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CALENDAR OF EVENTS

o

October 29-30 -<--- Annapolis- Rocks Maryland
LEADER: Larry Griffin, Tony Gray (338- 2146)
DIRECTIONS: See October UP ROPE, but note that where
it says to hike north on AT .5 miles, it should be
2.5 miles (sorry about that:).

November 6 -------- Harper's Ferry, West Virginia

LEADER: Bob Adams (292-1340)
We have been asked by the National Park authorities at

Harper's Ferry to provide training in basic mountain-
eering techniques to a small group of student rangers
attending the Interior Department's Park Service school
at Harper's Ferry. Jleaders and qualified seconds who
would be interested in demonstrating and instructing on
either Saturday or Sunday, November 5 and 6, are aaked
to contact Tony Grdy (338-2146), who is organlz ng
classes, or the leader Bob Adams.: i

November 9 --w-w--- Business Meeting, 1718 N Streeé, N.W., 8 p.m.

November 11-13 ---- Shawangunks, New Paltz, New York
CONTACT: Tony Gray (338-2146)
Individual parties and commissaries.

Alternate: Purple Horse, Maryland

~ DIRECTIONS: Park at Angler's Inn, hike up C& Canal to
7 east''énd (closest) of Widewater; take first left on path
'“ff_dﬁ*Bfidge over water outlet. 5

November 16 ------- Spec1a1 Program. ''Climbing in the Alps." Arnold Wexler
will show slides and recount his climbing trip this past
summer. Clubhouse, 1718 N Street, N.W., 8 p.m.
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November 20 ------- Rocks State Park, BelAir, Maryland

LEADER: Tom Blevins (584-9126)
DIRECTIONS: Drive north on US 1 to BelAir (15 miles
NE of Baltimore). Pick up Rte. 24, go north 10 miles

" to Park. Climbing area obvious from rsad. Suggested
route: Washingten Beltway to Baltimore-Washington Park-
way to Baltimore Harbor Tunnel to NE Expressway (95) to
Baltimore Beltway (695). Left on Beltway to US 1, right
to BelAir.

November 27 ---~--- Buzzard Rocks, Massanutten Mountains, Waterlick, Virginia
it LEADER: Tal Bielefeldt (WH 6-4375)
DIRECTIONS: Take Rte. 55 through Front Royal. At 7
miles, -at Waterlicx, take left for about 3 miles. Trail
to rocks on right; % mile from fish hatchery.

NOTE: Some groups are plahning on Thanksgiving in the Shawanéﬂnks (November
124 27) Ind1v1dual parties. If interested contact Larry Griffin (560-8831).
“COMING ATTRACTIONS i Baker Rocks, West V1rg1n1a or exploratory trip to Eagle
Rocks in the Smokehole area.’ Contact T. Gray if . 1nterpsted

S0

'**********

. GENERAL INFORMATION --
. 4 - .Y P L T - i L .4 )
“.The Mbuntalneerlng Sectlon welcomes all 1nteLested individuals to participate in
:ffour weekly outlngs ~and. to. share with us .the joys of the rocks, the clouds, and
,1the high: pLaces Sunday . day trips: &eave from Howard Johnson's at Wisconsin and
Westérn Avﬁnues N We at 8;30 a. me -<come. early and have breakfast If you are
late, check, behlnd the: southeast ‘drainpipe for any change in the day s climbing
. activities. Climbing: 1asts all ‘day;:and groups stop for supper on the way home.
" Bring lanch and water, and wear suitable clothing to climb in. For further infor-
mation, contact ththripllgaQer or Phil Eddy (Chairman) at 942-4231.
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. 'WIND RIVER RANGE, WYOMING - August 8-17, 1966
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,Bob, Kate & Bobby''Adams ) 17j” frin Anneliese Matzen

. Ron & Betty Bell T en Timothy Schoechle
'Talbot: Blelefeldt , Maggie Teel
' 'Karl, -Barb, Frltz & Jan Edler 5“zuu¢_ ) Art Wilder

Rich Hall = 0 By i 1w " Bob Williams
Al Klovdahl 1) S
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Darkness, a light in the middle. Whispers and mutterings, the sounds of metal,

-
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cloth, and leather: Light began to outline the dark pines of my back yard to the
east; our imaginations outlined bright mountains to the west. That was our direction.

For the next two days, Al, Rich, Art, and I put the highways of eight states behind
us, coming to rest in the junkyard of Pine Bluff, Wyoming. At 3:30 p.m. on August 8,
we turned at last into the Wind'River Indiarn Reservation. We headed for the Ink
Wells Trail that leads 16 miles to Gannet Glacier. Robert Adams and Orrin Bonney
(author of Guide’'to the Wyoming ‘Mountains) had in past years seen signs at the Res-
ervation entrance proclaimlnv unauthcrized persons trespassers on Arapahoe land.

