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Introduction
Mountaineers,
I’m so happy to say that we finally got this journal published. Journals
are typically published every two years, and it’s been six. So much has happened over the past few years--including things that happened before I
was even at Harvard--that it’s difficult to properly present everything in this
edition. I apologize in advance if we’ve missed something or did not give
proper weight to certain trips or events. With a young climbing member
base that is incredibly enthusiastic and passionate about climbing, I’m certain the next journal will come sooner.
With Harvard’s house renewal project the HMC lost our climbing wall in
Lowell house, but through support of the university a professionally built
wall was created at the QRAC double in size, giving more bouldering options to the Harvard community than ever before. We’ve ambitiously grown
our gear collection to make nearly all forms of outdoor recreation as accessible as possible, and continue to lower the barriers to entering the climbing
world.
Renovations are bittersweet though, as we’ll be losing our home of the
past 50 years. With renewal affecting Adams house, the HMC will no longer
have our cherished room in Clavelry hall. We’re still working out the details
of where the HMC will be, but we shall always remain the community of
climbers and adventures we’ve been since 1924, and our books, artifacts,
gear, and random cool junk will be with us.
Then HMC continues to host so many fantastic speakers and events, and
our annual banquet will be in February of 2019--we hope to see you there.
The HMC continues to climb all over the world, as well more locally around
Boston, New Hampshire, and New York, and I can’t express enough gratitude to everyone who’s gotten us to where we are.
I hope you enjoy the journal.
Vladislav Sevostianov ‘19
HMC President 18-19’
Kami Krista ‘21
HMC Treasurer and Editor in Chief 18-19’
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A Scramble in the Cascades
by Walter Martin

D

ESPITE the communication difficulties encountered when trying to
make the “shared adventure” model happen in areas without cell
service, my personal experience of this summer’s Cascades trip was fantastic. The original plan was that a large group would meet at Rainier to take
advantage of the permit the club had secured; that didn’t work out, but
Carson Denison, Lincon Craven-Brightman, and I were willing to still spend
some time on the mountain so we headed that way from SeaTac. We spent
the night probably illegally in the woods about 10 minutes below the Paradise Visitor Center, in a spot that turned out to give a beautiful dawn view
of Rainier over a lake the next morning. We checked in with rangers in the
morning and confirmed our decision not to try to summit; none of us had a
lot of experience with real mountaineering, and conditions in August aren’t
ideal on Rainier. Instead, the plan switched to hiking up to Camp Muir, staying overnight, and heading down early the next morning. While not strictly
necessary, we took crampons and ice axes up, which let us get some practice with self-arresting. Camp Muir itself was relatively uncrowded, so we
were able to enjoy sunset and sunrise mostly by ourselves, the night in between punctuated by rock and ice falls up the mountain.

Going up Mt. Shuksan
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After a glissade-filled descent, we drove to Index, a small town in the
Gold Bar area. It turns out that they have a beautiful climbers’ camp by a
river there, and it’s absolutely free. The climbing available is mostly trad, and
is still unvisited enough that to date, route names are still a mess of vulgar
inside jokes. We didn’t send particularly hard on the cliffs, but had a great
time in the river. We were still struggling to get in contact with the rest of
the group, but finally managed to get enough of a plan together that we
could commit to driving back to Seattle to meet up with everyone else in
the evening.
From this point, Carson had to head back to Oregon, but Lincoln and
I joined up with Blox, Dom, Elana, and Vlad. It took us until noon the next
day, but we eventually decided to attempt Mt. Shuksan, a glaciated peak
near Baker. With the time it took to stock up on food, get a permit, and get
organized, it was borderline evening when we started up. It was a standard
Cascadian approach, fairly steep switchbacks through the woods. Eventually things opened up into alpine meadows rising up to Shuskan’s western
ridge; from there, we made our way through scrabbly rock and snowfields
onto the Sulphide Glacier. We didn’t know exactly where we were headed,
but luckily could see a group up on a higher ridge which turned out to be
a NOLS party staying there for a week. It was around 8 by the time we got
to them, so we got straight to work on putting up tents and making dinner.
After a few hours of sleep, we were up again, getting gear on and tying
into rope teams. It was a beautiful night, filled with stars, though not bright
enough to forgo headlamp light. There was a pretty clear path straight up
the glacier, but it was steep enough that we were switchbacking and occasionally detouring around suspect crevasses, so going was slow. Eventually
as things got lighter, we could see the silhouette of the peak, and then Baker
started to become visible off to our side. Looking to our west, the dawn was
exquisite; to our south, it revealed some pretty threatening storm clouds
occasionally brightened by lightning. Needless to say, we weren’t thrilled
about that, but the wind was in our favor, so group consensus was to keep
Above: Vlad, Elana, and Dom on the summit of Sahale

Photo, Vladislav Sevostianov

Below: From left to right, Vlad, Carlo, Paul, David, and Charlie on the summit of Rainier after
climbing the Kautz glacier.
Photo, Nick Hoernle
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going and make sure we were paying attention to them. The wind held, and
we reached the snow-free summit crag without issue.
In theory, the route we planned to take up was class IV, but with wet
rock and a lot of exposure, ropes were set for members of the group who
didn’t feel good about scrambling. It was a blast – rock with a lot of features,
not too sharp, and with great views until clouds came up from below us
and covered the peak. Surrounded in mist, we didn’t stay at the top for very
long, instead making a quick rappelling descent back down to the snow.
The way down would have been easy, except that at the worst points, we
only had about 15 feet of vision. To some degree we could follow our steps
back, but while that may have been a good tracking exercise, it would have
taken almost as long as if we’d needed to pull out a map and compass. Luckily, Blox had set a GPS waypoint at camp, so we were able to use that to get
back in reasonable time. It wasn’t a great hike down once tents were packed
with everything being wet, but we made it down safely and headed back to
Seattle, and for me, that was the end of it.

Summiting Mt. Shuksan. Left to right: Blox, Dom, Lincoln, Elana and Vlad
Photo, Walter Martin
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A Quick Stop in the Tetons
by Vladislav Sevostianov’19

Vlad and Dom at the summit of Grand Teton.

O

Photo, Vladislav Sevostianov

N the Cascades trip this year I decided to commute from my home
in Las Cruces, New Mexico to Seattle, which corresponds to essentially driving through the whole country. The beauty of that was that we
wouldn’t need to rent any cars in Seattle, I’d finally get to see many of the
national parks I’d been meaning to for a while. I picked up Dominik Wild
up north in Albuquerque, and we made the drive up together. Our tentative plan was going through Utah and Idaho before meeting Elissa Taylor in
Montana, but we decided to slightly deviate to go to the Grand Canyon in
Arizona as well as hit up the Tetons, while still going through Utah on the
way up. We had a strict schedule, as I had a priority to spend some time in
Zion, and we also had to meet Elissa at the airport in Montana enroute to
Seattle, so we could not extend our trip.
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Zion was great; since we didn’t have that much time Dom and I would
take on all of the “full day--strenuous” hikes and run them, thereby allowing
us to see multiple days worth of the park over the two days there. We talked
about climbing, though it was always over 100 and you’d probably melt being out on the open rock in conditions like that. Eventually we made it to
Wyoming, where we decided to climb the Grand Teton. We came on a Monday, and Wednesday midday we had to be in Montana, so we decided to try
a one day summit on Tuesday. Weather looked promising, and we tried to
get as much beta as we could from the rangers. We settled on the 5.5 Upper
Exum Ridge for our route. Most people would spend 2-3 days doing it, but
we felt optimistic considering our previous schedule.
The night before the climb we camped just outside the park in the national forest, and really had trouble falling asleep; it was ridiculously hot,
and our plan of going to bed super early to wake up at 1 am didn’t really
work. That said, we still had to wake up at 1am, make a quick pot of pasta
to sustain us for the day, pack up, and drive to the trail head, getting on the
trail by 2 am.
We lost the trail multiple times going up to the saddle, which meant we
certainly wasted a couple of hours scrambling off route. Eventually we met
a fellow climber who helped point us in the right direction, as well as gave
us some tips for how to train for the mountains at low altitude. He said the
trick was to smoke lots of cigarettes while exercising, as this would mimic
low oxygen conditions. Questionable, but this dude was in killer shape and
we struggled keeping up with him, which was of utmost importance so that
we would not get lost again.
He was going up Owen Spalding, but pointed out the Wall Street ledge
which was the start of the Upper Exum Ridge. Here too we ended up meeting some climbers, a climbing guide and his family. They were moving
swiftly, soloing the route for most parts, and we tried to stay close to avoid
further route finding issues. The struggle of keeping up with this party of
five was worth it as we got to enjoy a free guided tour, with the guide pointing out all the challenging sections that we opted to pitch out.
Eventually we made it to the top and unlike some of the soloers had no
trouble figuring out how to rappel since we carried up ropes. Coming down
we had the most chance encounter of finding two other HMCers--Brianna
Beswick and Nick Joseph--who were on their way to climb the exact same
Above: Dom at the summit of Grand Teton.
Below: Vlad at the summit of Grand Teton.
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Photos, Vladislav Sevostianov

