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n the western
rim of the

Himalaya, projecting
into the great deserts
of Central Asia, lie
the Pamir moun-
tains. The Pamirs
cover parts of China,
Russia, Afghanistan
and Pakistan there
are are several sum-
mits higher than 7000
meters, including Pik
Communism (7499m) and Pik Lenin
(7134m), the two highest mountains in
the Soviet Union.

In 1974, the Soviets sponsored the
first International Climber's Camp near
the base of Pik Lenin. The camps pro-
vide an economical alternative to Nepal
or Pakistan and are a source of foreign
currency for the USSR. In the 1984
version, $1,300 included all meals, lod-
ging and transportation after arrival in
Moscow.

Our group was an amalgam of
eleven from all over the USA, linked for
the most part only by our acquaintance
with expedition leader Don McIntyre.

• 
We were called the "1984 American
Pamir/USSR Expedition." Ed Cummings,

CLIMBING IN THE PAMIRS
By Ian Cruicshank

ture

Clara Witt, Tom
Russell and I made up
an eastern subset of
the group. It was
understood we would
climb independent of
the others. As it turned
out, the others were
widely diverse in their
skills and objectives
and also formed
several independent
units.

One day before our July 11 depar-
the Russians came through with our

visas, and the expedition leader an-
nounced he would not be making the
trip. Rick Nolting, a 40-year old geolo-
gist from Berkeley, California, became
our spokesman. The Russian version of
mountaineering is far more disciplined
than the Western; our predeliction for
democratic, sometimes anarchic deci-
sion-making both irritated and amazed
them. A soft-spoken, experienced
climber, Rick was able to convince the
Russians he was our "leader" without
stepping on any of our toes.

Our arrival in Moscow was not
auspicious. After almost 24 hours of
travel, we trooped into the chrome and
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Nomination Report

Paul ToreIli and Ed Cummings are

still in the process of contacting MS
members for nominations. The slate of

nominees will be available for pub-

lication in the January issue of Up

Rope.

glass Sheremetsevo Airport, expecting to
be met by a guide from the Soviet Sports
Federation. Instead, we spent a couple
of frustrating hours blundering through
passport, customs and various other
check-points, each with a long waiting
line. Eventually, we were met and
bussed to the Sport Hotel, several miles
from the center of Moscow. Our mood
was somewhat improved by the parklike
atmosphere of the city and the novelty
of it all.

Next day, Friday, July 13th, we
were treated to a tour of Red Square and
the Kremlin, and in the afternoon, a
swim in the Moscow River. Saturday was
free-time--there were never any restric-
tions on our movement in Moscow-and in
the evening we departed for the
Pamirs. Our destination was Osh, second
largest city in the Kirghiz SSR.

Osh turned out to be an oasis of
green in the middle of the desert. A
huge sign atop the airport terminal read,
in English, "Welcome to the Pamirs." A
troupe of smiling local girls in native
costume greeted our arrival with gifts of
flowers. We were served a large lunch--
lots of the local melons, grapes and
tomatoes--and were soon underway for
the ten-hour trip to Pik Lenin Base
Camp.

The short-wheelbase busses had no
springs as far as we could tell. The dust,
heat, jet-lag and rock-crushing ride
soone numbed our senses and ability to
appreciate the scenery. We ground our
way over the treeless ridges of the Pamir
foothills on roads of gravel. Herds of
cattle and sheep, tended by young Uzbeki
cowboys, plus an occasional yurt, consti-
tuted the only signs of life.

A solid quarter inch of dust
accumulated in the back of the truck
that took us the last twenty miles. The
seats of the Army vehicle were two-by-
fours and we had to hold on desperately
to avoid being thrown from the vehicle.
It was a grim-faced, dust covered group
that debarked at 9:00 p.m. at Lenin Base
Camp, perched on an alpine meadow at
3600 meters.
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The camp consisted of a large
wood-frame mess building, about 150
three-man Polish tents in four rows
flanking a line of flagpoles (a flag for
every nationality present in camp), plus
various auxilliary buildings for head-
quarters, generators, first aid, and
storage. There was a large "hospitality"
yurt where one could relax over tea and
cookies. The food turned outo to be very
plain. Often breakfast would be a bowl
of farina or bulgur wheat, plus bread,
butter, jam and coffee. Dinner might be
cabbage soup, canned beef, rice, and
fresh tomatoes. There were, however,
how showers daily at 5:00 p.m., great sun
for tanning, and the area surrounding the
camp was dotted with alpine lakes and
carpeted with flowers. Herds of sheep
roamed the flanks of surrounding hills,
and runoff streams from the Lenin
glacier wove their way through the
meadow.

The camp was rapidly filling with
an assortment of European, Soviet,
Japanese and American climbers. From
the States were a Mountain Travel group
and a California group headed for Pik
Communism. English and German were
the camp languages.

Our first day was spent attending
informational meetings where we met
our Soviet advisor, Victor Baibara, as
well as our second interpreter and leader
of the camp. We would have to carry a
radio when away from camp and call in
three times a day. A written plan was
required for each departure from base
camp. A physical examination would be
given to all climbers. Some thought all
this a bit bureaucratic, but considering
the Soviets were hosting (and somewhat
responsible for) several hundred climbers
at one time, I don't agree.,

Pik Petrovski is the usual training
climb. It sits conveniently next to base
camp and at 5200 meters is plenty high
for a crew two days away from sea
level. Tom, Ed, Clara and I were accom-
panied by Don Oberdorfer, a 50-year old
teacher from California. We camped at
5000 meters) for acclimatization, and
enjoyed the long summit ridge with its

superb views of the two-mile-wide north
face of Pik Lenin.

