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Mt. Rainier from the West

By Georce R. SENNER

TrEerE 1s a saying that the grass looks greener on the other side of the fence.
This idea took a different meaning to two rangers working at Mt. Rainier
National Park. Both Cornelius (“K”) Molenaar and myself were anxious
to see what the routes looked like on the other side of the mountain. In July
of 1948, while making an ascent of the Tahoma Glacier route, we made a
carcful check of the various routes which appeared feasible in the Sunset
Amphitheatre area. One route part way between Sunset Amphitheatre and
Ptarmigan Ridge looked interesting to us. After studying this ridge (Sunset
Ridge) we decided to attempt it at a later date. Somehow the weather at
Rainier did not agree with our two days off each week, and it was not until
August of 1949 that we were able to attempt this route. In the meantime we
learned that the route had been successfully climbed by Lyman Boyer, Arnold
Campbell and Don Woods back in 1938. These men had descended via the
Kautz route. This atcent did not lessen the appeal of the route to us however.

On the evening of August 8th we started out for the west side of the
mountain. We were fortunate to have been granted permission to drive to
the end of the West Side Road.* The first evening was spent in comfort at
the St. Andrews Creek patrol cabin. The next morning, after a hearty break-
fast of mush and raisins, we drove the remaining distance to the end of the
road (3,500 feet). From here two trails offer approaches to the alpine re-
gions. The most direct trail leads up into Klapatche and St. Andrews Parks.
From there the Puyallup Cleaver, which leads up into Sunset Ampitheatre,
1s easily reached. We chose the other trail, a roundabout way through Sunset
Park and up to the Colonnades. This choice was out of curiosity as neither of
us had seen much of this area previously.

By the time we reached Colonnade Ridge the blanket of fog which had
covered the lower slopes of the mountain lay below us. The old Colonnade
lookout station offered a fine point from which to study our route (6,500
feet). After several minutes of observation of the route, between mouthfuls
of :andwiches, we started out. From the lookout we dropped into a saddle
to the south, then back up onto Colonnade Ridge. Several thousand side hill
steps later we arrived at the end of the ridge.

In order to travel both up and down lightly loaded, we decided to make
our base camp at this point, a mere 8,300 feet above sea level. We also noted
that it would be a favorable spot in case we decided to return via the Tahoma
Glacier.

After making a hasty camp we started out on a short reconnaissance of
our route for the following day. The South Mowich Glacier appeared to offer
no great difficulties in crossing, and the long snow fingers rising steeply above
appeared to make a good route. One obstacle seemed apparent in the form
of a bergschrund which ran fully across the lower end of the first long finger.
From there to 12,500 feet the route looked clear, but steep. At approximately
12,500 feet the ridge we were observing seemed disjointed as we moved from
one observation point to another. We left it at that and returned to our camp
where we alternated on cooking soup, then tea, until the sun set.

At 2:00 A. M. we were up again. By 3:00 a. M. we had eaten and put on
crampons. The route across the South Mowich Glacier proved as easy as we
thought. More than once we were aroused out of our early morning stupor
by the sound of cracking ice underfoot. The first stretch up went quickly,
and at 9,000 feet we encountered some glare ice which we slowly worked
across. After passing this point we quickly crossed under a =mall rotten ice

* Permission to make this climb was granted by the National Park Service. A support party was on call
at the park during the time the climb was in progress.
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fall, and before many minutes were at the bottom of the long schrund. It was
now getting light and it was easy to see that the schrund ran fully across the
bottom of the snow finger rising above, from rock cliff to rock cliff. We did
not care to climb up the rotten clifts so we looked for a route over the schrund.
The upper lip bulged over so “K” proceeded to cut oft the edge of it, while
I belayed from his right and below. The crevasse prevented us from making a
frontal approach. After a few minutes “K” managed to sink his ice axe in
frozen neve above and climb over. With good steps to follow I quickly joined
him.

The next two thousand feet of elevation were straight up a narrow snow
finger of about 45 degrees. As the neve was frozen our crampons gripped
well. We gained elevation rapidly in this section, making short, steep switch-
backs and balancing ourselves with our axes. The sun was out all over the
countryside but we were still in the shade. This made cool climbing however,
so we did not mind. The main difficulty was the continued steepness of the
slope which offered few places to relax the ankles. The way to rest was to
cut a large step and we did little of this. At about 12,100 feet we reached
the top of the finger and climbed onto the sloping rock of Sunset Ridge. This
was one of the few places where Sunset Ridge was not broken up by rotten
gendarmes. From this spot on the ridge we had excellent views of the Ta-
homa Glacier, Sunset Amphitheatre, and the Spray Park country. At about
12,500 feet our smooth ridge ended. This was the place that had looked dis-
jointed from below. From this point the ridge dropped a few feet to a notch.
In searching for a way down we found a sling left by Lyman Boyer and party

THE WEST SIDE OF MT. RAINIER FROM COLONNADE LOOKOUT

1. Base Camp. 5. Liberty Cap beyond highest visible point.
2. South Mowich Glacier. 6. Columbia Crest.

3. Bergschrund at base of first finger. 7. St. Andrews Rock.

4. Rope sling found here. 8. Point Success.

—Photo by Dee Molenaar




back in 1938. We decided that climbing down would be more rapid than rap-
peling. At this stage of the climb three people would have been a crowd.
Our 120 foot nylon was just long enough to belay the first man down to the
notch. The exposure below was becoming more noticeable as the slope
dropped rapidly away to the North Mowich Glacier far below.

From the notch we climbed along the northwest side of Sunset Ridge for
a few feet, then upward to the top of the ridge itself. We were then in the
sunlight and decided that food was in order. After eating some oranges and
chocolate we started up the suncupped ridge. The cliffs above us were steep
and rotten so we decided to traverse out onto the steep smooth slopes to the
north that hang over the North Mowich Glacier. Before long we were in a
long neve-ice finger which joined with a gentle ridge running to the top of
Liberty Cap. This was our stecpest slope (50-35 degrees). During most of
the climb we used the picks of our axes for balance. A few rock outcroppings
served as belay points and made the use of ice pitons unnecessary. Exposure
in this spot was also more pronounced. The slopes dropped 4,000 feet in a
steep manner below. At 11:1) a. a. we reached the final ridge to the sum-
mit, and once again were back in the sunshine. From here to the summit the
way was smooth going. At 12:1) we dropped our packs on top of Lib-
erty Cap.

Before starting out on our climb both “K” and I had agreed on not going
cver to Columbia Crest. We both had been there several times bsfore, and
considered it out of our way to go there at this time. Liberty Cap (14,112
feet) is justly considered one of the three main summits.

After resting for a few minutes we decided to start down. We were un-
certain of what lay ahead, as the view of the Tahoma Glacier was not too
thorough from Sunset Ridge. From Liberty Cap we headed east, dropped
over 300 feet in elevation, then headed south hitting the high summit snow
table between Liberty Cap and Columbia Crest. The route from here led
southwest down the broad Tahoma Glacier. Down to 12,600 feet we had a
clear field, except for occasional crevasses. At this point a large crevasse skirt-
ed entirely across the Tahoma. The upper lip rose from ten feet to a great
deal more in some places above the lower lip. In most places the upper lip
overhung. Skirting the crevasse for a short distance we found an overhang-
ing projection of ice which extended far enough out to allow us to jump
down to the lower lip. “K” belayed while I tested a jumping spot on the end
of the projection. In a few minutes we were both down on the lower side.
From here we again had good going. A broad, smooth corridor led down the
middle of the glacier for several hundred feet. Although the areas on either
side were heavily crevassed, our corridor had only a few small ones. At ap-
proximately 12,200 feet elevation our corridor ended in a badly broken up
ice roll. As it was now about 2 :30 p. M. the ice and snow were becoming very
rotten. After several minutes of searching for a route through we began to
wonder if we would have to retrace our steps back up the glacier, over the
large crevasse, and down a different route. The breakup was such that rap-
peling would only isolate us on broken snow blocks. After a few failures we
found a short retten stretch that ended in a small drop off. Below the drop
off another smooth corridor commenced. We half slid over the rotten sec-
tions to keep from falling into holes. Then for the third time we had clear
going. At 11,800 feet this corridor also ended in a jumbled up mass of ice.
By this time it was quite hot. We were now a considerable distance down the
glacier and badly exposed to the ice blocks hanging in the ice-fall above. Our
first thought was to get out of this exposed area as soon as possible. The route
below would have required a great deal of time so we traversed down and to
the right in the direction of St. Andrews Rock. At 11,600 feet we encountered
our last broken up area. After weaving through a few blocks and cutting
steps down an ice roll we emerged on the rock strewn shelf of snow that lies
southeast of St. Andrews Rock. Before long we were at the upper end of the
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rock and out of danger of avalanches. It was now 4:30 p. M. We had been
wearing crampons for over thirteen hours.

After removing our crampons we ate a little, then we climbed to the top
of St. Andrews (11,562 feet). The year before we had skirted around the
rock on the South Mowich Glacier in order to avoid the broken up Tahoma.
This year both glaciers were badly crevassed, so our quickest route lay over
St. Andrews Rock. On top we unroped, then climbed down the rotten west
face. “K” said the whole peak reminded him of brown sugar, and I agreed
as it was the rottenest rock I had ever seen. Over one hour later we reached
the saddle between upper and lower St. Andrews Rock. From here the route
was obvious. We followed the knife edged ridge up and over lower St. An-
drews down to a point overlooking our previous year’s 9,700 foot camp on
Puyallup Cleaver. A short glissade and we arriveed at our old base camp. One-
half hour later after dropping down and crossing the Puyallup Glacier we
arrived at our present high camp.

We had been on the go for nearly 16 hours and were hungry and weary.
After a leisurely forty-five minutes of eating, resting, and packing, we started
down. Again we crossed the Puyallup Glacier, then down Puyallup Cleaver,
by Tokaloo Rock, and into St. Andrews Park. The park land was very wel-
come. Both St. Andrews and Klapatche seemed luxuriously soft and green
after the rock and ice world above. At 10:00 p. M. we reached the end of
the West Side Road and the luxury of an automobile. We were tired, hungry,
and our ankles felt like rubber from crampon work and rock pounding.
Nevertheless, we had satisfied our curiosity. The west side of Rainier was
new and exciting.

THE TAHOMA GLACIER FROM SUNSET RIDGE . . . Showing route of the descent.

—Photo by Cornelius Molenaar




The 43rd Summer Outine

O
A REPORT TO THE SOCKHOLDERS

By ELLEN WaLsH

OrcanN1zaTiON of this outing company was completed on August 6 and
activity began immediately. Each member invested a minimum of six pairs
of socks (wool) In the expedition, thus becoming a sock-holder. While this
investment showed heavy depreciation, all six pairs being in unmarketable
condition at the end of the outing, dividends received by each member more
than repaid the original capital.

A statement showing receipts and expenditures of a typical sock-holder is
appended to this report. Also appended is the report of our Vice-President in
Charge of Higher Aspects (climbing chairman, that is).

The night of August 6 was spent in a public camp near the Trinity Mine.
A light rain was not enjoyed by all. The next day was enlivened by alternate
downpours and drizzles which made the nine-miles-up of trail cool, dustless
and some other adjectives. Buck Creek Pass, where five days were spent in
the first camp, proved to be everything members of previous outings had
claimed—beautiful, flower-surrounded, interesting. It would have been com-
fortable too, but for the weather. Long remembered will be the Friday night
campfire, when we sat in the falling snow and listened to a talk on the pro-
pagation of orchids. Wednesday, the day of the Glacier Peak climb, was
beautiful. For the story of the climb, see the Higher Aspects report below.

Is there a sound-effects man present? Then let his background for Buck
Creek Pass be the tromping and chomping of horses and mules feeding
through the night. Let him not forget the mules (new to their packing job
and rebellious) who were responsible for those noises of sudden bucking and
of battered boxes. And may we have a soft strain of music for the gentle doe
who wanted so much to reach the horses’ blocks of salt that she dared to
work her timid way right among their restless hooves.

Sock-holders who had participated in other recent outings found this op-
eration different. Trails but no roads. No human habitation except one look-
out. No place to spend a nickel. A moving camp, not a permanent one.
Simple equipment. Dishpans back on the ground in the old tradition. The
special congeniality that knits together a group off by itself in a rugged wil-
derness area.

The terrain was different, too. It is a country of ridges—up and over
and down and up and over again. Comparatively little rock except right near
peak summits. Steep—really steep-—slopes covered with grass and flowers
and heather but well ridged by sheep and game trails. Magnificent mountain
panoramas. And beautiful Glacier Peak cver all.

On Saturday morning we left Buck Creek Pass in the snow and went over
Middle Ridge to camp at Image Lake (also known as Mirror Lake), high on
Miner’s Ridge. From that morning on, the weather was superb and made
up for all its misbehavior.

At Mirror Lake the always-excellent food reached its climax in the six-
peaker banquet. Scenery reached its climax too—and so did sunburn. It was
with light hearts and peeling noses that we took the trail to Lyman Lake on
Wednesday, through Suiattle and Cloudy Passes and over the slope of North
Star (where the unusual “tree houses” drew many visitors to their wind-
swept ridge).

Everything was plentiful at Lyman Lake—the fish, the mosquitos, the
scenery, the sun, the wind off the glacier—and we left on Friday morning
rather sadly, for we were nearing the end of the outing.

The lack of a trail to the pass above the glacier meant the pack train had
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Water fight at Lyman Lake—The climb of Glacier

Peak—Rappeling on Chiwawa—Pies and biscuits

almost every night and the traditional campfires all

make this an unforgettable outing.




to go back the way it came, so when we left Lyman the party divided into
backpackers and backtrackers.

The backpackers took the short way over the glacier and camped that
night at Leroy Creek, enjoying that rarest of treats, a campfire where the
smoke went straight up and got into nobody’s eyes.

The backtrackers took the long and scenic trail, letting the horses do the
packing. They camped Friday night at Buck Creck Pass and left Saturday
morning, saying farewell to the flower fields of Liberty Cap and the friendly
slopes of Helmet Butte.

The whole party was together again for last campfire at Trinity Mine,
very festive and musical in mood after their hot showers and clean clothes.
It is safe to say that each and every member of the outing was glad he had
invested in an activity which gave such rich returns.

*

STATEMENT OF EXPENDITURES AND RECEIPTS
OF A TYPICAL SOCK-HOLDER
Expenditures:

Cash expended during OuUting..............ocooiiiiiiiiiiii i e $000.00
Skin (blisters, sunburn, abrasion) ...1 square foot
Pounds of flesh lost on trails and climbs.........................
Wear and tear on clothing and equipment................................
British thermal units of heat lost on cold nights

Energy expended in getting up ups and down downs............ 2,853 498/2 foot pounds
Circumferenceslost around waist, lineiatimtalailion i s LUl LE - s 3 inches
Receipts:
Cash received during OUting..............oooooiiiiiiiiiiiiiii e $000.00
Skin (grown to partially cover expenditure) .% square foot
Pounds of flesh gained at commiSSary...........oooeiiiiiiiiiii i 11
Circumference gained around leg muscles ................ ... 4 inches
Dirt deposited on skin, hair, clothing and equipment..... ....5 pounds
British thermal units of heat gained on hot days................. ... 65,004

Dividends received (these dividends exempt from income tax and
moth damage) :

§ 57 F: RUE VA1) o SR
Information acquired ...... g ’
Friendships made..................
Health benefits........
InsSpIiration ..o
Bun ..o pmoiinl >
Satisfaction in achievement ... ... i

*

Value
¥ incalculable

REPORT OF THE VICE-PRESIDENT IN CHARGE
OF HIGHER ASPECTS OF THE OUTING

By John Carter, Climbing Chairman

The members of the 1949 Summer Outing enjoyed all types of climbing,
from the highly photogenic snow climb of Glacier Peak and spectacular rock
climb of Sitting Bull to the flowered meadows of Liberty Cap and Flower
Dome.

Glacier Peak was the most important and longest climb scheduled for
the Outing. Three days were set aside for this climb and luckily those three
days had the best weather of the first week of the outing. Those making the
climb left Buck Creek on Tuesday, carrying their climbing equipment and
food for three days. The trail, down three-and-a-half miles to the Suiattle
River and up another three-and-a-half miles to timberline, was generously
supplied with fallen trees, over, around and under which the heavy packs had
to be maneuvered. Camp was made at timberline and the evening was =pent
preparing and eating supper and watching a large herd of goats on the ad-
joining ridge.
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Aw, sure you will!

Photo by Helen Wegener

Early the following morning, the climbers arose and started up the moun-
tain which was enveloped in a thick fog. But by the time the glacier was
reached they were above the fog and were able to enjoy a heautiful sunrise
with a cloudless sky above.

The route to the summit, starting from the ridge along the north side of
Chocolate Glacier, on which high camp was situated, led diagonally up and
into the middle of the glacier. Then, winding through a maze of large cre-
vasses and seracs, it continued up to the lowest point between the false and
main summits, and from there, directly to the top.

Thirty-one people made the climb and despite the frequent stops for
picture-taking (there were at least as many cameras as climbers), the top
was reached only seven hours after leaving high camp. The party was back
at high camp by mid-afternoon, the return being accelerated by some fine
glissading. Then, in order to shorten the hike planned for the next day,
camp was moved down to the Suiattle River and by noon Thursday every-
one was back at Buck Creek Pass.

The south peak of Sitting Bull Mountain proved to be a thrilling rock
climb. This, the first recorded ascent of the peak, was made by thirteen peo-
ple and entailed the use of two fixed ropes.

Chiwawa, the final climb of the outing, was perhaps the most enjoyable
one. It was a leisurely climb and was made in perfect “Eastern Washington”
weather. It was alio an interesting climb, combining roped glacier travel
with, at the summit, a rock scramble. From the top, Trinity Mine, where the
cars had been left, was visible.

There were eight scheduled and numerous unscheduled climbs made dur-
ing the two weeks of the outing. Only one climb, that of Fortress Mountain,
was canceled because of poor weather. Of the sixty-eight members and camp
personnel on the outing, only seven reported having made no climbs, proving
that this was essentially a climbers’ outing.

Summit of Chiwawa—Floyd Brandon,
Helen Wegener, John Carter.

Phcto by Alice Wegencr







15 Yearsof G limbing Classes

By HarvEy MANNING

THERE was not, in the beginning, a Climbing Course. Once upon a time you
learned to climb—if you learned to climb—by following a friend who knew
—if you had a friend who knew—or faced years of trial and error, clothes-
line and alpenstocks, terrors and confusions. But in 1935 nineteen students
and an instructor gathered one evening, referring to themselves as the Climb-
ing Course. Five years later a hundred students were rappeling from the
ceiling of the old clubrooms; by 1949 the ivy was thick and the Course was
an essential part of the Mountaineers, embracing the activities of scores of
lecturers, trip leaders and instructors, and nearly two hundred registered
scholars.

You say you want to climb a mountain? You say you want to know all
about belays and crampons, glissades and bivouacs, rest steps and axes? You
say you don’t know the difference between a tricouni and a marmot? It
doesn’t matter—you’ll learn. Got a spare buck? Got a spare evening a week,
and a few empty spring and summer week-ends? Your most strenuous pre-
vious exercise may have been sniping butts, but if you’re willing, by summer
you’ll be climbing Rainier and the South Face of the Tooth—and climbing
them yourself, not riding on a guide’s shoulders-—and climbing them safely,
under controlled conditions, not charging blindly, wildly into the unknown.