thing. Out of all the days, mountains, routes, and people in the world, somehow HMCers can always be found.
As we were nearing the car we had a bear cross our path, which was rather scary. Not the ideal ending to our epic climb, but thankfully our stench
kept it away and the bear left the trail. We cautiously hurried towards the
car, which we finally exactly 17 hours after our start time. Getting eaten
would have been a bummer at the end of that long day.
We did not want to cook as we were so hungry, and were willing to
splurge to buy some food. Given that by this time it was 7pm, we had a total
of another 17 hours left before we had to be in Montana, in which time we
had to find a place to sleep, sleep, eat, and drive 7 hours. We decided not
to go to Jackson hole, as we didn’t have time to go backwards, and found
a overpriced pizza spot in the park. We vastly underestimated the size of
the 2 pizzas we ordered, resulting in an all pizza diet for the next day. A few
hours sleep in the Rockefeller Memorial Parkway area between Yellowstone
and the Grand Tetons, and then we were on our way to more adventures in
Montana.

Vlad and Dom meeting Brianna and Nick while descending the Grand Teton
Photo, Vladislav Sevostianov
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Iceland, March 2018
by Kyle Sutton’21

Vladislav Sevostianov ‘19
Elissa Taylor ‘21
Kyle Sutton ‘21
Ethan Croft ‘21
Lincoln Craven-Brightman ‘20
Matthew Bledsoe ‘18
Mike Reynolds (visiting fellow)
David Ding (grad student)
Carlo Amadei (grad student)
Paul Blankley (grad student)

I

CELAND 2018 was an exercise in rolling with the punches, beginning
about as soon as we got off the plane. WOW air, somewhat inexplicably, managed to lose Vlad’s bag (on the direct flight to Reykjavik). This
immediately split the group, as Vlad, Matt, and Mike stayed behind in Reykjavik an extra day in the hopes that Vlad’s bag would be found and returned
before they left for Skaftafell. As it turned out, the bag would not actually
be returned until we got back to Boston, and in terrible condition at that
(our working theory is that it was run over by/dropped out of a plane). Vlad
had to sleep in the car for the remainder of the week with no sleeping bag,
meaning he spent a good 15-20 minutes every morning just trying to thaw
his hands and feet.
Meanwhile, the rest of the group set out across the island for Skaftafell
and set up tents at a local campground. We had cold beans, tortillas, and
tuna for a couple nights, since a lot of the cooking equipment had been in
Vlad’s bag. We made an attempt at Kristínartindar the first day before Vlad’s
car joined us, which was a mile or so of approach, followed by some increasingly steep snow and a lot of scrambling over very loose scree and ice. We
were unfortunately sidetracked by a false summit and, after encountering
~80 mph winds in the saddle between the false summit and the real one,
ultimately decided the impending weather made the summit too risky.
Vlad’s car finally joined us sometime that night. The next few days, the
weather report wasn’t promising, so we did some sightseeing of local waterfalls and a lagoon, but not much in the mountains. When it became clear
Right: Paul on Kristínartindar.
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Photo, David Ding
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From left: Paul, Carlo, Vlad, myself, and David on Heineberg.
Photo, Vladislav Sevostianov

that the weather wasn’t getting any better, we adopted a new pseudo-MO:
establish a destination, drive generally towards it, do some offroading until
the road either stops existing or became impassable, then climb the coolest-looking thing we can see. This led to some nice hiking on Heinaberg
and our only real glacier hiking of the trip.
The glacier hike, like everything else, was relatively impromptu. After
searching a bit for the best way to access the glacier, we turned off Route
1 onto what looked like a side road across the black sand between us and
the tongue of the glacier. I suppose calling it a “road” is generous; it was a
relatively flat path of sand which quickly became not flat and eventually
impossible to go any further, which meant it was time to walk the remaining
~1-2 miles to the glacier. The hike was relatively uneventful, with the exception perhaps of a rather sketchy river crossing, and we finally arrived at the
glacier. We explored the glacier for another hour or so before heading back.
At this point, we were nearing the end of the week, and the weather
(primarily high winds and rain) had still prohibited us from attempting our
initial goal of Hvannadalshnúkur, the highest peak in Iceland. Here, we split
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again, with one group (Paul, Carlo, David, and myself) making one last-ditch
attempt at the summit, while the rest of the group decided to try to get
on another glacier, with plans to meet up back in Reykjavik before heading
home.
The Hvannadalshnúkur group packed the car the night before and rose
early in an attempt to avoid the worst of the weather. We drove to the trailhead, and after a bit of confusion finding the trail, began our ascent. At
this point, it was already raining heavily. About an hour into the climb, we
reached an exposed stretch of snow and the wind began to pick up. We
took inventory and found that all of our supposedly “waterproof” clothes
and boots had been soaked through. Rather than continue to the summit,
where the much colder air and high winds combined with our wet clothes
would create dangerous conditions for us, we decided it was safer to turn
back. We glissaded back to the cars, descending in about 10 minutes what
it had taken an hour to climb. Our summit attempt, unfortunately, had
been a failure.
From there, we began the drive back to Reykjavik, stopping at some
public hot springs along the way. Unfortunately, it was still rainy and quite
cold, meaning that the environment around the hot springs was extremely unpleasant in a swimsuit, and the water itself was quite a few degrees
colder than normal. Nonetheless, we did bathe in the hot springs, and had

One of our rope teams on Skaftafellsjökull.

Photo, Vladislav Sevostianov
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a somewhat good time with it. We reconnected with the other group, who
we learned had been unsuccessful as well, and decided that our wet clothes
and general coldness made us deserving of an Airbnb in Reykjavik.
The Airbnb was nice, and we enjoyed some (absolutely revolting)
fermented shark and some (substantially better) mushroom risotto courtesy of Carlo, who served as our chef for most of the trip. We began to leave
starting the next day, while some of us wandered around Reykjavik, some
went back to the hot springs (which were apparently much better without
the rain), and some boarded planes to fly home.
Iceland, despite not achieving any notable summits, was a general
success pulled from the jaws of failure. The weather was extremely prohibitive, but we did as much as we could and ultimately everyone had an unforgettable experience.

24

A Lucky Breakfast
by Vladislav Sevostianov’19

Vlad Sevostianov on the summit of Chopicalqui.

Photo, Gustavo Fernandez

O

N the Peru trip in the summer of 2017 a couple of us had come
earlier to get some extra time in the mountains. Rishi, Joey, Kayla
and I were staying at a hostel in Huaraz in between different acclimatization hikes while we waited for the others. The town itself is at 3000 meters,
which isn’t trivial if you’re coming from sea level. The mountains around are
all five and six thousanders. We’d go up to various lagoons that were around
4500 meters tall usually to breathe the air, sometimes go for a frigid swim
(probably in a moment of altitude induced madness), and prepare for some
of the more serious objectives around. We’d take collectivos, small minivans
from the town to various mountain villages from where we could start our
adventures.
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One of the first days we were in Huaraz we had to get up quite early to
get on the collectivo in time. We still hadn’t had a chance to find food at a
grocery store, and so we planned to just get something the morning of.
Worst case we had some cookies and airline pretzels…
Well, we ended up walking around the town about 6am with no luck.
Cookies were going to have to fuel our journey. At that point I was getting
horrible flashbacks to when Nick, Blox, and I all spontaneously did a 30 mile
Pemi loop earlier that year with not really much food and remembering
how hungry I was then. We’re all sitting in the collectivo with door open,
waiting for the driver to decide to take off, sighing with disappointment.
Then as we’re about to take off an elderly man comes up with a basket of
fresh hot chicken empanadas. Hoorah! We must have bought half the basket (way too much) and ended up sharing with the driver and others our
good fortune. We tried to find such empanada sellers on different days simply because they were so good, but never found anyone selling out of a
basket on the street again.

