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AT BASE CAMP

Outgoing Chairman Tom Russell
reported on the January Executive
Committee meeting.

Insurance Liability- Over the past
six months, PATC has had to
reexamine its skyrocketing insurance
premiums and institute new policies to
address the problem. Now only trip
leaders who are PATC members will
be covered by PATC insurance. The
PATC General Council meets next
Tuesday, and will
on the issue.
responsibility has
concern over the
committee members

seek clarification
Trip leader

been a major
past year, and
have now drawn

up a working document to be
presented at the next meeting.

Andy Kauffman noted that the
American Alpine Club is also
concerned about the increasing
litigation in mountaineering and rock
climbing. (The Rock Climbing Section
of the Los Angeles Chapter of the
Sierra Club is no longer sponsoring
climbing outings because it can no
longer obtain insurance for any
activity involving more than 3rd class
climbing.

Kauffman said that the AA will
be compiling statistical data on
mountaineering and rock climbing

NEW PRES BESTOWS KUDOS,
OUTLINES '86 AGENDA

I've been asked by Up Rope to
share my thoughts with you as to
what I have in mind for the
Mountaineering Section during 1986.

First, I must again thank those
who served in 1985. Chairman Tom
Russell did a topnotch job. The
Section's membership and bank
balance grew. Bull Run came a little
closer to becoming accessible. The
Section acted to semi reliPf to flood
victims in West Virginia. And we did
an awful lot of climbing. Joe Wagner
will be missed at his Up Rope post;
his attention to our newsletter has
been faithful and welcome. I've also
received word that Roger Slakey will
be leaving town and his post as the
head of our Publicity Committee.
We'll miss having Roger take care of
that. And John Teasdale has
indicated that he would like some help
with Training. I hope that this
doesn't mean that John intends to
give this up entirely--I've had good
reports from people whose first
introduction to the Section has been
through John's courses. Marcy Logan
has stepped down a Nelson House
Caretaker, a post Non i Gess1Pr has
accepted in addition to her Up Rope 
editorship. The Nelson House has
stayed in good shape during Marcv's

(Cont'd on page 6)
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accidents, and looking at ways to
unite the climbing community so that
we can obtain insurance at reasonable
rates.

Another problem that concerns
the AA as well as PATC, is that
officers and directors of the clubs
can be held directly responsible for
injuries on a club outing.

Bun Run: Tom reported that the
easement has been settled, although
the actual recording of the
transaction has not taken place.

Seneca ReliPf: As of last meeting,
the Section raised 330.00 for Pauline
Huffman. Barb Llewellyn and John
Christian took a carload of items to
Ms. Huffman. (See article this
issue).

The MS is not stopping its
efforts to collect goods for the Seneca
flood victims. Contact Tom and
Barbara if you have items you would
like to donate.

Elections: Stuart Pregnall, Pete
Grant, and Karen Rousse11 were
elected Chairman, Vice Chairman and
Trez*surc.7-, by acclaim Selma Hanel
was elected Secretary of the club.

In taking office, Pregnall,
voicing the Section's appreciation to
Tom Russell for a job well done said,
"in the past few years, the club has
grown—I see new faces and returning
old faces. Whatever it was Tom did,
it was good enough to bring in new
people and keep the old ones coming
back."

FIGHTING ALTITUDE SICKNESS ON
MT. BLANC

Soft, balmy, the afternoon
breeze meltPd out our fatigue as we
lounged at our table. The band from
Mitten wald was an unexpected -treat,
blaring out those cheerful Bavarian
mPindies which were no less pleasant
for being a bit incongruous in Cha-
moni.x' main square. Dale hefted a
liter of the local brew, plillpd a long
draft, and planted his mug back on
our table. He looked over at me,
grinned, and with a twinkle, leaned
forward, clapped me on my shoulrler
and laughed, "you really are a hard-
headed bastard!"

