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THE NORTH RIDGE OF TEEWINOT
by

Barry Corbet '58

As Jake Breitenbach and I were preparing for a
climb of the Royal Arches in Yosemite one sultry evening
last summer, we were suddenly seized with a severe fit
of camp despondence. Tomorrow it would be hot and dry,
the screams of the unbelievably large tourist population
of Yosemite Valley would float up in a morale shattering
crescendo, and it would be Just like any other mid-summer
day in Yosemite. '"Why, ' said Jake, "should we stay
where climbs are classified by the difficulty of overwhelm-
ing the ants, where grade five means only that the bushes
and dirt are not used for artificial aid, where the Ranger's
shack is a place to ask at when you can't find the facilities
but not when you want information about climbs, and where
they put unclimbable boulders in the middle of camp
grounds and the Sierra Clubbers climb them anyway ?"

"Why indeed?' said I. So we went to the Tetons.

So back to Jenny Lake, where the challenge of the
peaks is nothing to getting Bill Wallace to let us stay in
the campground for six weeks over the allowable time.

Our first thought was that out of all the months we had
spent climbing in the Tetons, we had never climbed
Teewinot. So we must climb Teewinot. And, from the
Ranger Shack, the three steps of the North Ridge are most
imposing. So next morning we left for the North Ridge of
Teewinot.

The first major mountaineering problem was the
swamp at the west edge of Lupine Meadows, guarded by
two sleepy but well-pronged deer. This negotiated, it's
simply a third class friction pitch up the grasslands for
miles and miles. The grass turns into fir needles, and
finally into rock. After an indeterminate number of days
we reached the notch between the Crooked Thumb and the
ridge.

Jake led off on a fourth class pitch, to the left of
the crest, which turned out to be 140 feet long. After the
usual attempts to establish communications after the rope
was all gone, I gave up and trusted all to Jake. This lead
took care of the first step.

(continued page 50)

Teewinot




A§‘

PR Lo Ts o
f y | 4 J ¥
¢ T




CLIMBING AROUND WASHINGTON
by

Roberts W. French '56

Choosing the best single rock climbing area in the
East could easily lead to violent controversy (a Westerner
might even claim that there isn't anything worth climbing
in the East, and we could come to blows over that); there-
fore, instead of stating that the Shawangunks or Seneca
Rocks or some other area is the best single area, I'll say
this: if you want to live near a great variety of excellent,
challenging climbs which you can enjoy the year 'round,
and if you want to climb with congenial people who are also
skilled climbers; go live in Washington, D.C., and climb
with the group known officially as the Mountaineering Com-
mittee of the Potomac Appalachian Trail Club.

At this point a skeptic might say, ""O.K., I'll take
your word about the people, but I've driven through Wash-
ington and the country there is either flat or gently rolling,
except for the Blue Ridge Mountains, and they're way down
in Virginia. What sort of climbing can you find there?'" To
take one example: thanks to the activities of the Potomac
River over the past few million years or so you can find
some superb rock climbing almost within spitting distance
of the White House (well, twelve miles or so; you might
make it with a strong wind in back of you). Out around
Great Falls, Virginia, or Great Falls, Maryland, depend-
ing on which side of the river you're standing, the Potomac
has cut a gorge a few miles long, providing climbers with
a few miles of excellent rock on both sides of the river and
a seemingly inexhaustible supply of climbs. The rock is
sixty to one hundred feet high, give or take a few feet, and
it's--well, it's solid as a rock and good for climbing. On
it you can find chimneys, laybacks, finger traverses, "brute
strength'' climbs, balance climbs, overhangs, delicate climbs
on smooth rock where you have to use rounded quartz nub-
bins for holds and on which you never really feel secure--
there's something to please everybody along the Potomac.
During the warm days of fall, when the weather turned
downright hot around mid-afternoon and we were climbing
along the Potomac, it was no problem to get cooled off.

We changed from climbing clothes to bathing suits and one
rappel would bring us right down to and in the river.

(continued page 52)

Elsie's Edge Face
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MOUNT SHUKSAN
by

Sterling Neale '59

Last fall, while I was working in Seattle, J.alfe B.reiten-
bach--one of the DMC members who started guiding in the
Tetons last summer--and I decided to climb Mt. Shuksan on
our first free weekend. To go with us were Kent Kgm'merer
and Lynn Miller, two climbers from Seattle, ;nd Willi Un-
soeld. Willi also guides in the Tetons and he 1s a rather
renowned Himalayan climber.

Since we had been planning this trip for such a long
time we assumed that the weather would be miserable bu't
the day arrived and it turned out to be one of those beauti-
ful days when it didn't even rain in Seattle.

At 9:30 we were on our way and before long we could
see Mt. Baker which is just west of Shuksan. Around 2:30
we got the first view of our objective and an hour later we
were on the trail to Lake Ann where we planned to camp.

At 4:30 the next morning we were awakened by Willi
playing reveille on his harmonica. We were quite happy to
find that he had breakfast half ready. The other half re-
quired water which I had to get from the lake. I wasn't
so happy about this. After a good breakfast and a few
more tunes from Willi we started up the trail, which
seemed to have an infinite number of switchbacks.

We climbed a gully, which consisted of easy scrambling
over loose rocks. It was made enjoyable, however, by fre-
quent stops to watch the sunlight work its way down from
the summit of Mt. Baker. From the top of the gully we
dropped down over the other side of the ridge to the bottom
of Winnie's Slide.

This is a snow slope about 200 feet high which provided
us with practice in step cutting and belaying. Willi said that
he would show me how he pulled Pete Schoening off belay. I
survived the test but only after ripping my new climbing pants
when I caught them on my crampons.

After we reached the top we crossed some boulders and
were on the Upper Curtiss Glacier. Here we roped up (Jake
and I on one rope) and started across taking different routes.
Our routes included everything from falling in crevasses

(just one leg) and delicate pitches to easy walking and yump-
ing (a Swedish technique).

(continued page 55)

Sterling Neale on the Black Face of the Lower Exum Ridge.
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THE BUGABOOS - 1957

by

George Fisher '59

The Bugaboos are a fantastic group of sheer granitespires
in the Purcell Range of British Columbia, and are located
on the west side of the valley containing the headwaters of
both the Kootenay and Columbia Rivers; they are roughly
thirt.y miles by logging road due west of Spillimacheen, a
logging-ranching town on the Columbia. They were first
visited in 1910, and have become a well known climbing
area in recent years. The climbing there is really wonder -
ful, but unfortunately the weather leaves a good bit to be
desired. We had selected them largely as an area in which
to learn some of the fundamentals of expedition climbing.

The four members of our little "expedition'"--Carlos
Plummer, Sam Silverstein, Sterling Neale and myself--
met in Spillimacheen, which we were planning to use as a
starting point for the trek into the mountains. We had
planned to have one of the local ranchers truck us and our
supplies for the first twenty-five miles, but we were rather
discouraged by the price he wanted. A local garageman--
Jimmy Paul--thought that Sterling's Volkswagon Micro-bus
would have no trouble on the logging road, so we decided
to try driving in ourselves. We had very little trouble--
plug for '"der elves in der Black Forest''--and arrived at
the cabin at the end of the road around noon. From this
point on, we had to backpack--first over an easy twomiles
on the level, and then for another two miles up an awful
moraine. Sterling was still a bit out of shape after his
sedentary summer in Cleveland, and was feeling the
weight of his pack, so Carlos and Sam went ahead to set
up camp while Sterling and I followed along more slowly.
When we finally reached Boulder Camp=--the usual camping
area on the head of the moraine beside Bugaboo Glacier--
we met Barry Bishop, Walt Bailey and their group which
was just finishing up two weeks of climbing, with almost
perfect weather. After talking with them awhile, we ate
dinner and bedded down for the night.

The next morning dawned clear, and we decided to
climb instead of going down for the rest of our food.
Sterling was still feeling the effects of the previous day's
packing, so the rest of us set off for Eastpost Spire, while

(continued page 14)

In the Bugaboos.
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THE BUGABOOS - 1957 (continued from page 13)

he set to work fixing up the camp- We w?r:; pret.tg ngappojnte(}
by the "climbing'' on Eastpost-=in spite ;) 1lef gui 1621 ?01;» we'q
expected a little more than a leisurely stroll for Of AQl€s and
children under six=-and in our desperation, we left the usya)
boulevard of a route and jammed our way up a Short rotten
crack to the summit. However, the clllmb did give us a chance
to get oriented--and the view of the spires to the'wes.;t made us
all the more eager to get started with the real cllmbmg.