Above, Left: The whole group on the summit of Urus
From left to right: Mina, Rishi, Nick, Joey, Matt, Vlad, Brianna, Angie, Blox, Kayla
Below, Left: Setting up defenses against the cows

Photo, Jacob Raab
Photo, Vlad Sevostianov

Above, next page: Blox, Angie, Rajko, and Nick on the summit of Pisco.
Credit to Rajko Radovanovic
Below, next page: Rajko, Matt, and Angie on the way up Ishinca.

Credit to Rajko Radovanovic.

27

28

HMC 2014 Summer Grant: The Boston Basin
by William Bloxham’17

Why You Don’t (or Do ?) Leave the Summer Trip in the Hands of
Inexperienced First-Years

Part I

S

UBSCRIBERS of the Mountain List may have noticed a series of emails
around June 2014 that appeared to be the beginnings of organizing
an HMC summer trip. One may have also remarked that June was already
summer and perhaps a little late to be organizing a summer trip. This is true.
If we want to be generous, we can say the planning for the summer trip
started as early as May, at the last HMC meeting of the semester, two days
before the start of summer break. Due to the inability of any officers to
commit to attending the summer trip, the 2013-2014 HMC Officer Board
had until now failed to organize an HMC summer trip. In a last-minute effort to avoid this travesty, Henney Sullivan, recently elected HMC president,
turned to me and asked “Hey Blox! You’d be psyched to go on a summer
trip, right?” I responded with enthusiasm. Henney then noted that he’d be
off the grid for most of the summer, that he was leaving the HMC summer
in my hands, and that I should look up something called the “Boston Basin”. And just like that, I, a first-year with no previous climbing or mountaineering experience and a limited network of connections within the HMC,
found myself organizing the 2014 HMC Summer Trip.
About a month later I was doing one of my first trad leads in the Gunks
with Nick Joseph, another first-year. I asked Nick if he was going on the summer trip. He thought I was joking and told me the trip wasn’t happening.
Confidently I responded “Yeah it is! We’re going to the Boston Basin! It’ll be
great! You should come! I’m organizing it!” Nick seemed unconvinced, but
said he’d come on the trip. I still don’t know if he was just saying that to be
nice under the assumption that the trip wasn’t going to happen anyways.
Either way, he was signed up, so the trip now had two participants.
An email over the Mountain List eventually yielded another ten Harvard
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Mountaineers interested in the trip. That list quickly thinned back down to
just Nick and me as everyone realized I had absolutely no business organizing a summer trip and jumped ship before it was too late. Luckily Nick
Waldo and Peter McCarthy, two recent HMC presidents who evidently still
felt a responsibility for the club’s success, volunteer to join us for the last two
days of the trip.
No one really knew how the first six days of the trip would go. Neither
Nick nor I had any alpine or glacier experience, and we had about five trad
leads and a rather thin rack between us. The dominant contribution to
Nick’s outdoors experience was going on FOP.

Part II

O

N a sunny August morning, Nick and I arrived at the Seattle-Tacoma
Airport. Nick Waldo had graciously agreed to give us a ride to the
ranger’s station in exchange for a small “Waldo Taxi Service” fee (the payment of which would later become the first of many great debates had
by the 2014–2015 officer board). I’m not sure if Waldo was expecting two
competent and experienced mountaineers, but Nick and I wasted no time
establishing that we were not.
After a couple hours of driving the car turned a corner exposing a view
to which I remarked, “Wow! Those are some big mountains.” Waldo laughed
and replied, “Those are just foothills.” His laugh contained an unmistakable
degree of concern.
At the ranger station it was discovered that there were no more permits
available for the Boston Basin that night, but we secured permits for the
adjacent Torment Basin for the first night and for the Boston Basin for the
rest of the week. Looking at our map, we estimated that this would mean
a gentle 2.5-mile, 2500-vertical foot approach to Boston Basin, followed by
a quick mile and a half traverse to Torment Basin. We both remembered
having read a report from a recent HMC summer that mentioned a grueling two-day approach to the Boston Basin, but we defiantly ignored that
Above: William Bloxham’17 passing some crevasses on the Quien Sabe glacier on their climb
of Mount Sahale.
Photo, Nick Joseph
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account.
We reached the trailhead around 3:00 in the afternoon, at which point
Nick Waldo needed to quickly drop us off and return to the city out of some
sort of obligation to the “real world” (whatever that is). Left to our own devices and with no chance to ditch excess gear, we packed our 80 L packs
as tightly as we could and then contemplated the pile of stuff that had not
made it into our packs. Luckily (or so it was thought at the time) each of us
had also brought a 35 L daypack, so these too were stuffed with gear and
strapped to the outside of our 80 L packs. I estimate we each carried 80 to
100 pounds on the approach.
After several attempts, we eventually managed to get everything onto
our backs and enter positions that roughly resembled standing. This operation was given a V2 rating. It was after 4:00pm before we started up the
trail. Nevertheless, we were confident that we could complete our journey

High point on their attempt of Mount Forbidden with Peter McCarthy and Nick Waldo.
Photo, William Bloxham
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before night fall.
Everything was going surprising well until we reached a bend in the trail.
(Admittedly, this bend was reached after perhaps 500 yards so things really
hadn’t been go well for that long.) Unused to the extra momentum on my
back, I attempted the corner at full speed and ended up spiraling off into
the woods. Saved by a lucky bear hug of a tree, I managed to remain on my
feet and avoid a 100-foot tumble to into a creek below.
I stumbled my way back onto the trail and we continued up. After an
hour’s progress, Nick noted that, having looked at the map and seen a
stream crossing early in the approach, he had not filled up with water before starting off and was now running out. Figuring that we would reach
the stream before long, neither of us paid much concern to this and we
continued our slow march uphill.
By 7:00 it was beginning to get dark, but we had still not reached the
stream crossing. This was not only a concern for staying hydrated but also
worrisome for our chances of making it to Torment Basin. (Judging but the
map, the stream crossing was at most half way to the Boston Basin; and the
Boston Basin only two thirds of the way to Torment Basin. This placed our
estimated arrival no earlier than 1:00am.) A plan was formulated to drop
packs and run up the trail to the stream to fill up with water, and ultimately
a corner was designated as the last we would round before executing this
plan. Rounding the corner there was no creek in sight. Yet there was a noise.
An unmistakable noise. The sound of running water. The stream! It felt like
we were running up the trail with all our excitement at having reached the
stream, although I suspect we were still travelling at what would be considered a comfortable walking pace if it weren’t for the packs.
Reaching the stream, we dropped our packs and filled our water bottles.
We got out the Steri-Pen Nick Waldo had given us and immediately realized
neither of us remembered how the thing actually worked (beyond some
vague idea that we should push some buttons and put it in the water). After making a few attempts that left neither of us convinced we had actually
done anything, we decided that we were both thirsty enough not to care.
It was now almost 8:00pm and getting dark quickly. We had no hope
of making it to Torment Basin anytime soon. (ETA at our pace was now
4:00am.) Unwilling to hike through the night with our massive packs, we
would have to camp here for the night. The terrain was steep and rough,
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Summit of Mount Sahale by Nick Joseph’17 , William Bloxham’17 and Peter McCarthy, and also
William’s first ever alpine summit.
Photo, William Bloxham