Which is not to say we teach “How to Scale the Mustagh Tower in Ten
Easy Lessons.” The limitations of a climbing school are obvious; no matter
how expert the tutoring, a climber cannot progress beyond his limitations and
desires ; perhaps half the beginners graduate from the Basic, not one in ten
from the Intermediate. Some have six thumbs, some get blisters and palpi-
tations, some find they prefer babbling brooks and fields of lilies, or T-bars
and broken ankles. Moreover, even those who submit to the full treatment
still cannot be called Compleat Clymbers; there is no Advanced Climbing
Course, and probably never shall be, for beyond the Intermediate, develop-
ment is dependent on experience—application and extension of the basic,
teachable principles. But beyond dispute, a climber is better prepared for
advanced climbing after two years of school than ten years of self-tutoring.

The Climbing Course, long since past the experimental stage, continues
to evolve with changing conditions and increasing experience. Under Cam
Beckwith’s chairmanship, the Climbing Committee this year instituted a num-
ber of improvements and new directions.

The first of these—separation of the group into Tuesday and Wednesday
sections—was imposed upon us by bulk of registration and lack of space. With
the end of the Basic, and normal withdrawals, the remainder of both sections
who continued were reunited.

Teaching method grows with the age. Following the best of modern peda-
gogy, visual aid in lectures i= being expanded from random demonstrations,
exhibits, and miscellaneous movies to a planned library of color transparencies
to supplement lectures. It is hoped by wise yearly additions to accumulate
pictures ranging from tying bootlaces to carrying an axe to tossing codlines
and making kabobs, with appropriate material for cach topic in the curricu-
lum.

Reading left to right—Prelude to suffering—He will now proceed straight up—Ecstasy and nausea.
First descent—Paths to glory—Rest step.
See the daring summit climbers—Will it go?—One mountain too many.
Another hill almost bagged—and none of them have been climbed. 1. Vine maple,
slide alder and rain, rain, rain.

Photos by Chuck Allyn, Harvev Manning and Dale Turrer
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The most important departure from the past was in the requirements for
Intermediate graduation, changed this year so that a candidate must now in-
struct on three Elementary field trips and lead rope on four experience climbs,
including one rock climb and one snow climb on a major glaciated peak.

The advantages are several. First, there is largely climinated the loop-
hole under which, formerly, a climber could satisfy all requirements for both
courses in one year, absolutely disappear the sccond year, and—technically—
claim graduation. Sccond, there is ensured a certain level of competence,
since unqualified persons would not be entrusted with the safety of two other
climbers on a roped climb. Third, all of us are aware that in order to teach we
must know ; more than one wise old instructor, veteran of a score of moun-
tains, has changed the bronze for the crimson before the greenhorns by agetting
stuck on a cliff of Little Si, taking a swan dive and multiple somersaults on a
standing glissade, or rappeling off the Piers upside down—and learned more
than his pupils.

Finally, though all of us realize the Course is self-renewing, that in order
to maintain himself each participant must put in the bank as much in his sec-
ond and third years—at least—as he draws out in his first and sccond, too
many sccond year students were shunning Elementary practices as beneath
them, making it necessary for novices to instruct one another. Apparently as
a direct result of the new requirement, this year’s Elcmcntary practices were
well supplied with instructers, two students to an instructor being common
in sharp contrast to last year, whcn a single professor sometimes had as many
as nine souls under his tutelage, and obviously could do little but harangue
the multitude and demonstrate.

The Intermediate practices, however, still are troubled by lack of leader-
ship : all too many of us, after the sccond year, disappear into the Great Be-
yond, lecaving Intermediate climbers, as before, teaching themselves to chop
ice and pound iron. Postcards and telephone calls excavated a good many
experienced climbers this year, but not enough.

In the dark ycars to come we shall remember the spring of ’49, a lovely
spring, a genuine spring, with just one repulsive Sunday between March 27th
and June 3th; for once practice trips were climbing practice trips, not ex-
periments in misery ; the schedule of practices was probably, on the whole,
the most successful in the history of the course.

Monitor Rock and Little Si provided full days for the usual cager regi-
nents of rock climbers. Both snow practices were held in Commonwealth
this year, onc on the slopes of Guye, the other on Kendall. New snow and
insufficient practice ground on Guye made the trip only a partial success, but
Kendall supplied plenty of good slopes, and after a full morning the summit
was attained in time for lunch and a splendid glissade.

Of the Intermediate practices, Duwamish Piers (belaying, crevasse res-
cue, rappeling), and the Nisqually Ice Practice, old reliable, were as good
as usual ; the excellence of the two other trips, both experimental, was even
more gratifying.

Since Glacier Boulder was landscaped bqond our rcach we have needed
a good picce of granite for advanced rock practice, but alas, glacial erratics
of such size arc uncommon, and until we quarry a small mountain and haul
it to Seattle we must climb rock in place. What place? Five minutes from
the car, under the smiling skics of the Cascade Rain Shadow, lie tons of steep,
solid, warm rock, ripe for balance climbing and pitons—the towers of Tum-
water Canyon. Despite advance qualms, only one serpent was sighted in the
grass, and he went one way as decisively as Grande went the other. The chief
flaws of Tumwater arc the distance from Seattle and the heat, debilitating
in the extreme to Puget Sound climbers, pale of face, gill-cquipped, seckers
of dark, damp holes under rocks.

The fourth Intermediate practice, Hard Snow, is a new idea. It has long
been observed that all our snow practice was in the spring, in soft snow, yet
admittedly the real problems of technique arise in hard snow. Presumably
we Scattle Mountaineers, bivouacking here on the edge of the ice shect, with
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nearly all our climbs involving snow, should be the nation’s experts, but it is no
secret that we use approximately as many varieties of axe belays as there are
axe belayers, some of which must obviously be inferior. This year’s September
seminar on Nisqually was valuable in convincing all participants of their ig-
norance ; as a result, research is intensifying, and should be extremely valuable
in the testing of old techniques and development of new ones. The ice axe
loop, the ice axe wrist loop, and particularly belays in hard and soft snow
and ice, all bear investigation ; climbers, get scientific—this is undoubtedly
the most important project we have ever undertaken.

Originally conceived as logical fulfillment of the practice trips, the Ex-
perience Climbs continue just that, but more: on club trips we not only ob-
serve and emulate more learned alpinists, but get our bearings in unfamiliar
country, find congenial climbing partners for our private trips, renew old
friendships, and catch up on the latest yawkers and gossip. Due to the sched-
uled climbs the Climber’s Group is the most active and closely knit in the club.

Nineteen climbs, twenty-two mountains (exclusive of the Climber’s Out-
ing described elsewhere), were planned this year, and in spite of typical
Puget Sound weather, sixteen summits were stashed in the community bag.
Why so many climbs? Because there are so many climbers. Whereas in the
recent past forty to eighty has been a common turnout, this year, with dou-
bleheaders scheduled until Rainier, and also on Labor Day, and after Rainier
(with which many climbers, for various reasons, close their careers), single
climbs each week-end until October, parties have tended towards a much
more manageable twenty.

This was not one of the superior climbing summers—I say “summer” with
a sneer—somehow it never stopped snowing cxcept when it rained. Fortu-
nately Seattle climbers, with the passing of years, come to regard the mere
attainment of summits as a puerile pleasure, realizing that a good night's
sleep while the rain pit-a-pats or the snow plops on the tent is the true philoso-
pher’s ecstasy. Otherwise we would never have survived the rigors of the
1948-49 Advance of the Glaciers, which promises presently to annihilate rock-
climbing in the Northwest, and relocate the icc practice at Fifth and Pike.

The lid was cracked May 1, when Denny was climbed in fog and rain by
two score Indomitables, lovers of the interiors of clouds. Memorial Day the
Black Ball Range was visited,Constance and Anderson falling to twin parties.

In June the climbers returned to Adams; in June the tempest returned
to Adams, bringing this year four inches of a white fluffy substance down on
base camp, making a veritable winter wonderland, as all agreed after an
excellent night’s sleep. Can Adams be climbed by the club? Is there an
“Adams”? Tune in next year at this same time. A group of veterans from
last year’s fiasco, craftily slipping away to Little Tahoma, supposing the un-
propitiated gods would be concentrating their talents on Adams, were visited
by the same fluff, but influenced by a banzai faction marched upward to
9500 feet before sanity came like a miracle and the party descended to watch
Mook Safely do a bathing-suit-in-the-snowdrifts-ballet.

Spent by its effort, the sky allowed us the first sunny Fourth of July in
years. Blinking owlishly in the unaccustomed sun, a score of climbers spent
the day on the South and North Peaks of Three Fingers, all agreeing the
third ladder on the South Peak was a good fourth class pitch—nor was the
second ladder particularly soothing after Ray (‘“the Avalanche That Moves
Like a Man”) Rigg fractured a vital rung.

The same week-end saw Louis Whittaker rise to new splendors of elo-
quence as his party, fresh from Elinor the day before, arrived at the false
summit of Bruiser Cruiser, saw the main peak, and progressed through hys-
teria to cold reason. After a display of rhetoric unmatched since Lucifer spoke
by the shores of the Burning Lake, six relapsed maniacs shivered snakelike
up the Horror and descended, broken, to Flapjack Lakes and a home that
would never, somehow, be quite the same.

The time, July 15; the scene, Starbo; the cast, a sea of Mountaincers;
the event, the Climbers’ Ascent of Rainier. It rained that night—snowed on
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Interglacier—were we downhearted? Naturally not—the Climbers alicays
get up Rainier. As we packed to the Prow the clouds fell away below, a large
bright disc in the sky dazzled on the glaciers, and Brew Hill shone above.
The wind rose, the pumice dust infiltrated, ice formed on exposed noses. food
began to lose flavor, but at 5:00 the army sacked out for an excellent eve-
ning’s sleep, lulled by the cracking of tarps in the wind. At midnight Cam’s
jolly voice called us to purgatory; by 1:00 the last rope, searching their
souls and retching, began the plod. At 7:00 the lcad team, haggard and dis-
traught from finding by flashlight great numbers of mouldy old crevasses
where formerly the Emmons had been fine smooth ski slopes, reached the
crater; shortly after 8:00 the last of sixty-six arrived, the largest party of
any nationality or denomination cver to climb Rainier. The day was clear
and warm; we communicated by mirror with Yakima Park (ncither of us
really had anything much to say). The downward track was quite colorful
(grape, loganberry, orange, grapefruit, and other gay pastels), and the Prow
was regained without incident. Came the glissade down Interglacier, re-
freshing to souls, destructive of pants, the hike down the Starbo trail, and
tremendous debauches in the ice cream dens of Eatonville and Puyallup.

Darkness descended on Spire the next weck-end, where a contented
group of Base Camp Hikers and Sleepers were entertained by Bull Elfendahl
and his Harmony Quartet. Columbia, Cathedral Rock and Daniel, Mer-
chant, and Index occupied August, all successful climbs despite high brush
and low fog, lost lecaders and weary followers, and other misadventures.

Labor Day on Stuart (“it never rains on Stuart”) it rained, and contin-
ued to rain, very hard. It also rained on El Dorado, but during ninc moder-
ately dry hours six fanatics glissaded to the summit. What if the descent was
uphill? What if a grandaddy thundershower did catch us an hour from camp?
What if the wind did blow and the rain sweep in horizontal?> Monday morn-
ing four yet remained at high camp to hike up Hidden Lake Peak. Remem-
ber Cascade Pass—crowded with huge achttausenders crawling with glaciers,
it must inevitably become one of the popular climbing grounds.

Whitechuck was guessed, not seen, the morning of September 18, as win-
ter snows came down to five thousand feet; the party was well satisfied to
go home with an empty bag. Garfield, attempted the next week-end, prom-
1ses to become another Annual like Adams. This year we at least left the cars,
but fog made route-finding a job for holy men. Jim asks Ray, “does this gully
look familiar?”” Ray says emphatically, “I’ve never seen it before in my life !”
“I don’t think I have either,” muses Jim. “What shall we do?” cries Ray
with high enthusiasm. “Lets go home !” This seemed a satisfactory solution,
so after a picnic lunch, a full course of Charley’s limericks, and an interesting
hour of making Firsts on assorted towers, cliffs, boulders and trees, nine so-
phisticates looked up to Garfield, shrugged shoulders, and went home. Octo-
ber 2 the South Face of the Tooth groaned under a load of twenty-five
Climbers and fifteen Campcrafters happily enjoying the last dry rock of the
season. High point of the day was watching Bugs Lasher on the Flake ; after
a half hour observers were convinced three point suspension is all through—
henceforth the Lasher Breast Stroke is The Technique. And at long, long
last, October 9, in a relentless storm with nine inches of new snow on the
ground, Silver Peak was climbed for laughs, and the Experience Climbs were
laid to rest.

So it was with the Climbers in 1949 ; with fifteen years of experience,
under Cam’s able and imaginative leadership, we had our best year yet. Now
1t’s back to the fireplace or the ki hills, as you please—it’s not long till spring
—soon we'll (ugh! ptui!) be at it again.
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2400 Miles from Home

Towans Climb Four Peaks, 13,400 Feet of Rainier, and Report
That Regardless of What the Papers Say, They're
Just Like Other Mountaineers.

By Joun EBERT

The tenth annual summer outing of the Iowa Mountaineers, of the Uni-
versity of Iowa was held in the State of Washington during the summer of
1949. The group left Iowa City August 13 and returned September 4. Thirty-
four members participated, 12 women and 22 men. Transportation con-
sisted of a Ford truck and four passenger cars.

A very ambitious program of ascents of isolated snow peaks was planned
in advance, but was considerably modified before leaving upon advice of
members of the Seattle Mountaineers who were extremely cooperative in all
respects. As the outing progressed it was found advisable to modify the sched-
ule again and drop several additional peaks.

This year’s outing was one of the most enjoyable in club history. Washing-
ton is an extremely beautiful state and no true mountaineer who travels over
5,000 miles can climb one mountain after another without taking a few days
off occasionally to enjoy other scenic attractions. Then too, the mountains in
Colorado and Wyoming do not compare with such peaks as Adams, Rainier
and Baker in the amount of time and energy required to complete an ascent.
The Washington peaks require greater physical endurance, a longer climbing
day in most cases, a leader more experienced in route finding, and provide
beautiful views throughout the climbs.

A very early start in the morning seems the key to success in ascending the
1solated snow peaks. This was proven to us on Rainier. We left Camp Hazard
at 5:30 a.m. (6:30 a.m. standard time), when actually with our large group
we should have started at least 2 hours earlier. We reached Wapowety Cleav-
er shortly after 1:00 p.m. but decided to turn back to allow sufficient time
to descend the ice wall before dark as we had several inexperienced members
in the party. The experienced members could have made the top easily and
returned, but the rope leaders decided to keep the entire party together; a
good common sense decision.

The weather on the outing was exceptionally good. We did not lose a
single day because of poor weather and therefore were able to schedule an
extremely active program of activities. Besides quite comfortably covering
the 2400 miles each way in less than four days, 24 members ascended Mt.
Adams from the south side while six dropped out just below the summit; 11
members climbed Castle Peak; 26 members ascended Pinnacle Peak; 25
members spent an entire day enjoying snow and ice practice on the steep
slope of Nisqually Glacier ; 13 members ascended Rainier via the Kautz route
to a point slightly beyond Wapowety Cleaver at an elevation of 13,400 feet;
and 20 members reached the summit of Mount Baker, although the entire
outing per:onnel hiked in to Kulshan Cabin.

We cannot recall an outing which provided us with so many beautiful
campsites. Usually we were the guests of the city, and the mayor or police
chief invited us to camp in the best area the town had to offer. A few of the
more unique campsites included the athletic stadium of Washington High
School at Pendleton, Oregon; the Court House lawn of Davenport, Wash-
ington, with the use of the Court House restroom facilities ; the night spent
on the summit of the mountain overlooking the city of Victoria on Van-
couver Island with the thousands of glittering lights far below, and the San
Juan Islands and water of Puget Sound glistening by moonlight in the dim
horizon. Probably the most beautiful campsite on the entire outing was the

{Continued on page 57)
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The1949 Climbers’ Outing

By R. SAFELY

The finale of the dust-dodging race between Darrington and the Sulphur
Creek Camp on August 1 wasn’t exactly neck and neck but leads of the two
cars alternated frequently. Earl Mosburg with the D. C. license plates placed
first with his passengers Walt Reed and Dick Safely still wondering how
their twenty thousand dollar poker pot blew away in the wind so quickly.
Vic Josendal’s more burdened car came through five minutes later carrying
the “Rover Boys” : Erick Karlsson and Paul Brikoff, very thankful that theirs
was a closed, dust-proof car. Tom Miller was too busy with his teeth and
Ray Rigg was too busy combing his already three day old beard to even notice
the dust.

The party was on its way at 3 :50 p.m. They were delighted with the won-
derful trail that stretched for a full hundred yards until it was rudely inter-
rupted by the first of many windfalls. Of course, the party was thrilled to
have these fine natural obstacles so finely placed along the trail to condition
them for the future days.

Four hours of travel found members of the party almost in the dark, and
two hourslater they tucked themselves into bed filled with noodles and bony
canned chicken.

The very persistent actions of Mother Nature prevented the party from
doing any actual higher altitude climbing until Thursday morning. At about
nine a.m. the characteristic early morning mist of August cleared away from
Sunny Knoll and revealed the objective for the first day three thousand feet
above. The crew hurriedly climbed out of its sacks, the “Rover Boys” cooked
their breakfast, and everyone was off.

The climb up the first peak, headed by Earl and Tom and including all
eight, was a roundabout but very interesting route, including a steep snow
gully, scree scrambles, easy rock, slabs, a ledge utilizing three pitons, and
some enjoyable rock leading to a summit large enough for all.

The register read “Dome Peak” but when the mist cleared away to the
east they were all disappointed when the true summit appeared two hundred
yards away, ten feet higher, with a deep separation between it and where
they stood. Later they agreed that this peak should be called Southwest Spire
of Dome Peak.

That night eight ravenous men devoured one of the six community din-
ners, which Erick prepared. Sacks were filled shortly after for an earlier start
Friday.

The morning was clear and hot and True Dome seemed years away in
the thin mist. The team did get an ecarlier start and was well up the slope
when the cold north wind started blowing. True Dome was almost entirely
a snow climb with fantastic views in all directions. The summit ridge sloped
off in almost unbelievably steep snow fields on both sides, but ropes were not
used until the party was seventy feet from the summit. These rope leads to
the summit, made individually, were used as subjects by everyone who had
a camera.

It was decided that the best route down would be through the Cannon
Hole, a ten by twenty foot hole penetrating the ridge between the West Spire
of Dome and Hydramatic Spire, a flaky needle named by the party.

An attempt was made on Hydramatic on the way down, led by the “Boy
Wonder” from Yale and including four of the eight man party. One hundred
feet from the summit the mist became thicker, the wind colder, and it was
getting late so they turned back to camp, headed for dinner and the sack.
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On traverse fo Cannon Hole.

Photo by Karlsson

Mosburg on summit of Dome Peak
Photo by Miller

Dynaflow Tower
Photo by Mosburg

Rigg in Cannon Hole, with
Glacier in background.

Photo by Miller

Top of Chickamin Glacier.
Photo by Safely

Base camp with Southwest spire
of Dome in background.

Photo by Karlsson

Looking down from the
Southwest spire of Dome.

Photo by Mosburg

This was one peak climb each member would look into if he were in the
region again.