We were undecided the next day whether to climb or go
down for more food--we'd only brought up enough for three
days, since our packs were almost filled' with ten.ts, ropes,
cooking gear, etc.=--but at length we decided to give Pigeon
Spire a try. However, we were overtaken by a heavy snow-
storm at the West Summit--the point where the real climbing
starts--and had to beat a hasty retreat, much to our frustra-
tion. Two days in these beautiful peaks and no climbing yet!
To make us even happier, the snow caught us in camp while
cooking supper--convincing us we should have packed our food
in two man units, so as to be able to cook inside the tents.

The next day we simply had to go down for more food--
but in order to lighten our packs to carry as much as possible
on the return trip, we left almost all our protective clothing
in camp. About halfway down the moraine, we were surprised
by a soaking rainstorm, and we were thoroughly drenched by
the time we got to the cabin, and our food! What to do?
Simple solution: since we couldn't sleep there (our sleeping
bags were back in camp), and since we couldn't see going
back up to the camp by the glacier in our soaking condition,
we decided to drive back to Spillimacheen, get a hot meal,
dry off, and sleep in our cars. When we got to town the first
thing we did was to ask the Ranger for a weather report=--but
when he said they don't predict weather in BC, they just joke
about it, we decided not to put too much trust in forecasts--
instead we'd wait to see what happened. But it was still rain-
ing the next morning, so we spent that day in Spillimacheen,
glad not to be in our tents (they leak). Barry, Walt andtheir
group showed up in town that night, having decided to get out
too-~-they informed us there was six inches of snow up in our
camp, and that there was a good deal of snow and verglas on
the peaks. This convinced us that the rock climbing was
probably over for the year, so we started looking for other
things to do. After some consultation, we decided to try to
traverse roughly seven miles from the Bugaboos over to the
Four Sguatters--a group of snow mountains, which, according
to our information, were unclimbed. The new snow naturally

(continued page 56)
Bugaboos.

Carlos Plummer on East Post Spire,
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THE NORTH FACE OF GRAND TETON
by

Barry Corbet '58

Because of the unusual bergschrund problem, only
two attempts had been made on the face before us. The
first had succeeded after twelve hours on the face; the
second had failed after a bivouac on the face. Jake Breit-
enbach and I were somewhat fearful of what we expected
to be a rather grueling climb, so we camped on the lower
Teton Glacier with enough supplies to wait for good wea-
ther. At 3:30 a.m. of the second day on the glacier, we
decided that conditions were right, so we started off.

The bergschrund was crossed without difficulty (we had
left a fixed rope previously), and we first touched rock at
4:30. We followed a poorly defined gully for several
pitches, then crossed by an obvious ascending traverse

to the deep chimney leading to the first ledge. We walked
up the first ledge snowfield (angling slightly west) which
brought us in one (?) lead te the second ledge. This ledge
we followed to a point between the snowfields which seemed
to coincide with Ortenburger's photo. Here we climbed
straight up to the third ledge, the last lead including a
short but tricky face climb. An easy scramble up this
ledge brought us to the base of the infamous ""pendulum
pitch.' Up to this point the climbing would all fall between
easy and moderately difficult.

I had juggled the leads very carefully so that I'd have
the pendulum pitch, and for once I figured correctly. The
chimney leading up to the traverse is a little rotten, and
quite respectable in difficulty. The traverse is most im-
pressive, for it forces the climber out more and more
over the nothingness below. Four angle pitons placed in
as many feet gave me confidence, however, and I found
the so-called ""hand traverse' not too difficult. Jake came
up, and we scrambled up the fourth ledge to the base of the
traverse into the "V.'" Jake claimed this lead, and was soon
at the end of the pitch, which consisted mostly of balance
moves on a steep face and small holds. I considered this
pitch the most difficult of the climb.

From the gulley which forms the "V we scrambled
up for several hundred feet, finally hitting the top of the
east ridge 1n an effort to avoid verglas. At the summit

(continued page 47)
. Mount Owen and the north face of Grand Teton.
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THEY'RE READY
by

Barry Prather '61

i theiljcfzgllsr?tivzt?lwljys‘ th?'ught climbers are crazy. One
CreREt s acks 1s, '"What happens when somebody
(giown S .die. : ﬁ;f:et::}iilr;i:hem that the injured Just lie
' wer 1s appropriately crazy
COINNE from a crazy climber. When I'm serious, though,
it's a different answer, and I usually use the rescue last
year on Mt. Adams, a 12,000 foot peak in Washington, to
illustrate my answer. It wasn't a heroic rescue. All that
those in trouble needed was a little moral support.

It happened one nice summer Sunday during July
1957. Six Yakima Valley men set out to climb Mt. Adams
by way of the Adams Ice Fall, on which is some hairy fifty
to sixty degree clear ice. One of the party took a bad fall,
breaking his ice axe in the process, but wasn't hurt physical-
ly. Halfway up the ice, two others were getting a little
shaken up. They crawled onto a rock and stayed there. In
the meantime the two lead men had climbed to the summit
and descended to base camp by another route. One of the
men who had stayed behind told them he hadn't seen the
two on the rock move for four hours. A man immediately
went for help.

Evening was coming fast as he reached a telephone.
The Mountain Rescue Council was called. The Washington
State Patrol and the Sheriff's offices started to organize
for the rescue. At eight o'clock the next morning there
were at least twenty experienced climbers at high camp,
the elevation being 10,000 feet. At ten-thirty, the two men
on the lonely rock were roped in with two members of the
rescue party, and were on their way down the mountain.
All that remained was the weary retreat.

Within ten hours the Mountain Rescue Council,
teamed with the State Patrol, had moved to a high assembly
point and were ready to carry out a highly complex rescue
if necessary. Mountaineers had come as far as two hundred
miles. The Ellensburg and Yakima group and a group from
Hood River, Oregon, were ready for a full scale rescue.
The State Patrol had sent walkie-talkies to base camp with
the climbers, providing an excellent communication system.
A helicopter was standing by to take out any serious

(continued page 48)
Rescue party 9500 feet below the Adams Ice Fall.
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THE NORTH RIDGE OF WOODRING

by

Barry Corbet '58

Woodring, one of the lesser known Teton peaks, was
reputed to have some sort of nondescript north face, so Bill
Buckingham and I decided that someone ought to climb it.
Accordingly, we left String Lake at some hour which was
too early, and eventually arrived at a point near the west
end of the lakes in Leigh Canyon. From here it was appar-
ent that the mountain had a north face and a distinct and
larger northwest face, both of which were rotten black
schist. The north face, however, is split by three pegmatite
ridges, all of which should provide enjoyable climbs. We
picked the westernmost ridge, which separated the two faces.

An hour's bushwacking from the canyon floor brought
us to the base of the ridge, marked by a prominent pinnacle
(subsequently named Corbuck Pinnacle). The notch between
the pinnacle and the ridge was gained by the chimney on the
west side. The pinnacle fell in one lead by a fairly difficult
route starting on the south side, circling the east and north
sides, and finishing on the west side. We climbed down
about twenty feet to a slab on the west side, the south end
of which provided a piton crack for the rappel.

Alternating leads, we climbed the rest of the ridge
on surprisingly good rock. The leads were mostly fourth
class, all very enjoyable. Some three hundred feet below
the summit, the ridge peters out into a fierce looking black
face. This face, however, can be climbed directly with
ease.

Carlos Plummer on Orford Cliffs near Hanover.
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WHEN I MET THE SAINT
by

Charles C. Plummer 159

"What time will you be back?" :
"Oh . . . sometime early Sunday afternoon, I guess, "

I said as I wrestled a pack from the car. .

My mother aimed the car back into the thick stream
of downtown Mexico City traffic while I dodged my way
across the street to meet a group from the Escuela de Guias

de Mexico (Guide School of Mexico) for what I expected to be
a weekend hike.

After several hours of impatient waiting the group of
five humans and one cable, or rope in Spanish, were con-
gregated and ready to take the sixty kilometer taxl ride to
Amecameca, the town that stands where the two giants,
Popocatepetl (17, 883 ft.) and Ixtlaccihuatl (17, 343 ft.)
emerge from the 7000 foot high Valley of Mexico floor.

The rope, incidentally, was truly a cable since it was one
inch thick manila. This bit of super-security would add
about twenty pounds on the back of its carrier.

By the time we reached Amecameca, I was aware that
I was about to be introduced to rock climbing rather than
take a hike. We were to climb a pinnacle which stood just
below Ixtlaccihuatl at an elevation of about 11, 000 ft.

