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May 2

May 10

May 7

May 14

May 21

CALENDAR (..F EVENTS

Lecture sponsored by the Audubon Society: "Teton
Trails", to be presented at 5 pm and 8:30 pm
at the main auditorium, Natural History ivluseum,
10th and Constitution. Although the film is
chiefly about wildltife, there are some excellent
sequences about climbing on the Grand Teton.

Swap and sell session, PATC conference room,
8:30 pm. Anyone interested in selling camping
or climbing equipment at the session should call
Carl Eder first at 773-1693.

C:
Leader: (check with Lanny Hughey)

Harper's Ferry, Maryland
Leader: Bob Adams

Edes Fort, West Virgi
Leader: Larry Griffin. Those interested in making
this a weekend trip should contact Larry.

May 27-30 Shawangunks, New Palt,z, New York
Leader: Chips Janger

Note: Lecture by Berry Bishop on the Everest Expedition.
May 5th (Friday), 8:00 P.M.
Museum of Natural History Auditorium, loth & Constitution
$1.00 don A tion Entrance.
Como early for seats.
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THE PATC MOUNTAINEERING SECTION

The Mountaineering Section of the Potomac
Appalachian Trail Club welcomes all inter-
ested individuals to participate in its
weekly outings and to share in the freedom
of the hills. Sunday day trips leav3 from

Howard Johnson's at Wisconsin and Western
Avenues, N. W. at 8:30 am. Come early
and have breakfast. If you are late, check
behind the southeast drainripc for any
change in the day's climbing activities.
Climbing lasts all day, and*groUps stop for
supper on the way.thome. Pring lunch and
water, and wear clothing suitable for climb-
ing. For further information, contact the
trip leader or Tony Gray (301-833-7460).
For information about about the Mountalneer'
ing Section, write to the Secretary.

UP ROPE PUBLICATION

UP ROPE is published on the last Wednesday
evening of every month at PATC Headquarters.

It is mailed to all subscribers at $1.50
per year. Deadline for all material to be
included in the next issue is May 26. All
articles, news, trip reports, letters, want
ads, gripes, and praise should be addressed

to: Editor, UP ROPE, c/o PATC, 1718 N Street,
N. W., Washington, D. C. 20036.

Send subscription.7 and cLangcs of a.71.1r-z.,5J
to the Business Manager, same address
as above.

FOOL:REPAIR

Excellent craftsmanship and repair work in re-soling climbing boots is done
by Steve Komito, Bootmaker, Box 503, Boulder, Colorado. His prices are
extremely reasonable, to wit: resoling --$5.00 per pair

repairing worn toes and uppers -- $2.00 per pair

Found: esmers bearin Otis les Beer wss found et Cerderock
by Art Wilder, Aptql 8th. 567-ol83
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UPS AND DOWNS 

LIunt'Winstone, British Columbia, July 1966 

The Mt. •Winstone area in the Coast Range of British Columbia is about 100 miles
ncxth of Vancouver. The peaks go up to about 10,000 feet, snow climbs are
common, summer days are long, and the weather is good. We had only five bad days
out of twenty-five, and had clear views from the summits of all of our climbs.

Only six mountaineering parties had visited the region before 1966, the most
lecent being the British Columbia Mountaineering Club, which climbed almost every-
thing in the area two summers prior to our trip. '

Don Hubbard and I flew to Vancouver on July 7 to resolve final details of
food supplies and charter flights. Sterling Hendricks met us a day and a half
later, having just 'arrived in town ahead of the airlines,strike.

On July 9 the three of us, with $180 worth of food, boarded a single engine
"Beaver" float plane and flew to Art Dilabaugh's hunting camp on Fishem Lake.
That afternoon Art trucked our supplies along en old mining road to a small cabin
where we spent the night. The next day Art returned with several horses and carried
Our gear to the last timber below the Falls River Glacier. Our camp site was
quite pleasant with plenty of firewood, a crystal clear rivulet and an abundance
Of wild flowers

From this base we climbed Metacarpolis, Galleon, Beast, Culture, and Oreamnos
(the last so named by Don because of the mountain goats in the immediate area).
Beast was the most interesting as it involved steep, wet, waist-deep snow and
1"otton slippery, rock. Oreamnos is a minor peak and an easy rock scramble, and is

mentioned only because it might be our only primary ascent in this area.
In two -rather unenjoyable trips we backpacked our camp over the Mt. Winstone-