The goal for the third day was not decided definitely until the party was
high on the upper slopes of Dome Glacier. They then agreed that Dynaflow
Tower, also named by Miller, a thin granite tooth in the ridge between Dome
and Spire Point, would be their objective.

This was a very enjoyable rock climb taking about three hours from base
to base and requiring four one hundred foot rope leads to the summit. Vic
and Walt climbed via the ridge while Dick, Ray, Tom and Earl reached the
summit via an interesting overhanging chimney. Some pitons were used for
safety.

Plans to climb or even find the peaks: Blue, Blizzard, or Sinister that day
were cancelled by the thick “pea soup” fog mixed with rain that blew in from
the west. Following the morning tracks the party had no trouble finding
the camp.

The rain put all to sleep early that night, which aided the trek out Sunday.
Going out was much easier than coming in because the climbers followed
a ridge, seen too late on the way in. This ridge had few windfalls and was
improved by numerous game trails.

At the cars everyone was satisfied, tired, glad he came, and felt that if at
all possible he would come on every Climbers’ Outing in the future.
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Presenting

The PRINCE & The PAUPER

By ELLEN WaLsH

It’s been a great year for the Players, with a good play, a good cast, good
direction, good leadership, good staff work and good weather combining to
make ‘““The Prince and the Pauper” an artistic and financial success.

This year about two thousand people saw the play. Almost eight hundred
came the first Sunday. The next performance profited from the publicity
given by a full page of pictures and text in the Times and had twelve hun-
dred in the audience. For many of them it was a first experience in the for-
ests of the Olympic Peninsula. For others it was doubly pleasurable because
it gave them a chance to show off the beauty of the Puget Sound country to
visitors who marveled at the stately trees, the rhododendron-covered slopes
and the forest undergrowth.

Tryouts and rchearsals started in the winter, with Marion Castor as
Players’ chairman and Mrs. Lois Sandall as director. Work parties through
the spring readied the theater for use and brought into being a simple but
impressive stage setting of palace gate and cathedral window. The cast was
costumed in the colorful garb of the Tudor period. Efficient committees went
into action arranging publicity, transportation, music and all the other details
that go into the making of a production.

June found everyone worrying about the weather—needlessly, for both
the fifth and the twelfth were days of warm sun. Down the winding trail
came the audience and the little prince changed clothes with the pauper and
went out among the poor of his kingdom to learn new understanding.

Magnificently attired, the ladies and gentlemen of the court moved about
the stage. The herald (mounted on a real, live horse), appeared at the gate.
The thieves and beggars of the London slums held their drunken revels. And
it all ended happily, with the rightful prince crowned and seated on a con-
vincing replica of the ancient throne used in the coronation of the English
kings.
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CAST OF CHARACTERS
PRINCE
TOM CANTY (the Pauper)
JOHN CANTY (Tom's FFather)..
MISTRESS CANTY (Tom's Mother).
DET, WILL, NAN (Tom's Playmates)
MISTRESS A\'\' (Bet’s Mother)
LORD ST. JOH
LORD HERTFORD .....

... Sally Fullenwider
.....Janiss Furry
Burbank Rideout
Dorothy Lahr
. Viola Neupert, Alita Castor
Emma Kment

Dr. C. A. Mittun

Jim Brittain

PRINCESS ELIZABETH Dorothy Cosgrove
LADY JANE GRAY - Sue Van Tilborg
CHIANCEL LO R bbb o L L yoS o Lot s o . . S J. M. Fuller
KING'S CHAMPION..... R. D. Neupert
ARCHPIQHOP OF CANTERDBURY...... Darrell Vickers
GUARD A& ... cwe e sl ] s el ...Gene Karlson
GUARD o e, F OO 1 WY, i Tom Kittleman
MILES HENDON (Soldier of Fortune) ... oooeicceas e Robert J. B. MacDonald
DAME MARGERY (Hendon's Housekeeper)..... ...Margaret Stewart
SHERIFF Bob Neupert
HUGO. BLACK BESS, \IAGG[I‘ RUFFLER, BURNS, HODGIS.

YOKEL, Band of Thieves......cccccccoii i Harriett Walker, Mabel

Furry, Margaret Stewart, Phyllis Cavender, John Petrie, Bill Lahr, John Fincke
HALL (Fish Monger) Horace Harby
MARKET W ONM AN ettt et eee e e ee st e e eeeeneneest seemeenen Elvera Lehtinen
COURT PAGES Ruth Anderson, Sue . Anderson,Harvey Fullenwider

LLORDS AND LADIES OF THE COURT: |
Dale Rhoads, Neal Jacques, Alita Castor, Mr. E. D. IFullenwider, Iletty Brownlee,
Gladys Koehne, Ben Paschall, Yvonne McDonald, Alice MclLain, Ellen Walsh, Leva
Lash, Marion Castor, Mrs. K. D. Fullenwider, .Jean Del Nisser, Josephine Mencer,
Mrs. John Fincke, Ruth Boening, I'eggy Hammesten.

The Forest Theater is a place of special and enchanted beauty. That is
what attracts new members to the cast and brings old members back year after
year. The plays are work, but they are fun—and a real cultural contribution
to Seattle life, too.

As a result of the play, this year saw the Players making their bow on tele-
vision. Seattle has a weekly show called “Stage It” in which teams from vari-
ous organizations compete in acting out and guessing charades. Each of the
drama groups in the city was invited to send in a challenging team, the winner
to remain on the show each week until defeated. As this is written, the Moun-
taineers hold the record for the longest run, having stayed on for eleven weeks
before being defeated—five weeks longer than the longest previous stay.

We Had a HOBBY SHOW uat the Banquet

By ELvErRa LEHTINEN

SoMETHING NEW was added to our annual banquet this year—a hobby show.
Twenty-one members brought articles for display, articles they had either
made themselves, or had collected. Mrs. Everett B. Stackpole helped arrange
them on tables and on the wall: of the Chamber of Commerce banquet room.

A wide variety of interests and abilities among our Mountaineer members
was made evident. It is to be hoped that in future years even more of those
attending our banquets will make a special effort to bring their hobbies with
them, in order that others may enjoy them.

Many of those who displayed articles have attended hobby classes at the
Broadway Edison Technical School. Among these were Carol Vincent, Har-
riett Walker, and Mabel Furry. Carol’s leather work has proved to be a prac-
tical craft. She made herself a beautiful hand bag, as well as the new cover
for our Snoqualmie Lodge register. Both Harriet and Mabel studied water
color at the school, and have completed many lovely pictures in that medium.
From early childhood art has been Harriett’s first love, but she had been un-
able to make it her career. She has now returned to it as her avocation, and
has painted about fourteen Puget Sound scenes in oils. Mabel also has shown
considerable ability to paint in oils.

Miss June Oakley brought samples of her large collection of early Ameri-
can glassware. Her interest in glass was first stimulated by a lovely compote
that was given to her father and mother for a wedding gift by Miss Oakley’s
grandfather and grandmother. June has acquired most of her pieces at auc-
tions and junk shops in Seattle. She chooses those whose craftsmanship is
outstanding.
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Miss Celia Shelton brought some of her beautiful, large, watermelon pink
camellias. They were from her six-foot-high Grandiflora Rosea bush, a speci-
men of which first attracted her attention in a neighbor’s garden. This camel-
lia bush has been particularly rewarding, not only because of its unusually
lovely flowers, but also because of its open-growing, luxuriantly green foliage.

Mrs. Magdaline Porter displayed some of her collection of almost a hun-
dred arrow heads. They were all gathered in the Yakima Valley, along the
Columbia River. Arrow
heads are plentiful there
because the Indians used
the area as an annual meet-
ing place, bringing with
them tools and materials
for the making of new tools
and weapons. Indians also
buried their dead near the
Columbia River, and ar-
rowheads are found in the
old graves. Mrs. Porter’s ar-
rowheads are almost all
made of petrified wood and
_ of solid agate. In many of

Water color by Harriett Walker them the grO‘Vth markings

Photo by Larry McKinnis of the tree are apparent,

but this is sometimes the sign of a comparatively weak arrowhead, since these
tend to chip along the markings.

Mrs. Richard G. Paterson brought some of her pottery which she makes
out of synthetic clay. This is interesting, since it is baked in her own kitchen
oven at a temperature of only 250 degrees. This ware is heatproof, and has
most of the advantages of the type of pottery that is made of the natural clays.
In appearance there is but little difference. Mrs. Patterson found herself
making flower containers of this clay in order to illustrate a flower garden
talk which she was scheduled to make. She couldn’t buy the kinds of con-
tainers she needed, so she proceeded to make them with most satisfying results.

Miss Leva Lash was an army librarian in Europe during this last war. She
wanted souvenirs of her stay overseas, and of necessity her choice had to be
small. After-dinner coffee spoons seemed to be the best answer, and Lee
brought back forty of them. They were acquired in antique shops where
families had been forced to turn in their heirlooms, in order to buy the neces-
sities of life.

Mrs. Harry Hagen had had training in art, and so when she and her hus-
band became interested in wild flowers and could not find suitable pictures to
illustrate their studies, Maxine proceeded to paint them from life, using watey
colors as her medium. She has thirty beautiful pictures of our western wild
flowers. Several brought photographs for us to enjoy. Ira Spring is a profes-

sional, and his prints are always outstanding.
SRR OSSR, Dwight Watson and Edna Ballou had some
fine pictures to display, also.

Mrs. Roy Snider has knit five ski sweaters
and she brought one sweater set that she had
knit for her daughter Mary. It is of Scandi-
navian design, with little red hearts and snow-
flakes on a white background. Mrs. William
B. Jeschke brought her appliqued quilt that
she had designed and sewn herself. Elvera

= Lehtinen had a hand crocheted tablecloth.

Ficeplace,scnegn corved By Betty Morrissey brought a collection of

Mrs. Fred Corbit bone china cups and saucers. Evelyn Mac-
Donald exhibited metal work and wood carvings. Mrs. Fred Corbit also
brought some bronze work and wood carvings. Purchasing a fireplace bellows
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several years ago Mrs. Corbit decided that a little decoration would
improve the appearance. So - - - she joined a wood carving class and
learned how. Becoming more proficient, Mrs. Corbit carved the fire-
place screen pictured on page 22. Mrs. Marion Abel brought her

collection of rare and unusual books, which she inherited from her THE
father. One of her oldest books was published in 1568. She also has MOUN
a few first editions, including a rare copy of the Tribune Primer by IOQUNTAINEER
Eugene Field. Wolf Bauer was kind enough to bring his foldboat. TREE {
During the evening he set it up and took it apart again, with an in- ] S
terestegd audience giewing the procedure. Mrs. Wo]g? Bauer brought DOUGL-A > ~F
some samples of pottery she had made, and several books that she HEIGHT-220F%
has rebound. CIR 2.4 FT
The hobby show was enthusiastically received by those who at- .A.GE-/-‘\'P?}? 400+

tended and added a great deal of interest to the evening.
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Marker for the Mountaineer Tree, Point Defiance
Park, Tacoma, carved by Mrs. Fred Corbit.

Mount Wilbur from Ptarmigan
Tunnel, Glacier National Park

Photo by Roy Snider

The Campcrafters
m 1949

By Dick anp Kay PATERSON

Tue CampcrAFTERS’ year started with big splashes in April. In spite of our
delight in being out again, most of our activity consisted of ducking quickly
from one cabin to another. A little clamdigging and beachcombing was done.
Although the number of clams taken wouldn’t cause concern in conservation-
ist circles, they did flavor the chowder!

The May trip to Larrabee State Park turned the tide. The dampness con-
fined itself to the beach, and while the children captured weird sea monsters,
the hikers climbed in the Chuckanut Hills. They found a fine view and some
practice rock climbing beside the chance to explore a deserted homestead
and some small lakes.

Memorial Day week-end was spent on the Upper Icicle River. Our climb-
ers reached the top of West Temple Peak in the Cashmere Crags while the
rest of the party climbed Icicle Ridge. The scenic and floral interest of this
area made it rate high in our camping memories.

On the Fourth of July at White River Falls the climbers vacillated be-
tween peaks so long they finally covered a two day trip in to Clark Mountain
in one day, thereby establishing a near record for fast footwork. Another
group found a climb up to Mt. David saddle rewarding. The most awe inspir-
ing sights in this area near and far were the heavy ravages of last winter.

Almost before we knew it the high point of our year’s activities was upon
us—the Campcrafters’ Summer Outing to Glacier National Park. Through-
out our trip the weather was to play a prominent part in our conversation.
The first night’s sandstorm at Vantage was more than compensated by the
peace of Montana’s Thompson Lake. Sunday afternoon found us at Kintla
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Mount Gould, Glacier National Park.
Photo by Roy Snider

Lake in the northwest corner of the
park, warily scanning the sky and bar-
gaining with the packer, in the proces-
of which Lloyd Anderson’s high camp
salesmanship hit a new high.

Monday our high camp was reached
on foot, or by high seas for some, up
beautiful winding Lower Kintla Lake
and along the shores to the head of
Upper Kintla Lake. Here again Old Man Weather gave us a taste of his
darker moods which was enhanced by the late arrival of the much dis-‘cussed’
packer. This camp offers a base for climbing Gardiner, Boulder, Kintla and
Kinnerly Peaks. The outstanding peak, magnificent Kinnerly, which was not
climbed due to the adverse weather conditions, can only be approached by a
tedious and difficult brush fight. The best approach seemed to be from the
western or lower end of Upper Kintla Lake, from which the northwest ridge
or the scree slopes and the face between Kinnerly and Kintla can be ascended.
Many other peaks bordering Bowman Lake were viewed through the mys-
tery of swirling clouds. Several interesting trails invite one to the Canadian
Border and to Waterton Lakes. Wind and weather finally drove the climbers
to base camp. Here the luxuries of home looked good and we were welcomed
with samples of Casey Jones’ huge catches of trout, and campfire coffce, cake
and doughnuts. With high hopes for better weather we decided to head for
the eastern slope of the Continental Divide. A phone call by the Kintla
Ranger had reserved a picturesque area at East Glacier Campground on St.
Mary’s Lake, which was to be our home for the next eight days. Late Thurs-
day afternoon found our group together again after a day of adventurous
driving for some, and much picture taking.

Logan Pass and adjoining meadows, lovely in its display of flowers pro-
vided activity for the entire group. Hidden Lake and Mt. Oberlin were easy
trips for some while the climbers ascended Mt. Reynolds. Amid sunshine and
showers the succeeding days were spent in trips to Gunsight Pass (ask Elsie
Burkman about the fishing in Lake Ellen Wilson), Sperry Glacier and Chalet,
and along the Garden Wall to Swiftcurrent Pass and to Many Glaciers. Every
trail presented new experiences with the animal life, a different floral display
and physiographic features of unending interest.

The climbers found Chief Mountain an exhilerating climb after the sus-
pense of the drive in on the Slide Mountain road and an escapade with a
mountain goat. The approach is made on a narrow truck trail about five miles
from Babb. After a drive of about eight miles a northeast course is set for the
mountain. A series of upward traverses at timberline brings one out to the
northwest shoulder of the peak from whence the summit ridge can be climbed.
The central block is the highest. Of special interest are the contrasting layers
of sedimentary rocks. The overthrust of the older rocks over the more recent
plains formations is here most clearly noticeable.

Several other peaks fell on succeeding days due to the judicious selection
of climbs on the park border in order to escape the weather on the continental
divide. Various cars made the most of the intervening stormy weather to visit
Waterton and Cameron Lakes, Browning Indian Museum and Two Medicine
with its nearby scenic attractions. All of the Trail Trippers agreed that Ice-
berg Lake is one of the most memorable spots, but those who saw the Gunsight
Pass arca at its best elected it the most interesting.

The climbers found Mt. Wilbur their best climb, and certainly the longest
and toughest. Due to the lack of climbing information, climbers this year, as
well as those in 1934, contoured too far west along the side of the mountain
and ended by ascending the west peak. The best, but probably the most tedi-
ous route appears to be from the Iceberg Lake side. A chimney leading up
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between the middle and higher east peak seems a likely route. We were fortu-
nate in having sparkling clear weather and a chance to see a band of mountain
sheep in a remote cirque.

The real highlights of the trip for some, might be the night the campfire
disappeared in a thousand directions when a great gust of wind blew it all
out of the fireplace, or, the next night when the same playful hurricane left
some of us roofless, and forced nearly everyone in “Cyclone Hollow” into
their cars. Marion Castor’s wonderful campfire programs and Mary Ander-
son’s equally wonderful “eats” brightened up many a damp evening.

After a last fond look at Logan Pass and a good-bye to the bears on the
highway, we all struggled home by various routes through Canada and the
United States.

In August a few hardy souls mustered up enough strength to climb Mt.
Pugh and found a boulevard freshly blasted out for them. The rest of the
party, after exploring all the nearby trails, grew fat eating surplus ice cream.

On Labor Day we kept in form by finding the one rainy spot in the state,
at Phelps Creek. The hikers climbed Carne Mountain, and went on to get a
glimpse of Ice Lakes, while the others scavenged the mine dumps of the old
Trinity Mine and looked over the buildings. Art Marzolf gave us a fine exhi-
bition of how to catch a fish—three, to be exact.

The new Snoqualmie Lodge rang to our praises of wonderful food, a fine
showing of colored slides, and gay old-time dance music at our reunion on
October 1 and 2. The South Face of the Tooth and fair weather made a most
enjoyable conclusion to our year’s program of climbing, trail trips, good fel-
lowship and appreciation of God’s creation.

CAMPCRAFTERS SUMMER OUTING
July 16-31 at Glacier Park

Walter Jones, 3-8-10-11-12
Charles Lester. 4

Alice Lester, 4

Anne Lester, ¢

David Lester, 4-10

Allen Lester. 4-10
Marion Lundberg, A-1-4

Larene Allen. 1-4-8
Mary Jane Allen, 1-4-8
Lloyd Anderson, A-B-C-D-H-O-R-W-1
Mary Anderson, O-3-4-13

Ruth Anderson. D-O-3-4-13

Sue Anderson, 13

C. Findley Bowser. B-O-R-S-1-3-7-9
Dallas Bowser, A-B-H-O-R-1

Elsic Burkman. B-C-D-4-6-
Alita Castor, O-4

Bob Castor. A-B-H-1-4
T. Davis Castor. 1-2-4
Marion Castor, 4
Raymond Castor, 4
Jean Cropley, 4-13
Catherine Crovley. 3-4-3

Malcolm Cropley, C-4

Mildred Dyer. 1-2-3-4-6-8-12-13
Ralph Dyer, 1-2-3-4.6-8-12.13
Betty Ekrem, 1-4-7-8-9-10

Ralph Esterquist, B-R-1

Dorothy Esterquist, 6

Frank Esterquist

Shelley Esterquist

Peter Esterquist

Margaret Elliott, D-1-4-6-8-12
Dorothy Fuller, 1-3

1. M. Fuller. 1-3

Cornelius Grimes. W-B-C-O-1-4-5-7
Eleanor Hirsch. 1-4-7-8-9-10

Casey Jones, D-8-10-11-12

Lolita Jones, C-1-6-7-8-11-12

7 Ed Lowry, B-C-1-4
2

Mary Lowry. 4-6

Martha Lowry, ¢

Evelyn MacDonald. A-1-4

Art Bill Marzolf, I-3

Grace Marzolf. 1-5

C. G. Morrison. B-1-4-6

Aura Morrison. 1-4-6

Katy Moroni. B-H-O-1-4-6-7-8-12
Ena Ostberg, 1-4-7-8

Dick Paterson, B-C-D-O-R-W-1
Kay Paterson, $-5

Nocl Paterson, ¢4

Helen Rae. D-1-4-12

Glen Ratliff, 3-8-11-12

Bob Rinchart, B-D-O-S-W-1-4-3-6-7
Roy Snider. 1

Lee Snider. 1

Fred Tiedt. 4

Harriet Tiedt, 3-4-9

Cheryl Tiedt. ¢

Glen Tiedt. 4

Hubert West. O-R-1-9

Blanche West, 1-4-5-9

CLIMBS: A—Altyn Mt.; B—Boulder Mt., C—Chief Mt., D—Divide Mt.. H—Henkel Mt.. O—Oberlin

Mt., S——Swift Current Pk., R—Revnolds Pk., W—Wilbur. West Peak.

