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NEWS OF THE WASHIUGTON ROCK CLIMBERS

Vol. 5, Yo. 16 May 11, 1949
Schedule
MEZTING

Friday May 20, 1949, 8:00 P.ll.

Dawson's, 3610 Horner TPlace 3E

Local Clirbing and Related 3Shorts
(Kodachromes by All of Us)

Te nert meeting will be a color slide session at the Stove
Dareons.  About 150 frames vill be shown, these to be divided equally
amony the members wishing to disnlay thelr "best."

To reach the Dawsons', drive out Nichols Avenue SE past St
Elizsbsth's ospital and turn left on the first road past the Fire-
house Housing Develonment, which is Horner Place, Horner Place angles ol
b the west end of the Developmecat. From 10th and Pennsylvania the
A2 (Congress Helghts), A4 (Pellevue), &5 (Fort Drum), and A8 (Living-
ston) buses run up Nichols Avenue to Horner Place. The Dawsong' piione
is LUdlow 3-2059.

NEILAU-7AUF AN WILDEPNESS RQOUTE
By Betty Kauffman

Tary Neilan and I drove to the Canadian Pockies last summer prior
to my hueband Andy's trin in the Selkirks. She was to continue on to
other fields and I to join Andy. Actually vwe spent more time togecth-
er than we anticimeted. Our holiday leaves no astounding record of
mourntainsering accomnlishments. I have many "aigh points" to look
back on, though I don't remcmber a single peek whose gummit I actual-
1y gained. Our purpose was undefired. It took five days to reach
the mountains, with time out for swims, rewnairs, meals over the piimus
shove, and more or less dry nighte undcr the sky. One cannot feel



the beauty of the prairiecs from a train window. 3o much of the vicw
15 that great dome of sky, constantly changed by new cloud formations.

On the fifth day excitement gripped me as shapes, almost trans-
~nont, shaded the horizon. The following weeck we spent in terrltory
~ to both of us--Moraine Lake and the Valley of the Ten Peaks. Our
various walks trought constantly different views of the famous moun-
tains of the Lake Louise region. A fifteen-mile tour over Sentinel
Past tonpcd our achievements. At the camping ground we preferred
~icnic tables to wet ground for a bed. These tables were conveniently
nlaced in small shelterg. We found that other parties made similar
use of the remaining facilities on the grounds, Life became very Jjol-
ly tetween neighbors. A porcupine shook me all one night by chewing
on a leg of my table. I was sort of lonesome so I just let him stay
thoio. On driving farther westward, to the entrance of Yoho valley,
we met a kindly park warden who took us up the Yoho and shiowed us some
beautiful falls.

All the vhile I was conscious that my favorite spot, Glacier,'in
the Selkirks, lay only four hours west of us. ‘e had planned to re-
trace our steps to the Rockieg for a few more days, but when Mary woke
with the words, "Let's go on to Glacier," I sprang into my clothes
with the last syllable. It wag like coming home, to arrlve in that%
1s0lr*2d village surrounded by mountain peaks kncwn mostly but to

climbers. Tourists . gseidom s£top here. The
only civilized accommo~ Studies in White dation is a small room-
ing house in connec- No. IV tion with the general
store. e moved into the Canadian Alnine
Club hut and remained sole occupants for sev-
ersl weeks, since the ~ rats soon moved away.
As space vermits a mere sketch of cur
nrolonzed stay at Gla- cier, I shall try ©o
list our greatest pleasures. Firsu vas
the leisure and free- . dom to o as we wign:d.
Sometimes we climbed . to a fine variajge pcint
ovevrlooking a maze of , Selkirk peals- Alipilue
flowers, birds, or cool streams errested
a2t o long as we cared to let them. On other
e became domes- tic around the hut.
iy seemed to derive pleasure from gracuall,
wiitening the dish Above you will find towels. I, of coursc.
enjoyed the fruite of the names of those her efforts. Still
another pleasure was daring ace climbérs the delightful company
of some of our friends who have made in the village. Once
we even gave a dinner - the famed Carderock party made possible by
the large supply of Jam Box ascent. dishes in the hut.
Last I shall mention the cosy evenings Lty

the fire with feet up, vwhen we read mystery stories and mountainecr-
ing journals.