but we eventually found ourselves a small flat clearing a hundred feet or
so off the trail. Without enough room to pitch the tent, we slept under the
stars and hoped for a dry night. We tied a ridgeline over our sleeping bags
and noted the possibility of throwing an emergency blanket over it if were
to rain, but we both knew that wouldn’t keep us dry.
Luckily it didn’t rain. Nevertheless, it was restless night affected by a
combination of the usual first-night-sleeping-outdoors paranoia about animal noises – this was bear country after all – and a concern that we would
be made to hike back down if a ranger spotted us sleeping somewhere we
didn’t have permits for.
The next day we got going at the crack of dawn and fairly uneventfully
made it to the Boston Basin a little after noon. Too tired at that point to
make much out of the day, we set up camp and hiked around the campsite
a little in order to figure out the lay of the land. We bumped into a ranger,
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who gave us a doubtful consideration but, perhaps against better judgment, did not send us back down to the trailhead.
The next few days consisted mostly of Nick and I scrambling around
whatever bits of rock and snow we could find that didn’t look too hard,
practicing self-arresting on snow that was too flat to slide on anyways, and
building snow anchors. We made unsuccessful attempts on Forbidden
Peak and Sharkfin Tower. Peter McCarthy joined us for the last two days,
led us across the Quien Sabe Glacier and to the summit of Sahale Mountain,
and spent an afternoon doing snow skills with us. Nick Waldo joined for the
last day of climbing, and the four of us had another unsuccessful attempt on
Forbidden Peak (hindered mostly due to Nick and my refusal to accept just
how early waking up for an alpine start entailed).

Part III

I

T’S hard to frame the trip as successful. We didn’t make it up anything
besides Sahale. We didn’t gain much in the way of glacier skills or trad
leading experience. We didn’t even have a particularly good time as we
were bored in camp for most of the trip.
Yet, Nick and I both went on to accomplished climbing careers during
the rest of our time in the HMC. At least one of us (and usually both) played
a central role in almost everything the club did for the next three years. Nick
and I returned to the North Cascades the next summer with six new members of the club and climbed Eldorado, Silver Star, Rainier, and Shuksan.
Nick went on HMC trips to the Alps later that summer and the Sierra the
next summer. At the end of our senior year, we both played central roles
in organizing and leading an HMC summer trip to the Cordillera Blanca in
Peru where we climbed Urus, Ishinca, and Pisco. During the school year,
Nick served as co-president of the HMC with Rajko Radovanovic and then
as treasurer, while I ran the Lowell Bouldering Wall and led the effort to get
the QRAC Wall built.
And four years after this initial stumble into mountaineering, Nick and I
returned to the Boston Basin and conquered Mount Forbidden in a 30-hour
epic of snow and rock climbing.
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I have wondered about what impact our first-year trip to the Boston Basin had on our HMC careers. Did being cast out on our own encourage us
to take charge of our time in the HMC? Or did not having a larger trip with
experienced members to learn from delay our acquisition of key mountaineering skills?
Nick and my generation (which also included Rajko, Brianna, Aaron,
Rory, and others) always had strong visions of what we wanted out of the
HMC and we were eager to put in the work to make it happen. Compared
to the generations above us we came in with essentially no climbing and
mountaineering skills, yet we left comparably accomplished. I like to think
that our make-it-happen attitude was the defining theme of our time in the
HMC and the success we had with it.
There are many hopes I have for the club we are leaving in the hands of
the next generation of HMCers, and chief among them is that young mountaineers will continue to have room for misadventure and poorly planned
trips and that the next generation will figure out what they’re stoked on and
throw as much energy behind it as they can no matter how unlikely their
initial forays make those ambitions seem.
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HMC Alaska Range Expedition 2012
by David Leonard

HMC Alaska Range Expedition 2012
In May and June 2012, five members of the Harvard Mountaineering
Club undertook an expedition to the Central Alaska Range, marking the
club’s first foray into the Greater Ranges since the Borkoldoy Expedition to
Krygystan in 2005. The team consisted of David Leonard, a post-doctoral research fellow at Harvard Medical School, David Ford, a graduate student in
the Chemistry Department, Jim Mediatore erstwhile of MIT, and two graduating seniors, Peter McCarthy and Lauren Onofrey, both past Presidents of
the club. Working around other commitments the team rendezvoused in
stages at base camp on the southwest fork of the Kahiltna glacier. David
Leonard reports on a successful trip amongst big mountains.

Part I: A Week on the Kahiltna

				