TRAIL TRIPS: 1—Upper Kintla Lake. 2—Boulder Pass, 3—Kintla Lake Trail, 4--Hidden Lake. 5—

Garden Wall, 6—Sperry Chalet, 7—Gunsight Pass. 8—Ptarmigan Lake, 9 - Roes Creck, 10—St.
Mary's Falls, 11—Avalanche Lake, 12—Iceberg Lake. 13—Grinnell Lake.



SECOND ANNUAL

Northwest
Mountaineering
Conference

By WoLr G. BAUuER

Bringing in the 'copter on tarp landing field.
Ome Daiber on two-way radio.

DEebicaTED to safety and the proper development of the mountaineering art
in its various phases, the Second Annual Northwest Mountaineering Con-
ference was held this year at Snoqualmie Pass June 4 and 5, Washington Al-
pine Club acting as host, along with The Mountaineers.

These conferences are sponsored by the Mountain Rescue & Safety Coun-
cil of Washington for the purpose of bringing together the active climbing
organizations of the West in roundtable and field demonstration sessions, to
contribute to each others’ mountaincering lore, and to explore fields of mutual
cooperation in regional safety and rescue programs. This year, over 120 dele-
gates from 32 organizations and widely scattered parts of the country attend-
ed the two-day conclave. The following clubs and organizations were rep-
resented :

Rocky Mountain Rescue Patrol. Colorado
Mountain Rescue & Safety Council. Washington
Kitsap Scarch & Rescue Group, Washington
Mt. Hood Ski Patrol. Oregon

N. W. Region National Ski Patrol. Washington
Mt. Rainier National Park Service. Washington

Washington State Patrol. Washington
Federation Western QOutdoor Clubs
Scattle Post-Intelligencer. Washington
Washington Alpine Club. Washington
The Mountaineers Inc.. Washington
B. C. Mountaincering Club. Canada
Canadian Alpine Club, Canada

Olympic National Park. Washington

Regional Headquarters U.S. Forest Serv.. Oregon

Mt. Baker National Forest. Washington
Snoqualmie National Forest. Washington
Wenatchee National Forest, Washington

Marine Air Det. Air Land Rescue. Washington

Naval Air Land Rescue, Washington
U.S. Coast Guard. 13th District. Washington
Canadian Army. British Columbia

Obsidians. Oregon

American Alpine Club. Washington
Yale Mountaineers

Alpinees. Oregon

Cascadians. Washington

Bremerton Ski Cruisers. Washington
Mazamas. Oregon

Rimrock Mountaincers. Washington

Sierra Club, California Crag Rats. Oregon

This year’s Conference theme stressed public safety as well as search and
rescue operations. To this end, the Council was supported by one of its mem-
ber agencies, the United States Coast Guard Search and Rescue Detachment,
whose members trained and practiced with our rescue patrol in advance of
the Conference. In consequence, a fine demonstration of team work at the
Pass in several phases of coordinated search and rescue in mountain terrain
was presented.

Thus the Conference witnessed all phases of a complete operation, begin-
ning with the original request for aid, the channeling of telephone and radio
information under State Coordinated Plan (See Flowsheet), the organization
of the rescue patrol, further request for aerial support, briefing and plan from
basing point with Coast Guard helicopter crew and ground equipment truck,
the synchronization of radio frequency for walkie-talkie and handy-talkie,
the preparation of a suitable landing mat on soft snow for the ’copter, the
manner of navigating the ground patrol from the air by compass bearings
through open and timbered terrain to the scene of accident, the dropping of
stretcher and supplies by parachutes fitted with snow anchors at spots indi-
cated by daylight colored-smoke flares. The patrol then demonstrated various
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methods of evacuation from steep rock pitches, using some of the recently
adopted European techniques and equipment, as well as adaptation of Coast
Guard tools, such as rope-throwing guns, to alpine work. A further demon-
stration of emergency improvised litters and carries was given. Fred Beckey
of The Mountaineers gave an interesting demonstration of advanced rock
climbing and specialized climbing gear.

Saturday evening after a meal even better than the first one served at the
Snoqualmie Forest Ski Hall through the courtesy of Webb Mofft, several fine
lectures were presented for the assembly. It was indeed a grand sight to see
so many keenly interested mountain men sit around a circle in the lengthening
shadows of Denny and Guye peaks, absorbing the highly specialized and con-
tinually illustrated First Aid lecture so ably dispensed by Dr. Otto Trott of
the National Ski Patrol. Morgan Harris, chairman of the Sierra Club Moun-
taineering Committee talked of his club’s research in equipment testing, and
presented some novel insights into the mechanics of lightning storms as they
affect climbers on the mountains. Cam Beckwith, chairman of the Moun-
taineers’ Climbing Committee next gave the conferees a detailed description
of the climbing instruction program developed in the past 15 years by the
Mountaineers, illustrating his talk with samples of visual training slides which
were received with great admiration for their excellency as well as care in
which the program under Cam has been developed. A showing of the latest
European winter and summer alpine rescue training films rushed to the Con-
ference from Germany concluded the evening’s program. Sunday, Kurt Beam
of the National Ski Patrol demonstrated various improvised ski sleds and
transport techniques, as well as actual avalanche search procedure, and fur-
ther demonstrations in snow bivouacking, crevasse and glacier rope and an-
chor maneuvers rounded out the field session.

Members of our rescue patrol and 'copter crew, U. S. Coast Guard, 13th District
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Sunday afternoon was employed for an open roundtable session of the
MRSC with regional Forest Service and Park Service officials. These discus-
sions centered around cffective ways and means of pushing a mountain travel
safety campaign directed at the public, and the younger “would-be” climbers
in particular. Policies of registration for climbers were dealt with in detail,
and much was accomplished.  As chairman of the MRSC, the writer gave
the following progress report on the council’s activity for the year:

RESCUE PHASE—

1. There has been successful aid by the rescue patrol in two mountain emergencies.
Both resulted in injuries to young students climbing on snow without adequate
training and equipment.

. The Council has cstablished close contact with Bergwacht of the Bavarian Red
Cross, having alrcady acquired plans, books, equipment, and training films for
its own use and program. Summer and winter stretcher and sled equipment is
being constructed for patrol use, and others are encouraged to do likewise in
other areas.

3. Training and simulative field practice maneuvers have been made with the

armed forces, and more intensive patrol training is contemplated.

4. The Council has becn accepted as an official member to work within the frame-

work of the Air Search & Rescuc Plan of the Washington State Acronautics
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SAFETY PHASE—

1. The Council has printed and distributed hundreds of copies of a series of Moun-
tain Safety Tips this year to schools, colleges, libraries, sporting goods stores,
Forest Service, youth organizations, climbing clubs, etc. Literature and equip-
ment displays were set up at the Seattle Public Library and Central Y. M. C. A.

2. Through the Council’s efforts, Forest Service registration for climbers in the
northwest has been extended in scope and detail, and we are well on the way to
make the public ever more conscious of these self-protective measures.

3. Through the vigorous campaigning of Major Griswold, The Federation of West-
ern Outdoor Clubs has approved and is supporting the work of this Council,
and already three clubs have initiated safety and climbing standards and train-
ing into their programs. It is hoped similar councils will form in other areas.

4. Winter and summer mountain travel safety hints have been and are being given
to the newspapers periodically, and school lectures and radio interviews further
reinforce the safety program of the Council.

The Conference brought out the significant facts that an annual moun-
taineering conference is a superior medium to learn, screen, and adopt the
best and latest practices and equipment used in all phases of mountaineering
and skiing ; that government agencies and military branches can be brought
together to cooperate in both rescue and =afety programs pertaining to our
mountain travel ; that interest is high and keen, and the subject important—
as witness the contributions made to this conference from Europe, and dele-
gates sent from far-away areas. We, as Mountaineers, can take pride in hav-
ing initiated and co-sponsored the Mountain Rescue and Safety Council, and
that so many are giving so unselfishly of their time and skill in the interest of
our mountaineering sport, and the life and safety of our members and the
general public.

Climbing Awards & Publication

By Cam BEckwiTH

IT HAs BECOME Increasingly apparent that there is a tendency within our club
to climb peaks without regard to fundamental safety factors. These funda-
mentals are outlined in the Climbing Code which the Mountaineers adopted
several years ago. It is as follows:

1. A climbing party of three is the minimum, unless adequate sup-
port is available who have knowledge that the climb is in progress.
Carry at all times the clothing, food and equipment necessary.
Rope up on all exposed places and for all glacier travel.

Keep the party together, and obey the leader or majority rule.

Mever climb beyond one’s ability and knowledge.

Judgment will not be swayed by desire when choosing the route

or turning back.

Leave the trip schedule with a responsible person.

8. Follow the precepts of sound mountaineering as set forth in the
“Mountaineers’ Climbers’ Notebook” and “Ski Mountaineering
Manual.”

9. Deport ourselves at all times in a manner that will not reflect un-
favorably upon our club or upon mountaineering.

SRR ]
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These essentials of safe mountaineering conduct are taught in our climb-
ing classes, published in our club literature, signed by our juniors upon enter-
ing the club, and are recognized by good mountaineers the world over. They
need no defense.

First of all, we agree that if we are to be consistent in good mountaineering
ideals, we cannot recognize, as a club, any climb which violates the standards
we uphold. No publication of the Mountaineers should contain accounts of
climbs or trips which are in violation of our own code, not only because it is
obviously contradictory, but because other people, including members of our
club, find it easy to construe the accounts as meaning that such procedure is
accepted—and in that direction lies danger, not only violent danger to the
individuals on the climbs, but danger to the prestige of our club.

Furthermore, we agree that it is strikingly inconsistent for our club to
award any pins or awards of any kind for climbs in which our code is violated.
Such practice amounts to nothing less than direct encouragement to destroy
our own ideals.

In the past, it has been our practice to publish many small private climbs
in the Mountaineer Bulletin. However, the club has grown large, many names
are unfamiliar to most of us, and there is no broad interest in reading of count-
less well-known climbs of well-known peaks. In addition, the Bulletin ac-
counts of climbs are only a partial record, and represent only a small amount
of the actual climbing done by club members throughout the year. Most
climbs are not turned in, and Bulletin facilities are not large enough to han-
dle those that are reported. Consequently, the climbs have been relegated
more or less to the status of filler material. Any extra space in the Bulletin
could be excellently used with a series of safety articles, if not a regular col-
umn by the safety committee. In view of the foregoing, it seems only sensible
to limit Bulletin accounts of climbs to regularly scheduled and sponsored
Mountaineer climbs only, and to the successful completion of any series of
pin peaks.

Outstanding ascents or exploratory climbing deserve proper recognition
in the Mountaineer Annual, where they would be kept as a matter of record.
Effort should be made to include such climbs in the Annual each year.

We remember that we do not climb primarily for recognition of the
climb, but rather for enjoyment; that that enjoyment does not necessarily
hinge upon the amount of publicity given thercto ; and that the basic tenet of
continued enjoyment in the mountains is safety.

In view of the foregoing, we have adopted the following resolution, not
only to guide future procedure with these matters within the club, but as a
statement of climbing policy of the Mountaineers :

Be It Resolved :

Henceforth, climbs made in violation of the Climbing Code will not be
acknowledged by the Club. No mention will be made in any Mountaineer
publication, and no awards of any kind given in recognition of climbs-that
are made without regard to the principles of good mountaineering. Bulletin
accounts of climbs will be limited to regularly scheduled Mountaineer clinnbs
and pin peak completions only. Outstanding ascents and exploratory climb-
ing deserve detailed accounts in the Annual. If any question should arise
about any climb participated in by Mountaineers, it should be referred to the
Climbing Commuttee which shall make a thorough investigation. If, in their
opinion, good mountaineering conduct has been violated, they shall report to
the Board with recommendation for further action.
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Service & Climbing Awards

By ART WINDER

THis 1s a highly competitive old world and many have been the rewards to
those who have made outstanding achievement in many lines, and many are
the prizes to which men devote their lives and their talents in an effort to gain
some small measure of immortality in their particular hall of fame. And
throughout the history of mountaineering it has been the policy to provide
rewards of a more material nature as an encouragement to greater achieve-
ments in alpine fields.

The Mountaineers have been no exception. Quoting from the 1922 An-
nual we find that “the exquisite sterling silver trophy presented by Thomas
J. Acheson is to be awarded each year to the Washington member accom-
plishing the most notable achievement in mountaineering for that year.” A
five person commission was appointed to act as judges of whom should be the
recipient of the award, and the name first appearing on the trophy is that of
A. E. Smith, of Bremerton, who with Robert Schellin made the first ascent of
Mt. Constance on July 26, 1922. To quote from the committee’s report “it
was the feeling that the initiative to attempt this ascent, the splendid strength
and skill, and high type of mountaineering displayed, should win for Mr.
Smith the honor of first holding the coveted trophy.” It may come as a shock
to modern adherents of climbing safety that the party did not even carry
a rope!

The second name to be inscribed upon the Acheson Cup was that of Wal-
lace Burr, for his ascent of The Table in Garibaldi Park during the summer
outing of 1923. However, the committee began to realize that the cup was
actually a detriment to sound mountaineering, inasmuch as there was a ten-
dency toward recklessness among some of the members, in an cffort to achieve
some spectacular mountaineering feat which would make them the “‘winner”
of the trophy for that season. Therefore in 1924 we find them preparing this
sound and sensible report:

“It 1s the feeling of the Committee, and approved by the donor, Thomas
J. Acheson, that while the cup was given to encourage initiative in mountain-
eering, it is not desired to encourage the risk of human lives in hazardous
ascents for the sake of its possession.

“We further feel that the words ‘notable achievement in mountaineering’
may be interpreted to include that fine unselfish service which paves the way
that others may follow to the heights, which trains scouts to carry on the tra-
ditions of the Club, and the unselfish devotion to the great sport of moun-
taineering” : which proves again that The Mountaineers had solid thinking
and leadership in those days. As a result of the committee’s recommendations,
Joseph T. Hazard was selected as the recipient of the award for 1924, and in
effect, the Acheson Cup became a service award, and has so remained to this
day, although the cup has been retired in favor of a plaque.

The Club was without a definite technical mountaineering award for a
number of years, but in the late 1920’s serious thought was again given to the
idea, with the hope of encouraging Mountaineers to venture further afield
into districts not so well known. This finally culminated in the creation of the
present Climbing Award, a wooden plaque with silver plates for individual
awards. Avoiding the possibility of “competition” for the trophy, the com-
mittee in charge of drawing up the regulations under which the award would
be made, specified that it should be given only to outstanding mountaineering
achievements, with emphasis on the exploration, and the increasing of our
knowledge of our mountain fastnesses, and that no award be made unless im-
portant enough to warrant the publication of the story of the expedition. No
specific time was set for making awards ; this was left to the discretion of the
awarding committee.
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The first party to have their names engraved upon the plaque were those
of Bill Degenhardt, James C. Martin and H. V. Strandberg, for their explora-
tion of the Terror Group in the Skagit region in 1932. Since that time there
have been but nine awards, as follows : 1933, first ascent Mt. El Dorado, Don
Blair, N. W. Grigg, Arthur R. Wilson, Arthur R. Winder; 1935, Mt. Rainier,
via Ptarmigan Ridge, Wolf Bauer, Jack Hossack ; 1936, Mt. Challenger, O. P.
Dickert, Jack Hossack, George MacGowan ; 1938, Blue and/or Mt. Triumph,
Lloyd Anderson, Lyman Boyer, O. P. Dickert, David Lind ; 1939, New route
on the Grand Teton, Jack Hossack, George MacGowan; 1940, Forhidden
Peak (this is an error in the name, the correct title 1s Forgotten Mountain),
Lloyd Anderson, Fred and Helmy Beckey; 1941, South Tower, Mt. Howser,
Lloyd Anderson, Helmy Beckey, Lyman Boyer, Tom Campbell ; 1942, second
ascent of Mt. Waddington, Fred and Helmy Beckey; 1946, Kate's Needle
and Devil’s Thumb, Fred Beckey and Bob Craig.

Several of the awards made upon the plaque, however, do not properly
qualify under the terms set up for its operation. Climbs such as the new route
on Grand Teton, South Tower of Howser, and Mt. Waddington, while they
are very notable climbing achievements, and much to the credit of those who
accomplished them, do not qualify under the exploratory phase.

Another type of climbing award which has been very popular with Moun-
taincer members, has been the various climbing pins. The oldest, and most
honored of these, is the Six Peaks pin. Climbing the six major peaks of Wash-
ington (so designated because they were the focal points of early summer
outings) originally entitled you to be a “graduate” Mountaincer, but about
1921 the familiar white and blue pin was established and awarded to those
who had climbed at least two of the peaks on summer outings, an obligation
that has ceased to exist during later years. Other pins are the First Snoqual-
mie Ten Peaks, established in 1923, the Second Ten Lodge Peaks, and more
recently the three Everett pin peak groups, and the Tacoma Irish Cabin pin
peaks. These emblems, however, represent not so much a material reward for
the actual performance of the climbs, but rather they are perpetual symbols
of many happy hours spent amongst the beauties of our beloved mountain
wilderness, and a constant reminder of the warm companionships of those
who have shared the mountains with you.

Not in rewards, but in the strength to strive-—there the blessing lies.

C
Why?
By Florence Sarah Winship

“Why do you climb mountains?” asks that nuisance Common Sensc.

“Why go toiling up steep ridges, walk on hobnails, slecp in tents?”

All along the way he keeps repeating “Why? Why? Why?”

Yet also all along the way the things we do give our reply.

Wec camp in spacious mountain meadows, heather-carpeted below,

Where pointed alpine firs are dark against the sunset glow.

We wander over sunny hillsides, bright with blooming mountain flowers;
The happiness within us blossoms, nature’s joy is matched by ours.

We walk along a forest trail, hear a hermit thrush song start—

The music is not in the tree-top, it is here within our heart.

When we make friends with furry creatures, meet a gentle little doe,

It’s our own comradeship that’s brightened ; mountain friendships quickly grow.
We watch great waterfalls come tumbling, sliding down from off the heights,
The pleasure of their graceful beauty adding to our day’s delights.

We venture on a glacier's ice—you must be careful where you go!

But it’s a change from all those city streets, and you can walk on August snow!
We climb up long, steep, rocky ridges, close to mighty domes and towers.
The hills are strong—we conquer them, and the strength of the hills is ours.
We stand upon a lofty summit, watch the rosy sunrise glow,

And it is our own aspiration we sce shining on the snow.

We learn that when we go out climbing, laboring up some toilsome peak
The heights of thought within ourselves demand the altitudes we seek.