In Amecameca, the Zermatt of Mexico, we sat down
in a cafe for our dinner this Saturday night in March, 1954.
"We' consisted of Jose Luis Beteta, Director of the Escuela
de Guias and trip leader, a second Mexican whose name I
forget, Ted Bruner and John Rahming who, like myself,
were students at the American High School. John, a native
of Ohio and now at Harvard, had invited me along after he
had learned I was interested in mountaineering. After
dinner, we lingered long, drinking many tall glasses of
cafe con leche (a fifty-fifty mixture of strong coffee and
hot milk) and then repiled into the taxi for the steep, wind-
ing drive to the saddle between Ixta and Popo. Here we
paid off the taxi driver and hiked toward Ixta and a mountain
refuge while Beteta pierced the cold night with some rousing
songs extolling the virtues of the Escuela de Guias.

We arrived at the refuge where we would spend the
night. One whiff inside this log shack let us know that cows
lived here when climbers didn't. It took a while before we

(continued page 23)
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WHEN I MET THE SAINT (continued from page 22)

cleaned thef place su1tab1y.- We then spread one poncho on

a scction of the floor consisting of several feet of dust. The
manner in which we slept was quite novel. Two of us with
sleeping bags slept on the ends of the poncho while the other
three who had brought one blanket apiece shared their blan-
kets, using the two of us with sleeping bags like bookends
to block out air from the flanks.

The coffee did not help John or me to doze right off,
so we soon began battling for breathing room much to
everyone's disgust. The battle lasted into the wee hours
of the morning when I finally dozed off in spite of discom-
fort and cold, only to sleep intermittently until six a.m.
when I faced the morbid task of arising. I sat up and took
a deep breath of dust and got out of the bag to shiver my way
through breakfast.

Soon after we were on our way; we faced across a
valley to view a solid wall of cliffs. Beteta pointed to an
ominous pinnacle standing apart from the cliff. This was
El Santo, The Saint, our objective. I shuddered a bit as we
proceeded down into the valley. I shuddered a little more
as Beteta recounted some of the gory lore that went with
some of the pinnacles we passed.

In the floor of the valley we paused to fill canteens
and drink the tasty water in the glacier-fed stream. As
we descended below the tree line with its fir and Alpine
meadows, I experienced a great desire to remain a hermit
in this place. The grind up the opposite side of the valley
was made interesting by two baby rattlesnakes which I
nearly tripped over.

We were now at the base of '""El Santo'" which soared
vertically upward perhaps 250 feet. As we prepared for
the climb, somebody noted that my hiking boots would
never do. The others had carried sneakers along. I was
immediately lent a pair of sneakers while the rightful owner
prepared to ascend in stockinged feet. Altruistic acts such
as this are quite common among Mexican mountaineers.

By the time we had the rope uncoiled, John got a
sudden seizure of sanity and decided he was not up to this
climb and would wait at the base. It was 10:30 when
Beteta began the first lead. Once this was finished, he
yelled down that I could proceed with no worries, so l
clipped into the rope and hardly had I gotten off the ground
before I began shaking my way up the rest of the pitch.

It was quite a while before I vibrated onto the little ridge
Beteta was sitting on. I looked over the other side and
(continued page 43)
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HAGERMAN PEAK AND SNOWMASS BASIN
by

Sam Silverstein ' 58

While working near Rifle, Colorado, last summer I was
fortunate in having some time off during the early part of the
month of August. A friend of mine from Dartmouth, Rod Isaac-
son, was working about 100 miles away and we arrgng_ed to get
together for a trip to the Snowmass peak area. This 1s a group
of peaks lying near Aspen in the Elk Range.

I left Rifle early on a cloudy Saturday morning and drove
to Glenwood Springs where I met Rod. Then we drove up to-
ward Aspen. At the town of Snowmass, which is only a Post
Office-General Store for the ranches in the area, we turned up
the Snowmass Creek road. A little way up there was a sign
placed by the Colorado Mountain Club saying that the bridge to
Snowmass Falls Ranch was out and that we would have to detour
around to the south about 14 miles and come in on the Brush
Creek road. From the sign we also learned that the CMC was
having an outing at Snowmass Lake. We drove around to the
Brush Creek road and as we approached the ranch, Mt. Daly
appeared before us. Daly faces you as you drive up the valley
toward Snowmass Falls Ranch and it has a large sheer face
with a snow couloir in the center. Towering as it does above
the valley, standing alone by hiding the higher peaks which
stand behind it, Daly presents an inspiring sight for the begin-
ning of a mountaineering adventure. And in our case it was the
only really auspicious sign we had, for the sky was heavily
overcast and a few summits were in the clouds. Drops of
rain fell from time to time and I must admit that I had visions
of packing all the way into Snowmass Lake, a distance of 9
miles, and then spending the next day in the tent watching the
rain fall. Luckily this did not happen.

We had arrived at the ranch about noon and as we put
the last few items in our packs some people started out on
horses for the high country. After selecting a few of our fav-
orite pitons and taking a last look at the car te see what we had
forgotten, we started along the trail. The trail runs up the
Snowmass Creek Valley and the river which runs down the
valley is a gleaming, sparkling sight. It is fed from high
above in the snow-filled mountain basins and the water comes

(continued page 26)

Hagerman Peak.
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HAGERMAN PEAK ... (continued from page 24)
roaring down between the rocks and along its .(l:ou.rS; are tC;leep
meadows and high pines and aspens: The trai ‘:;1:1 5 upl 3
flatter lower part of the valley and we mage . good Mt RIS
here. At the end of the first mile the trail branches, one por=-
tion takes off toward Pierre Basin and Lakes, the other con-
tinues eight miles farther to Snowmass Lake and Peak. Rod
and I set down our packs and talked over which peaks we would
head for~-our decision was made for us, however, when we
realized that we could not ford the fast moving stream a.nd we
did not wish to hike back to the ranch to cross, thus losing a
mile of packing. So we set off for the Snowmass-Hagerman
Peak basin, and I might add we never regretted the cbmce.

The weather was still threatening, but a break i the
clouds on occasion gave us a view of the higher summits. At
the 5 mile point on the trail we took a long rest stop, and then
continued up a level valley filled with beaver dams and la}rge
ponds of cold, green water. The slopes were covered with
alpine flowers and when the sun chose to let us see above,
green meadows could be seen on top of the lower ridges.
Lower down were thick stands of aspen. Higher still was a
ridge of solid rock with many gendarmes protruding along its
course--the whole expanse should provide a mecca for the
ambitious rock climber, for it looks as if it must contain
hundreds of climbs. But we were short of time and looking
for the higher summits. We continued along the trail for
another mile and a half, winding along the side of the valley
and at each turn gaping at the new ridges which appeared,
each one more spectacular than the one before and all filled
with snow from the very heavy fall last winter. A pair of
skis could have been packed up had we had time, and each of
these basins would have provided a number of miles of down-
hill skiing over smooth slopes of a fair angle and good corn
or soft snow. We forded the stream finally on a beaver dam
and found a girl sitting on the other side. She told us that we
still had 2 miles to go, all uphill. So we rested, drank some
lemonade; and started up. She had come down from the lake
for a while and she hiked up with us. We plodded up the last
muddy and steep two miles to the lake. The trail wound
through a tall pine forest and we had to cross a number of
small rivulets.

Finally the sign appeared, Snowmass Lake Campground.
Here we found 25 or 20 people from the Colorado Mountain
Club group I mentioned before. They were there for a two
and a half week outing. We set up our tent since it was rain-
ing, and decided to have dinner with them. Dinner was good

(continued page 27)
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HAGERMAN PEAK ... (continued from page 26)

group od and I got to sleep with drops still
falling. . . th?n we awoke the next morning at 7 t}I:ere s
wasn't a cloud in the sky. A perfect day for climbing. But
7 was a late hour and by the time we got out of cam ith
breakfast under our belts it was 8--a very late hourp f‘:)/; th
climb we were about to undertake. We had decided to clirrfb
the 1°figh5E ridge of Hagerman, which is 13,077 feet high.
mountainasv:?xrrgizg;;be'ct] the Snowmass campground and the

: g it and I shall do this now. Snowmass
camp is at the east end of a lake fed by melting snow from the
high basins. On three sides it is bordered by high peaks
and sheer rock gliff§--on1y on the east does it open into the
valley, down which its waters spill. At the west end of the
lake is Hagerman Peak, connected by a long, sheer knife
edge ridge to Snowmass Peak (14, 200), and Snowmass con-
nects by a long ridge with Capitol Peak. Surrounding these
are other fourteen thousand footers. The peaks are all rock
dropping into huge cirques, carved by glaciers, with snow
fields in the bowls. Projecting fingers and arms of snow
hang on some of the rock walls.

The Snowmass Basin contains just one lake about a
mile long, but in some of the other bowls, seen from higher
up, small green pools could be seen in the snowfields, each
a clear water lake.

We hiked around the lake and up the hot scree and
snowfields to the base of the ridge. By the time we had
completed the first pitch of the climb it was 11 A.M. The
ridge was long and had three major obstacles. The first
and second were gendarmes, the third a castle-like forma-
tion. And it was to be the third that gave us the most trouble.
We ascended the knife edge ridge on the first pitch; then
came a long steep gully to the top of a small gendarme.