T

he expedition began for Dave Ford, myself and a mountain of personal and group gear during the last week of May, with a much appreciated ride to Logan airport in a friend’s Suburban, as no taxi would’ve
been willing to bear the load. Jim, having the most flexible schedule of the
five of us, was already enjoying some solo time in the Alaska range, and the
plan was that Dave and I would travel out to meet up with him for a week
of climbing on the various smaller peaks surrounding base camp on the
southeast fork of the Kahiltna glacier. Our journey would include a twentyfour hour stop in Anchorage to pick up last minute essentials and to purchase provisions for both ourselves and Peter and Lauren, who would join
us a week later, after commencement. We hoped that by allowing them to
avoid time in Anchorage and move straight on to Talkeetna and their glacier flight they could get above sea level and acclimatizing as efficiently as
possible.
On the connecting flight from Denver to Anchorage the first signs of
where we were heading became visible; we were not alone in carrying
climbing packs as cabin luggage, and the occasional pair of Spantiks and
AT ski boots were in evidence under seats and in the overhead bins. Admit-
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tedly flying into Anchorage is nowhere near as classic as driving the Alaska
highway, but it does allow the optimum ratio of mountain time to travel
time, which is an important, if slightly sad, consideration for many of us.
Provisioning complete, we set off by minivan for Talkeetna, being regaled
as we went with tales of bug-tennis and other fine Alaskan pass-times, and
eager to catch our first glimpse of the range. Talkeetna, I was informed
by the first bumper sticker I saw in town, is a small drinking town with a
climbing problem, and the center of this problem focuses on the airstrip
where Talkeetna Air Taxi and other glacier flight operations are based. TAT
run a highly efficient service and everyone on the team is knowledgeable
and helpful, and they come highly recommended. Running into Jon Bracey,
a British IFMGA guide under who’s instruction I had made my first climbs in
the European alps and who has a reputation for hard ascents in the Alaska
range, spoke to their reputation at the highest level.
We unloaded into the pack up space adjacent to the TAT hangers, and
after a few hours sorting and weighing packs had ourselves organized with
gear and food to go with us, and a couple of boxes of supplies to leave
behind for Peter and Lauren. Glacier landings are obviously hugely weather
dependent, but we were told to expect a flight the following morning, and
pointed in the direction of the local pizza place with a recommendation for
the “Ricardo Cassin Calzone”.
We flew out of Talkeetna next morning on a Dehavilland Otter, having
watched our laconic pilot, Will, meticulously prepare French-press coffee for
his flask before boarding – surely a good omen! I have found my previous
mountain flights an interesting experience, transporting me rapidly from
the relative civilization of an airstrip to the depths of a mountain range
while watching the landscape change almost in fast-forward. This was no
exception, and the final approach past Begguya (Mount Hunter) and landing
on the southeast fork of the Kahiltna glacier at “Kahiltna International
Airport” (KIA) was spectacular.
Having checked in with base camp management and been told where
to pick up gas and sleds, we headed off in search of Jim Mediatore and a
suitable tent site – preferably not too near the comings and goings of the
airstrip, as we planned to be there for a week before moving up to higher
camps on Denali (Mount McKinley). The latter was more easily identified
than the former; walking up the small hill on which basecamp sits, we were
warmly hailed by a team of Slovenians, who were packing out after a threeweek trip climbing hard lines on the North Buttress of Begguya. They asked
us if we wished to move into their camp as they left. This was an offer not
to be refused – walled tent sites, a dugout kitchen area, an igloo-outhouse
in which to shelter the clean mountain can (the bucket that serves as your
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latrine), and a palatial snow hole big enough to sit ten! We found no sign of
Jim, nor his tent, anywhere in camp and couldn’t raise him on the FRS radio,
so concluding he was having fun elsewhere on the mountain decided to
have dinner and turn in early for the night. However, before we could do so,
word found it’s way through camp to us that the basecamp manager, Lisa,
was looking for “Two Daves” with radio traffic. Making our way down to her
tent, we were told he was at the 14k camp, and that we could speak with
him via the park service rangers’ radiophone. Grateful for the opportunity to
find out what his plans were, but slightly taken aback by her friendly offer
(having been sternly warned during park service briefing not to bother Lisa
“after hours”) we hardly noticed the shadowy figures having dinner in the
back of the tent, that was, until one voice chimes up “it’s fine, don’t worry
about it…but you better say something interesting”. Turning round, we see
Colin Haley eating broccoli and grinning from ear to ear; welcome to the
Alaska Range!
We decided our first route would be the East Ridge of Mount Frances,
the shapely peak overlooking camp from the north, at the confluence of
the southeast fork with the main stream of the Kahiltna glacier. Alpine
approaches don’t come much more straightforward than this, skinning
gradually uphill into the cirque immediately behind camp for around an
hour, before stashing our skis at the base of an amenable looking couloir at
around 8100ft. Crossing the bergschrund roped we moved together a short
distance, but finding the conditions excellent we elected to solo the rest
of the way to the col on the east ridge (8750 ft). The route continues along
the broad crest of the ridge, with great views of the Kahiltna peaks and the
south face of Denali to the north, and Beguya to the south. Reaching the
summit shortly after midday, we agreed that guidebook comments such
as “a pleasant half-day’s jaunt” should be taken with a pinch of salt in this
range – this was by no means a long or demanding route, but nonetheless
in most alpine ranges it would be considered a moderate classic, not a short
trip for after lunch! After 30 minutes rehydrating on the summit we started
down, retracing our steps but finding progress increasingly hot and slow
in soft snow as we lost height. The decent down the access couloir to the
glacier was frankly horrific in thigh-deep slush, and a timely reminder that
even in the endless days of the artic summer, with no risk of benightment,
the “alpine start” is still valuable for finding optimal snow conditions on
south facing slopes. A fun ski back down to camp soon made up for the
wallowing however.
We were already gaining some feeling for the weather, which
unfortunately seemed to be stuck in the “eastern flow” pattern, which rarely
yields a proper storm, but brings a steady stream of unsettled weather and
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small disturbances sufficient to disrupt climbing plans – and glacier flights –
for days on end. Little did we know that this weather pattern would become
a defining feature of our expedition. Fortunately, we had already decided
that a rest day was in order after our outing on Mount Frances, so awakening
to several inches of fresh snow was not a significant disappointment and
provided an opportunity to reinforce camp against the effects of solar gain,
and rig pulks in preparation for our move up the West Buttress.
Contrary to expectations, the following morning arrived crisp and clear,
catching us on the back foot so far as climbing plans went, but this was
soon set aside as our neighbor, Pete Tapley, came back from his morning
wander round camp in search of a suitable climbing partner (his partner
having bailed at the last minute, he just flew in anyway) to tell us that the
rangers were recruiting helpers to assist with hauling a climber with a knee
injury down the West Buttress route on Denali and back to KIA. He was
currently being brought down from 11k camp in a litter and the plan was
that we would rendezvous with them somewhere on the Kahiltna near the
confluence with the east fork and bring him the rest of the way. Gathering
our glacier travel kit we joined the team and set off, making the exchange
a couple of hours later and seeing the casualty, whose injuries turned out
to be more minor than initially expected, safely back to the airstrip for a
flight out. The climbing rangers are a highly professional group, and are well
used to performing rescues and coordinating volunteer teams, and it was
a useful experience to be involved in a rescue of this type. Interestingly, the
national park service can arrange emergency hire of US citizens under these
circumstances; I was of course happy to contribute purely as a volunteer,
but this didn’t stop me accepting Dave’s offer to buy me a beer with his
earnings when we got back to Talkeetna!
The weather forecast that night was not encouraging, calling for an
upper level disturbance with increasing cloud, more snow in a few days and
stronger winds. With Peter and Lauren due in Anchorage that night, and
hopefully on a flight out of Talkeetna anytime during the next two days we
hoped this would not impact the flight schedule too badly.
Despite a cloudy start the following morning, we headed out for a quick
ascent of Radio Control Tower (8640 ft), named for its position overlooking
the airstrip. After an atmospheric skin up into a bowl adjacent to the east
ridge, we cached our skis and continued on foot along the convoluted crest
to the summit, where we enjoyed stunning views of the north buttress of
Begguya, the Kahiltna Queen, Mount Frances and Sultana (Mount Foraker).
Hoping for an ascent of Bacon & Eggs (aka the mini-mini-Moonflower
couloir) that night we headed back to camp to sort the ice rack and get
some rest. Sadly, we awoke a few hours later to thick cloud and very limited
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visibility. Undeterred, we skinned up the southeast fork for around 700
vertical feet, hoping that we would eventually break through into clearer air
above. Progress was straight forward, but eerie, with no impression of the
surrounding terrain other than the occasional ominous rumble from high
overhead. Eventually we accepted the inevitable and decided to retreat,
though not before crossing paths with an exhausted looking Korean
team, and one exuberant soloist charging hard on Spantiks and approach
skis, returning from the north buttress. Returning to camp increasingly
concerned about the potential impact of the unstable weather, our
frustration was suddenly relieved by a call on the FRS radio from Jim, who
was approaching Heartbreak Hill and expected to be in camp in less than
an hour. Jim’s arrival was a good excuse for extra tea drinking, and it was
good to catch up on his adventures over the preceding couple of weeks.
He had made several forays above 14k feet, including a solo ascent of the
Orient Express, and a trip up the West Buttress in the company of some
British climbers attempting Denali as one of the seven summits. Both times,
he was forced to turn around at the “Football Field” immediately below the
summit. We turned in late that night, enthused for the arrival of Peter and
Lauren, and to begin our move to higher altitude.
May 28th, our seventh day on the glacier, dawned cloudy, and remained
sufficiently so all day to prevent any flights in or out of KIA. Lack of visibility
combined with another few inches of fresh snow also put a stop to any
climbing activity, so another frustrating day was passed in camp, the
retrieval of some coffee, English muffins and crème cheese from Jim’s cache
providing the only relief. We hoped that Peter and Lauren were enjoying the
bright lights of Talkeetna. The morning of the 29th didn’t look promising,
with more fresh snow, clouds and still no sign of flight activity. Just as we
were debating whether to drink more tea in the snow hole, or return to our
sleeping bags for a nap after lunch, the clouds towards Sultana cleared and
a plane appeared on final approach. Peter and Lauren eventually arrived
around 2pm. It was good to have the whole team together, and Dave and
I were keen to get a change of scene from basecamp. Next stop, Camp 1,
Denali’s West Buttress.