So when old Common Sense intrudes and kceps insisting “Tell me why!”
We have already made our answer: ‘It is just because I'm 1.”
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Left to right: The Mole, the Shrew, Blockhouse
Tower, Rectiloid Tower on top of Blockhouse
Tower. Route is on right skyline. Taken from

Hook Creek.
—~Photo by Norm Osborne

Blockhouse
Tower

By PETE ScHOENING

IN THE latter part of July, with
a couple of days to squander,
we headed out to battle the fine
granite spires of the Cashmere
Crag area. We were not long,
however, in finding out our pre-
liminary battle was not with
those delicate aiguilles but with
swarms of bloodthirsty monsters
commonly tagged mosquitoes.
To most climbers familiar with the crags region, mosquitoes are unheard of,
but we found out with some regret that the last of July and the first part of
August seem to be hey-day for these barbarians.

However, imbued with energy and an ample supply of blood, Norm Os-
borne, Evan Lucas, Ralph Turman and I tramped up Snow Creek to Nada
Lake and then cross country by the base of Mount Temple’s east peaks and
north to a fabulous spot called Edwards Plateau. This plateau has an eleva-
tion of 7800 feet and is situated just east of Rat Creek and at the head of
Hook Creek. The spot is absolutely level for about a mile square and is cov-
ered with grassy alpine meadows and scattered tamarack and pine trees. It
seemed to be an animal’s paradise. The sun was getting low as we trudged
across the plateau, so we made camp and spent a cozy night with squadrons
of our parasitic foes.

The following morning Ralph and I scampered down Hook Creek to the
lower or valley base of Blockhouse Tower with only the usual few dozen mos-
quitoes plucking away at our blood supply. Blockhouse Tower is situated on
the ridge separating Hook and Rat Creeks. On the ridge it is between The
Mole and The Hook, both of which were climbed in 1948 and described in
that year’s annual by Fred Beckey. The tower is a huge cube of granite which
drops off almost vertically on all sides. From the ridge base to the summit it
is about 400 feet and on the valley side it’s just a long way down! About 70
feet below the true summit is an enormous platform ledge upon which is
perched Rectiloid Tower. This block, though lower than the true summit of
Blockhouse, has been eyed as a prospective for further adventures.

Our planned route was to follow the ridge from The Hook to the ridge
base of the objective. From here the route, if any, went up, we hoped. After
changing into tennis shoes and selecting a vast assortment of climbing hard-
ware, we proceeded to gain the ridge and advance to the tower wall. This
part of the climb proved very enjoyable with a minimum of exposure and
some Interesting pitches. One such pitch consisted of a chimney stem between
a tree and a rock wall. Presently we arrived at the point where the rock
acquired a fantastic angle both up and down. At the time I was more inter-
ested in the down since the exposure had quickly become terrific.

Ralph Turman braved the first lead across the northwest face and ob-
tained a secure belay point at a small tree where he informed me he couldn’t
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be budged with a ten ton truck. I believed these wonderful words of assur-
ance at first but after glancing down almost 1,000 feet to Rat Creek below
I wished there was a truck to test him. However I managed to reach him
safely and without too much difficulty. From here our route worked up three
leads to a spacious ledge 100 feet below the base of Rectiloid Tower. This bit
of climbing presented varying difficulties, including a one piton direct aid
pitch. Our hopes were then almost smashed by a vertical wall. After a care-
ful examination and fixing an ultra-strong belay we worked up an extremely
steep V chimney. Through good luck and an accommodating rock fracture
it was possible to plant a good piton about half way up the chimney as a pro-
tective measure. This safety device allowed a further advance without undue
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risk to an airy rock projection about a foot square which was 30 feet below
Rectiloid Tower. However the length of our rope would not enable an at-
tempt on this pitch with the belay on the relatively comfortable ledge below.
It therefore was evident that a new belay position would have to be made on
this exposed perch. Two pitons served to make the «pot a little less precarious
and we prepared for further progress.

We suddenly realized that there wasn’t a mosquito around. Our only con-
clusion was that the airy exposure was too much for their breed. At any rate
exposure 1= far superior to oil of citronella.

The pitch above us was an overhanging crack seven inches wide. Seven
inches allows a foot and part of a shoulder to squeeze inside but isn’t too
roomy, and when overhanging, it is apt to give a nasty climbing problem. We
were first able to gain eight feet by a rather wobbly piton belayed shoulder-
stand to a spot of almost holdless surroundings. A risky flake crack seemed the
only possibility so we dared it with an aid piton which enabled us just enough
height for a finger-hold and another direct aid iron. A little muscle work and
the dance floor ledge which held Rectiloid Tower was ours.

Rectiloid Tower is a block of granite about 40 feet high with unscalable
walls except possibly by bolts. The best possibility to its top however would
be a rope throwing operation.

The summit of our hopes was still 75 feet higher. From below this last
pitch showed signs of difficulty but it worked out surprisingly well. The sum-
mit block afforded a tricky slab pitch but the top was soon gained. After
laboring on a witty cairn message we made the spectacular rappel down and
headed for home a little low on both energy and blood.

Mt. Johannesberg

By Davip HarraH

LasT Aucust the north face of Johannesberg, in the Cascade Pass region,
was climbed for the first time. This impressive face rises from 2700 to 8200
feet, holds three glaciers and a variety of cliffs. The best route follows the
center rib.

The lower part of this rib is thinly covered by brush, which in many ver-
tical pitches provides the only holds. It is controversial whether a rope can be
used in this sort of brush. About a thousand feet up the rib it is possible to
traverse to the right into the long, easy trough of water-worn slabs which leads
up to the lower glacier. Late in the year when there i= no avalanche danger
there will be some bare ice and several crevasses. The upper glacier is gained
by veering to the left above the lower glacier. The climbing to thi= point takes
about four hours.

The best way to attack the final belt of cliffs 11 to leave the upper glacier
on the right, to get into an obvious trough running upward along the left side
of the upper part of the central rib. This trough is difficult in one spot but gen-
erally easy for 500 feet. Then a ledge-system leads to the major difficulties of
the climb. A polished shoulder must be overcome to reach some easy slabs. To
the left of these, around a very exposed blind corner where at least one piton
must be used, lies a chimney which is the key to the ascent. This chimney must
be followed upward about 80 feet to an inadequate standing-belay position
where a piton anchor must be used. Above this lies the final pitch, a steep wall
70 feet high. The rock 1s excellent but the holds are tiny and the piton cracks
are scarce. The climb from the upper glacier to this point requires about five
hours. Thiz route brings one to the ridge crest just west of the lower summit.
The main summit lies a considerable distance along the ridge to the east
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Photo by M. Lewis

Upper 2500 feet of the North face of Mount Johannesberg.

which is so broken a# to make a direct traverse of the crest a very tedious job,
probably occupying at least six hours. In the August ascent the approach used
was to descend the south side of the mountain, traverse east below the cliffs,
ascend to the crest again just east of the main peak, which can be rcached
along the crest. The climbing on the south slope of the ridge requires great
care in route finding ; on the summit ridge one must use tennis shoes and have
the patience to follow a tortuous path. Altogether this section of the climb, by
the longer route on the south slope, takes about five hours. The peak itself is
unimpressive and would be hard to find in the fog. Only one previous ascent
was recorded in the register can, which had no pencil.

The easiest way back is to drop down the south slope, traverse a mile and
a half west, cross the ridge to the north, and follow the trail down to Gilbert’s
Cabin. A good seven hours are required for the descent.

This climb deserves more attention than it has had in the past. The road is
now completed to Gilbert’s Cabin, which is the best jump-off camp. The north
face itself will give anyone a fair workout ; the climber is rewarded by a splen-
did view and several hundred acres of wild flowers on the south side. The
times given in this account are estimates; the August ascent required much
more time because of the route-finding problem. One should be prepared to
bivouac.

*

If someone told you that you were resting on the sastrugi below a berg-
schrund, looking at an aiguille, would you know what you were doing?

According to the Climber’s Notebook :
Sastrugi—wave-like ridges of snow, formed by wind and sun action.

Bergschrund—a large crevasse separating the main mass of the glacier
from the permanent snowfield or rock face above.

Aiguille—a sharp peak of rock, so called from its needle-like or sharp
pointed outline.
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She Compelrtron

By Bos Cram

IN A FLURRY of wrenched ankles, multiple fractures, and torn ligaments, the
elite of the Mountaineer skiers, namely the racers, staggered through another
year of #ki competition. The term elite is used with the utmost of casualness.
These racers are probably elite only in that they have little or no brains, due
to numerous “egg-beaters” taken while vainly attempting to schuss Meany
Lane. ®one the less, these bloody but happy warriors emerged from the ’48-
’49 zeason with more than modest success in their endeavors.

Individual efforts saw several Mountaineer racers advance into Class A.
Among those daredevils who succeeded were Churning Chuck Welsh, Brave
Dave Roberts, Booming Bill Granston, and Battered Bob Kuss. All these com-
petitors placed consistently high in the numerous races that they entered and
thus garnered enough points for their advancement. Dave Roberts did excep-
tionally well in the Stevens Standards, walking off with a couple of seconds
and a third. Chuck Welsh also came into his own by placing high in the
Golden Pole at Hood, and other races.

Outstanding among the women competitors was Elaine Holmstad who,
in just two years of competition has risen into the ranks of top women racers.
Elaine won two Stevens Standards last year, and capped a successful year by
winning both the Downhill and Slalom Championships in the PINSA Women’s
Class B Races. Janet Wright did very well in Junior Competition by winning
two Stevens Standards. Grace Bovee showed her usual flawless style.

Several races that are shining memories to the competitors should really
be mentioned at this point. Of utmost interest, of course, were the Club cham-
pionships held on Meany Lane in early April. Running under ideal condi-
tions, the Slalom was held in the morning on the Lane with two well known
competitors setting and forerunning the course. These noted racers werc none
other than ‘“Zero” Kastner and Ray MacGowan.

Winning the Slalom took =ome very fancy skiing on the part of Tattered
Ted Whiting, as Bob Kuss was hot on his tail, followed by Dayrell Bate, Bob
Power, and sixteen other competitors.

Ladies’ winner was Jo Anne Norling Feringer, hotly pursued by Elaine
Holmstad and a bevy of skiing beauties. The new downbhill course which winds
through the trees was christened in the afternoon and a course record was
established that may not fall for some time. Bob Parker covered the distance
in the fantastic time of 4 seconds to capture top honor:. Even more remark-
able is the fact that Parker won the PNSA Class B Downhill Championship in
exactly the same time just a few weeks later. Bob Power was second, 4 sec-
onds behind Parker.

Junior competitor Joanne Chetlain copped the Women’s Downhill, fol-
lowed by Elaine Holmstad. Combined awards were presented for the first
time this year and were awarded to Elaine and Bob Power. These are small
trophies presented by the club, and can be kept permanently by the winners.

Several other race= were held at Meany during the season for club mem-
bers only. Typical of these was the Mew Year’s Giant Slalom which saw Norm
Welsh and Grace Bovee burn down a lightning fast course to take top honors.

Other sterling efforts were made by many of our competitors. Bob Cram
came in 33th (absolutely last) in the Golden Pole at Hood, and Alan Taylor
came in 29th. Taylor remained remarkably consistent, the zlender flyer roar-
ing in 25th in the Heather Cup Giant Slalom at Mt. Baker on the 4th of July.
In the same race, Granston and Roberts had a rough time in Class A, coming
in near the end. The Mountaineer team was disqualified in the Penguin Giant
Slalom because zome of our boys got lost somewhere on the course.

That’s about it for now, but you ain’t seen nothing yet. We’re planning
competition for the coming year that should result in some swell compound

fractures!
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Dedication ceremony.
Photo by Roy Snider

Snoqualmie L()dge

1948—A VISION ¢ 1949—A REALITY
By MARY STACKPOLE

Waat sparked this splendid achievement?

The same loyal spirit of cooperation which built the
first Snoqualmie Lodge, has carried this one to a satisfac-
tory conclusion.

Under the direction of that human dynamo, Dave Cas-
tor, an army of volunteer, unpaid workers—those with
“know how” ; and those unskilled but willing, constructed
The Lodge as it stands today, a building worthy of the best
Mountaineer tradition.

The Lodge will appeal to Mountaineers of every status from the Old
Timers who will enjoy the fireplace, and the views from the picture win-
dows, to the Mountaineer offspring who with shrieks and howls will patrol
the wild woods along the pipe line, and rid our property of all Indians.

A snowfall such as the younger generation had never seen prevented the
extensive use of The Lodge during the past winter months. As the wind whis-
tled icily through all the unfinished corners, The Lodge drew a blanket of
snow around her shoulders. On the hill side it was tucked in clear up to
the eaves.

But with the coming of spring, “Work Parties” put in an appearance, and
by strenuous efforts we were able to “put our best foot foremost,” in Septem-
ber, when we were hosts to the Convention of the Western Federation of Out-
door Clubs.

By stretching a bit here and there we housed 90 persons, while the Wash-
ington Alpine Club took care of the overflow. Did we mention how many
pitched their tents in the yard? Anyway, a feast with all the trimmings was
served by several of our Junior Mountaineer girls to 150 outdoor lovers.

In quick succession there followed the Campcrafters’ Reunion Banquet;
the Climbers’ Banquet; and on October 22-23 came the climax event, the
Dedication of Snoqualmie Lodge.

The Dedication brought out over 200 persons, of whom 70 were Old
Timers (before 1920). Two Real Old Timers, Alida J. Bigelow and W. Mon-
telius Price, charter members of the Mountaineers, were there. George Mac-
Gowan, master of ceremonies, introduced as speakers, T. Davis Castor, C. G.
Morrison, and Leo Gallagher, who outlined the story of the original planning
and construction of the Lodge.

L. A. Nelson, then gave the speech of dedication during which he called
upon his hearers to repeat after him : “We dedicate Snoqualmie Lodge to the
activities of the Mountaineers with the faith that it will be operated and

: : maintained in the true Mountaineer
spirit of service.”

The Mountaineer generations to
come will owe much to those who
have brought this building into be-
ing. Now, it is ours to use and en-
joy; for trail hiking and skiing; a
place to play and to climb; a place
where at night you will listen to the
whoosh of the snow sliding off the
roof.

New lodge fireplace built by Mr. Joe Appa.
Photo by Roy Snider
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MEANY Memoranda

By Craire Mock

IT was all a matter of pride and pocketbook—-you could uphold your pride
and save your pocketbook by hiking in like a true Mountaineer, or take the
train, and swallow your pride, at the same time unbalancing the budget. One
particular week-end, we were glad we had chosen the latter course. Three
stalwarts and their dates left Meany Hut Sunday night in a gathering snow-
storm. We will not recount their minor mishaps, but only say their feelings
did not run high when they reached the highway at long last only to find
the road closed. About ready to crawl into a snowdrift, to freeze and to die,
they managed to find enough strength to hie themselves to Snoqualmie Lodge,
there to await the reopening of the road. Unfortunately, it was opened the
next morning, so not too many classes were lost.

Many week-ends, about ten of us would take the train on Friday night.
We’d bring our dinner to eat on the train, and piping hot cocoa, prepared as
soon as we arrived, would fortify us against freezing in the dorms. We felt
like very good Samaritans when the crowd arrived Saturday mornings to find
a warm welcome ; and by warm we mean heat and hot water.

Mountaineers are most ingenious, but their ingenuity was taxed the week-
end the food did not arrive till Sunday noon. From staples on hand, about
40 people were served nutritious, if uninteresting meals—after all, there’s a
limit to what one can do with beans ; but then, needless to say, Sunday night
we really had a feast.

The heavy snowfall last winer was a mixed blessing. We’ll never complain
about too much snow, but maybe the ski tow boys felt differently. Many hours
were spent laboriously tunneling through thirty or more feet of snow to free
the rope and shives. While six or eight fellows worked on the tow, the rest of
us would pack the hill. Mountaineers are swell people! And then the fun
began. Beautiful snow, and a hill in fine shape, made =kiing this year the best
ever. Ski claszes were held and many novices were soon holding their own with
intermediates. The intermediate challenged the advanced skiers, and they in
turn, were outschussing the schussers. Each day found a skillful group prac-
ticing a tricky slalom course. The skill they developed was demonstrated by
their fine showing in many races.

Evenings at Meany were like a skier’s version of You Can’t Take It with
You. While some are still busy with K.P.; others are studying, bridge groups
form, a crowd shouts over a game of Pick Up Sticks, kibitzers knit, and many
a fastcap is turned out to flash down the hill a short time hence. The phono-
graph no longer plays miscellaneous records, folk tunes come to the fore.
Soon boots are discarded and the crowd of dancers increases, old steps are
taught to newcomers and new steps are learned by all.

Falling leaves indicate another ski season very soon. Time to make ready
our gear and prepare for the slopes. Besides, our tall stories are stale by now ;
another season will provide a fresh supply ; we can’t wait for it to arrive!
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Shuksan Arm

Photo by Dale Turner

Balker
Cabins
1949

By ANNaBeLLE MacDoucaLL

SNow’s DEEP, but you stagger on up Peanut Hill carrying skis, pack, and that
load of groceries. The snow stings your face and your eyes are shut most of
the time, but you keep plodding. Pretty soon you can see the light, so you
stumble down past Little America, stack the skis in the nearest snowbank and
slide down to the cabin. Friday night, and you’re all set for another Baker
week-end.

By jeep and truck and car they came to Baker cabins last year. Most week-
end nights you’d find the cabins full, with card playing Mountaineers, musical
Mountaineers, photographic Mountaineers, and even studious Mountaineers.
If the weather was good, you were apt to find a Spring brother taking pictures.
Hear a yodel up at Austin? It could be that expert, Walt Gonnason. Or if
you’d been walking near the cabins some night, you might have heard the
music makers with a wide assortment of instruments and an even wider assort-
ment of voices.

Baker has hills for everyone, places to go where you can see out to the
Strait, and there’s always the possibility that someday both the snow will be
good and the weather will clear up!

If you’re a beginner, there’s Peanut Hill and Heather Meadows. but if
you’re more advanced, you can go all the way up to Austin Hill for your
thrills. There are many places for skiers who like to go touring—Shuksan
Arm with acres of powder slopes, the Dome and Austin Pass, or Herman’s
Saddle, up behind Bagley Lake. There’s also Table Mountain, and a hair-
raising run down the Hourglass.

This year the Gates cabin has becen leased to provide for more Baker lovers
than ever before. With more room for activitics, a large fireplace, a view—
cven a bathtub—skiing at Baker promises to be unexcelled.

Big Day Ahead Photo by Dale Turner Who's doing the dishes? Photo by Dale Turrer
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STEVENS Skt Hut

Like THE typical shake-down cruise of a well-built craft, the 1948-1949 sea-
son for Stevens Ski Hut was one of fun, work, finding and correcting flaws,
and coping with “unusual” weather.

Completion of the hut ran a dead heat with the first snows, and we heaved
sighs of relief for the weather tight walls, the basement fuel supply, stove and
furnace, generator and sturdy annex. We continued to be thankful during
a winter of unprecedented snows, when, if we could get to the hut at all—
it was closed for three week-ends= in February while the highway was blocked
by alides—we had a snug base from which to enjoy a variety of slopes and
wonderful snow conditions.

The dedication party in December was a hilarious highlight of Moun-
taineer history. With Fitchie as principal “brain” behind the planning, Bob
Cram as incomparable M.C., and everyone in the house sharing in the stunts,
we spent an evening of continuous laughter, culminating in presentation of a
special gift to Walt Little, guiding spirit in the hut construction.

