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Great Falls, Maryland. We hope to resume
filming of the safety movie on this trip.

Echo Cliffs

Carderock. Belay practice with Oscar.

10-11 - Beginnerts trip to Seneca Rocks. Trip will
be cancelled if a.large number of experienced
leaders are not available, All attending will
be required to register several days in advance.
Details will be announced.later.

October 17-18 - Old Rag Mountain. Pall colors should be at
their height one of these two weekends.

November 1 - Carderock. Belay practice with Oscar.

November 15 - Bull Run Mountain

November 21-22 - Wolf Gap shelter

December 6 — Carderock. Belay practice with Oscar.

Leaders of these trips will be recruited by hook or by
crook. If there are any volunteers, please contact Johnnie .
Reed as soon as possible. Leaders and details of the trips
will be announced in later issues.
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THE TETONS OR BUST 
by Johnnie Reed

Having read accounts of previous western trips my faith in the veracity of some

of 14D Ropers reporting was somewhat shaken on the afternoon of Friday, July 31.
Peg's car arrived in front of my house groaning under the combined weight of the

three other members of the party and a small mountain of equipment. Any resemblance

to the "low-flying, jet-propelled vehicle" (footnotes 1 and 2) I had been led to ex-

pect was completely lacking. In fact her faithful Chevy looked a good deal more like

the proverbial ruptured duck. My only recollection Of the trip across the country

is one of being aroused at various odd hours of the night, groping my way uncertain-

ly into a diner for a cup of coffee and being informed that it was my turn to drive.

Somehow it always seemed to be my turn to drive.

Fifty-three hours and some odd minutes of searching for coffee stops and rest

rooms (mostly, as I recall, in the vicinity of Fort Wayne) brought us to a spot a

few miles west of Lander, Wyoming, where a majority vote favored making camp for the

night. Since it was then Sunday afternoon and we had been driving since Friday

afternoon we felt the need of a little exercise, and spying a group of interesting

looking pinnacles a few hundred yards from our camp we set out in hopes of finding

a suitable story for the second section of the Washington Post. Arriving at the

foot of what appeared to be the highest and most impressive of the pinnacles we dis-

covered that it was composed of clay of about the consistancy of hard chalk. Un-

daunted by this discovery we proceeded to pioneer a route up the overhanging east

face. The climb required the use of one piton for direct aid, an ice axe in one

hand and a geologic pidkin the other. Tho piton of course was driven directly into

the clay and proved, after careful inspection, capable of supporting the weight of

one carabiner. The exposure was severe as the face drops more than twenty feet to 1

the avalanche swept mudslope at the base. Arriving at the summit, we found that the

peak had not boon climbed by Ivan Jirak.

Returning to camp we brewed a pot of tea to celebrate our victory and turned in.

Later in the night we were awakened by a sudden wind,-storm and certain members of

the party who had ignored warnings concerning the size of the rocks used to anchor

their tent were seen thrashing around in the rain, murmuring presumably unprintable

phrases as they tried to entice their air-borne mountain tent back to earth.

An early start the next morning brought us into Moran early in the afternoon,

after almost losing the female members of the party in Lander, where a tall appari-

tion in ten gallon hat and cowboy boots seemed to present some unexplainable attrac-

tion. The afternoon was spent setting up camp at the Jenny Lake Campground and

attending to such necessary details as arranging for a horse to pack our equipment

into Garnet Canyon the next morning, getting white gas, and registering with the

ranger. We were surprised to learn that the ranger on duty when we registered had-

climbed on Seneca Rock with the Army and that he was one of those responsible for

that impossible-looking row of pitons across the roof of the cave on the south end

of the rock.
Late the same afternoon another non-jet propelled car pulled into the campground.