Part II: Denali

F

ollowing the arrival of Peter and Lauren (who brought with them not

only the cache of provisions we left for them in Talkeetna, but valuable samples of lubricant from Tennessee and Barbados) we decided that to
get back on schedule and compensate for their weather-delayed arrival, we
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should get underway as soon as possible, rather than wait to the following
morning. While the new arrivals rigged sleds and rearranged packs from
flight configuration in preparation for hauling, Dave, Jim and I selected food
and equipment to be left in the basecamp cache and broke down camp.
Jim, Lauren and Peter left camp by 10:30 pm, while Dave and I finished sorting loose ends and buried the cache – a good warm up for the haul to come,
putting it at least 6 feet down to avoid exposure by melt-out over the next
three weeks. Departing camp at midnight, we had an enjoyable haul over
the relatively flat Kahiltna in the perpetual twilight of the subarctic night,
and being well rested, caught up to the others near the confluence with
the east fork, where we all stopped for a quick brew before heading on to
reach camp, at 7800 feet near the foot of Ski Hill at 4:00 am. This was a long
day, especially so for Peter and Lauren having just flown in, but it felt good
to be on the move.
Frustratingly, given that good climbing conditions had been in short
supply and that progress on the lower sections of the West Buttress would
be possible in less than perfect conditions, the forecast suggested a few
days of stable conditions with high pressure over the range for the next
three or four days. It seemed a shame to be spending good days slogging
with large packs and sleds; a touch of Murphy’s law perhaps. We placed another cache, with food, gas, rack, double ropes and a small tent which we
planned to use on the West Rib, near camp at the entrance to the northeast
fork. Looking up this glacier, along which we hoped to approach our main
objective, and which rejoices in the unofficial name of “The Valley of Death”
due to the propensity for avalanches triggered high on the slopes above
to run out the entire width of the valley floor, was simultaneously inspiring
and sobering.
We departed for the 11k foot camp rather later than I had hoped. This
would become a recurring theme, as my expectations for how quickly
things ought to get done were based on alpine climbing as a rope of two,
rather than five people hauling expedition loads. Being well acclimated
after several weeks on the mountain, Jim kindly, and perhaps wisely, offered
to move ahead at his own pace carrying a couple of tents and establish a
place for us in camp. This is the first significant elevation gain on the route,
but with the exception of Ski Hill, the final approach to camp, and a few
other short rises, the gradient is quite gentle. Despite the modest terrain, it
was a torrid and lengthy day, and I think we all did our fair share of suffering
under heavy loads. Progress wasn’t helped by warm conditions and soft,
heavy snow which quickly exposed the considerable age of my skins, on
which large clumps rapidly accumulated. Lacking glop-stopper I eventually
resorted to coating the skins with butter, which resolved the problem to
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some extent. I had been somewhat concerned about this day for Peter and
Lauren, moving rapidly as they had from the exertion of final exams, to
commencement and hence to the Kahiltna and our rapid departure from
base camp. Peter had also arrived with an unpleasant sounding cough, and
was clearly a little under the weather. Encouragingly however, Lauren set
a consistent pace, Dave moved along second on the rope with the steady
power to which I was growing accustomed, and I had the impression that
Peter and I were mostly focusing on doing the best we could to hide our
discomfort. Truth be told, I reached 11k dehydrated and exhausted, and was
enormously grateful to see Jim with tents up and stove on.
Waking early the next morning to the sound of snow on the tent, with
the beginning of a headache, and with my tent mates showing every sign of
still being deeply asleep, I washed down some Vitamin-I with the remnants
of my flask of tea and fell soundly asleep again for another 4 hours. This
would be a much needed rest day, and was marked by the introduction of
pancakes to our breakfast rotation; an enjoyable change and a fine way to
pass time, cooking one at a time in a small skillet over an MSR dragonfly.
The scenery had now changed considerably from the lower stretches of the
glacier, and watching the light change on Motorcycle Hill above us, and the
clouds scudding through Kahiltna Pass, it felt good to have gained some
height and be on the mountain rather than at its feet.
The plan from this point was to establish a cache at 13.5k feet, then
move up to 14k foot camp the following day. Those of us on approach skis
would leave them at 11k, along with all but one of the pulks, and a small
supply of food for our descent. Climbing above Squirrel Hill with Jim in poor
visibility we had an entertaining exchange with some shadowing figures,
who returned our “How’s it going?!” with an enthusiastic “Was-AlaikumSalaam!” as they moved past us on skis. Catching up with them as they took
a rest stop a little later, it transpired that our alpine-Arabs in fact hailed from
Seattle and British Columbia; Colin Haley and Nick Elson were moving up
to 14k to acclimatize for bigger, faster things and mishearing our hail over
the wind took us for Arabic speakers offering them the greeting “As-SalaamAlaikum” – may peace be with you! Jim and I reached the cache point in
around 4 hours, followed sometime later by the other rope who seemed
to have had a tougher day of it. We were all glad to be free of our loads,
burying a large supply of food and equipment well marked with wands and
Peter’s skis, and made good time back to camp.
We all woke late the following morning, in a cold and snowy 11k camp.
Despite the late start, we decided that with everyone feeling reasonably
well, we would move up to 14k rather than use another rest day at this point.
During pack up, it became clear that Dave’s ski poles were missing; this was
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made all the more peculiar by the fact one had been sitting with the rest of
our poles and axes near the tents, and the other had been supporting the
center of our kitchen tarp, securely lashed in place, on the far side of our
camp. This was clearly not simply a case of misplaced equipment buried in a
snowdrift, human factors had been at play. It was disappointing to think that
fellow climbers could be so callous, and Dave was understandably angry.
Our pace was not impressive, with heavy, awkward loads all round since
caching the pulks, and it was a late and cold arrival at fourteen thousand
feet. This necessitated another leisurely start, but it was a relief to be at this
altitude and well positioned to make acclimatization runs higher on the
mountain. For several of us this marked a new personal highest altitude.
We were all hopeful that we would be well prepared and ready for at least
some of us to make an alpine style attempt on the West Rib, and hoped that
the weather would settle and provide us with a useable window. Peter and
Lauren took a well deserved rest day, beginning work on our snow kitchen,
while Jim moved his tent in beside ours behind the impressive snow walls
we had inherited from a descending guided group, and Dave and I headed
back down to recover the cache. It was good to stretch the legs and blow
off some steam.
The weather forecast remained unstable, and it became quite routine
to wake to anywhere between a few inches and a foot of snow either fallen
or blown onto the tents each morning. Listening in to other groups on the
FRS radio painted a discouraging picture of life higher on the mountain.
Nonetheless we were determined to continue with an active acclimatization
schedule, alternating days climbing higher on the mountain with rest and
recovery at 14k camp, in readiness for an alpine style ascent on the West Rib,
or perhaps for some, a move to 17k camp and subsequent summit attempt
on the West Buttress. We all made a number of trips along the route towards
or to high camp. I have mixed feelings about the fixed lines which adorn the
headwall leading to the ridge crest just above 16k feet, and on future visits
to the mountain might consider climbing without their assistance, but such
reflections aside, on these runs they provided a degree of security on the
mind numbing and calf burning 50-60 degree slopes and we used them
routinely. It is worth noting that the most efficient way to climb fixed lines is
to secure oneself with a prussic on a sling girth hitched to the belay loop of
your harness, and progress upwards using the line as direct aid. Similarly in
descent an arm wrap rappel backed up with a prussic or held-open ascender
permits secure but rapid progress. It was common to see large roped parties
utilize the lines for protection, typically with each member using any variety
of ill-fitting mechanical ascenders on the heavy ropes, while attempting to
progress upwards axe in hand and legs akimbo in French technique; this
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looked slow, uncomfortable and frequently resulted in excruciating tangles.
The ridge above the fixed lines leading to the 17k foot high camp offers
the most interesting climbing on the route, on moderate terrain but with
sufficient exposure to hold the attention, and on a clear day, stunning views
over the Alaska Range and out over the tundra to the north. The short pitch
past Washburn’s Thumb is particularly esthetic, and this whole stretch along
the crest of the range, which unlocks the higher reaches of the mountain is
a fitting tribute to the route’s author for whom this rocky outcrop is named.
Peter took advantage of these runs to make some turns on the broad
slopes between the fixed lines and 14k camp, while the rest of us slogged
down on foot. If returning to this route I would certainly bring an alpine
touring set up and lightweight ski boots rather than just approach skis and
mountaineering boots, and would not cache my skis at 11k – if nothing else
it would add an element of fun to the acclimatization process!
We were all making good progress with acclimatizing, and Peter’s
cough was settling, but by this point frustration with the weather was
growing throughout camp and each day more climbers ran out of time
and descended – some never having made it above 17k camp. With no
extended break in the prevailing unstable weather pattern looking likely,
and regular snow accumulations sufficient to pose a considerable avalanche
risk in the northeast fork of the Kahiltna and on slopes approaching the
Upper West Rib, we were also faced with the possibility that our intended
objective might not be feasible. Some parties were successfully summiting
on the West Buttress route, but generally at the expense of protracted and
unpleasant periods in camp at 17k. I was reluctant to give this option serious
consideration, as while it might have positioned us closer to the summit
poised to take advantage of a narrow window in the weather, any significant
period of time spent in the exposed camp at that elevation would likely
begin taking a physical toll that I thought would preclude an alpine style
attempt on another route – a goal which I was not yet ready to relinquish.
Although it was becoming clear that we did not all share the same views on
objectives and the best course of action, I was encouraged in my thinking by
conversations with some of the elite alpinists in camp who each bemoaned
the challenging conditions, recounted early experiences when they had
been completely shut down, and emphasized the importance of patience
and good judgment in waiting for the right weather and conditions, and by
extension accepting that sometimes it’s not meant to be. As if to reinforce
this point, a couple of feet of new snow fell in camp over the following
day, limiting physical activity to regular digging-out of tents, and releasing
some truly spectacular avalanches which thundered down the slopes near
the fixed lines. All this precipitation necessitated that mere mortals take
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another enforced rest day to give some time for the snow pack to settle,
but entertainment was provided by the alpine-elite, with Colin Haley, Nick
Elson and Mark & Janelle Smiley all making high speed runs to Denali Pass.
A couple of days later, after another trip up the ropes and on to 17k
camp, sadly without Jim who had picked up a respiratory infection which
was proving slow to improve, Dave and I marked three weeks, and Peter and
Lauren two weeks on the glacier. We celebrated the occasion with coffee
and blueberry pancakes, courtesy of Jim – who’s experience clearly showed
in the selection of treats included in his food supply. Unfortunately, this
anniversary meant that we had been based at 14k feet for 8 days, and had
only 7 remaining until our scheduled flight out to Talkeetna. Suffice to say
the weather gods had not been kind to us, the forecast showed no signs
that they were considering relenting, and we were forced to accept that an
attempt on the West Rib was out of the question as the objective hazards
on the approach would be unreasonable. This disappointing realization was
compounded by the decision that to maximize the chances of someone
from the team summiting successfully, we should move up to 17k to be
better positioned for a summit attempt should the light and variable winds
forecast for later in the week actually materialize. Despite my personal
disappointment I was hopeful that we might manage to get the whole
team on the summit together.
This decision was rapidly reinforced by yet another storm system, which
would ultimately drop 36 inches on camp in 36 hours, and resulted in some
of the most impressive avalanches yet – including a full height release in the
Messner Couloir, which dusted camp and prompted the rangers to advise
some groups to relocate their camps out of potential slide paths. We were
advised that we were probably ok, with the exception of a 50-100 year type
event originating in rescue gulley – good enough for me.
Retiring to the tents after dinner that night, we decided that garlic
flavor Knorr pasta posed an unacceptable risk to health and safety when
tent bound, and should not be purchased for future expeditions. Such
minor discomforts aside, we were quite glad to be where we were, as more
avalanches could be heard over the building wind. Sadly, others were not
so fortunate, and we were roused a short while later by reports of a group
having been avalanched on the slopes below the fixed lines. Initial concern
amongst others that we may have been the victims was soon put to rest,
but replaced by concern for our friends from the University of Alaska, who
were known to have started descending from 17k but were not yet back
in camp; indeed Chris and his fellow altitude researchers had been caught
in the slide, sustaining a variety of injuries which were not life-threatening
but certainly not trivial. Some hoped to descend safely to KIA on foot after
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a few days recuperation, but at least one climber with a ruptured cruciate
ligament would ride the park service helicopter back to the airstrip. A timely
reminder, if one were needed, of the importance of carefully assessing
conditions and making good decisions.
These events, compounded by Jim’s deteriorating cough and resulting
decision to abandon his climb and return to Talkeetna (he promised to
identify the best breakfast places for us) left us all in poor humor and quite
seriously doubting whether there was any remaining scope for success
in this trip. However, in a rare break from the norm, the weather forecast
was revised in favor of better rather than worse conditions, and it seemed
that a summit attempt in two days might be met with at least reasonable
conditions. The realization that we might yet get an attempt on the summit
led to extended discussion amongst the group as to the best approach,
chiefly whether to stage through 17k camp or to attempt a single push on a
less travelled route such as the Upper West Rib. The later seemed to preserve
a little of the flavor of our original goal, but ultimately it was decided that
having been shut down on our primary objective, and having lost Jim to his
respiratory infection, the goal should be attempting to get the remaining
four members of the expedition on the summit together.
We broke camp the following morning in bitter cold and packed for the
move to 17k. Moving camp in this style, even for only a few days, still results
in heavy packs and is a time consuming process. Unfortunately, early in the
day it became apparent that Lauren was under the weather and having
trouble sustaining a steady pace. I became increasingly concerned that she
would be unable to reach high camp safely and in a reasonable time to get
some rest before summit day, with the only certainty being that, even with
a rapid recovery overnight, the following day would be even harder than
today and we would need to move efficiently with good pace to summit
safely in what was going to be narrow window of acceptable conditions.
Reluctantly, I eventually decided that I had no option but to split the team,
sending Dave and Peter on to 17k hopefully preserving their chances of a
successful summit bid the following day, and descending with Lauren to reestablish a camp at 14k feet. The implication was clear, and this was almost
certainly the end of the expedition for Lauren and I. Bitter pill though this
was to swallow, I could not avoid the conclusion that to continue to higher
altitude, into a tight weather window with a partner showing signs of
anything other than full strength could only be considered poor judgment
and I hoped that the others would be well positioned to make a successful
push.
Having pitched the tents, I tucked into a big meal courtesy of the extra
food Jim had left behind for us. Lauren seemed understandably disheart47