Corner Mountain col and settled on a rocky island in a snowfield on the south slope
Of Mt. Winstone. The morning after our arrival a 24-hour storm blew in and dropped
°ver a foot of wet snow On us. We ,were snowbound for two days, but the third
morning dawned clear and cold and we climbed through breakable snow curst and
tricky snow-covered talus to the center summit of Mt. Winstone. This is one of
the higher peaks in the region,and the panorama visible from the top is as
beaUtiful as any I have seen. Mountains and snowfields fill the view to the
horizon in all directions.

An easy climb of Corner Mountain served as a rest day before the "big" climb
Of our vacation -- Mt. Monmouth (approximately 10,470 feet). Our route on Monmouth
ollowed a steep snow gully to a loose rocky spine broken by three gaps that were
bridged with sharp snow ridges. We reached the top in clear weather, but a storm
'as brewing; so, fo2egoing our usual summit lunch, we hastily retreated to the
glacier. On the trek ,hack to, camp, I had my first look at ,those legendary Alpine
(--eatures, ice worms:

The following day we packed our camp down to a site in timber on the banks
')f the Tchaikazan River. About this time I was put out of action for a few days
L'37 a flu-type infection. While I was recuperating, Sterling and Don climbed a
Ilearby summit which Don named "Virginia Peak".

After I had regained some strength, we hiked down the beautiful valley of
Ch Tchaikazan River, arriving at Fishem Lake two days later. While waiting for
°Iir charter flight we dove into Fishem Lake for chilly baths -- and then burned
°lir climbing clothes.

Back in Vancouver we were amazed to find the airlines strike still on. We went

(continued)
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Mount Winstone (continued)

or standby for TCA and were home the next afternoon, one day ahead of our original

schedule. The entire trip, which included 25 days in the mountains, cost approx-

imately $500 per person, and I certainly got my money's worth as it was one of

the most successful and enjoyable mountaineering vacations I have experienced.
---Chuck Wettling

Pinkham Notch, New Hampshire, March 1967 

Tel Bielefeldt, Mark Carpenter, my wife Sue, and I, the only survivors of the
planning stages of my Mt. Washington trip, piled out of the car in front of the

AMC's Pinkham Notch Camp at 8 pm on March 23, Sue and I took a room for the
weekend, but the thrifty young climbers preferred using a tent.

Our spirits, somewhat lowered, by the falling snow, were depressed even further

when the AMC manager told us the weather forecast was for light snow flurries.
Smiling, he told us the last snow flurries had brought 13 inches of powder. We
all went to bed.

At three the next morning, Tel, Mark, and I started up the trail to Tuckerman

Ravine, traveling by moonlight (sometimes), starlight (other times), and flash-
light (most times). Thankfully the new snow turned out to be considerably less

than thirteen inches, and by the time we reached Tuckerman Ravine Shelter (dubbed

HoJo ls) it had stopped snowing altogether. After a cold breakfast (and my first

cigarette since leaving Pinkham Notch) we rearranged our packs, leaving what we
would not need .in a lean-to. Shortly after finding the. trail into the ravine,
T. admitted to having lost the feeling in my right foot. Discretion being the
better part of valor, and frostbite once a Year being enough,. I retired to the

relative "warmth" of "HoJo's". while Mark, and Tel.:climbed down.
Sue arrived later, and Lexplained my circumstances. The boys, meanwhile,

had gone into the ravine,' skirted the right slope just above the ravine floor,
and headed up the right gully. After some hot coffee', we left the shelter full
of skiers to look for Mark and Tal. We saw them emerging on the lip of the ravine

far to the left of the right gully where they started on down, but we lost sight
of them shortly thereafter. The next time I saw them face to face was at "HoJo ls"
three hours later. The way down into the ravine was tricky, but they apparently
made it with no problems. It had turned out to be a fine day, and we didn't
expect that two such days in a raw could happen in March. Had I gone 650 miles
for nothing?