I laughed back--"Now what?"
"That helicopter. I couldn't

bPliPve that you woffirin't get on it."
"You gotta be kidding! How

long have you known me? There was
no way you coulda thought I was
gonna wimp out at that point."

You're right. I should have
known. But that has nothing to do
with it. I was really beat—just
exhausted. When I saw it land, I
thought, "thank God; now Bob will go
down in the chopper, and I'll go
down with him, to be sure he's okay.
Then you had to get stubborn. You
were the one who was sick—I"ve
never seen you fold like that--but
when you refused it, there was no
way I could. go down in it. My heart
just sank as I watched it lift off and
leave us there. You're just always so
hardheaded."
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Dale's grin had faded a bit as he
spoke. But with another draft, we
were both laughing again; laughing,
but remembering...

...the helicopter. Its distant
whompwhompwhompwhomp had pene-
trated but not roused my foggy
con c to usness . Each step callts.d for
all my feeble intelligence, all my
concentration. I'd been in trouble
for a couple of hours, we were all
tired, the day was fading fast, a
serious slip might pull us all off.
Even so, by focusing on each foot

placement, my steps were still sure.
The Goiter ridge with its safe de-
scent was slowly, slowly drawing
nearer. The rope ahead went slack.
I looked up from my feet to see Pauli
peering back at me, and, fifty yards
beyond, the Gendarmerie helicopter
settling onto la Tournette, a small
outcropping on the ridge we wanted.
One crewman had already dismounted;
he was signalling us. Not quite
comprehending, I asked, "why have
they landed? what do they want?"

Pauli, gently: "He wants to
know if you want to come off."
Still resisting, "but we haven't

asked for any help?"
Patiently, "he's probably making

a last evening sweep. He must have
seen us out on the face. He knows
no one should be out here, off any
route. He also probably saw that
you're in trouble from the way that
you're going. Do you want him to
take you off?"

"No."
"You're sure?"
"Yes. I'm okay."
"You're sure?"
"Yes. I'm fine. Two hours ago

I'd have quit. Especially if I'd
known how far to go, how exposed.
But now we're all the way down to
the ridge. It's safe. I'll be alright
going down on it. No thanks."

Pauli turned and waved off the
heliropter. The
He wanted me off
turned back to
know if you want

crewman persisted.
the mountain. Pauli
me. "He wants to
to go down."

"I said no, I got this  
get the rest of the way."
"Are you sure?"

"THERE IS ABSOLUTELY NO
WAY I'M GETTING ON THE GOD-
DAMNED HELICOPTER!"

Pauli shrugged, waved off the
rescue bird. Dale and Paul held
silent. We slogged over to the ridge.
Half an hour later, as it really
darkened, we huddled in the Vallot
hut, a thousand feet down.

On the morrow, I'd be fine.
We'd fail the summit gain. This time,

again at la Tournette (15,200 ft) at
8:00 a.m., in perfect weather, I'd
feel fit to run the rest of the
route--but we'd left Dale at the hut,
and Paul would be too exhausted to
proceed. A 1,000 ft. climb from the
Vallot hut would have finished him.
With adequate training, perfect
weather, good snow conditions, and a
good guide, why had we failed? And
failed not once, but twice?

We had rendezvoused ,in
Chamonix a week ea.rlipt. Dale
Cloyd, Paul Reinman and I were old
military and climbing friends,
comrades in misadventures, ofFirial 
and unofFirial, on three continents
over thirteen years. Pauli SPit7 was
a guide from Mittenwald whom we all
knew and liked. Those first few
days we had done some relatively
easy climbs together. At no time had
we ascended past 12,500 feet, and
most of the time had been spent well
below that. Apart from some mild
headaches, none of us had had any
notable altitude problems. We all
wanted Mt. Blanc. A traverse, via
Mt. Blanc du Tacul and Mt. Maudit
would be interesting, with descent via
the Grand Mulets. This route would
pose a long day, but not one of
excessive technical clifFirulty.