The Ink Wells Trail was considered lost, and the longer (23 miles) Glacier Trail

was taken instead. We dlscovered that $3 on the counter of the Crowheart General
Stote made us authorlzed persone '

The ‘road deteriorated into ‘a’'dirt track wanderlng over barren plateaus and cllnglng
to steep hillsides. We met some Colorado fishermen who finally abandoned their
Plymouth below a small yellow cliff and continued in a jeep. Our laboring Dodge
ended its struggles 10 miles from the hlghway at the Cold Springs packlng station
(el. 95 500 ft.). :

“In the morning we struggled into harness. Art' and Rich carried 85 pounds each, I

wrestled with 80, and Al set the expedltlon record w1th 100 1bs. We.said goodbye.
to the two oaokers at the camp and set of f tlrough the' t1mber Trees alternated
with grassy alps and grazing cattle. Eventually, the woods ended and we were agaln

‘on ‘treeless) w1ndy slopes. Thi$ was the south slope of Horse Ridge, whlch runs east

and west. ‘We would cross the east end, travel west to Gannet Peak below the north
slopes, and set up base camp in the shadow of the west end.

At’ 1:05"we came to the" stormy crest at Scenlc Pass (el ll 400 ft. ) The four of

us peered through wind-driven snow across the valley to the mountains we had come
to méet. At the end of the' Valley the summ:t of Gannet sailed like a shlp through
the meanderlng Storms “Our eyes in the sky, ‘we got down to Echo Lake, camping in
the timber under tall cliffs.

As we were packing up in the mornlng, a hefty black bear moseyed on down from the
hills to the north.’ 'We started moseylng westward, throw1ng out our yodels to save
weight. We worke& ‘our- way up Dlnwoooy Creek until 4 o clock, when we dlscovered we
were working our way up Gannet Creek.’ A delicate traverse on a spruce 1og, 1ed by
Art, put us back on ‘the right road to Dlnwoodj Glacier. TFlowery Alpe Lro&n thc )
timber, and soon we ‘weére above treeline. -'Our mountalns stood right before us now.
On the far side of Dinwoody Creek appeared four flgures that developed into Ron Bell,

"Tim Schoechle; and Bob and Kate Adams. We found that the others were all camped at

Floyd Wilson's Meadows, far below in the timber. We climbed to the last patches, of
grass before the rock and ice, and pltched our tents in the flowers at 10,800 ft.

At 11 the next morning we hopped across Dinwoody Creek to a lovely tarn with a snow--
field above it that came down to theé water. Scrambling to a higher snow patch on
the side of West Sentinel, we spent the afternoon in belay and self-arrest practice.
Bob Adams appeared by the tarn at’'l p.m. and soon, Bobby and Bob Wllllams came .
charging up the Snow. -Our sat1sfactlon at hav1ng driven . to 9, 500 ft. was greatly
increased when Bob Williams said tHat the main party had had to flag down the first
Pack train on the second day out. Bobby and Bob plunged down in.a flurry of snow
and soon appeared on the far side of the creek, headed for East Sentinel. The rest
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of us returned to the tarn to meet the arrivals. Kate, Bob, and Anneliese greeted
ue and hurried off for a try at West Sentinel. Meanwhile, our foursome ferrizd our
350 1bs. of base camp across a now-swollen stream to the camp by the tarn.

Over dinner, it was decided to try Gannet Peak (13,785) in the morning. It would be
the first mountain for several of us, and the hills weren't accepting strangers
easily. Wind and rain tore at us through the night. At daylight I crawled out of
my gurgling sleeping bag into a thick fog. The clouds milled around, finally parting
for a moment to reveal fresh snow on the spires above. Undismayed, ten of us set
off over the stream and across the boulder field.

Soon we could look down on the fog, a wad of cotton jammed into the floor of the
valley. Coming onto the ice, Bob Williams and Bobby Adams turned south to the
Warren-Doublet-Dinwoody massif. They were going to traverse the whole group--ascen-
ding the scutheast side of Mt. Warrern and w.:king back north tec the novtheast ridge
of Mt. Dinwoody. Climbing up the glacier to Gannet were the Bells, Maggie, Tim,
Art, Rich, Al, Bob Adams, Anneliese, and myself. We crossed on rock from Dinwoody
to Gooseneck Glacier and moved unroped toward the Gooseneck, a gendarme outlying
from Gannet. All climbed down into the bergschrund while Al led the one vertical
pitch on the route. (Bob Adams assured us, in fact, that it constituted most of the
rock climbing in the Wind River Range). To get around the Gooseneck, Ron Bell and
Al put in a fixed rope so that climbers could traverse on the snow below the pin-
nacle. Above the Gooseneck, we ascended a broken-up arete to the summit ridge.
. Looking down, the leaders could see Al gazing across the traverse, with the lately-
coiled rope on his shoulder. On the other side stood Art, who presently climbed
quietly across unroped.

A half-mile walk along the snowy ridge brought us to a broad white dome. Our moun-
tain was climbed. To the west, Mammoth Glacier ran into brown hills; to the south,
Dinwoody Glacier flowed to the dark timber »f our valley. The prairie, far to the
east, looked only an hour's walk away. Clouds began to troop in and Betty Bell
expressed concern about the weather. Someone said cheerfully, '"Oh, it won't snow

here for 15 minutes." We started down.