The next morning did make it two fine days in a row. So we left Pinkham once
again, this time at 8:30 am and well rested. HoJo's was jammed with skiers again,

and after coffee we examined a fine ice-filled couloir going up .the left flank
of the ravine toward Boot Spur. It was even better than the headwall, because
there we had no skiers nearby. The .walk in was short. After stopping at some
rocks for lunch, we got into our crampons and roped up.

From here the going was all up; not vertical, but steep enough to be interesting

We went up 75 feet apart, kicking steps and cutting steps on hard-packed snow
and ice. About three fourths of the way up, we climbed over some rocks and into

the couloir itself. By now it was 2 pm, and we knew the chance of reaching the
top early enough to return was slim. We decided that by three pm we would turn
around, regardless of how far we advanced.

Mark led the next pitch, and I joined him on a fine belay ledge. While Tal

came up to join us, Mark stepped out. Suddenly, he yelled, "Al: Get me on belay:

This whole *:$&0@ thing is about to come loose:" Moments later we were all together

on the belay ledge. Mark explained that there was a crack as wide as his hand

going across the whole couloir. The whole ice slab appeared ready to break loose.
(continued)
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Pinkham Notch (continued)

Tal started down, each step he cut sending snow and ice into our faces. The first
pitch was slow. Then a bit faster,. Once out of the couloir we again moved in
unison. At "HoJo's" an elderly woman greeted me. It looked like you were doing
something interesting," she said.

"It had its moments," I said.
Back at Pinkham Notch we had turkey for dinner. "What do you think of the

mountainr I asked. Mark thought it was a good winter mountain -- a fun climb.
The next morning we left for home. Looking back as we left, all of us must have
thought something like, "So long friend. See you next winter."

--Al Goldberg

Whiteside, North Carolina, January 1967 

On the morning of January 13, Rich Hall, Tam Blevins, and I pulled into
Highlands, North Carolina to climb Whiteside Mountain -- one of the last big
unclimbed faces in the East. We set up at the Highlander Restaurant (which we
highly recommend) and contacted the local ranger whose office was right next
door. The ranger proved helpful and directed us to a bank where it was necess-
ary to show our qualifications and to sign releases from liability.

Whiteside is near Highlands. The road to it is mostly paved, but portions
are surfaced with gravel. Whiteside proved to be something we totally misjudged
at a distance. There is no way to reasonably compare it with anything I have
ever seen. There are three cliffs: two in line vertically, the other 200 meters
to the left. They are all very wide, each approximately a half mile wide. We
started up at 11:30 am, each carrying most of the iron he owned and all sorts of
junk along with it. There are no trails to the base of the cliffs, and the
brush is very heavy in places. The weather was perfect--65 degrees and sunny--
With scenery to match. One ,and a half hours later we reached the base of the
left cliff where we stopped and stared straight up:

The whole wall rose in one unbroken, absolutely crackless solid granit sweep,
Up, up, and out of sight: The first 100 feet is a ramp inclined 50 degrees, which
Proved to be our first experience with friction climbing, for there were no hand
holds or footholds. The rest of the cliff fram there starts in a huge bulging
overhang that sweeps up and away at a high angle and is quite impossible. After
a complete reconnaissance, we reached the following conclusions: The cliffs are
700 feet high, and one can climb 1300 feet in a straight line up from the bottom
cliff trhough the top one; there are no cracks of any use on the cliffs, save
one which forms a huge flake 200 feet up and peters out; there is a center section
that goes up for about 400 feet which could be climbed as it is pretty broken
Up, but we considered it of too low a standard to really bother with; the hike
in is scenic enough, but rough; and anyone climbing the big faces will have to
use bolts and 'a lot of them, and will have to plan on bivouacing.

On the next day, we decided to give Blacktock Mountain- a go; it is near
Whiteside. The jump-off point for Blackrock Mountain is a home on the left side
Of the road to Whiteside, where the pavement ends. There one should check with

Mrs. Norris before climbing; she is very helpful. We erred again in estimating
heights. We figured 400 feet, but learned that Blackrock Mountain is really 900
feet. Again, we found no trails to the base of the cliff, and the going was
steep in thick brush.

Blackrock is a big cliff --one mile wide and 900 feet high. It is inclined
at angles varying from 60 degrees for the first 500 feet to 75 degrees and overhang-
ing angles near the top. The face has never been climbed and the technique is
all friction for the first half. Tom led the first pitch, which goes up a

(continued)