Rod and I traded leads and belayed continuously as we
moved up the steep ridge and out onto the face. Here and
there we used pitons for protection as the rock required.
Finally we surmounted the second gendarme and were
faced with the castle. We were now very high on the ridge
and it was 3:30. Around us we could see the Maroon Bells
near Aspen and many of the other peaks in the area. Below
us, the wonderful lake gleamed emerald in the sun.

I led a long hard pitch up to a ridge on the tower, pass=
ing a very steep section. Then Rod completed a fine lead
up a vertical cut in the rock. My next lead went up to the

ridge again and here I placed a piton for protection before
(continued page 30)



RICHARD E. McGOWAN
(below) is shown in his
Eddie BAUER Kara Koram
parka and trousers
at base camp on
Mt. Lhotse on
the Nepal-
Tibet border
in Asia.

INTERNATIONAL HIMALAYAN EXPEDITION MEMBERS PRAISE
Eddie BAUER®” DOWN GARMENTS AND SLEEPING BAGS

Climbers from Switzerland, Austria and the United States
made first ascents on 21 Himalayan peaks ranging in
altitude from 18,000 to 23,000 feet in 1955. The three
American members chose Eddie BAUER Down-insulated
Kara Koram sleeping bags, parkas and trousers. One of
the Americans, Richard McGowan, wrote as follows while
weathering a storm at base camp on Mt. Lhotse*

“*‘The crux of the test of your down garments came when
Dr. B. Spirig at camp 5 (25,600 feet) had u heart attack,
and became snowblind. He was finally evacuated to

MAJOR MOUNTAlN CLIMBING he 4 camp 4 (24,600 feet) by two Sherpas and there, without
EXPED|T|ONS RELY (0],'] < sleeping bags or air mattresses spent the night wearing

raiyt Eddie Bauver down pants and down jacket. (Lent him by
2N the Americans.) To think of a man, weakened almost to
E ﬁ z - A"En ® death and able to survive one night under such condi-
= tions! .. .The temperature thirty degrees below zero.'’
GARMENTS AND

SLEEPING
BAGS

e

The Mt. Logan-Cook expedition of 1953
which scaled Mt. Logan, second highest
peak on the North American continent,
was equipped with Eddie BAUER Kara
Koram parkas.

Other major mountain climbing expeditions which
relied on Eddie BAUER 100% prime Northern goose
Down equipment include the 1953 American K2 (Mt,
Goodwin Austen) Himalayan Expedition, the 1954

California-Himalayan (Mt. Makalu) Expedition and the
1958 American Kara Koram Expedition.

R
100% PRIME NORTHERN GOOSE

S OWN . The Lightent, Wanmest Things On Earth®

WRITE FOR
FREE CATALOG &«:-BAUER®
A DEPT. 20
64 pages featuring America’s finest 100% prime Northern goose Down gar- 160 JACKSON STREET
ments and sleeping bags for mountain climbers and sportsmen. They are SEATTLE 4, WASHINGTON 4
the Original and Genuine — made exclusively in our own factory under U, §. When in Seattle, visit our factory.
Patents. Sold direct to you only...never through dealers or under other

brand names. Also fents and other equipment for ouldoorsmen.



. MuUMMY 1
< - BAUER f(a/m f(owm SLEEPINgEBAGS

100% prime Northern goose Down insulated with
pAL/lER “ type lammatcgl tu.bu]ar construction
‘tively the finest of their kind. These bags are
,armer per unit of wcxgl}t than any others,

W Superior BAUER design provides freedom that
s facking in ordinary mummy bags. The drawstring
*ffers wider cox:ntrol of temperatures. The 36” heavy
duty zipper with douh.le pull tabs opens the top
wide for easy entrance into the bag. Outer fabric is
f, water repellent Element cloth; lining is

\vindpfoo .
glacier green Rip-Stop nylon,
OMFORT RANGE: COMFORT RANGE:
;cm %0 65° 20° below zero to 60° above
No. 400 .$49.95  No. 401 $54.95
Standard Size Standard Size
Down 2¥4 1bs. Down 3% 1bs. A
Down Z5%4 Ibs. Weight 6% Ibs. S
No. 400L $54.95  No. 401L $59.95 )
Large Size* Iéarge Size* *Large size for persons over 6 1t. tall
Down 3 Ibs Cown S Jbs, ADD $1.50 Parcel Post shippi
Weight 6 1bs. eight 675 1bs, Satisfaction guarazre:?i o

... BAUER Awa Fovm Parka

BAUER Down parkas have earned a reputation as the lightest
warmest things on earth from mountain climbers, Arctic and Ant-’
arctic expeditions, and from our armed forces operating in cold
regions. :

Outer fabric is windproof, water repellent, nylon fortified for
maximum durability. Inner fabric is long-wearing Element cloth
Hood, inner collar, sleeves and body are insulated with 100% primc;
Northern goose Down. Special sleeve design permits hands to be
drawn into sleeves for warming. Hand warmer pockets are con-
cealed beneath roomy front pockets.

No. 85 . $44.50 SIZES: Small, Medium, Large, Extra Large
ADD $1.00 Parcel Post COLORS: Scarlet, Smoke, Forest Green
shipping charges. NET WEIGHT: 3 1bs.

£... BAVER Fouett ing

Lightweight Hiker’s Model SLEEPING BAG

Lightweight, all-purpose sleeping bag slightly tapered
at the foot to eliminate weight without affecting roomy
comfort. Ideal for general use and for backpacking by
those who prefer a rectangular bag. Opens fully into a
robe or comforter 77" long and measures 68” wide at
the top and 52” wide at the bottom. Zips into a sleep-
ing bag measuring 34” at the top, 26” at the foot, and

6'-5” long.
COMFORT RANGE: COMFORT RANGE:
30° to 65° above zero Zero to 65° above
Parallel Tubes Deluxe 'V’ Type Tubes
No. 1708 $36.95 No.170D ......  $59.95
Down 2 1bs. Down 3 1bs.
Weight 6 1bs. Weight 67 1bs.

ADD $1.50 Parcel Post shipping charges.
Satisfaction guaranteed.

and station wagon bags.

ORDER . . ;
SLEEPING BAGS. All types. Singles, twin sets, mummies,
Down underwear. Down

BY GARMENTS. 18 styles of Down coats and jackets, caps,
MAIL COMFORTERS and PILLOWS, TENTS, other high quality items for outdoorsmen.

Cdd:r_,BA"En Dept. 20 « 160 Jackson St. ¢ Seattle 4, Wash.
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HAGERMAN PEAK ... (continued from page 27)

going out around the corner on good holds but over a 1‘000 ft.
exposed wall. Rod followed and agreed that it was quite an
airy spot. After a few easier pitches, we attained a Jjong
steep scree leading to what we thought was the summit. Tp
the north we could see Capitol Peak and its long, sha.rp ridges.
When we reached what we thought was the true summit we saw
to our disgust another long ridge with about a 500 foot rise in
altitude. It was now 5 P.M. We had something to eat and
then moved along the ridge. By 6 we were in a saddle 400 feet
below the main summit. We were very tired and time was
closing in on us. There was a long rotten couloir sloping :
beneath us with a long snow slope half-way down. The choice=--
up or down? We stood in the saddle looking up wishfully at the
summit, a scant 400 feet away over easy but rotten rocks. It
would take us half an hour to reach the summit in our tired
state and easily another half hour down to this same saddle.
We agreed--it must be done. We descended quite happy with
the climb we had done and only sorry that we had not had more
time to reach the true summit. The descent was not without
difficulties, for the rock in the couloir was rotten and slid
quite easily. We remained roped and continued down to the
steep snowfield where we belayed in short stretches with the
ice axe. The snow was soft on top and hard beneath requiring
caution and step kicking--most tiring work after a long day

of climbing. Finally the sloped eased off somewhat and we
glissaded to the southern bowl. From here we followed the
steep scree and snow east to the pass leading to Snowmass
Lake, for we had come down in another bowl. Once in the
Snowmass drainage basin we glissaded again down to the lake
and from there had a long slog in the dark to camp. By the
time we reached camp it was 9:30--we had been moving
steadily for almost thirteen hours and had been rock climbing
steadily for six of those hours.

We were very happy to take off our packs for the last
time at the car and drive out. When we stopped at Snowmass
for gas wec found that a lodge owner on the road with the down
bridge had taken out the CMC sign so that his business would
be better. I thought this very unsporting since it meant that
people taking the wrong road had to pack their gear an extra
mile and a half.