A sheort rappell took us into the bergschrund. From there it was one long glissade,
scrambling over occasional rock, then flying down the snow again. The dirty work
of crossing the talus was hateful after our moments as Pegasus. We looked across /
Dinwoody Glacier to Warren, but Bob and Bobby were not to be seen. They were found
sitting in the grass by the tents, waiting for the cooks to come home.

The next day, the 13th, was cold and blustery, and most climbers stayed by the tarn-
Anneliese, Art, Al, and I left with our eyes on Mt. Warren at 7 o'clock--an hour
late. Matters weren't helped by verglas on the rocks in Dinwoody Creek. Anneliese |
schussed down a frosty boulder into the icy water. Al made the rescue and escorted
ner back to camp, while Art and I went ahead. We passed a grumbling Bob Adams, who
wos sitting on a rock wringing our a pair of Ragg socks.

The glacier was frozen still, and in the whole great cirque, it seemed as if the
crunching of our crampons was the only sound. Al and Anneliese caught up. We t
followed the old tracks through the crevasses and up the snow to Elsie's Col, be-
tween Warren and The Turret. There we unroped and traversed on easy rock to a steeP

ice couloir. I belayed from a large rock in the middle of the chute, and Al took f

4
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‘" the lead. The blue ice was very he;d and Bobby -s steps. had filled in. Al chopped

his way up, powder snow swirling about him in the wind. ‘But a late.start, hard ice,

“irand thin air took our time, and at ‘noon;we turned back. The fact that Warren and

two . other 1J,OOO ft. peaks had been cllmbed b one party the day before did not
escape us.’ . . i d '

Mdv:On the lhth ‘Ron - Bell Adams and son, and Bob W1111ams headed for Mt. Wilson. Tim

~and Maggle explored: Gannet Glacier to the north, and the rest of us spent much of
© the day. contemplating the scenery.  Our world in the Wind Rivers was made up of

three provinces.  There was the tarn,. the boulder field, and beyond that the glacier
and high peaks. Our campsite was riddled, w1th clear brooks that ran into milky
Dimwood; Track, Each mornidg we cresced. ths creek and climbad over ‘the bouldere to
the ice beyond. ' The moraine was dirty and treacherous,; but the glacier was beauti-

ol ful. . By the talus, the. 1ce was ‘grimy and cut with tunnels through which water

“Jroared in the afternoon sun. It wasﬂstlll in’ the cold mornings, but for most of

Y the day the sound of water was always around us. “‘Higher, the ice was quiet and

clean, hangtng like a sklrt on the brown rock. MOTRLE

It was here that the creVaeseS'layé Whlle we were on Warren, binoculars had been
aimed at the fractured slope'of“Mt,,W1lson, Today,. .the evenlng s opinions were

" _bhaving their test. . By mid-morning the Adamses, Romn, and Bob crossed the last cre- -

vasse and climbed to the rock.z ‘THey scrambled to the top up a loose gully, which .
they named the Death Chute sendlng a, fu511ade of rock crashing down to Mammoth

Glacier. * L L F R T L
Eack*in”eamp, Rich Hall and I had beenvpondering the Adamgi'disbelief in the exist-
ence of rock-climbing in the Wind Rivers. Cliffs appeared to rise all about, so we
Jdecided Lo test Bob's statement. We selected a’ small, 800 ft. cliff above our first

- campsite. After a make-believe first pltch ‘the climb turned into a make-believe

overhang, ‘and ‘I took a for-real leader falli’ We:made a for real retreat, leaving
3 for-real pitons and a rappell: -anchor on ‘the make- belleve c11mb. Adams was pro-
bdbly rlght but we still had our doubts. " i

The Wilson team had returned victorious when we arrived back, and soon Al, Betty
Bell, and Anneliese came down from East Sentinel. Maggie and Tim, who explored
most of the surrounding country, came back from Gannet Glacier. Onto the scene
marched the Edlers from Floyd Wilson's Meadcws, completing the trip roster. They
greeted us all, and went off to see the glacier. By the next day, Al, Art, Rich,
and I would be: the only ones left. The others would go down to Floyd Wilson's
Meadows in the mornlng,(where the packer would meet them on August 16.

The sun came: up to shine on the four of us strapping on our crampons below Mt.
Wilson. Al and Art on the first rope, Rich and 1 on the second, we followed the
tracks from the day before. Skirting a huge wind schrund, we worked through the
crevasses and climbed the snow above. The colors whlte and Blue were never so fine,
and my neck became sore from looking up at the" Junctlon of sky and mountain. Rich
and I shivered at the base of the gully until-Al -and Art climbed to solid rock at
the top. 'We spent an hour on a secondary snow Summit below the gulley, faking
"hero'" pictures;and admiring the view. The tarn was a quiet, lonely place with
only the two small tents shaking in the wind. I think the loneliness got to us,
for we decided to pull out the next day.