carrying Bill Kemper, Gerry Morgan, Carol Muollo, and Larry Heilprin. It was de-

cided that the two parties would combine forces and establish a common camp in Gar-

net Canyon. On Tuesday morning a great confused heap of equipment, was somehow

metamorphosed into something resembling order. Depositing a large pile of boxes,

cans, and pregnant-looking duffel bags on the packers' porch we started a leisurely

hike up the Glacier Trail to the mouth of Garnet Canyon. Arriving at the end of thoi

trail we were greeted by the same pile of impodimentia, the bags looking even a

little more pregnant by this time. Camp was established in a grassy plot about the

size of a small window-box on the floor of the canyon a few hundred yards above the
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end of the trail. To say that the camp spot was chosen would be to stretch a poiht
- rather, it marked the point where the native bearers sank down in exhaustion while
411 and Peg went on ahead to search for greener pastures. Returning, they noted
the group of prostrate forms and fearing mutiny in the ranks wisely decided that the
greener pastures which they had discovered higher in the canyon were a bit too
swampy for capping anyhow.

Somewhat revived by liberal portions of noodle soup and vitamine pills and hop-
) ing to avoid washing dishes, Earl and I set out after dinner to explore a climb

Which I had been looking at on a cliff on the south wall of the canyon just above
our camp, We were a little chagrined when we reached the base of what we had thought
would be an easy chimney. The chimney turned out to be the entrance of a.cave which
was about twenty feet wide and forty feet high. Attracted by our shouts, Peg soon
aPpeared with a flashlight, and abruptly converted from mountaineers to spelunkers

H we started to explore the cave. Fifty feet or so from the entrance the. walls narrow-
ed, down and we were able to cramiunward toward a faint light which soon proved to be
another entrance which opened onto a wide ledge almost a hundred feet above the base
(3f the cliff. Above this ledge we discovered another deep crack which was filled
With a deep snow-bank. Attacking the anew with. a geologic pick, we soon cut steps
Illoward for another forty feet and found ourselves at the mouth of a second cave, the
floor of which was covered with clear, smooth iCo.. Wo could see that the ice was
Clear, but I didn't discover how smooth it was Until I suddenly landed in a heap in
Puddle of ice water. Since daylight was fast departing we beat a hasty retreat,

'aking time to pioneer a relate across the face of the cliff at the level of the upper
entrance of the lower cave. Returning to camp we immediately organized the Garnet

k uanZion Grotto of the NSS, but somehow our applications seem to have gotten lost in
tho mail.

Wednesday was spent in becoming acclimatized. My pocket dictionary says:
,10,alimatize, vat. & v.i., to adapt to a new environmental condition. In this case
?-0 new environmental condition to which the most adaptation was required was the,
ceoation of the latrine. Garnet Canyon was divided by tacit agreement into a spac-
esus, granite-walled ladies room on the south, bounded by the peaks of Nez Percel,
ì l-oudveil Dome and South Teton, and an equally imposing men's room on the north,
:311nded by the Grand Teton, Tepee's Pillar, Disappointment Peak and the Ampitheatre
:Ike Divide on the north. The only difficulty with this arrangement was that in the
a modiate neighborhood of our camp it was necessary to make a delicate crossing of
(31., joy stream in order to make use of the facilities of the ladies room, while use
a". tho men?s room invelved a major climb up a bare talus slope in order to reach.
ellitable cover and concealment. These arrangements, of coul-se, made acclimatization
0”ontial. In our spare time Wednesday morning when we weren't becoming acclimatiz-
e Wo made another interesting climb on our private cliff, repeating most of the
'r imb that Earl and I had pioneered the night before and discovering several new
:utos. In the afternoon we took a short •scramble to the base of the Middle Teton

took some time to practice belaying on a steep snow patch, using Peg's ice axe

i _Wicked looking weapon who's use I never completely mastered and who's imposingo

°king point always seemed te mu to be best adapted to encouraging late-rising mom-
of the party to rise and shine). Removing the bulk of the mushy snow which had

reumulated in our pockets, we returned to camp wetter, but not much wiser in the
s'Ye of mountaineering.