GOOD GRIEF, MORE TETONS -
by

Charles C. Plummer 159

A delightful romp up the southw
spire in th;e Tetonts moved us to try s
on our next ascent and thus we fou & s
our plans at the Jenny Lake Range:dsﬁ:tricsyﬁ%vev?r:uthnmg
up to Garnet Canyqn this same afternoon and the P/Cﬂlld e
day Sam Sllver.stem. Sterling Neale and I el CIQ (;)wmg
entire Exum.Rldge of Grand Teton while George Firr; the
this one out 1n camp. The day after, the fourgof uss er 1sat
climb the relatively easy north ridge of the Middle TWou d

eton.

The summer before, I had been with Barry Corbet
and Jake Breitenbach on the second ascent of the Lower
Exum (account in 1957 DMC Journal) but had not done an
of the leading. Y

o Once our camp was estab1i§hed in Garnet Canyon, we
slid into our sacks at 8:30, knowing that half the climb could
be won if we got an early start. For the same reason, we
slept spasmodically, glancing at our watches throughout the
night until 4 A. M. when we ate a hasty breakfast and began
the monotonous trek to the base of the Grand, moving up-
wards as the alpenglow slithered gracefully down the peaks
to meet us and relieve our chill.

At 7:45 we roped up at the base of the ridge and Sam
took the first lead up the frigid rock. I took the next two
leads since both of them involved chimneys--my specialty.
The first of these was short and awkward, the second
slightly longer than the rope. Near the top of the second,

I had a bit of difficulty, causing me to believe 1'd lost my
touch in wide cracks; however, once up, we glanced at
the guidebook and discovered that we were supposed to
leave the chimney before the top.

Sam and Sterling took the next few leads which placed
us on a large platform. From here the route leads onto the
west face of the ridge which was in the wind and shade. We
looked directly above us and noticed that the ridge crest was
in the sun and looked as if it might go. We talked over the
possibility and since we were on schedule and in good form
decided to give it a go.

est ridge of §
‘ ymmetr
omething worthwhile !

(continued page 33)
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523 Pike Street o

Carabiners:

Austrian oval shown above, | %"x3%2”, 4'2-01. ...... .89
Swiss large D, 2Y%:"x4"”, 7-o1. 1.35
Swiss large D safety 1.75
Army steel oval carabiner, 3%"x1%", 42 oz. ... 1.00
Bedayan's aluminum carabiner, oval, 2 0z. «.cvu.t. 2.35
Gerry's steel carabiner, 3 %-oz. 1.60
Austrian 3Y2"”x1 %" oval safety carabiner, 5-0z. ...... 1.50
Austrian 4%2"x2” oval safety, 7-0z. ooocercccrcccnnns 1.50

Austrian Akademiker, ash handle, 12" head ......
Swiss DOM, hickory handle, 12" head .....cc...

Austrian Aschenbrenner, concave blade, ash

handle, 12” head, 2% Ibs. 9.95
Swiss Aschenbrenner, hickory handle ........................ 10,95
Austrian Himalaya, slight concave blade, ash

handle, 12* head, 2% Ibs. «cveeeveirieacancase 9.95

9.95

Austrian Himalaya, ladies, 10'2" head, 1% Ibs. ...
10.95

Swiss Himalaya, hickory handle

Thommens Altimeters: watch size, 22" x2'2"x
%", 3 oz., two dials, large hand makes one revo-
lution for each 3000' with 50' graduations, small
dial records 3000°, 6000', 9000', etc., leather
case, models as follows:

3D5, reads to 15,000', no barometric chart

3D15, reads to 15,000' with barometric chart

3D17, reads to 21,000' with barometric chart ..... 39.95

3D13, reads to 7,000 meters with barometric chart 39.95

Taylor Altimeters: auto type can be used as pocket
type also: 10,000' at $10.95, 15,000 ....... ..10.95

EQUIPMENT, ING.

Seattle 1, Wash.

Pitons: Rock, (Length does not include ring or eye)

Swiss ring, 5”7, 4-0z, .......
Swiss spoon, 24”7, 2-0Z. ceoiueiuiiniieininin e

.35
.35

Swiss horizontal blade 3” to 4", 2-0Z. weoceeereeceeeee. .35
Austrian horizontal blade, one size only ;z

Swiss wedge, 22", 2-oz.

Swiss vertical, 4”, 2-oz.

Austrian vertical, one size only ..o .19
Wafer, variable lengths 1 %” to 2'2", 2-0z. ............ .35
Austrian piton hammer with point, I-Ib. e 1.95

Tl

Austrian piton hammer, wedge poin, §%-lb, 2.50
Swiss piton hammer, heavy wedge head, 1 %-lb. ...... 3.00

Svea 123, gasoline stove, no pump, 1% Ibs,,

4”x5”, illustrated above 5,95
Svea 121L, similar to Primus 96L but larger box

6%"x5%"x32", 2% Ibs. 7.95
Svea 126L folds in box 8'"x8"x5", 3% Ibs....... 7.95

INFORMATION REQUIRED FOR NEW MEMBERS

Name
Home Address.. .. e e Gt
City.
Occupation

Business Address

Reterance: (Mamber) .ot cdi e i e
MEMBERSHIP fee is $1.00, no additional dues.
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Sterling drew the first lead and proceeded up what
appea'red easy but wasn't at all. It involved friction holds
(Sterling's specialty) and weaving under an overhand fol-
lowered by stemming. I began the second lead and went
to the right of our belay spot until I was under a horizontal
overhang. After placing a piton I tried every conceivable
move to get around the overhand and finally started des-
cendl.ng after declaring it impossible. A few steps below,
Sterln}g aske.d if I might go to my right. I tried it and it
went l}ke a six cylinder motorcycle and proved quite in-
tere sFlng. I was stopped by carabiner friction halting my
rope income. I set up a belay position on a shallow con-
cavity protected from the wind. A short lead up a jam
crack would put us on the regular route at the base of the
f.amed Black Face. It was Sam's lead and he reached the
jam crack and began struggling, grunting and contorting
his face but getting nowhere. Meanwhile, Sterling, who
was sitting in the warm sun, fell asleep but fortunately did
not toss around before I woke him up. A toss could have
caused a three way nightmare. After half an hour of
struggling, Sam was exhausted and came back down to
relinquish the lead to me. My smaller sized feet got me
up the crack in a few minutes.

We ate lunch at the base of the Black Face. The
Black Face is the hairiest pitch I've ever been on, being
vertical for about a hundred feet; if you dropped something
between your feet the object would fall free for perhaps
a thousand feet. Sterling led the first half and I the
second with every gust of wind threatening to flick the
climber off the face.

The Black Face was followed by one long lead of
moderate difficulty which joined us to the easy Exum route
going up the rest of the ridge to the summit. We now had
to decide whether to go back down the Exum route or make
a dash for the summit. Although it was nearly 6 P.M. we
decided to make the dash, feeling that at worst we would
spend a frigid night in bivouac. We scrambled the rest of
the way rapidly, unroped for the most part, and emerged
on the summit at 7 for an extremely brief visit. We did
the descent rappel to the last strains of a crimson sunset.

A lack of knowledge of the easy descent route caused
us to turn off in the wrong couloir and make two additional
rappels in the moonlight. Of course, we were a bit more
than tired by this time and the trip down the scree slopes
was a good bit less than pleasant. We collapsed into camp

at midnight, having been on the go for twenty hours.
(continued page 34)
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The climb up the north ridge of the Middle was forsaken
in favor of rest, recovery and return to Jenny Lake. George
and Sam headed home the next day while Sterling and I remained
till the sunset of vacation. :

After some local climbing, we spent a morning leisurely
preparing to pack into Garnet Canyon. During the course of
preparation, we began discussing the virtues of one beer after
each climb, and decided to lug up a six pack. Just before we hit
the trail, we dropped by to buy our six pack but to our frustra-
tion it turned out to be Sunday and none could be obtained in
Wyoming. The decision facing us now was whether to be rugged
and do without beer or drive forty miles to Idaho and back. We
drove to Idaho. It was 8 P.M. when Sterling and I commenced
an enjoyable moonlight walk up the trail.

Following an adequate sleep and the usual grind up the
scree slope, we climbed the Grand via the Petzoldt ridge,
featuring a feet-dangling-over-nothing lead by Sterling.

Our next climb took place the following day on an obscure
ridge~--the southeast ridge of Middle Teton. We woke up in
miserable weather but decided to give it a try anyway. Later
in the day, while we were doing relatively easy roped climb-
ing, it began to snow. We stopped for lunch before deciding
whether to go on or return. After lunch there was no question
since the snow was already several inches deep around our
feet, so we rappeled into a couloir full of ice, snow, and water
and climbed down. The going was tricky and the route-finding
was rather interesting. We finally emerged from the storm
quite satisfied by our route-finding work in this stormy with-
drawal.