That would this i1dyllic existence be without an adventure to
rreszk the monotony? '"hen the Washington Rock Climbers came tiarough
tne area they persuaded us to take off into the.wilderness with them.
Under vet conditions we carried food for three days, tent, sle:ring
rag. Don, Arnold, Faberge, Mary, and I were to join Chris, Sterlinag,
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and Pete at their base camp, where supplies had reen dropped from the
air. A trail brought us comfortably to the head of Bostock Creck.
There followed a long day of vhacking thru steep sidehill bush. 4
desgcent of several thousand feet might sound easy, but this wasn't.
Moary later confided, "I Just knew I was never going to happen on a
farmhouse." Indeed she wasn't, Neither were we to “happen on" Ster-
ling and Co. in that direction. e had obgerved that the only signs
of man in that valley were a few old hlazss. Our mistake became evi-
dent at the junction of our stream with Mountain Creekk. Even our
ferble brains realized this was entirely the wrong valley! Ch nhum!
Roulk un to Bostock summit we must goe: Fine bunch of exvrlorers we were.
Yary and I gladly returned to our qulet evenings at the hut,
leaving the others to pursue the arduous route. Our holidey becamc
ere varled.  Mary went to the Canadian Alnine Club Camp. She returned
to I'ind our quiet home overrun with newecomerss. The dich towels began
to get filthy! Perhaps it was high time for an end to this existccc.
&ndy arrived from his Northern Selkirk trip. llary had a rendez-vous
in Montana. We, too, hcaded for the good old U.S.A.

Ups and Downs

Paul Bradt Llvin Peterson art Lembeck
Billy Walker &rnold Wexler Win Lembeck
Don Hubbard Peg Keister Lois Barncs

May 1, 1949, Devil's Garden, West Va. (by Paul Bradt): The Dev-
il1's Garden will always seem the playground preeminent for the rock
climbers of the Washington vicinity. Nowhere this side of the Sha-
wangunks of New York State, if even there, “oes one find cliffs with
the sunny carnival gayety of this place. I%s routes on alry ledges,



tarougn open windows and uder stone w«r ches led me to invite young

Pilly #alker. Thcn he arrived ne testified that he liksd nothing so

erW ans the bottoms of the stone crevasses. So Don, Pete, Billy and
~nt an undue portion of the day in thc dark lower regions.

Arnold and Art, impatient for the rocks to dry, tried, at 2
o'eclock, the Pattlesnake Climb, which was probably dry enough to
climb by 3. At 3 4rt nearly climbed the Purple Overhang, vwhich he .
doubtless could have climbed by 4. They tell me that there is no
name for thc little thing Art and I climbed. Of course everyonc went
on at least one of the grand tours.

The day was finished with a half hour scrambling around and un-
der the flat slabs of the Garden, Our dinner at the Virginia Restau-
rant in Strasburg firmly established our determination to go back
within a month.
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Pim Karcher Dick Gaylord
Ken Karcher Bob Tlemann
Gaby Rosenberger
April 29 to May 1, 1949--Seneca Rocks &4gain (by Ken Karchfr) .
Ever since being introduced into the precarious art of rock cliuvbing
by our friends (or enemies) I have heard grcat praise of the rcc s
calica Senccas Jitnessing the spires from some distance whilc en
Teonte "y Schoolhouse Cave, and hearing numerous statements to the ef-

‘ect taet Yon Seneca "real' mountain conditione are simulated" troucht
M & uwrege wo go ungulded and without the vast exwerienoe of our
frienls. I would not always be able to rely on Arnold's quick eye for
o handhold or Don's well planted piton; would it not be wise to %0
alone and give their training a test?




A ccrtain individual with a véry veak mind had the audacity to
surisest a tough packing trip, with somc climbing, something big for
this weck ends ‘I deecided cither to bring an cnd to thc very cxistance
~7 this individual or to undcrtake a trip to end all trips; and Scneca
conld very likely accomplish both purposcs. ' The Nash left immodiatc-
ly from work Friday, destination unknown save to meg (a2ll personnel
verce advised to put their personal affairs in order before leaving).
£t midnight on Friday five people gazed with varying amounts of awe
tovierd thc cliffs. The two peons of the party spent the night on top
a sawdust pile while the three elite snored comfortably on foam rub-
ber cushions, - HARPE S WL L : A A ke o

The cliffs of the west face werec approached after a hasty break-
fast. I led the first rope with Gaby and Dick while Pim and Bob fol-
lowed on a sccond rope. A4fter a false start, we began to climb at
the north ond of the central buttress; I knew Jan and Herb Conn had.