There were, of course, a few problems. Wide cracks in the rough ceiling-
floors let sawdust float down onto dining tables whenever anyone moved in
the dormitories  the kitchen corner was finally protected by tacking up strips
of cardboard cartons. The first few hours after the hut was opened for a week-
end were frigid, until Walt suggested covering the hatches to the dormitories,
and the furnace settled down to efficient heating of the living floor. Green
fuel was a continuing headache, especially when the hungry mob came in
from the hill: at dusk and breathed down the necks of the Commissary Com-
mittee members who were trying to cook dinner on a lukewarm stove.

But there were days of new powder =snow ; the thrill of riding to the top
of the T-Bar when Glacier Peak and its neighbors stood out in the clear air;
skiing off the Barrier or in the Bowl ; even the friendly slope of the baby hill
for beginners. Evenings brought their own fun—the indescribable mixed scent
of wood smoke, wet wool, frosty air, and good food ; knitting, bridge and
studying : the constant battle of Allais versus Arlberg, brought in from the

Breakfast
Photo by David M. Gardner

‘!f}:
&

|
Y N

—
Tt W=




slopes ; old friendships strengthened and new ones pleasantly begun. Some-
times romance was even given a helping hand.

During Christmas and spring vacation periods the hut stayed open, to the
delight of student skiers and the eventual exhaustion of temporary hut chair-
men. Throughout the season, committee members, headed by operating chair-
man Len Greenaway, did yeoman duty for the comfort and enjoyment of
the Mountaineer skiers.

As hut habituees scattered for the summer, committee members were plan-
ning, and fall work parties proceeded through superb weather under the
supervision of new Hut chairman, Ben Muzzey. Outside walls were made
truly weather-tight by battens over the siding, drainage ditches were im-
proved, and the yard was cleaned up. An ingenious chute to the garbage pit
was constructed. Inside, the lounge-kitchen-diningroom was dressed up by
Leo Gallagher’s gift of finished flooring and firbe-board tile ceiling. The room
was completed with walls of horizontal cedar panelling which set off Dave
Gardner’s impressive series of mountain photographs. A benefit party plus
numerous donations produced components for a high quality phonograph,
which Art MNation assembled at home and installed in the hut. The good music
and old time dancing at the work parties were only a suggestion of the fun
in store for the ski season.

Hot water in the kitchen, blue oil-cloth on the basement wwashroom count-
ers, a new drying rack near the furnace, and a fire ladder on the exterior
wall, have added comfort and safety to the building.

It’s still a small craft, Stevens Hut, but a snug one, with a devoted crew
and passengers. The crunch and sparkle of new snow, the thrill of a long
schuss, the tang of mountain air, the warm light from the windows as we
climb back to the hut after a day on the =lopes, are enough to keep us trav-
elling.

The Hut after dark.

Photo by David M. Gardner
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Mirror Lake at Indian Henry's, looking at Success Cleaver.

Photo by Marian Lundberg

Along the Trails

MARIAN LUNDBERG AND EVELYN MAcDoNALD

WiTH the weather giving us more than an even
break this year, some 700 people ventured forth
on the trails to find the fellowship of the crowd
as congenial as ever and the scenery unsurpassed.
A camera became a useful tool for taking pic-
tures instead of a knobbly weight to hold down a
lunchless pack on the way home.

The first trips were scheduled when our un-
usually wintry winter was still going full blast.
The Commonwealth Basin trip had to he can-
celled because of icy roads. Later in January we
made the short drive to Kenmore and the long
walk to Bothell along Lake Washington shoreline
to Denny Park and across Norway Hill. There
were several inches of snow to scrunch along on,
enough to find trails of tiny animals and birds.

Beehive Lookout, the middle of February, drew a mixture of hikers, snow-
shoers and skiers, some of those frustrated by impassable snow conditions
to ski areas. There was snow on the ground and in the air all the way, cut-
ting down visibility and making the job of lifting boots up and down a little
harder than u=ual. The quietness was as wonderful to the ear as the beauty
to the eye. Can you hear the soft sprinkle of snow all around, the swish of
the frozen pant legs of the fellow directly ahead, the dribble of a little creek
that hasn’t frozen yet, the crunch of the stepped-on snow, and the ncca-
sional grunt from someone who sank through the crust on the last step?

The end of February brought the trip to Lost Lake, near Granite Falls.
Snow was melting in patches herc and there from the beginning of the trip
and, as we climbed, it became denser until we were all falling through to
our hips at the softer spots. To be long-legged and heavy was a definite dis-
advantage, but everyone turned up at the top to cat lunch and bask in the
warm sun.

High Point Lookout, near Monroe, came next, and aside from losing a
car in a ditch along the way and the slight dampness of the day, we had a
fine trip. The car was pulled out from where it had slipped and both the regu-
lar group and the car extricators made the top, where we could study where
things ought to have been, out there in the mist. Bad weather again hindered
our trip, this time up Isssaquah Mountain. While the view from the top was
enveloped in fog, the hike was an enjoyable one.

The second Sunday in April proved to be an ideal day for the beach hike
to Kingston. Everyone found the woods beautiful in their early spring col-
oring and the beach fire a wonderful place to relax while eating lunch. En-
route to the Hope Island Cafe later in the month, Gavey took us around the
town of La Conner and gave us historical tidbits and a chance to work up
our appetites. From the smorgasbord, we loaded down our plate: with edible
tidbits, ones that would have pleased the fussiest gourmet.

The combined trip with Tacoma to the Tacoma prairies for the annual
Violet Walk was successful both for finding sunbeams and flowers. The weath-
er was just right for pictures of camas, calypso, violets and people. The next
week-end we joined the Campcrafters at Larabee State Park on the Chucka-
nut Drive for a hike high above Samish Bay.

Our first three-day week-end, over Memorial Day, found 76 people in a

43



caravan to Lake Chelan State Park. The main event was the all-day boat trip
up-lake, and what could beat the combination of fine weather and beautiful
scenery? The 71 who went nautical almost overtaxed the boat company’s
resources, but everyone made it both ways including the boats.

On the next trip, to Mount Margaret above Lake Keechelus, we found
the upper trail obscured by snow but with the help of bright colored crepe
paper tied to branches along the way, finding the way down was easy. There
was a fine view of the surrounding peaks from the top before the clouds
came, and by glissading on the way down, we reached the cars before the rain.

We started the Green Lake trip in the mist, hiked up the trail through
great trees wet with mist, and ate lunch surrounded by mist. It discouraged
most picture taking, but didn’t keep us from enjoying the deep, vivid green
of the lake, set in such a definite basin and ringed with trees of other shades
of green.

The three days over July 4 took us up the Little Wenatchee River to Lake
Creek campground. The advance party hiked to Kodak Peak Saturday and
the entire group went up Poe and Longfellow Peaks Sunday. The weather was
good, the view good, and the glissading (for some) good and wet. Neverthe-
less, the watermelon at campfire that evening hit the spot after the dry trip
down the trail.

The next Sunday took us to Longmire and up the trail to Eagle Peak. The
saddle at the foot of the peak was perfect for enjoying lunch and offered a
majestic view of Mt. Rainier and an opportunity to watch a party descending
from a summit climb.

We gave Merritt Lake another try this year and since the trail was free of
snow, it had no chance to hide. The sight of the deep blue lake was certainly
worth the trouble of finding it at last. Some of the more energetic climbed
Nason Ridge beyond the lake to view the Lake Wenatchee region beyond.
The beach called again in July and this time the trails led from Indianola into
the nearby countryside. Everyone enjoyed the coffee around the beachfire
when lunch time came and the ferry ride back to town later in the afternoon.

The middle of August found us on a sandy, open trail through a burn on
the way up to Shriner Peak Lookout. Rainier, Adams, and St. Helens were all
visible with merely the turn of one’s head. The return trip to the cars was
slowed down considerably by the abundance of huckleberries, blackberries
and strawberries that were getting ripe along the trail.

Next, Van Trump Park, above Longmire, brought out both climbers and
trail trippers. The weather was perfect for lapping up wonderful scenery with
the eye or with the camera, and the flowers were scattered in bright spots in
the meadows wherever one looked. Comet Falls was a wonderful attraction.

To help as hosts to the Western Federation Convention at Snoqualmie
over Labor Day, the Trail Trippers provided the guests with an opportunity
to sce Snow Lake and pick the huckleberries which were everywhere in abun-
dance. September 18, Joe Buswell was to lead us up to see the coloring on Mt.
Dickerman, but that Sunday found the area in the midst of the first fall rains.
The road near Big Four being impassable, Bear and Pinnacle Lakes became
the objective. The lakes had an enchanted look, shrouded by low clouds on
that gray, wet day. Luckily the trail was well covered, but was there a soul
that wasn’t wet through by the time we reached the cars? The next week we
had a good percentage of people from the previous week trying their luck on
the hike to Indian Henry’s along with Tacoma. Everyone was rewarded with
a perfectly cloudless day in which to hike, eat, and take pictures. Some of
those who scrambled up the peaks nearby were fortunate enough to sce a band
of mountain goats on the cliffs of Iron Mountain.

Trips to Pratt Lake and Beehive Lookout planned for October and No-
vember and the greens hike to Kitsap in December brought the year’s activi-
ties to a close. We’ll look forward to seeing you on new trails with us next year.
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Borrowed equipment, oversized boots, awkward pack—

o Ascent of
POPOCATEPETL

By Doris BarLcH

WHILE in Mexico with the American Youth Hostel this
summer our group set out to climb Popocatepetl, the
“Smoking Mountain.” With a height of 17,876 fect, the
volcano ranks as one of the highest peaks on the North
American Continent, and for beauty rivals our Rainier.

One of the first recorded ascents was made by Diego
de Ordaz, who took sulphur from the crater for Cortez in
1519. Since its last destructive eruption in 1802, many
have climbed the mountain. Native guides wrapped
climbers’ feet with cotton cloth, tough hide, and ropes to
give traction on the ice. Standard pieces of equipment in the early days were
straw mats for glissading, serapes for warmth, and sombreros with dark veils
for protection from the sun.

Our equipment was a little more modern. The Club de Exploracion of
Mexico City provided us with boots, ice axes, crampons, warm clothing, and
two of their members to act as guides.

There were eight of us attempting the climb. Win Arias, New York; Jay
Erickson and Bob Goller, Milwaukee ; Frieda Hammermeister, Pitisburg;
Carol Schwitkist, San Diego; Joe Savin, Detroit; Dwain Moorehouse, of Los
Angeles Sierra Club, and myself.

At five in the morning we left the village of Amecameca and traveled by
truck to the high ridge between Popocatepetl and Ixtaccihuatl. Since most of
our group had had no climbing experience, our route lay up the most traveled
northern face. Starting from well over 10,000 feet, we found our way smooth
and steep, first over grassy mounds, and then through deep volcanic ash which
gave under our feet like loose sand. We went up past Las Cruces, where wood-
en crosses told of loss of life on Popo, as the natives call the mountain.

After three hours of climbing in the sifting ash, Win and Dwain began to
feel the effects of the high altitude, and had to turn back. All of us noticed
dizziness, ringing of the ears, and nausea, but we were using the rest step and
managed to get along without too much trouble. The rest step amused our
Mexican guides, who apparently had not seen it before.

At about 15,000 feet we reached the ice field. Ropes were not being used,
though they well could have been used on this part of the ascent. In the cen-
ter of the ice field my right crampon snapped in two, and for a moment I was
thinking that there would be an extra cross at Las Cruces. After landing on
one of the other climbers, however, I was able to continue the climb with one
and a half crampons.

After the ice field, we climbed the snow cap of the mountain, and finally
stood on the northeastern rim of the volcano. This crag is known as Espinazo
del Diablo, or Spine of the Devil. The opposite rim was the rarely climbed
Pico Mayor.

As soon as we reached the crater rim, Much of the climb was made through shitting volcanic ash.
our guides surprised us with the climb- Photo by Doris Balch
er’s custom of their country. They em-
braced us, then took off their headgear
and knelt at another cross on the rim, to
give thanks for a successful climb. Be-
hind them, sulphur fumes and steam
rose from the 1,656 foot crater.

Looking north from the symmetrical
giant on which we stood, we could see




the rugged, non-volcanic Ixtaccthuatl, which is said to offer fine climbing.
It is 16,960 feet high, and the Indians say Popo is a warrior guarding Ixtac-
cihuatl, the “Sleeping Woman.”

Far to the east we could sce Orizaba, 18,564 feet. It is the highest peak in
Mexico, and called by the Aztecs ““Cital-tepetl,”” or “Star Mountain.”

Clouds had been gathering for the daily afternoon rain, so after a lunch
and thirty minutes spent resting on the summit, we began the descent. Two
hours later we were at the bottom after a successful climb. An eight hour
ascent is not the best record for Popo, but we made the top and left rio new
crosses on the Smoking Mountain. My advice is, don’t leave your climbing
equipment behind when you head for Mexico!

Mr. Rash

By Conrap O’BrIEN FFRENCH

There is no place for child or wife
In Mr. Rash’s hectic life.

For, his way is, so to speak :

The shortest to a mountain peak.

Work and puzzle, plan and plor;

It’s better thus, or is it not”
Crampons, knapsack, axe and rope,
Which way, what way, how to cope?

And should the season prove too late.
Hang the snow, he’ll climb on fate.
And if he falls, ’tis fate’s to blame,

The road, via folly, leads to fame.

And if not fame, then notoriety, /
With one dope less in our socicty . . . i
After a search and all the fuss, .'I

His epitaph will ’praps read thus: {

Exited this life with brevity, j{"
While testing out the laws of gravity. "4 ;



Camp near base of the Devils Paw. Photo by Ralph Widrig

North of The Taku

By Frep BECKEY

From ~NEAR the fringes of Taku Inlet and thelower Taku River to Atlin Lake
in northern British Columbia, and stretching along the International Boun-
dary to the vicinity of Skagway is the so-called Juneau Ice Field, perhaps the
fifth largest in Alaska. This long, wide, and amazingly flat ice plateau is of
interest to not only the glaciologist, but also to the climber and ski-moun-
taineer, in view of the maze of striking rock and ice summits that emerge from
the interlacing band of “icecap” glaciers.

Most prominent of these are the large rock massifs near the eastern peri-
phery of the icecap, just west of the Tulsekwe River and Glacier, centering
about 8384 foot Devils Paw, and its satellite, Michaels Sword, in area
roughly explored by Father Hubbard in the ’30s. The relatively low eleva-
tions of these peaks in comparison to some other Alaskan Coast Range areas
1s not to be taken lightly by the mountaineer, for not only is the relief rising
from the icecap often great, but conditions here approximate those of 11,000
feet in the Waddington area, and are possibly more severe than anything to
be encountered in the Alps or the United States. As spectacular rock climbing
challenges, the peaks in this area, along with those west of the Stikine, must
rank among the foremost in Alaska.

The lot of being the pioneer mountaineering expedition with serious in-
tent to scale the most regal peaks in this relatively unexplored area fell to
three club members : Ralph Widrig, Fred Melberg, and I ; along with Graham
Matthews of the H. M. C. and Fred Ayres of Portland. A perusal of aerial
photographs loaned by the Bureau of Mines and Resources of Canada al-
lowed us to plot a route from Twin Glacier Lake to our proposed camp at the
base of Michaels Sword, as well as plan summit routes.

Juneau skies cleared June 15 so Alaska Coastal Airlines made a 900 pound
free drop at the base of the “Sword,” with Widrig along to plot the camp
location and throw out the 32 bundles. On their return we clambered aboard
the Bellanca with our skis and traveling packs and were flown to the north
shore of the lake, the pilot skilfully landing amid a myriad of icebergs. Mag-
nificent sights of the icecap glaciers, particularly the Taku and its distribu-
tary, the Hole-in-the-'Wall, kept our noses glued to the windows and cameras
clicking. The sheer thrusting of the icecap peaks, well plastered with snow
from a two week storm spell, was a beautiful sight to behold, and at the
moment, a rather alarming one.

Isolation was complete once we had unloaded and helped turn the Bel-
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lanca, and only the cracking and grinding of the calving West Twin Glacier
as occasional seracs crashed into the water and formed bergs broke the after-
noon silence. By the time we had scrambled a mile up brushy cliffs we felt
the need of rest from mosquito bites, so a flv camp was quickly made. We had
barely left in the morning when Ayres, by most fortuitous chance, broke an
ankle while treading upon an insecure rock. To get a plane for help Matthews
and I crossed the glacier and in eight hours of very rough snow, swamp and
brush travel reached Taku Lodge. Soon a plane ferried us to the lake, and
in a few hours of arduous work we had Ayres at the water’s edge for transport
to Juneau.

Needless to say, such an unfortunate event was a tax on both the morale
and strength of the expedition, additionally so when cirrus thickened after
we had only a few hours sleep. To avoid the danger of a serious delay and
the possibility of our drop being covered by snow we left carly on the 17th
for “Harvard Basin,” at 4500 feet on the edge of the icecap, finding brush
and soft snow a great impediment to back packing. At last we could use skis,
these being worn the remaining nine miles under a stagnantly hot sun which
took the last bit of energy from cach of us. By the time we had pitched camp
and located most of the bundles we all felt recady to sleep for a solid week,
which we might well have done in view of the inclement weather that burst
that night. Between thrashings of first rain squalls and then snow we man-
aged to gather in the bundles and neatly arrange camp so that a minimum of
discomfort was experienced in moving from one tent to another, and to the
huge food pile, the amount of canned fruit contained therein making it ap-
pear to be anything but an alpine climbing ration.

Clearing weather on the 21st was a welcome respite, for we now had had
three long days of cach other’s witticisms, and the lone intellectual reference
brought by Matthews (Shakespeare’s Five Great Tragedies). Michaels
Sword, being so close at hand, naturally came to be our first mountaineering
interest, so after a mile ski trek to the cirque wall separating the “Sword” and
“Paw” we began an earnest assault on the 200 foot rock face in an effort to
reach the long and obviously difficult north ridge. After jabbing our valued
skis near the cirque wall Widrig scrambled across a schrund chasm to a niche
in the rock wall some twenty feet up.

Smooth granite proved difficult even with tennis shoes, so to protect an
awkward crawlacross a high angle slab he slammed in a piton. Exposure and
small holds were the order of the pitch, and with the protection of another
piton, Widrig reached a convenient ledge. I hauled up the packs eventually,
and Matthews came up with a load on a tension belay. Shifting one hundred
feet left, we worked up an eighty foot wall, nearly vertical, during which
Ralph placed iron for protection and once for momentary tension. More
cross mancuvering placed us on the ridge crest, thus to end the day’s work
due to an approaching warm front. After marking a cache with a cairn we
rappelled down the wall, leaving a fixed rope for a proposed grand assault.

Misty rains made every slope above 25° a potential slide hazard. One
day in particular we heard huge rock and snow avalanches thunder from the
face of Devils Paw on the average of every ten minutes. So when the 24th
showed promise of fair weather we dared only fare on a ski climb, our object
being a 7500 foot peak three miles east, it actually being the highest peak for
miles around except for the “Paw.”