We arrived back at camp and let out a few yells. Other
climbers in the canyon had holed up for the day and later told
us that they heard our shouts of joy from surviving the storm.
This was not the case; the shouts were from finding our beer
intact.

We returned to Jenny Lake after our beer to make it a
total of 6000 feet we had descended.

The climbing season was honorably discharged with a
party in the guides' camp.
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TALUS

Mountain and Winter Warfare . . .

The installation of the Mountain and Winter Warfare
Training Program as part of the Army ROTC here at
Dartmouth has been a definite advantage to the Club. Under
the leadership of Captain Rees Jones, forty students re-
ceive instruction in rock climbing during the spring and
fall. Besides increasing interest in climbing, the program
has had its more mundane benefits, since the Army has been
very generous about loaning us equipment.

Winter and Expeditionary Mountaineering . .

In order to give an insight into some of the problems
a climber might expect to encounter on an expedition and to
give instruction to the rock climber on basic snow and ice
technique, a Winter and Expeditionary Mountaineering Pro-
gram was carried on during the winter months. It consisted
of lectures one night a week for a month and outdoor practice
of technique. The first two nights of lectures were devoted
to snow and ice techniques; the last two weeks concerned
expeditionary problems. Especially notable was a lecture
on medical aspects of mountaineering by Dr. Phillip Nice.

Mount Washington . . .
In view of the lack of places to practice expeditionary

technique in the East, we did a variation of our annual Wash-
ington climb. Carlos Plummer, Tom Davis, Tom Marshall,
and Barry Prather spent a day lugging a camp up Huntington
Ravine to the shoulder of Mount Washington, setting up

camp in a sunset and then settling down for the night, expect-
ing to be blown off. Unbelievingly, they awoke in a perfect
calm and crawled out of their tents into a very warm winter
sun to dash to the summt in forty-five minutes.

Statistics .
The last time the club had a president that stuck around

long enough to graduate was in 1954. The year 1956-57 was
a particularly rough year on club wheels with two presidents
and two vice presidents taking to the hills. It appears that
the only solution to the problem is to move the college to

Jackson, Wyoming.
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THE PASS
by

Peter Farquhar '60

In the years of the gold rush there were three routes
to California: one was around Cape Horn by ship, and the other
two were overland, either across the desert or over the moun-
tain passes. All of these routes were hard, but the mountain
passes were the hardest. This latter route was, however, the
shortest and quickest; so it was this route that the majority of

the miners and goldseekers chose in the spring of '49.
e e dfe ek Sk e e ok

There lies in the heart of the Sierra a pass possessed,
it was said, by the very devil himself. So rugged were its
slopes, so furious were its winds, and so devastating were
its avalanches that the man who tried to cross it in winter
was a madman, fool or goldseeker.

The pass rose high above a mountain-rimmed valley
some eight miles long and three wide. The north end of the
valley opened onto a large lake, black under the leaden
winter skies. The wind blew across the lake and dropped its
white burden upon the trees in the valley and over the steep
slopes of the pass. Tall snow-laden pines spread up from
the valley, up the long steep slope of the pass; but as the
terrain became more sheer and windswept, the trees thinned
out until one lone pine, twisted and deformed from decades of
wind, clung to the mountainside some yards below the pass.

It was like a sentinel, watching the valley and slopes below.
The tree shook and quivered in the wind and its gnarled boughs
pointed to the slope below.

Pierre Bole looked up; up the steep snow-covered slope,
up over the lengths of white blanket, up to a tree, and he thought,
"Here is the pass.'" Pierre had been a trapper. He started to
climb. He had left the Rockies for California. Pierre paused
for breath. He knew there was gold for him in California
if he got there first. He moved on, one foot after the other.
He was going to reach it first. He would not wait for spring.
He was strong; he knew the tricks of the wilds. He was Pierre
Bolé, son of the best trapper in the Rockies. He would cross
the pass; he would reach his gold in California first. The wind
blasted his face and pulled at his coat.

(continued page 38)




Our DeLuxe Pack Edition—
a0 ’ best and biggest in
fa our line of Rucksacks.

Tent #328. 5, lbs.,
5 x7'.One of our

No. 324 — C&T MOUNTAIN TOP SLEEPING BAG
Dark green cloth filled with 12 Ibs. of the finest
Northern Goose Down. A full length zipper along-
side and across bottom permits full opening. An
additional zipper slide at bottom permits opening
to cool feet. Constructed with a specially zip-
pered hood and a semi-circular foot for comfort.

Usable from below zero to 70 degrees. Packed

Write for catalog on the finest specialized campi

. " " " ” A 5 ping
size in case 9" x 16", 84" long, 35" at should-  equipment available. New Products: folding alumi-
ers. Weight 4% Ibs. 46.75 num candle lantern and one-liter polyethylene flask.

Camp €9 Trail Outtitters 112 Chambers St., New York 7, N. Y.
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THE PASS (continued from page 36)

Henry Conway stepped in the footprints of P1erre‘. His
mind was numb with fatigue, and his feet moved mechanically.
His body was numb and tired, but his feet moved on. Why did
Pierre go so fast? The cold stung his face. Why was he here
on. . . oh, yes; he was going to Califo?ma with Pierre. They
would have gold; they would be rich. His har}ds were cold apd
he clenched and unclenched them. The two figures moved high-
er. The snow was deep and soft. The wind blew and they moved
up toward the pine. ;

It was a long slope, and steep. The wind drove the flakes
of snow about them, and the cold froze their bodies. They stop-
ped to rest often. Occasionally they heard great, low rumbles,
sometimes close at hand, other times far in the distance; but
all they could see was the whiteness of the snow about them and
the pine far above. They had left the last of the trees far below,
and now they were making their way up the steep sheet of snow
below the pass. Pierre was cold but he was not tired. He did
not mind the cold as he was used to it.

In the steep, smooth covering of white a crack appeared.
It grew and widened. The lower side pulled quickly away from
the other. The whole blanket moved down, down toward the two
figures in the snow. It rushed down with a swish and a rumble.
Henry looked up. A look of fear froze on his face; he stammered.
He tried to shout, but the words would not come. Pierre looked
up; he was startled and surprised. Then his feet went out from
under him. The snow pressed over him; the snow enveloped him
and sped on down. He fought; he kicked; he clawed, and he broke
the surface as the slide stopped.

Pierre was free from his waist up, but below that he was
stuck fast. The great pressure of the avalanche had compressed
the snow into a form as hard as rock. Pierre tried in vain to
struggle free. At length he removed his pack and took out his
knife. He began to cut the rock-hard snow from around his legs.
It was hard work and now he was cold and tired, but he kept on.
He raised his head; he heard something. It was a moan; it was
Henry. So he was alive and hadn't been crushed and strangled
beneath the tons of snow! Somewhere, a few feet below the sur-
face, was Henry, but how long could he last?

Pierre renewed his efforts to free himself. As he worked,
he called.to Henry and a muffled voice came back from under the
SNOW. Time dragged on as Pierre struggled to free himself.
Twice he stuck himself with his knife, and the snow turned red.
Or}e stroke, two strokes . . he was free. He shouted and got a
faint reply. ''Over to the right a bit, " he thought. Pierre moved

(continued page 40)
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THE PASS (continued from page 38)

a few yards across the slope. He shouted and listened--no reply!
He shouted again--silence. What could have happened? Had
Henry run out of air? Had he frozen to death? Was he dying
or was he dead? y

"Hello, Henry, can you hear me ?" shouted Pierre.
"Henry, where are you?' A faint reply came from beneath
Pierre's feet. '""Henry, I am coming. Hold on, my f.r1end.

I will get you out; I have never lost a friend to the wilds."

Pierre set to work, talking to his friend as he slowly
removed the hard snow. Soon, however, Henry stopped answer-
ing. Was he dead? Why had he stopped answering? The wind
blew and the snow fell in large flakes. The sky became darker
with the approach of night. He should be off the slope before
another avalanche swept him to his death. Night was coming
on, and if he were on the slope when night fell it was certain
death. He heard a low moan from Henry. It would take at
least two hours to dig him out. In two hours he could be in
a warm cabin on the other side of the pass. In two hours, it
would be night. Henry could die before he could reach him.

If he were alive, could he make it over the pass? No! He,
Pierre Bole, would not lcse a friend and he again took up his
knife and began to scrape away the heavy snow.

Pierre was startled to hear a voice so close. He took
off his warm gloves and scraped with his bare fingers. With
a crunch, his hand broke through a thin crust of ice. There
was Henry's nose and above the nose, two blinking eyes. Tears
rolled from the corners of Henry's eyes and froze as they
touched the snow. Pierre said nothing. He looked at Henry
and then at the sky. He began to uncover Henry.