At an ungodly hour on Thursday morning we arose to launch an attack on the
eld4110 Teton. The attack was launched as scheduled, but almost immediately deterio-

W,od from a major offensive to a limited penct2ation. It proved to be an almost
ze'e'loss uphill grind over talus of all sizes, shapes, and descriptions. All sizes,
tripos, and descriptions, that is, except a size intermediate between talus too big

Walk over comfortably and talus too small to walk over comfortably. By some minor
'raele we all arrived at the summit in time for a late lunch. In order to avoid the
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talus I nroposed that we make a descent of the north ridge to the saddle at the foot
•of the Grand Teton: Peg and Bili; however:, counseled discretion and the descent was
'made by the same route. Later inspection of the north ridge from a different angle
strongly indicated that had we started down it, we probably would have been there
yet.

Wednesday had originally been scheduled for the climb of Nez Percel, towering
.high above the southern wall of the ladies room. However, aching joints and a gene-
ral feeling of lassitude convinced us that we were better at becoming acclimatized
than we were at mountaineering, and we allowed Ne z Parcel to escape unconquered -
not only unconquered, but practically unnoticed.

After laying around camp all morning (becoming acclimatized) we began to .develop
a twinge of conscience, which grew as the day wore on into an unmistakable guilty
feeling at having come on a pleasure trip only to lie around and enjoy ourselves, so
late in the afternoon we packed uP our sleeping bags, one stove and .a little food
and set out to bivouac on the lower saddle of the Grand Teton, leaving Carol and
Larry in camp.

We had intOnded to attempt the Exum Ridge of the Grand, but when we awoke on
Saturday morning we found that the weather was definitely fit for the cremation of
Sam McGee, but not for climbing the Exum Ridge. A strong west wind was blowing
across the saddle, making it difficult to stand up when. it was blowing and even more
difficult to continue to stand up, when it suddenly stopped. As we reached the foot
of Wall Street a few scattered drop of rain and an occasional flash of lightning in
the distance convinced us that discretion was the better part of valour, and we re-
treated to sit the storm out under an overhanging rock. Unfortunately the storm
never materialized, and in an hour a clear Sivj and warm sun lured us into the open
again. By this time it was too late to attempt the Exum Ridge, so we scrambled up
the Owen Route, detouring the Owen Chimney (which was a little icy) on a series of
easy ledges which lead, to the west from the foot of the chimney. By the time we
reached the summit ridge, the weather Was threatening once again. Bill's rope, con-
sisting of Bill, Gerry, and Earl had arrived on the summit ridge a little later than
my rope and had decided not to climb the-last few feet to the summit for fear of
lightning. Peg; Shirley, and I made' a quick dash to the top, stopping only to sign
the register and ponder the effect the brass cylinder might have as a lightning rod
and then beat a hasty retreat to the top of the long rappel into the upper saddle.
By this time, the wind had increased to gale force, and it was snowing like mad. The
rappel involves the use of two ropes, and the last fifty or sixty foot is free. We
used a safety rope on everyone except the last man, although this extra was probably
unnecessary. Unfortunately I didn't stop to don my removable rappel pAtch before
starting down. Half way down I had a feeling that all might not be well. Two-thirds
of the way down there was no longer any question. Arriving at the bottom I made a
dash for the burn ointment and retired to a private spot to apply first aid to the

[
seat of the difficulties. Other members of the party reported that the rappel
patches which we had designed before leaving Washington worked perfectly - I noted

that they sat somewhat easier than I did for the next few days.
Scrambling back to the lower saddle, we picked up our sleeping bags and headed

down to the relative luxury of camp whore we found Larry and Carol still pondering
the operation of the gas stoves, having done their cooking over an open fire since
we had left.

The next day Bill's party packed up and started back to Jenny Lake. They plann-
ed to leave a day before the rest of us in order to have more time for sight-seeing
on the way home. The rest of us spent the morning acclimatizing - still a wonderful
excuse for laying around camp. By noon I was able to lure Peg and Earl from the
comfort of their air mattresses in order to work out a route up the peak which lies
between the forks of Carnet Canyon and the Middle Teton. As seen from Garnet Canyon
this peak is often confused with the Middle Teton, but actually lies in front of it
and is completely separated from it by a ddep notch. The east face of the peak is