Emperor Peak, as we dubbed this monarch of the “Twin Glacier Group,”
proved a most interesting roped ski ascent for Widrig, Matthews and me, a
maze of crevasses suggesting constant vigilance. Two hundred feet below the
knifed ice summit we encountered an unusually hard rain crust. We left our
skis and began hacking steps on the right side of a heavily corniced ridge.
Widrig and I took turns at this unexpected labor for four leads, the angle of
the slope being 55° much of the time. Fog shrouded what should have been a
magnificent summit view, but glimpses of the “Paw” and the Taku Towers
to the west were an acceptable reward.
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The ski run to the upper Twin Glacier was perhaps the best sport of the
trip, as over 2500 feet were descended with much frolic, despite the necessity
of roped precaution.

On ensuing days I made a ski reconnaissance to the north side of the
“Paw” and discovered what should be the most feasible and only safe summit
route. But much to our disgust conditions remained entirely impracticable
in our remaining time ; in fact the poor weather even made the airy “Sword”
ridge impossible because of the profuse fresh snow.

Roisterous times in the tent at Camp Mung, some of which developed
into varied far-fetched discussions and gentlemanly arguments, and some
promoted by Melberg for the sake of sharpening scholarly attitudes and rea-
soning, kept the hours of stormy weather unusually pleasant. This was also
aided by the order to eat beyond one’s normal capacity, for the versatile food
pile yet remained large.

On July 2 we retrieved the fixed rope between storms and the next night
skied to the lake over a fast crust after caching supplies for a later expedi-
tion. As planned, we were met by a river skiff from Taku Lodge, which
whisked us across the ice-strewn lake and through rapids to the Taku. Enjoy-
ing the cooking of professionals was truly a delight, as was sleeping in a real
bed. The power boat took us to Juneau in a few hours, thus ending a most
enjoyable, though unsuccessful climbing venture. We were happy to see
Ayres in town and learn his ankle was healing well.

Matthews and I flew to Yakutat immediately to join a Colossal Enter-
prises Expedition to Mounts Cook and Vancouver, enjoying a clear view of
the Fairweather Range en route. Hospitality extended by the C. A. A. for
housing and the Arctic Institute of North America through Walter Wood,
who took us for a flight over the Hubbard Glacier in the ski-wheel Norseman
piloted by Maurice King, were much appreciated. In several days the weather
permitted Cordova Air Service to fly us to Disenchantment Bay, where base
camp was set up on an island. To our chagrin we learned the troops had
been unable to get across the thick ice floes with their rubber boat, and had
found all approaches to Mounts Hubbard and Seattle impracticable, although
they had scaled an unnamed 9700 foot peak. It was decided best to return
to Juneau, then, via plane and the halibut boat with Captain Oscar Oberg.

Despite their being accustomed to creatures of the north, our mascot.
“Skag,” a malemute whom Putnam invariably passed off as a wolf, created
much comment from local citizens. In fact, it seemed well that we left again
for Twin Glacier Lake on the 14th of July, this time our shifting personnel
counting five: Bill Putnam, Harry King, Andy Griscom, David Michael
and myself.

The trek to Camp Mung, quickly “uncached,” was made in less than
twelve hours, skis again facilitating travel. The improvement in climbing con-
ditions was most remarkable : now snow was crusty and steep rocks were bare
of fresh snow. The evening of the 15th found Griscom and me making the
ascent of “Couloir Peak,” much of the ascent being up a steep, grooved ice
couloir in the freezing evening shadow. From the summit we had a fine view

Michaels Sword and the Devils Paw—distance, 10 miles. Photo by Ralph Widrig




of our proposed route on the “Sword,” and looked at Mt. Nelles and other
beckoning but distant peaks across the Canadian line. Of much interest was
the sight of an impounded lake near the edge of the great Tulsekwe Glacier,
which is said to cause annual floods in the lower valley, and which causes a
huge transverse wave in the glacier, a= shown by aerial photos.

We awaited our air drop with impatience, but as the 18th cleared from
a morning fog we dlspersed Putnam and Michael heading for the Horn
Peaks, Griscom remaining in camp, while King and I made off for the
“Sword.”The former found the Horn Peaks not to their liking in view of the
little equipment we yet had, so visited Marcus and other personnel of the Re-
search Project camp, all of whom welcomed our arrival.

Other members of their party were setting up a camp near ours as King
and I left for the west side of the north ridge. Here we found a “shortcut”
to the north ridge which eliminated the cirque wall ascent and several ridge
steps. Almost 1000 feet of well broken rock enabled us to reach a very exposed
and narrow ridge some 600 feet below the summit. A short step proved a bit
delicate ; then King led around a snow schrund to the base of what we called
the “first gendarme.” Here the ridge became so steep and narrow. and so
devoid of holds, that the thought of giving up the climb became an annoying
possibility. I tried a traverse to the west, but the holds were poor and the route
above the gendarme looked absolutely hopeless. We worked to the east, and
after King had a good piton anchor I squirmed up an overhanging crack that
proved very difficult. Disappearing around a corner, I located a belay spot
from which the route still appeared dubious. An exploratory climb to the
right got me into trouble, so I worked to the left around a blind corner, find-
ing some holds on a shady, vertical wall. The route required piton protection
here, and on the next lead, when I worked up to an 80 foot crack to the notch.
Subsequent leads were difficult and alway= very exposed, as we had to avoid
the crests of the second and third gendarmes by way of the very airy east face,
but the flush of victory could not be denied us. As we built a six foot summit
cairn we yodeled at ski-trooping members of the Research party. Amid our
rappelling procedure we heard and soon saw the Norsemen making its air
drop at Camp Mung, not realizing it was poorly scattered for miles.

I helped push a camp to the north side of the “Paw” at 5,000 feet, and on
the 22nd Putnam, Griscom, and Michael climbed through many difficult
crevasses to the north col. On the next day the final ascent was completed
via the steep northeast ridge, the crux being a fifth class rock wall led by
Griscom and some difficult step chopping by Putnam on an ice face annexed
to a bergschrund. It was after midnight that the trio worked its way down
the great face to the temporary camp to be greeted by the howling dog.

In the meantime King and I skied to the Horn Peaks and spent the day
in pursuit of scaling their highest peak, namely the “Antler.” A very steep
and loose snow gully, and later a fifth class rock face gave us eerie moments.
The upper west wall of the summit was of excellent diabase rock, and in four
leads, during which I placed several safety pitons, the summit was reached.

We passed by and set up the camp of the Research party, fallen in by
ablation, and on the 23rd scaled the beautiful granite massif four miles west
known as “Organ Pipe.” Route finding was a major problem; finally we
worked up a series of hopeless-looking granite cracks. King had the leading
honors, placing pitons for protection on the bad leads, and once using tension
to overcome a holdless block.

After this spectacular and exciting ascent time was running short, for we
had conquered the best peaks in the eastern half of the icecap, and we were
due to begin the 40 mile ski traverse on the 26th. Led by Skag we toted §0
pound loads 12 miles that day to camp on the Taku Glacier. Fog and rain
tented us two days, so we visited the nearby Research camp, where we spent
time nailing boards on their house. and were surprised to zee such luxuries
as watermelon and hand lotion on deck.

We steered across the Taku on the 29th by azimuth and on the next day
cleared many miles across an unnamed ice plateau west of the Taku Towers
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Face of the Devils Paw. Photo by Ralph Widrig

and down the upper Mendenhall Glacier, where it was a joy to have skis. En
route Griscom and Michael climbed “Sapphire Spire,” and I climbed “Flower
Tower” with Grizcom while the others went ahead to lay a track before an
approaching storm clouded the route. The latter peak had a very steep snow
slope as well as an exposed summit scramble.

The snout of the Mendenhall, a popular tourist landmark, was reached
only after a gruelling day’s struggle with crevasses, ice falls, and wet brush in
a downpour. Ours was a sad story; rain had soaked us the previous night,
mists made it impossible to find the easiest route, and we had to rope up, use
crampons, and chop steps on more than one occasion on our 12 hour grind
with heavy loads. But some semblance of happiness emanated from our mis-
erably wet condition as we hit civilization, for perseverence had enabled us
to climb the most cherished mountaineering objectives on the icecap and to
make the first traverse from the edge of the Tulsekwe to the Mendenhall.

I Memoriam

ELTON C. WILSON
FLOYD HARBECK

MRS. WILLIAM OSBORNE
MARGARET CARSTAIRS
EDITH PAGE BENNETT
ELSIE VAN NUYS
MYRTLE CULMER BARRY

N—
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lce practice on Nisqually Glacier
Edith Goodman, above; Bob Al-
brecht, in crevasse.

Photo by Ralph Jackson

THE YEAR IN
Tacoma

By Norma Jupp

CommonN chatter has it that Tacoma Mountaineer activity whirled dizzily
this past year under the able leadership of our President, Floyd Raver, his
co-officers, and most efficient board. There have been work parties and work
parties. Irish Cabin has a new kitchen, new from the bottom up, and Al Kelly,
the chairman, says—*“Watch for more.”

Aches and pains and linimented muscles have been the order of the day
for a large number of new climbers corraled by our Membership Chairman
Frances Goodman, better known to us as “Mom,” and taught to walk by her
husband Keith whom we call “Pa.” Now Pa Goodman has been known as
Chairman of Local Walks both this past year and the one before, and it was
Pa and his committee who planned and scouted fourteen trail trips having
a total attendance of 303 members and guests.

Our veteran mountaineer, Tom Dodge, appointed as Chairman of the
Special Outings Committee, scheduled four outings adapted to all ages, inter-
ests, shapes, and abilities. These were two or three day trips; one to Alex-
ander’s by the Sea at Ocean City over a very cold and slippery New Years’,
one on Memorial Day week-end to Longmire, one on July 4th holiday to
Baker Lake, and the fourth over Labor Day to Goat Rocks.

Along came Ed LaChapelle whose duty as Chairman of the Climbing
Committee was not only to help Pa Goodman’s neophytes to higher altitudes,
but to see that all of us had a little training and experience beforehand. In
two very extensive courses we learned a lot of things we’d never had of be-
fore. Of course most of us are still somewhat awkward and clumsy, but Ed
crows about six who did climb 24 Irish Cabin Peaks, and five others who
completed their six Majors. The committee project for production of training

Tacoma Mountaineer Salmon
Roast, October 2. 108 were
served.

Photo by Floyd Raver




films made slow progress yet a complete scenario for two films, Rock and Ice,
has been prepared.

You have heard of our dyed in the wool snow shoers, have you not?
Sh-h-h !—This year they were changed into ardent followers of the old slats
technique, “Get back on your feet.” Gene Scott and her Ski Committee did
it. There were two one-day trips and one week-end trip each month and a
monthly meeting too, devoted to exercises for conditioning unwilling muscles,
exhibitions and discussions of ski equipment, and movies, even our own local
yokel shots.

Long time quietly detested picture snappers came into their own this year.
Ralph Jackson, Photographic Chairman, arranged monthly work shops with
the result that even the leaders of climbs have begun to tote tripods, ctc.

Music lovers abound. For the sixth year of recordings, Ethel Dodge cre-
ated an astounding enthusiasm and decidedly bulging attendance.

On the Five Mile Drive of Point Defiance Park there stands a Douglas
Fir Tree about 400 years old, 24 feet in circumference and 220 feet tall, here-
tofore not visible to the public. Due to the efforts of Carl Heaton it now
draws hundreds of visitors and bears a handsomely hand carved plaque done
by our own Ruth Corbit. Carl Heaton is a member of Tacoma’s newest com-
mittee, born this year, devoted to conservation, and ably chairmaned by Leo
Gallagher.

Our overnight fall trip to Grapeview on The Gallant Lady, managed this
year by Dorothy Newcomer, has become so popular we fear one of these days
it will sink the ship. There was the Annual Salmon Roast too, a colossal event
handled by Jordan Brown, and those many, many responsibilities shouldered
by Jean Fuller as Chairman of the Social Committee : the Thanksgiving Tur-
key Dinner at Irish Cabin, a gay Christmas party, the Annual Fair in Budil’s
woodsy gardens, and the Annual Banquet at The Top o’ The Ocean.

THE YEAR IN Everett

By Nama RATLIFF

IT HAs BEEN a year now since you have heard of our activities up here in
Everett. And contrary to any rumors you may have heard, we are still climb-
ing up in the hills in spite of the three broken legs among our active mem-
bers. Everett does have a reputation for being a pretty rugged group, you
know.

Last October, we, with the rest of the Mountaineers, cancelled all our
activities in order to help as much as we could with the cabins at Snoqualmie
and Stevens. However, as November arrived we felt the need of an outing
and took a trip up our old standby, Mt. Pilchuck. Blessed we were, too. The
weather was extraordinarily lovely, and the new snow made the trip an ex-
cursion into paradise. As we approached the summit, it was with somewhat
the same feeling that one must have when entering Shangri-la. The beauty of
the scene with the bright sunlight and the sparkling quality of the icicles and
the snow was unforgettable.

Every year after Thanksgiving it is our custom to hold our annual dinner,
and it seems to be becoming the custom to hold it in the picturesque dining
hall at Weyerhaeuser Mill B. The good food served by the management
could have something to do with that. For two years we have been fortunate
enough to have Russell and Marjorie Day give us a resumé of their hostel trips
to Europe. This year Marjorie’s charming talk and Russell’s particularly
beautiful pictures made us all wish we could go right down and buy a ticket.

The Happy Annens were our hosts for a week-end at Mission Beach in
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February. Among the activities were dancing, pictures, a walk ou the beach,
and a story telling contest. The story telling may have brought out the super
whopper liars of our membership, but you can still depend on the authen-
ticity of MOST of our exploits.

Just to prove that women’s suffrage was no idle rumor, Everett unit elected
a female chairman for the past year, Adelsa Doph. She instituted regularly
scheduled monthly meetings with a program of speakers, pictures, and re-
freshments. It could have been Vivian Widmer’s refreshments, or then it
might have been Lolita Jones’ programs, but the meetings were especially
well attended. Walter Gonnason gave his talk and pictures on the Mt. Mc-
Kinley climb sending the refreshment committee into a pink tizzie when twice
as many people as expected appeared. A special meeting worthy of note pre-
sented Celia Hunter and Ginny Hill who had spent a year in Europe attend-
ing school and touring by bicycle. Other leading lights this year were: C. S.
Jones, treasurer ; Louise Lawrence, secretary ; Bill Anderson, trustec.

One rather interesting experience was when a normally simple trip be-
came quite hazardous due to unusual snow conditions during the month of
March. It was more with a hope for practice than any premonition for need
that ropes were carried up Mt. Si. The day was one of those peek-a-boo days
when the sun appears to be replaced a moment later by clouds, and vice-
versa. However, as the party neared the Haystack, it became apparent that
ropes would be a welcome safety measure. The soft snow on top of icy rock
was bad enough but a raging blizzard continued all through the Haystack
ascent and descent, and as might be expected, the sun came out beautifully
when the party had completed the descent.

All mountaincering activities were harassed this year by the results of our
“unusual” winter. It caused a number of cancellations or changes in our
planned program (June was our fatal month). One of our first and better
attended climbs was in April up Sauk Mountain near Rockport. This trip,
along with others, was slowed considerably by soft and decp snow. During
the same month some of the less active members enjoyed a very pleasant Sun-
day in the Big Lake area up Devil Mountain. In May came two popular
trips : one, up Rock Mountain in the Stevens Pass area for an easy climb, and
another, a rugged climb up Whitehorse. An August event introduced a new
arca to us. In the Tomyhoi country, the trip up Red Mountain was one that
must be made again as it is indeed worthy of further exploration. September
brought a repeat trip up Ruth. This area is so lovely that we could shout
about it from the housetops. The year ended with a climb up Persis with the
last 2500 feet above the clouds (always suspected we were angels.)

Along with firecrackers and the 4th of July was Everett’s third attempt
on successive years to climb Mt. Baker. The two previous years the climb
had to be abandoned because of adverse weather conditions. So, believe in
black cats, shattered mirrors, or not. the third time was the charm. Ideal
weather conditions, a grand group of climbers will make it a trip to be re-
called with pleasure.

Altogether our year was full of activity of one kind or another. Perhaps
our numbers are few but there is atomic energy in the air up this way. And
we are, no doubt, just as happy. as if we had good sense.

5+



Noles. ..

Photo by Ira Spring

The Chisel.
First Ascent of The Chisel

The Chisel is the most prominent of the
rock towers east of the trail to Nada Lake,
in the Cashmere Crags. This climbing
problem attracted the attention of Joe
Hieb, Pete Schoening, and Fred Beckey on
May 21, when they assaulted the north
wall. Other faces were not only overhang-
ing, but crackless.

The dubious “route” is difficult only on
the last 90 feet, but the problems encoun-
tered here took over four hours to solve.
From a convenient ledge the route runs
up a block to an overhang, which is cir-
cumvented by a diagonal fissure. Smooth
walls force the use of four pitons for aid ;
then hope for finishing the last forty feet
without expansion bolts faded as each of
the climbers took turns in attempting to
work up the vertical wall via a quicker
method. Flawless rock was scaled through
the use of several bolts and more pitons
for direct aid. Fifteen feet beneath the
scant summit, cracks ran out once more,
but several heavenly “gift” cling holds ap-

&0

O

peared that enabled the leader to work
into a narrow crack that extended to the
flat summit, and which fortunately sup-
ported special angle pitons.

This climb, as well as experiments, has
shown that contraction bolts, or Rawl-
drives, fitting a three-eighths inch hole,
are safer and easier to use than expansion
bolts. A new type of twist drill, fitted into
a home-made sleeve, enables a practiced
climber to finish a one inch hole in less
than eight minutes, even under trying po-
sitions.

*
First Ascent of The Shrew and
Monkey's Head

The Shrew, a spire in the Cashmere
Crags north of The Mole, was climbed
over the Memorial Day week-end by Pete
Schoening and Dick Widrig. Fourth class
cracks for several hundred feet on the
west face proved the key to the ascent.

Just between The Shrew and The Block-
house is The Monkey’s Head, reached via
an exposed traverse from the north side
of the former. The ascent, made by the
same party, involves a sixth class pitch
up an overhanging nose; several fourth
class leads finish the ascent via a polished
south slab.

* *

* * *

First Ascent of The Dagger
This pinnacle, near The Chisel, proved
disappointingly abbreviated, although it
had one short piton pitch. The ascent was
made in September by Joe Heib, William
Fix, Graham Matthews, and Fred Beckey.
—Fred Beckey.

* *

New Climbing Movies

Two movies on rock climbing were
filmed this spring. One, taken in Tum-
water Canyon, will feature safety tech-
niques used on difficult ascents ; the other
records the ascent of Lighthouse Tower,
involving numerous types of specialized
techniques.

*

* * *

Success Cleaver as a Climbing Route

For a climber who wants to know Mount
Rainier from many points of view, the
relatively unused route up Success Cleav-
er affords an interesting perspective. Al-
though the route is climbed only occasion-
ally, it poses no greater problems of tech-
nical difficulty than does the well beaten
path up the Emmons Glacier. The chief
problem to meet in this ascent is proper
timing, as the climb is a long one, start-
ing from 3100 feet. This year a group of
climbers tried to overcome this disadvan-
tage of the low starting elevation by be-
ginning their climb at Paradise and con-
touring over to the Cleaver across the
Van Trump, Kautz and Success Glaciers,
but found this was a more time-consum-
ing route than going straight up from
Tahoma Creek through Indian Henry’s
Hunting Ground.