Slowly the snow was scraped away. At last Henry's
hands were free and he helped Pierre. Four hands now clawed
at the snow, but the progress was almost as slow as before.
His hips were free now; then his thighs, and at last his feet.
Henry crawled from the pit which had almost been his tomb
and collapsed upon the snow.

Pierre tied up his pack and shouldered it along with
Henry's. Henry rose and followed in the footprints of Pierre.
His mind was numb with fatigue; his body was numb and tired,
but his feet moved on.

Pierre looked up, but the lone pine was not there. He
looked down the slope and Henry was not there. All he could
see was the night. He called for Henry but there was no answer.
The wind howled and blew the cold into his face. It was night
and he was not yet on the pass.
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wHEN I MET THE SAINT (continued from page 23)

nearly leaped back to where I started. Once the f

were on this precarious perch, Beteta led the nex?\lr.toius
a staircase traverse to a broad ledge over a vertlc;; ch --
From here, Beteta disappeared around a need] ‘
A while later we could tell he wasn't at al] happy as he in-
formed us that he might peel off. A long time ther E .
yelled for me to come on and I was glad to get movi;l :ft
sitting in the cold wind. I breezed around the needlevgs 4 eer
and then saw wh.y Beteta had been having trouble. The ant
few moves required everything from acrobatics to one-

armed chinups and in the midst of it I had to learn how to
unclip a carabiner from a piton. From his belay ledge,

Beteta coached me to a sheer face which I declared impossible
to cross. He pointed out a minute foothold and I used it,
expecting that sudden letdown feeling, but much to my sur-
prise, I made it across. The worst was over.

Not much later, we emerged on the summit to behold
the massive, white Ixtlaccihuatl which gathered from the
deep blue behind it to distribute its chill to those perched
high on a needle rising from a quiet and soothing green
valley. The summit itself held several crosses and memorial
plaques.

A glance toward the Valley of Mexico which lay many
miles and several thousand feet down the valley reminded us
that eternity was not to be spent here and we reluctantly climb-
ed down to the last difficult part and prepared to rappel. This
struck me as a poor place to learn how to rappel, but by now
I had built up a tremendous amount of confidence.

My turn to go down came and I was belayed by a light
line which would not quite reach the ground. My instructions
were to stop ten feet above the ground and untie the belay
rope. I considered remaining on the ledge for the rest of my
life but finally slithered off and once I got going enjoyed it so
much that I forgot to untie the belay rope. As a result, I
found myself dangling helplessly with my knees at my chin,
much the same way as did Brer Rabbit dangle from the snare

drop.
e's eye window.

in the movie "Song of the South.'" After much effort, John and
Ted managed to free me.
It was now 4:30 Sunday afternoon -- we had been on the

rock six hours. A stove was pulled out and we had lunch and
dinner with our few remaining drops of water.

With packs shouldered, we began the downhill trip. We
kept a tremendous pace and had hardly started before a very
black night fell. Our flashlights burned out; we got lost at

(continued page 44)
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WHEN I MET THE SAINT (continued from page 43)

times; we had no water. As we nea‘red the Vallgy of Mexico
we began realizing we had been aiming for the lights of the
wrong town, so we re-aimed for Amecameca. I was bothered
by the thought of my mother worrying and so pushed myself on
to reach a phone in Amecameca. Beteta's vivid descriptions
of a cold lemonade did not aid our sandpapered throats but
helped push us on. SR

We arrived in Amecameca shortly after mldglght. I
was the nearest I've ever been to complete exhaustion.

Much to our dismay, the phone service as well as bus
service shut down at eight. Long after the }ast drunk stag-
gered out of the cantina, Beteta gave up trying to hitch a ride
on a truck and we spread our bedrolls in the town square.

I got into my sack with boots and all on and passed out. The
next thing I knew it was 5:00 a. m. and someone yelled that
the first bus was about to leave, so within a minute I was
packed and on the bus. We sat squeezed into the rear of the
bus which transported both chickens and humans, and I found
it impossible to stay awake.

At 8:00 a very tired boy greeted a very relieved mother.
After turning the bathtub into a huge mud pie I slept for

twenty-four hours.
The weekend was what I considered at the time the great-

est accomplishment of my life. Though I swore '""never again"
while looking between my toes on the side of El Santo, the
countless details of the climb, the great personalities, the
humor, the sheer beauty, and the sense of accomplishment
were to begin to mold my life around the mountains. I had
met the Saint and had been converted.
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THE NORTH FACE OF GRAND TETON (continued from p. 17)

we met Rob Day and a guided party. After greetings all
around, we looked at our watches and discovered that it
was 10:25 a.m. We had spent six hours on the face. Dry
rock (uncommon on the north face), warm (too warm) wea-
ther, no wind, a good route description, and_a—party of
two were the main factors affecting our time. While the
conditions made the climb pleasant and not particularly
difficult, the North Face has my fullest respect as a prob-
lem in mountaineering. The men who first climbed this

face met a challenge of route-finding unequalled elsewhere
in the Tetons.



48

THEY'RE READY (continued from page 19)

casualties. This is what happens when somebody 1s reported
to be in trouble, when somebody takes a bad fall. With a
rescue organization only a few hours away, the members of
a climbing party know that they can depend on excellent help
if somebody gets hurt. They know competent people are
ready to help, as they did on Mt. Adams.

The non-climber will probably remark about the trouble
caused by an accident. The old timer will fire right back that
that's the main reason for not getting hurt . . .
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NORTH RIDGE OF TEEWINOT (continued from page 7)

The second step was some five leads, which are rather
difficult to describe. The first lead led to about 20 feet east
of the crest. This is overhanging most of the way, but only
moderately difficult. Jake took over again on a short chim-
ney, which led into a short but very difficult face climb,
bringing him to the top of a prominent overhang on the crest,
From here the route continues through a maze of overhangs
which defy the memory. In reminiscence of the climb, I'd
speak of ''that overhang, " and Jake would ask, "Which one?"
If each belay point is farther north than the one preceding it,if
you find yourself stepping from delicate friction holds to
vertical jam-cracks, if you find yourself climbing difficult
chimneys between impossible overhangs, if you're climbing
on the most beautiful rock you've ever seen, if you're within
40 feet of the crest at all times, and if you're constantly in
a state of abject terror--then you're right on route.

Each pitch we would change leads, and the new leader
would pick out of several possibilities which were usually
present the one which was most direct and which looked
most interesting. Our choices, however, often developed
into what I'd describe as '"fascinating' rather than just
"'interesting.' And usually, we'd look down and see that
the other choices were cul-de-sacs. So we probably took
the easiest route. (It should be mentioned that easy tra-
verses onto the northeast or north faces are possible at
many places.) In general, the route lies slightly to the left
of the crest on the second step, and to the right of the crest
on the third step (except for the last two pitches). On the
third step, very awkward chimneys are the rule. Overhangs
are the rule throughout the whole climb.

Jake and I agree that this was the most difficult climb
we've done in the Tetons. It has no pitch as hard as the crux
pitch of the Jensen Ridge, but it is consistently more difficult
than any of the other pitches. It makes the North Face of the
Grand look like a staircase. The rock is as good as the Exum
Ridge; and certainly as enjoyable.

EDITOR'S NOTE: The climb described in this article
was a first ascent.
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CLIMBING AROUND WASHINGTON (continued from page 9)

I had the opportunity to ;11mb w1tThhthe PiBe TaC, while
: ith the Army in Baltimore. € group meets fajtp.
stationed with ; ¢ the Howard Johnson's restaurang
fully on Sunday mornings a ‘ in Avenues i
R tion of Western and Wisconsi 1n Wash_
at Hae o ercec : hey meet here for breakfast and a,,
ington; the theory is that they .30, but the theory does
repared to leave no later than 8:30, Ty not
fake into account the natural human tenden'cy fo lnger over
le I climbed with were out of cg]-
coffee. Almost all the peop © Z
lege and held respectable jobs during the wt;el:-corrll)m% forth
only on weekends in the battered--but colorful--garb of the
chmberI;/Iost of the climbs within easy drivipg distance of Wasp-
ington are considerably less than 120 feet high, and consequently
this group climbs with an upper belay about 95% of the time when
they are at these areas. This constant use qf an upper belay
does several things: it gives the Club‘an enviable safety record,
it prevents beginners from leading gllmbs before they're ready
for it, and when they are ready for it they can take advantage of
a third benefit of the upper belay, namely that it allows experi-
enced climbers to attempt climbs of great difficulty, which
wouldn't otherwise be attempted. Some of these climbs make
even the difficult climbs of the Shawangunks seem like ''an easy
day for a lady'"; you're expected to peal off them a few times
before you finally learn their secrets. The first difficult
climb that comes to mind is the infamous little beastie known
as ""Spider Walk'" in the practice area of Carderock, just a few
miles outside Washington. It's an extremely short climb, less
than thirty feet high, but the story goes that even spideis have
been known to give up and rappel down, spinning their rappel
rope as they went. The bottom half involves a semi-layback
on the smooth edges of a crack which will accommodate a few
fingers up to the first joint, and sometimes not even that.
However, the crack closes in places, and it's imperative that
your hands go in certain places in a certain sequence; if you
have your left hand where your right hand is supposed to be,
something will go wrong higher up and you'll never make it.
Of course, there's nothing for the feet and they're left to shift
for themselves as best they can, which is none too good. As
for the second half, which I have never reached, I am told that
1t presgnts different problems of comparable difficulty. People
have tried for years and never succeeded in scaling this tanta-
lizing, fiendish bit of rock, although there will always be those

maddening people who scramble right up it the fivst time. and
then have the nerve to ask, "Was that the climb you were telling
me about ?"