- started from this gencral area. ‘e moved slightly south over the
ledges and completed a short it interesting” chimney. Directly above
us was a prominant dead tres with an 'inside corner leading up tovards
it. One lonesome piton showed: et the very bottom. ' 'Is this where Jan
and Herb had been? =~ - AR . -
. The.corncr scemed a littlec more than we wanted ‘to attempt and so
we traversed southward on a beautiful ledge which ended in a series
-of broken ledges with seversl large trees. ‘A series-of pitches and
chimneys led first slightly to the north and then straight up. Pi-
tony indicated the Army hed been before us all the way. A short,
8lightly overhanging cliff put my heart in my throat for the first |
timc, and the party (after warying types of grunts and comments) as-
‘sembled. Above us was a 30 to 40-foot chimney, straignt up.  Off to
the right and outside the chimney, close to the top, were three chan-
ncl irons close together and one verticsl piton closz in to the chim-
ney. One large boulder and several small ones secmed to barely hang
in the chimney at the top. After one attempt to avoid the chimney, I
started up whilé everyone else huddled back under' the cliff. T ,
rcrched the vertical piton; carsbiner ready; I could have pulled it
out Ly hand. Considering the rocks above the real danger, T didn't
vmotc aay time but méved on up, between the rock and the back of the
:iimney.: A narrow passageway opened up into a rather large cave-like
arer.  The rocks were firmly wedged after all and the party started
up. e hnd.a particularly noisy party--such strange sounds you rere-
ly hear emanate fron human beings. Bob was last up and had to discard
first his jacket, then the c amere, then his het, before the erack be-
came sufficiently wide to allow lis appearance at the top. A short
scramble brought us to the & yline ridze vhere we transferred to the
eost side and proceeded to the t op.. After a short lunch, rain threa-
tened and we hurried down the only route we knew well. (Dick will
appreciate the return of his parka which was left on the top.) Rain
overtook us below the chimney »nd two gling ropes, an army piton, a
new piton, and two rappels, brouszht us to safe ground. 1

In retrospect the route, for vhich the name 0l1d Men's Route hag (
been agrced upon, seems fairly casy--but NOT as easy as the 0ld Wo-
men's Route is described. If anyone recognizes our route by another
name we'll perforce yield priority. S ~ :



" Chris Scorecdos .’ andy hau;:man
Sterling Hendricks Betty Kauffman
o . Alec Fabergé . .
. ounday May d. 1949, Tho group met at Cardcrock xhere they

'brvShed off the Beginners Cllmb before it started to rain, then, ex-

ccHt, Chris, went for a walk to Great Falls, The maln.event secens to
have been.a luscious luncheon of a small. hunk of Betty 8 honemade

{_brcﬂd, three turnips, and & little cheese.»

undJ-Kauffman “ Gabby Rosenberger Donald Hubbard dhris SCOPOdOS'

_EBcotiy Xauffman . Ken Karcher : Peg Keister - Helen Scoredos
”Irené,POsnér : Pim Karcher . Jane Showacre-. Qric Sco;edos
: Eleanor Tatge. George Kamm -

‘:ﬁ Sundﬂy May 8, 1940, The Hot Shonpe Brigado moved up to Louden.
Cliffs, Virginla, ooposite Ha rner 's Ferry. ~In the morning Don led an
a8y route on the pinnacle far a -rope. of four followed by a rope of’

”three, while Gaby led a second rope of three on a practice oiton
’trﬂversc vhich culminated in a more - diffi cult: route up the. plnnacle.

In the afternoon Fen set up anacrial trmvcrse, Andy led o piton

face climb.up the cliff opposite the pinnacle, amd later, Eleanor lecd
) th;rd route up the pimnecle from the river side around to- a -ledge

apove the trail. From the ledge George took the lead and; after con-
qvering a slight touch of anacaoresibhobia* worked out the details

of the PBlue Moon Climb up a slightly overhanblnb,und outward sloping
ledfe - (providing convenient "stomach-holds" now and then, -fcriunately)
to a good foothold where a head—high piton permitted. a belﬁy for a.
hair- ralsing step far out, to.the right from which two excelleni hand-

hhold allowed a gulck ascent essentially to the top. The name derives
from theo fact that the last climber, viewed from above, mostly had

lezs and shoulders hidden by the overhang, ut exposed an area of

1ight blue trousers rising like a. Blue Moon.

A excellent  dinner was-enjoy jed by one car ful at Leesburb, Ve,
in the Virginia Restaurant on Main Street.-

 Sunday, May 8.' The Bradts went out to Carderook for a little
acranbling. Jo.climbed down and up the Pink and, let us say, Mauve

‘Faster Egg Climbs. Jo gqt nearly halfway up the Green Easter Egg

Climb and Paul. got something ovar halfway up the Jam Box.  The P
younger members climbed various ‘legser rocks., 'If Paul continues to

"develon the art of holding two climbers simulteneouoly he mey becomc

8 swplz- bang second man, - -

Insi Se. cbr'ner

The Iebional Speleological Socicty is holding a phot05r35hj eAhLbition
at U. S. National Museum Division of Greohic krts May 2ond thru 3lsbe

NarJ Neilan hasg suddenly given un prOSpectin@. Her well-founded
asons will appear in our next issue because we have run’ out of
botn space and. time.to0.d0 her lettcr Justice.

*Anachoresiphobia...means a reluctance to- beck up when- faoinf ad-
ver:e ¢ onditions.... (TIME, May 9, 1949).