Lenin is not a beautiful
mountain. It is really a long ridge,
aligned east-west, rising in gentle steps
to 7134 meters over a steep snow and ice
covered north face. There are only two
avalanche-free routes. The "Lipkin"
route gains the ridge from the west and
the "Razdelny" route takes a long detour
to the east, traversing under the north
face, before climbing to the ridge. We
chose the easier of the two, the
Razdelny, partly because we would be
among the first parties on the mountain
in 1984. This was Clara's first experi-
ence at high altitude, and she would
come along as far as she felt comfor-
table. We filed a plan for a Russian-
style ascent, which involved returning
twice to Base Camp from the upper
camps to rest. Our choice of "Mickey
Mouse" for a radio call sign delighted the
Russians.

Lightheartedly leaving Base Camp
at noon on July 17th with loads for Camp
I, we were unprepared for the scale of
the route (maps of the area are not
availalbe). A couple of miles of meadow,
a river gorge a mile or two long, "Trave-
ler's Pass," a 150 meter scree climb, a
couple of miles slabbing along a ridge, all
in rain and sleet, and we were half way.
Tired, wet and disheartened, we dumped
our loads and retreated to Base. Next
day with a second load, we did better.
Several miles up the Lenin glacier be-
yond our cache-point brought us to Camp
I. A dozen tents brightened the black
slate of the uppermost point of the left
lateral moraine of the glacier. We were
directly below the north face of the
mountain. The summit appeared close
enough for a day hike. Drying gear in
the intense alpine sun, sipping Russian
tea, anything seemed possible.

Leaving our VE-24s pitched at
Camp I, we headed back to Base next
morning, trooping through six inches of
fresh snow. Lower down the trail was
wet and loose. Tom, traveling fast,
slipped and turned his ankle. He had to
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continue on for five or six miles with the
ankle swelling visibly. We didn't know it
then, but the accident was to put torn
out of action for the rest of the climb.

The rest of our "expedition" was
scattered about. Rick Nolting and Barry
Nash from Vail, Colorado were attem-
pting a fairly difficult route on Pik 19
(peak of the Nineteenth Party
Congress). Several others were
trekking. Casimir Lorenz, 33, of
Rochester, New York, was violently ill,
and with his wife, Alex, was helicoptered
to the hospital in Osh.

Ed and I were feeling strong, time
for a Russian-style ascent was ebbing
away, and we perhaps unwisely, decided
to change our plans and make and alpine-
style direct push. The Russians shook
their heads but didn't try to stop us.
Clara, Ed, and I pushed through to the
standard Camp II at 5200 meters. It was
an odd place for a camp, smack on top of
an area of crevasses, but at least flat
and safe from avalanches. Three feet
behnd our tent yawned a two-foot wide
opening which we used for a latrine and
dump. The freshly fallen snow covered
who knows how many others.

We were thinking about dinner
when a large party of Soviet climbers
slogged in from Camp I. They proceeded
to set up camp facing our tent, making
no attemp to probe the area for cre-
vasses. Even so, we thought they were
holding a crevasse-rescue practice when
they pulled a climber out of a small hole
behind their tent. He was unhurt until
the rescuers managed to crush him
against the lip of the crevasse, pulling
too vigorously. He was screaming in pain
and couldn't breathe. A Soviet doctor
from the group punctured his chest to
ventilate the pleural cavity. Other
Soviets prepared an evacuation litter. It
was a crazy and chaotic scene--the
language barrier preventing any non-
Russian from helping, the Soviets milling
about, people snapping photos, the poor
climber, unsedated, gasping and
moaning.

By good fortune, one of the U.S.
Mountain travel clients weas an Ameri-
can doctor of Russian descent. Vladimir

Lang spoke fluent Russian and was, of all
things, an emergency room specialist.
He stepped in, gave morphine, drained
the chest (into my drinking cup and the
cup to Ed's MSR stove) and stablilized
the victim. What a plus for Soviet-
American relations. As darkness fell,
the long evacuation was underway. The
man, we learned later, recovered fully.

Ed and I bid goodbye to Clara next
morning and started the long climb to
Camp II. It wasn't fun, 50 pound loads
and soft snow. After seven hours, we
halted near the top of Razdelny Pik, a
small rise on the east ridge, and set up
camp. We were at 6300 meters, a bit
above and a half mile short of the regu-
lar Camp III. We rested during the next
day, trying to sleep and eat as much as
possible. Our Russian stove fuel, a
kerosene-like jet fuel, permeated our
clothing and food with a strong odor.
Our appetites were not good.-

Friday, July 27th, dawned windy
and cold. Stalling till 11:00 a.m., we set
off for Camp IV with three days food and
fuel. Moderately steep rock and snow
rise in a series of steps up the rounded
ridge. Camp IV was the last flat spot on
the ridge, about 6500 or 6600 meters.

We moved slowly but steadily
under a brilliant sun and into a cold
breeze. I felt fine, though I was
breathing very deeply, taking perhaps
five to twenty breaths per step. Ed
tends to climb like a machine at high
altitudes. He had been taking Diamox
regularly and seemed in fine fettle.
After seven hours, we elected to camp
on what we decided was the last flat
spot. The summit looked very close. I
brewed dinner while Ed set up the tent.
We had done this dozens of times
before. We each had some soup but
weren't hungry and crawled into our
bags. The antenna of our Russian radio
had broken that morning, so we missed
our third successive radio call to Base.

After a couple of minutes in the
bag, I felt a sudden chill and started to
shiver wildly. My coordination disap-
peared; I felt like death. My mind was
quite lucid but my body was in trouble.
It was a combination, I think, of
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