(continued page 53)
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CLIMBING AROUND WASHINGTON (continued from page 52)

Besides Spider Walk, Carderock has a great variety
of climbs for beginners, experts, and intermediates, in-
cluding such notable climbs as Herbie's Horror, Elsie's
Edge Face, the Jam Box, the Nubbin Face and Jan's Face.
A note about Herbie's Horror appears in the January 1,1958
gdition of Up Rope, the journal of the P.A.T.C. Mountaineer -
ing Committee. Up Rope comes out every two weeks, roughly;
it was founded by Herb and Jan Conn, who have done a great
deal of climbing in the Washington area (among other places).
The article reads in part, '"Jan and Herb Conn may add
another event to the history of Herbie's Horror. Bob Adams
used a finger hold to push himself up somewhere near the
top, but his finger gave instead of the rock. All joking
aside we hope it won't be too many weeks before he has the
use of his hand again." Two weeks later in Up Rope a trip
report reads, in part, '""Bob Adams was a picture of frus-
tration trying to climb with one arm.'" Even if you're
lirpited to one arm, you see, the climbing is too good to
miss.

Another feature of Carderock, where the P.A.T.C.
climbers go on the first Sunday of each month, is Oscar.
Oscar is a weight used to train climbers in the art of be-
laying, dynamic and otherwise. A gasoline motor hauls
Oscar high up in a sycamore tree, from which he is dropped;
the belayer, who is seated on the ground (at least until he is
lifted a bit by the first jolt), tries to bring Oscar to a grad-
ual stop before he plummets to the chewed-up piece of earth
where he has landed so many times in the past. No further
explanation of Oscar's value in training competent belayers
is needed, I am sure; just let me add that Oscar has done
his share in maintaining the P.A.T.C.'s safety record, a
record which is all the more remarkable considering the
diversity of the usual group which meets on Sunday to climb
together. In such a group there will be climbers of both
sexes ranging in age from one year and a few days to over
sixty, and ranging in ability from complete and absolute
novice to expert. (I never saw the one-year-old boy climb-
ing, actually, but two faithful Sunday climbers who came
with their parents were boys who hadn't hit twelve yet and
who were on their way to becoming competent and safe
climbers.

On long weekends climbers of the P. A. T.C. can drive
for a few hours and go to Seneca Rocks in West Virginia, or
the Shawangunks in New York, or to some of the excellent

(continued page 54)
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CLIMBING AROUND WASHINGTON (continued from page 53)

climbs in the Blue Ridge. On these climbs, of course, there

will be no upper belay and the climbers can practice leading.
However, there are enough good climbs within an hour's
drive of Washington to keep most climbers happy until they
can travel to the places where the big mountains grow. To
mention a few of these areas, there's Echo Cliffs, Virginia;
Wolf's Head, near Thurmont, Maryland, with numerous
short climbs, the most intriguing of which is Wolf's Head
itself; Bull Run, Virginia, with beautiful white rock, a fine
view, and a jam crack on which one of our climbers got so
jammed it took six men almost half an hour to pull her and
her knee out of the place in which they had become wedged,
seemingly to stay forever; Crescent Rocks, Virginia; Spits-
bergen, Maryland; and quite a few others, not to mention
Carderock and Great Falls, Virginia and Maryland. Almost
without exception the rock is solid and unencumbered with
the brush, trees and dirt that too often plague climbers on
even the best climbs in New England, and almost without
exception each area has climbs for all levels of proficiency
and a considerable variety of types of climbs.

Using an upper belay and attempting climbs that some-
times border on the fantastic, climbs that almost certainly
would not be attempted as lead climbs even if there were a
few good piton cracks, which there usually are not--and if
one were able to drive pitons if there were cracks which
one is not--the P.A.T.C. has developed a skilled group
of climbers who have put to good use in the mountain ranges
of the world what they have learned on the cliffs around
Washington, D.C. So, if you want some good climbs with
good company, go on down to Washington; it may not be the
Tetons or the Alps, but it's the best in the East.

|\
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MOUNT SHUKSAN (continued from page 10)

From the far side of the glacier we crossed a berg-
schrund onto the Hourglass. In the summer it probably
would have been an easy and rather messy scramble, but
at this time of year everything was frozen solid and for
the most part covered with ice. It presented problems
quite different from ordinary rock climbing, but it proved
to be rather enjoyable.

It was an easy climb up solid rock from the hour
glass to the summit. The usual summit ceremonies were
accompanied by Willi's harmonica.

We left the summit about 4:30 and headed for Hell's
Highway, a snow slope that leads to the Upper Curtiss
Glacier avoiding the Hourglass. We started down the wrong
snow slope so we had to backtrack, checking every gully and
snowfield until we found the right one, which was less than
ten free from where we had passed on our first try:

By the time we got off Hell's Highway it was dark and
we were now confronted with finding a route across the
glacier. Jake and Willi had been looking for routes while
on the summit and so with what they remembered and with
the help of a head lamp that Kent had brought along we
finally got across.

The rappel down Winnie's Slide is one I shall never
forget. Willi placed a piton as far down the slope as he
could walk and set up a rappel using two ropes. We rap-
peled the 120 feet right off the end of the rope and went into
a self arrest for the last sixty feet. Willi, coming down
last, grabbed one end of the rope when he reached the
bottom and brought it down with him.

The climb down the gully was miserable and tiring,
but every time we stopped to rest Willi got out his harmonica.
Things brightened up when I realized I wouldn't make it back
in time for work the next morning. We finally got back to
camp at 12:30 where Willi mixed up the best milkshake I
have ever tasted.

We were climbing for a total of nineteen hours. 1
shall remember it as one of the most varied and enjoyable
climbs I have ever made and with the most colorful rappel

I have ever made.
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THE BUGABOOS - 1957 (continued from page 14)

wouldn't be much of an obstacle on the peaks-~they were all
snow ascents, anyway--and we hoped that sqmehow we could
force a route along the jagged ridge separating us from the
Squatters. 4

So after packing back up to Boulder camp, we set off with
a minimum of equipment and nine days food. The first day
across the glacier went slowly, due to the new snow, an.d
our "minimum" sixty pound packs. But we managed to pick
our way around (and sometimes out of) the crevasses as far
as the Pigeon Col, at the head of Bugaboo glac'1er. We s.et
up camp on the ice--then melted half the glaC}er.(Or so 1t
seemed) for our dehydrated supper (largely hquld):--and
finally went to sleep. We barely managed to stay in the
sack until morning (anyone familiar with glacier camping
knows what I'm talking about, and the rest wouldn't be in-
terested anyway) and promptly decided not to drink so much
water as all the treatises on the subject advise, at least not
before going to bed.

After breaking camp, we plodded across the upper
glacier for about an hour, and reached the base of the col
separating us from Howser Basin--which was the next point
on our itinerary. There was a large bergschrund here cap-
ped by a very shaky snow bridge which none of us liked at
all. We spent some time trying other routes, but this proved
to be the only way. Sam and Carlos inched their way gingerly
across the bridge to have a look at the route ahead. From
below, the ridge above the 'schrund had seemed to slope
gently back. But not so! It was steep (roughly 60°), rotten
ice. A piton wouldn't hold, and you couldn't get an ice axe
in far enough for a good belay. After a long reconnaissance,
we all decided that it was hardly the place to do the sort of
heavy packing we had in mind. Furthermore, the weather
was threatening again, and this wall would be prone to
avalanche if it had any more of the impending snow on it.

All in all, we figured we'd had it.

So we turned back, packed our gear back down to the
cabin again--and set a course for those lands of the sunny
south, the Tetons, where we enjoyed a week's good climb-
ing without worrying about BC's daily joke--the weather.
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