We caught the day's first
tplppherique out of Chamonix about
7:00 a.m. Relaxing as we zipped up
from 3,000 ft. to over 12,000 feet
atop the Aignille du Midi in under
twenty minutes, we noted no apparent
problem from the aThitude change.
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Our first task was a quick 1,000 ft.
drop to the Col du Midi. The day
was brilliantly clear, the air relatively
still. We warmed up fast. The 1,500
ft. climb up to the shoulder to Mt.
Blanc du Tacul deemed a surprisingly
long slog, but posed no technical
problem. As we rose, we felt the
height in our breathlessness, but
otherwise felt well. Noon was
approaching as we crested the
shoulder. Since we were later than
we had planned, Pauli elected to skip
the 300 ft. climb up to the summit of

Mt. Blanc du Tacul, and to press
straight for Mt. Blanc itself.

The afternoon passed on a high
level traverse over easy ground
under a blazing sun. We flanked Mt.
Maudit to its north, crossed the Col
de la Brenva, and paused for a brief
rest. 14,000 ft., and I still felt
good. I downed a half quart of water
and some munchies. Gazing up from
my snack to a -Far off ridgeline, I
noticed that the distant peaks seemed
doubled. "Must be more tired that I
feel," I thought as I tried to align
the doubled images. To my surprise,
they persisted. I simply couldn't
merge them. Looking to my hands, I
saw that nearer objects united
properly into one image; back up to
the horizon my sight was still
doubled. I pondered this apparent
neuromuscular defir-it for a moment,
the delusion of clinical detatchment
protecting me from the reali7ation that
the problem was almost certainly
altitude related, and a harbinger of
worse to come.

When I mentioned my problem to
my partners, they quickly agreed
that we needed to speed our
progress. Our problem: The fastest
route down lay over the summit 1,500
ft. above us. Our course now
steepened considerably, and as we set
off, I found that my wind had gone.
Each group of three or four steps
was purchased only by stopping to
gast. This dysapnea was sudden,
and totally disproportionate to that of

my comrades. Perhaps the increasing
slope had unmasked a process that
had been stealing up on me
unnoticed. At any rate, within half
an hour all of us could tell that I'd
never made it up another 1,200 feet
to the summit. I could barely
breathe where we stood. Pauli opted
for a traverse northwest around the
summit to the Gouter Ridge, a
traverse of perhaps a half mile at
about 14,300 feet. This short
distance was to take up close to an
hour and a half over easy if
potentially treacherous ground: one

inch or so of win dpack over an ice
base of a 30° slope with several
hundred feet of dropoff a hundred
yards or so below our line.

Standing still, leaning on my
axe, I didn't thel too bad. Looking
at my feet, I could ignore the
doubled distance. A mere three or
four traversing steps, though, and
I'd be immobiii7ed by gasping for
relief My inability slowed us to a
crawl. All the others seemed fine.
All the others were fine. Couldn't
quit. No place to stop. Sun setting.
Colder. Too slow to stay warm.
Each step, gasp, sure. Gasp, gasp,
no slips, gasp, in this stuff, gasp,
gasp. Absolutely amazing, gasp,
gasp, how fast, gasp, gasp, gasp,
my strength, gasp, had faded, gasp.
Not right, gasp, to risk, gasp, gasp,
gasp, my friends, gasp, gasp,
because, gasp, gasp, you're weak,
gasp, gasp. Stop and breathe,
breathe, deep breathe. Paul: "Keep
going, Bob,"

"I am." Right, gasp, foot,
gasp, left, gasp, foot, gasp, axe,
gasp, gasp, right, gasp, foot, gasp,
gasp, left, gasp, foot, gasp, axe,
gasp, gasp, gasp, right, gasp, foot,
gasp, whomp, left, gasp,
whompwhomp, foot, whomp, gasp,
axe, gasp, whompwhomp, gasp,
whompwhompwhomp. Why, gasp, is
that, gasp, heliropter, gasp, gasp,
landing? Rage. There is heat in
rage, strength in fury. Had I come
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