.50 
S&H to: Vertical Adventures Produc-
tions, 5000 Pkwy. Calabasas, Suite 105, 
Calabasas, CA 91302. Call (818)883-4921 
or (213)540-6517 for information. 

Stop Looking! 1000 + current books, 
maps, videos: climbing, backpacking, 
skiing, caving, trekking, kayaking, ca-
noeing, rafting, bicycling, third-world 
travel. How-to's, where-to's, first-per-
son accounts, biographies. Free cata-
log. Backcountry Bookstore, Box 191-25, 
Snohomish,WA 98290. 

ROCK,ICE, & WINTER COURSES 

Lets Go Climbing: Michael Covington 
and Fantasy Ridge are now accepting reser-
vations for our 1989 expeditions to Aconca-
gua, Gasherbrum II and Denali, Mooses 
Tooth and Peak 11,300. For details, please 
contact Fantasy Ridge, P.O. Box 1679, Tel-
luride, Cob. 81435 or call (303) 728-3546. 

Professional Instruction in Rock 
Climbing, Alpine Mountaineering, 
Mountain Rescues, and more (meant 
for the serious climber who wants to 
get the most for his/her money, written 
and practical test, certificates award-
ed). Write Hansen Mountaineering, 
Inc., 757 North State, Orem, Utah 84057. 

Vertical Adventures offers year-
round climbing instruction and guid-
ed tours from California's top profes-
sional guides. Rock climbing courses 
held November through April at Josh-
ua Tree, May through October at Idyll-. 
wild. Summer 1988: Rock climbing 
tours of Great Briton and France, plus 
our fabulous mountaineering trips to 
Chamonix/Zermatt, featuring ascents 
of Mt. Blanc and the Matterhorn. 
Guides include: Peter Croft, Bob 
Gaines, John Long, Mike Paul, Scott 
Cosgrove, Dave Cuthbertson (Europe-
an Director). Free brochure: 511 South 
Catalina Avenue, Suite Three, Redondo 
Beach, California 90277. (213) 540-6517. 

Rainier Mountaineering, Inc.—The 
most complete snow and ice climbing 
school in the United States offers 
climbing seminars and summit 
climbs. For brochure, write to RMI, 201 
St. Helens, Tacoma,WA 98402. 
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Ankles Away Cam Failure . 
from page 27 
work well. Natural repair means allowing the left so that his head missed the rock. If he had come down 18 inches to 
the body to regenerate itself. Allow these the right, his head would have hit first. 
processes to occur. Be wary of injections or This accident was especially discomforting, since the climber had been 
powerful chemicals of any sort; drugs stu- ascending prudently. When a gross misjudgment has been made, one can 
pefy the body and confuses it by substitu- reassure himself he would not make that mistake again—but there was no 
tion. The more potent the chemical such grim comfort to be derived here. On a steep wall with a well-placed 
(DMSO, Darvon, Codeine, etc.), the more Friend in a vertical crack, it is common to run out the rope 5 to 10 feet. 
severe the dependence . .. and the fall from Most climbers have experienced safe falls in that range. Uncomfortable the symptomatic "cure." Be inwardly 

questions are raised by the fact this fall was rendered serious because of strong. Search out healthier, more nourish-  
ing natural alternatives. the mechanical failure of such trusted protection under moderate loading. 

Outwardly, I've had good success in tap- I hope this discussion will suggest improvements and cause readers to 
ing during the transition from imbalance more carefully assess protection as they move up the rock. 
(onset of injury to balance (complete heal- The placement had been solid, but the Friend had failed structurally. 
ing). The tape serves to ease the force distri- On a #3 Friend, 2 cams are 40 mm. apart on one side and 13 mm. apart on 
bution of gentle, progressive activity, while the other side. As can be seen in the photograph, the closely set cams had 
allowing the connective tissue to strength- bent towards each other while on the other side the cams had splayed 
en. Taping is a complex art at times, and a apart. Several factors here reduced the maximum force on the Friend. The 
good idea might be the new ankle brace, belayer was not tied in and was lifted off the ground during the fall. The 
which is like a lace-up, heavy-duty sock. fall factor, distance of fall divided by the length of rope between belayer Also, discover the healing capabilities of 

and climber, was about 0.3, further reducing the maximal force. The fall 'pro- massage. Nothing dramatic, or even 
fessional' need be adhered to. A gentle, was held by a 9 mm rope which has a lower impact force than an 11 mm 

stroking pressure of the area will speed up rope. Although articles on climbing safety emphasize the maximal force 
nutrient and oxygen delivery to the body- on the system as the key item, this failure shows the total length of fall is 
part. This, combined with proper nutrition also important. The energy needed to derange the cams would have been 
can accelerate the health of the joint. Re- lacking in a shorter fall. 
member, these suggestions are not to be Tack bar sewed slings, such as Air Voyagers, were designed to accom- 
used as 'crutches,' but rather aids for assist- push force and energy reduction as their tacks break when the tension in 
ing the inner challenge of healing the body. the sling exceeds some critical amount and so might have been useful 

here. However, such slings are nuisances to carry, may not be available 
References 

 when needed, and require subtle judgment in use. In order to function au- For tape, ankle braces, supports, etc., 
tomatically, the tacks should be an integral, but replaceable, part of the Mueller Sports Medicine, Inc. Catalog 
harness itself.  available. One Quench Drive, Prairie du 

Sac,WI 53578. 1-800-356-9522. This accident also illustrates the danger of a sit harness's attachment be- 
For amino acids and nutritional supple- ing close to or below the body's center of gravity. The hazard for a climber 

ments for muscle tears, etc., Uni-Pro Per- is not in hanging upside down after an injury (which may be safer than 
formance Nutrition Products, Inc. Catalog hanging upright as it reduces the possibility of shock) but in being jerked 
available. 1-800-621-6070. upside down and striking one's head against the rock. Many climbers, in- 
For further study: cluding prominent ones, have lost their lives in this fashion. In most falls, 

Staying Supple, The Bountifi.d Pleasures we maintain ourselves upright, but the danger of tipping over is great, es- 
of Stretching. By John Jerome. Bantam pecially in an unanticipated fall. In any event, there is an element of irra- 
New Age Books. tionality in tying in below the center of gravity. There is need for a crag Total Massage. By Jack Hofer. Grosset & 

climbing harness that will ensure the fallen climber is stopped in an up- Dunlap. 
The Outdoor Athlete. By Steve hg, Cor- right position but will not have the cumbersomeness of a mountaineering 

dillera Press. harness. 

(Steve Ilg is afrequent contributor to SUM- The fact that the climber barely missed hitting head first reminds us that 
MIT and is coach of the United States Rock although a helmet is a hindrance in climbing, a fractured skull is more of 
Climbing Team.) an impediment to enjoyment of the sport. 

DTawings for Steve hg's article in May-June issue were 
by Mark Moriwaki. 
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