High camp can be made at around 10,-
300 feet where the Cleaver begins to
merge into the general face of the moun-
tain. Above this point, the route leads



through pumice gullies and cliffs to the
top, with no unusual difficulties except
that if the party plans to return the same
way, they should thoroughly mark the
way, as it is easy to come down a wrong
gully, and miss the main spur of the
Cleaver entirely. The best climbing time
for Success Cleaver is in June or carly
July, as the intermittent snowficlds make
the climb speedier, easier, and more pleas-
ant, particularly on the return. Later on
in the year when the snow has melted, the
climb can be quite exhausting because of
travel through pumice and debris which
does not give secure footing, but slides
with each step. The whole trip can be
made on a two-day wecek-end, although
because of the longer approach, allowing
for a third day would be of good advan-
tage for the average climbing team.—
Marian Long.

*

* *

In-September, the Mountainecr Bridge
Group commenced its fifth year of con-
tract bridge at the Clubrooms. The num-
ber participating has varied from two to
seven tables. The group meets at 8 p.m.
on the first Wednesday and third Thurs-
day of each month, or as noted in the bul-
letin. All members and friends are cor-
dially invited to attend, whether they are
beginners or experts.

* * *

Foldboating

The little group of foldboat enthusi-
asts in the Mountaineers is growing slowly
and stecadily. The radius of their activities
and number of trips though, is increas-
ing by leaps and bounds. The rivers of
Washington offer a fertile ficld for ex-
ploration and adventure. Akin to skiing
in many ways, foldboating in the Pacific
Northwest is in a stage of development
reached by skiing 30 years ago. Tt is real
honest-to-goodness pioneering. There are
no maps showing navigable river stretches,
boulders, rapids or dams, and virtually no
literature since H. W. Higman’s article in
“Foldboat Holiday” 10 years ago.

We move—as the skier does—swiftly,
not by motor power but the law of gravity.
Natural obstacles lurk behind many river

Photo by Rcger Freeman

bends. Shallow draft, casy mancuverabil-
ity and resilience of structure and hull en-
able us to negotiate many strcams closed
to other river craft. Yet, quite often we
have to trust our luck and skill to get us
by safely. They usually do. Those who
saw Cary Grant’s and Ann Sheridan’s
struggle to keep from going over the dam
in “I Was a Male War Bride” may ap-
preciate how we felt when we blissfully
all but sailed over the Yakima River dam
above Ellensburg. Unfortunately there
was no movie camera handy to immortal-
ize our desperate struggle.

The Yakima from Cle Elum down has
become one of the most popular rivers.
It always carries enough water, is swift
and interesting without being difficult,
and cnjoys more sunshine than the west
side of the Cascades. Nine boats partici-
pated in our trip July 16th. The occu-
pants of three boats entertained the rest
of the party by capsizing—without any
bad effects beyond a gentle ribbing. The
“haystacks,” high waves farther down
near Thorp, are one of the most cxciting
parts of the river.

The Skagit, Washington’s biggest river
next to the Columbia, attracted a large
group the end of July. It is an casy river
from Bacon Creek down, with the pictur-
esque glaciers and rocky crags of the El-
Dorado group in the background.

Mountaineers own 12 out of a total of
about 30 foldboats in the Seattle area.
They ran the following rivers this year:

Yakima from Cle Elum to Roza Dam.

Sauk from Darrington to mouth.

Stillaguamish, North
Fork from Oso to Arling-
ton.

Stillaguamish, South
Fork from Granite Falls
to Camano Island.

Skykomish from above
Goldbar.

Snoqualmie, South Fork
from Falls to Duvall.

Tolt, from 10 miles
above Carnation to its
mouth.

Sammamish from Lake

Yakima River Rapids

Photo by Roger Freeman

Foldboaii@ in the Yakima River Canyn.



Sammamish to Lake Washington.

Spokane from Coeur d’Alene Lake to
Spokane.

Green River from Flaming Gevser Park
down.

Carbon and Puyallup Rivers from near
Orting to Sumner.

Nisqually from McKenna to Sound.

Lower Hoh.

Fold boats were also used on Lake Wash-
ington, Puget Sound, Howe Sound and in
the San Juan Islands.—Roger A. Free-

man.
* * *

Operation Foldboat

The Fourth of July found six Moun-
taineers travelling north to Howe Sound,
near Vancouver, B.C. Deserting the moun-
tains temporarily, we headed for the wa-
ter, exploring a new Mountaineer activ-
ity—foldboating.

Because of camping difficulties, we
didn’t embark from our starting place,
Horseshoe Bay, until Sunday morning, be-
ginning our eleven mile paddle up the
Sound. Ours was strictly a paddling op-
eration, although many foldboating opera-
tions are carried out in streams.

It’s surprising though, how fast one
does pick up the knack of paddling a fold-
boat, for we hadn’t been at it more than
an hour before we had eased ourselves
into the rhythm. But we were glad to
know that we had Ken Smith’s little “egg
beater” motor to pull us when we got
tired.

When  afternoon came, a good wind
blew up from behind, so two of the fold-
boats rigged up sails from G. I. tarps and
flew down the Sound, leaving the third
boat far behind.

By the time evening came, we had
grown a little weary from our vigorous
day paddling up the fjord-like Sound and
decided to camp for the night. We found
the only possible camp set on the steep
side of the Sound in a series of ledges.
With a little work, we produced a semi-
comfortable camp which gave us a beau-
tiful view of the surrounding mountains,
including Garibaldi and the Black Tusk.

Monday morning dawned bright, crisp,
and beautiful, and, knowing that we must
be back in Seattle again that evening, we
left our hillside home fairly early in the
morning for Horseshoe Bay. Strong winds
slowed us down quite a bit. As the morn-
ing progressed, the two boats with Ken
Smith, Bill Brockman; Mary Jane Mon-
roe and Herb Flatow were close together.
Both giving cach a race, pulling strongly
against tidal currents and choppy waves.
Ken Smith insists he put Bill Brockman
in his boat (keeping my boat ahead), so
that he wouldn’t have to paddle so hard.
The third boat, paddled by Shirley Raine
and Dayrell Bate, meantime had disap-
peared far behind. This worried us; time
was growing short.

We didn’t realize what a battle we
would have in the final stretch until we
approached the entrance of Horseshoe
Bay, and with aching arms and hands,
strained ourselves for the final pull to
land. Battling the last huge swells and
wind for more than two hours, we arrived
in the quiet waters of Horseshoe Bay lit-
erally exhausted.

Having been worried about our two dis-
tant paddlers, we noticed with curiosity
a familiar boat and two very familiar peo-
ple on shore. Yes, therc were Shirley and
Dayrell, lounging peacefully on the beach,
waiting for us. They had thumbed a ride
into the harbor on a cabin cruiser, passing
us when we were quite unaware of them,
some two or three hours before!

Summarizing the trip from the stand-
point of Mountaineer interest, there is a
definite challenge in the sport of fold-
boating. This trip has opened up many
possibilities for future exciting trips on
large inland waterways, especially trips
where such devices as small motors or
sails. as we rigged, can be used.

To anyone interested, foldboating is
packed full of sport and enjoyment. Why
not try it with us next year —“How
sound ?”’

(Refer to last year’s annual for descrip-
tive details of these most versatile and
utilitarian of small craft.)

—Mary Jane Monroe.

2400 MILES FROM HOME

{Continued from page 17)

Lower campground at Paradise Valley at the foot of Mt. Rainier. The tre-
mendous glaciers and ice cliffs of the Kautz route on Mt. Rainier loomed
immediately above.

We were a bit bewildered at first by newspaper releases crediting us with
a diet of pie and ice cream and carrying tons of climbing equipment up the
mountains, but we gradually became accustomed to the spectacular in moun-
tains, scenery and publicity. We were treated with the utmost courtesy at all
times and are especially thankful for the fine cooperation of Mary and Lloyd
Anderson, Bill Elfendahl and Burge Bickford of the Seattle Mountaineers.

As director of the past ten Jowa Mountaineer summer outings I cannot
help but compare past outings from the standpoint of accomplishment and
over-all satisfaction. The 1949 Washington Outing must rank with the best.
The peaks are tremendous, the scenery extremely colorful, and the oppor-
tunity for all-around mountaineering training exceptionally good.
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43rd SUMMER OUTING—BUCK CREEK PASS—GLACIER PEAK AREA
August 6th to 21zt, 1949

1949 Outing Committee Packer
_— . 3ob Nicholson
William Degenhardt, Chairman Baker
Rick Mack, Commissary Paul Hibert
Albert Bogdan, Commissary Camp Assistants
John Carter, Climbing Harry Hagen Jerry O'Leary
Betty Schreiner, Secretary ° Howard Hiilch(-(-)('k :

MEMBERS AND PEAKS CLIMBED

Appalachian Mountain Club sSpring, Ira, 1-4-8
> 3% . . . o_a_= spring, Patricia, 1-4-8
e fod. Moe=iean. Fete St. Aubin, Earl, 1-1-5-9
Peabody, Dean .Jr., 1-2-3-5 Stemke, Mary, 1-3-
Uhlmann, Paul Iv., 1-2-5

Everett Mountaineers \Walsh, Ellen, 1-:
Inez Easton, 1-1-5-7% Wegener, Alice, 1-

\Wegener, Helen,
Wiseman, PPaul W..

Seattle] Mountaineens V'an Patton, John, 5-7

Avann, Sherwin P 1-4-5-
Bogdan, Albert. 1-4-5-6-8 Sierra Club
6-8

Bogdan, John, 2-3-4-5- = . o
Brandom, Jerry, 1-2-1 Hurst, Valerie, 1-3-3
Brandon, Floyd B., 1-2-3-4-5-8 .

Carkeek, A. P.. 2-1-5-8 Tacoma Mountaineers
Carter. John, 1-4-5-6-8 Corbit, Mrs. Fred AL 1-2-5
Coleman, Linda. 1 Corhit, I'red A., 1-2-5
Cosgrove, Dorothy, 1-2-3-5-6-7-§ I'ries, Mary, 2-3

Daly, Wilfred V., 1-4-5-7 fyallagher, Betty, 3-4
])e;renhdldt W l"'dln 2-3-14-6-8 Gallagher, .loe, 1-2-1
Fenton, IFred A.. 1-3-5 (iallagher, Katherine. 1-3
Ifullmer, Duane, 1-4-5-8 Gallagher, T.eo, 2-3-1-5

I urry, .\Llhel 1-3 (iallagher, Theresa, 3
Grimes, Cornelius, { arner, Clarence, 1-3

Hagen, Harry, 1-7% Hairgrove, Dorothy
Hagen, Maxine, 3-- Hand, .Amos

Hudson, A. H., Heaton, C. E.
Hudson, Helen, Kizer, R. 1.

Jirucha, Tes. 1-2-1- Pollock. Robert, 1-2-5

Johnson, Vallie, 1-6 Wislicenus, Druni, 1-1-3
Johnston, Elizabeth, 1-2-3
Mack, Rick, 1-5 Washingten Alpine Club

Matson, Charles, 2-3-1-5-7
Mikesell, Jeannette, 1-2-3
Mittun, C. A., 1-2-3-4-(-7%

Sperlin, Robert, 1-1-5-6-7%-§

Myers, Ellen, 1-2-3 Legend of Peaks

Nicholson, Bob 1—Liberty Cap

Osgood, Anne L., 1-2-3-1-5-8 2—Helmet Butte

Ochsner, Louis, 1-2-3-5-7-8 3—Ilower Dome

Ripley, Jean, 1-2-3-5 +—Glacier Peak

Ross. Virginia, 1-2-5 5—DPlummer

Russell, Mary Ellen, 1 t—Sitting 3ull, South I'eak
Schiessl, Herbert, 1-1-6 7—North Star

Schreiner, Detty, 1-2-3-4-6 S—-Chiwawa

*Those climbs of North Star marked with asterisk indicate climihs to the false summit
where a4 Mountaineer register is located. the others climbed to the main summit.

Glacier Peak Irom
Mirror Lake.

Photo by Ira Spring




The Mountaineers, Inc.
Seattle, Washington

Seattle, Washington, November 19, 1949

T have examined the books of the Treasurer of The Mountaineers, the Secretary, and
the committees and find that they nre in good order. Properly authorized vouchers ac-
companied disbursements, all cash receipts were accounted for, and the bank accounts
and bonds were in existence as reported. The financial reports were in good order and
give a representation of the present financial condition of the club.

ROLAND SHIERMAN, Auditor.

SEATTLE UNIT

Income and Expense Statement for Year Ending October 31, 1949

INCOME
Dues
Seattle
Tacoma .
Less allocation to Tacoma

Everett
Less Allocation to Everett...

Less allocations to publications

Initiation Fees
Less allocation to branches...

Publications
Allocation of dues..
Cost of annual, 19-8.
Less advertising income

Cost of monthly bulletins...

Less sale of publications..... ...
Net cost of publications

Deficit of allotted dues over COSt...

Committee Operations
Fxcess of income over expenses

Campcerafters
Climbers
Dance
Players ...
Stevens Pass Ski Hut
Summer Outing .....
Trail Trips..

Excess of expense over income

Banguet
Kitsap
Mt. Baker Cabins

Meany Ski Hut .
Ski

Snogualmie Lodge .

Other Income
Interest ...
Crisler Movies

Total Income

EXPENSES
General Expenses

Salaries
Rentals ..
Telephone
Insurance
Stamped envelopes
Federation dues..
Social security taxes..
Election expense
Heat and light...............
Clubroom maintenance.
Emblems and pins
IFilm
Safety Committee ..................
Miscellaneous

Depreciation ...,

Total Expenses
NET LOSS......

$5,514.35

% 716.40

251.00 165.-10
262.90

54.00 208.90

$6,188.65

2,478.00

$ 800.50

61.00

$2,178.00
$1,903.17
117.39
$1,485.78
1,814.18
$3,329.96
96.90

3.233.06
~$ 36.50
101.53
334.34
375.19
203.78
-188.22
56.58

$1,596.14
3 1.53
204.83
19.87
207.40
162.7

33.61 662.94

$1,510.50

1,200.00

18.88

339.85

29299

30.00

66.36

30.48

192.58

223.58

123.17

160.04

178.52

92.61

$3.710.65

739.50

(755.06)

933.20

286.07
83.10

$4,489.56
1,566.38

$4.997.46

$6,055.94
$1,058.48



BALANCE SHEET AS OF OCTOBER 31, 1949

ASSETS
Current Assets
Caxh in checking accounts
Building FFund......
General IFund
Meany Ski Hut..
Summer Outing

Savings accounts in Washington Mutual

Building und
Reserve IFund.

Investments
Permanent Fund, U. S. Bonds
General IFund, U. S. Bonds......
Seymour Saddle Horse Kund
Savings account......
Bond

Buildings and Equipment

599.56  § 3.577.26

2,576.12

5.000.00
1.000.00
& 235.77

. 1,000.00 p Ok

e
W
o
)
-1

Allow for

Recorded Depre-

Kitsap Cabin ... S -

Meany Ski Hut.....
Snoqualmie Lodge
Stevens Ski Hut...
Clubroom [Furniture and k
Libravyl o.c....co...combid.oeoeeem
Motion Picture Equipment
Equipment

Snoqualmie Pass Land
Climbers’ Notebooks

Total Assets

LIABILITIES AND SURPLUS

Liabilities
Tacoma and Everett share of dues

Surplus
Capital Surplus
Permanent IFfund Surplus
Seynour Fund....
Building Fund .....
Rescue FFund
I'ree Surplus....

Total Liabilities and Surplus

ciation Net
3 168,101
2,007.12
7.602.55
2,209.20
623.57
£519.23
133.76
31340 S13.81
F9,615.51 $15,037.61

- $16,137.64
5.000.00
1,235.77

103.85
50.00
6,401.29

F6,153.3%8

15,037.64
1,100.00
0.76

9.597.55

366.0n

FINANCIAL STATEMENT OF TACOMA MOUNTAINEERS INC.

October 1, 1948 to October 1, 1949

RECEIPTS
Membership Refund from Seattle..
Social Committee ............
Interest on United States War DBonds....
Return Premium on Irish Cabin Insurance.
Ifox Island Committee Dalance......

Credit on return of climbing class training film

Irish Cabin Committee....
Climbing Committee -
Ski Committee
Special Outings Committee
Annual Mountaineer Fair.
Donations to Irish Cabin Fund
Budils
Inez Kilmer.

DISBURSEMENTS
Social Committee .......
Membership Committee
Climbing Committee ........
Ski Committee.... ... "
Irish Cabin Committee...............
Photographic Committee
Safekeeping of DBonds.... ..
Treasurer’'s Bond
Envelopes and Stationery
Postage for Nominating Conmittee...

ASSETS
Cash in Bank of California........

Cash in United States Mutual Savings Bank..
IFfunds Retained by l.ocal Wialks Committee..

Two $500.00 Series G Wuar Bonds..
Property: Irish Cabin Land...
Trish Cabin Furniture and Fixtures

Club Room and Local Walks Property.. ...

LIABILITIISS—None
NET WORTH—Estim:ated.

60

..... £ 291.00
54.15
25.00
5.16
9.88
22.81
13.75

5.00
10.00

£ 623.61

.3 7150

$ T01.39

L8 165,01
3.26
28.33
L000.00
300.00
380.21
108.19

$3.385.00
.$3.385.00

ANN JACKSON, Treasurer



THE MOUNTAINEERS INC.—EVERETT BRANCH

Financial Report, October 1, 1948 to October 3, 1949

CHECKING ACCOUNT

Balance October 1, 1918 $183.06
Receipts:

Dues Refund from Seattle. eneeend 79.50

Annual Banquet... 16-1.80

Trail TeeSy...........cssmasseseitis 11.49

Sale of Government Bonds.. - 167.00 $125.79
Cash Available............. $608.85
Disbursements:

e e J = Tl T I e | WO 11 1 ) Y PR 15 WY IS TERT TS TTETTIRERE, $259.17

MiSCEIlNEOUS iiassisionssms sy 111 F11 111 5 = e e P PP r e e e e 222.22 4181.39
Balance October 3, 19-19... $127.46

INVESTMENTS: Government Bonds (Cost)........ 370.00
Total Resources......... $497.16

Breakdown of Disbursements:

Annual Banquet............

Social

Trustees' Iixpense ...

Rental
Speakers
Donation to Club C:
Miscellaneous

33.00
200.00
6.22

$-181.39

JONES, Treasurer
Sievers, Trustee.

@©.
per H.

S.

SEATTLE BRANCH
OFFICERS AND TRUSTEES

President, .Joseph . Buswell
Vice-President, Cameron I3eckwith

Secretary, Ester A. Simons
Treasurer, Frank Doleshy

ELECTED TRUSTEES

Term Expiring October 31, 1950

Term Expiring October 31, 1951

\Wolf Bauer
Joseph M. Buswel
T. Davis Castor
Phyllis Cavender

Mrs. Irving Gavett

Mary Anderson
1 Cameron DBeckwith
Burge Dickford
William Degenhardt
Arthur \Winder

Junior Representative to Board, 1949, Bill \Wing

Recording Secretary, Elsie Anderson

Club Room Secretary, Mrs. Irene Hinkle

Librarian, Margarete Chalfant

Bulletin Editor, Agnes O. Dickert

1949 Annual KEditor, Marolyn Smith
CHAIRMEN

OFF COMMITTEES

Auditor—Roland Sherman
Building Policy—John Hossack, Fred Gib-
bons, C. G. Morrison
Campcrafters—Dick Paterson
Climbing—Vic Josendal
Dance—Duane Fullmer
Entertainment—Ilorene Thompson
Kitsap Cabin—Elvera Lehtinen
Meany Ski Hut—Coleman Leuthy
Membership—Betty S