ened, but after some fluid and calories went off in search of the company of
friends elsewhere in camp, and I settled into my tent to listen to Sigur Rós
and consider my options. Descending back to 14k as the others continued
up, I was certain that I would not see the upper parts of the mountain on
this trip, but now I was not so sure. I am not known as a soloist, but I was
feeling strong and well acclimatized, and I was familiar with and comfortable on the terrain up to and along the crest of the West Buttress and on to
17k camp. My greatest pleasure in the mountains had always come from
moving efficiently on terrain interesting enough to hold the attention, but
moderate enough to allow me to move quickly and travel light. Why not
go for it? Two tools, light pack, some food and fluid and go…set off early,
catch Peter and Dave before they depart high camp and go for the summit
together.
To this point, I have written this report with the assistance of notes and
details recorded each day in my expedition log book. I now transcribe my
final few lines as written:
“Sac packed, light. Tools sharpened. I am excited yet attentive at the
prospect of tomorrow’s climb. The forecast is as good as can be hoped.
This should be a challenging and positive experience. I hope the guys have
some tea for me when I reach camp!”
My journal continues no further. My experiences and thoughts
from the day that followed, and from our descent to KIA and back to civilization and Full Standard breakfasts at the Road House in Talkeetna, never
made it onto paper. In someway, perhaps, this makes the memories and impressions all the stronger. Some of you reading this will already have heard
the story; leaving camp at 6:30 am, I climbed alone up the lines and along
the ridge as the arctic sun rose from its overnight perch near the horizon,
spreading pale golden light across the tundra, the glaciers and lower peaks
surrounding the Kahiltna, and eventually the camp I had so recently departed. I reached 17k before the sun had hit the tents and shook Dave and Peter
from their slumber, weary from a late arrival the night before. We spoke with
Chris, the climbing ranger stationed at high camp, who warned us of winds
building in the afternoon and who felt it was a better day for building walls
than climbing. Telling him we’d be careful, we left camp with belay jackets
on, and crossed the autobahn, first post holing in fresh snow, then moving
with care on bullet-hard grey ice to reach Denali pass. Donning additional
jackets, balaclavas and ski masks we continued upwards, in winds strong
enough to make more than momentary stops intolerable, but never severe
enough to warrant retreat, and under thin, high cloud, until finally, almost
without realizing it, the three of us found ourselves alone with nowhere
higher to go.
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Postscript
This was by no means a cutting edge ascent, and none of us would claim
it as such. We went to Alaska, no doubt each with our own personal goals,
but with the collective goal of an alpine style ascent of Denali’s West Rib; not
a first ascent of a new line, or even a climb in the boldest style, but a classic
alpine route in good style, which we hoped would simultaneously provide
a good challenge and a manageable learning curve for the various levels of
skill and experience in our team. This was not to be – and we were not alone
in having our objectives dictated by the weather and conditions; everyone
from elite alpinists to guided groups faced these challenges, many forced
to abandon their plans for technical routes, some descending from 14k
camp without summit bids vowing to return, and others descending more
quietly, chastened by their experience. Others were less fortunate, and the
loss of four Japanese alpinists in a large avalanche on Motorcycle Hill was
a tragic and sobering reminder that the high alpine environment can be as
savage as it is beautiful.
I view the fact that members of our team ultimately did reach the
summit, albeit in slower, heavier style and via a less technically demanding
and more populous route than we hoped, as a success. If nothing else we
had the patience and judgment to wait out the weather, and the readiness
to move when the window opened, no matter how tight the gap.
On a personal note, my ascent from 14k to the summit, finishing back
at 17k camp in the early hours of the morning after 20 hours on the move
was by no means remarkable. Faster round trips with return to 14k are not
uncommon, and the cutting edge of the Alaskan climbing ethic is single
push ascents over much greater distances, sometimes extending into
several days without sleep. All that aside, it stands out for me as one of my
most memorable days in the mountains, and it pushed me further and
deeper, and challenged me in a way that I could not have envisaged before
hand. Putting it into words is not easy, but I have had my ambitions as an
alpinist reaffirmed and my perceptions and attitudes regarding where my
limits may lie completely recalibrated as a result.
I will leave you with some words from Goethe, reputedly one of Bradford
Washburn’s favorite quotes:

If there is something that you think you can do, or even dream that you
can, begin it! Boldness has mystery and power and magic in it. – Goethe
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Stormed off Begguya
by Peter McCarthy’12

O

N May 4, 2015, Dave Reynolds and I flew to Alaska to climb the West
Ridge of Begguya (Mt. Hunter). Although Begguya is the third tallest peak in the central Alaska Range after Denali (Mt. McKinley) and Sultana
(Mt. Foraker), it doesn’t have any “easy” way up or down like its family members. When Fred Beckey, Heinrich Harrer, and Henry Meybohm first climbed
it in 1954, they went up (and then back down) the West Ridge. The first half
of the ridge is fairly narrow and goes up and down cornices, ice faces, rock
bands, and so forth until it meets the main summit block and continues
through heavily glaciated terrain to a final summit point. In all, the route
extends for several miles from the Kahiltna Glacier on the west to the summit on the east, and goes at Alaska Grade IV 5.8 AI3—whatever that means.
We had picked a doozy of a route, and we knew it.
We had reasonable alpine and Alaskan experience, but this would be our
first big boy Alaskan route. We had prepared for months by training hard
and methodically, by studying the route, by reading old trip reports, even
by studying Mark & Janelle Smileys’s online video of their ascent to inform
our gear selections. We were pumped, relieved to be on our way, giddy with
anticipation, and terrified. But mostly pumped.
Of course, getting two people and their heaps of gear from different locations in the lower 48 to Anchorage, stocking up on food and supplies in
Anchorage, and then getting the heaps of gear plus the heaps of food to
Talkeetna can feel like Alaska Grade IV 5.8 AI3 in and of itself. We lucked out,
though, and got there without any serious snafu, and we even had good
company along the way, including:
•
the rental car agent, who, upon seeing Dave and a handful of other customers queue, left the counter unattended for 15 minutes before returning and announcing, “Sorry folks. Sometimes nature calls. And I might
have to step away again in another few minutes”;
•
the guy who ran the Arctic Adventures Hostel who said, when
talking about Italian climbers, “I-talians”;
•
our neighbor in the check out line at 11 pm at Safeway who was
waiting to purchase a pack of gum and a six pack of beer and who was
bleeding from his head and making a mess of his clothes, the floor, and
cashier’s nerves;
•
and Sarah, the charming and voluminous GoPurple driver who
drove us from Anchorage to Talkeetna (we only rented the car to run er50
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rands in town), who rocks a leather cowboy-ish hat whose brim is too narrow, aggressive Oakley shades with the lenses flipped up and ear buds
hanging over her ears, and short dark curly hair, and who provided flowing
fun facts about local politics, Alaskan mountains, and the strip clubs around
town.
We reached Talkeetna Air Taxi in good time and in good weather on May
5th, so we hurried to get ourselves on the plane before the weather turned
and we got stuck in Talkeetna for a week. We repacked for the glacier flight
and stopped by the ranger station and grabbed a sandwich and called
home and then…sat around for 50 minutes in our mountain boots until
Danielle flew us to basecamp on the Kahiltna Glacier. From the air, we saw
a boot pack going up the pocket glacier that starts the West Ridge route.
Their existence encouraged us; their minuteness daunted us.
Between our first-day excitement, the boot pack, and decent weather,
we figured that we might as well start up the mountain that night. There
was no reason to squander a good weather window, and nothing is as stylish as showing up and immediately sending your route. As we resorted and
repacked our gear yet again, our basecamp neighbors Evan and Ailee came
over to say hi, and they brought sobering news. They were living in Wyoming most of the year, which was more hard-core than San Francisco (me)
or Michigan (Dave), and she guided for American Alpine Institute, which
was more legit job than sitting at a desk (us). They had come down from the
beginning of the West Ridge two days ago, and they found bottomless, unconsolidated, sugary snow all along their route. They bailed because they
couldn’t move fast enough through it and they didn’t trust the snow to stay
attached to the mountain.
And just like that, our enthusiasm evaporated, our belief turned to fear,
our optimism to pessimism, and we were left standing amidst a half-sorted
pile of kit looking and feeling like fools. Silent moments passed. We decided to make a hasty camp and went to bed with Mark Twight echoing
through our thoughts: “The simple fact is this: when you go to Alaska, you
get your ass kicked.” So much for Day 1.
A good night’s sleep and clear weather the next day helped our spirits. We rebuilt our basecamp—a luxury of camping on endless snow—and
then went for a fun little sortie up the Radio Control Tower, a little bump sitting in the middle of the glacier near basecamp. With a productive and fun
Above: Peter stands on the Kahiltna looking at the first half of the West Ridge at sunrise.
Photo, Dave Reynolds
Below: Looking at the route from the top of the bump after the Cat’s Ears
Photo, Dave Reynolds
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Day 2, we relocated our optimism.
But then good Lord was it cold when we woke up on Day 3! I had grown
soft in San Francisco and Dave had some preparation from a winter in Michigan, but it shocked us both. The forecast gave us one more day of decent
weather before several days of low pressure arrived, so we left basecamp,
went down the Kahiltna to the base of the route, and booted up to the
Cat’s Ears with all of our kit to do a dry run of the first bit of the route. The
Cat’s Ears are the “point of no return” where most parties rappel into a notch
and climb a steep snow/ice face to start the technical portion of the route.
Besides huffing and puffing in the thin air and staring into crevasses buttressed by seracs for a few minutes, the climbing was easy, and the scenery
second to none. We dawdled at the Cat’s Ears, contemplating casting off
on the route. Standing there in good weather made walking away feel like
foolishness. We hemmed and hawed and stuck to our plan and made the
long plod back to basecamp.
The next few days brought clouds, low visibility, and eventually a sever-

Peter looking up at a Dr. Seuss cornice instead of putting on his crampons on the morning of
Day 2 on the route
Photo, Dave Reynolds
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al-day storm. The tent flapped in the wind and avalanches rumbled down
from on high and we spent our days digging our tent, our kitchen, our gear,
and ourselves out of the snow. We hadn’t lost so many days digging in the
storm that we lost hope in climbing the West Ridge, but with dwindling
rations of hot coco, peanut butter, and cheese, life in camp was looking
bleak. At some point we visited our French-speaking Swiss neighbors, all of
19 and 22 years old, who came to town to climb the Moonflower Buttress,
and they were living large in a snow cave. Well, almost large: one of their
stoves wasn’t cooperating and they’d recently discovered that the several
pounds of American grocery store “Swiss cheese” they’d purchased—the
only cheese they’d brought with them to the glacier—was a) not Swiss and
b) disgusting. Even if you can climb the Moonflower, Alaska kicks your ass.
Poor cheese decisions aside, we found inspiration in the Swiss, and we
spent almost a whole day building our own snow cave. What work! Once
finished, though, we spent all of our time in there: we made pancakes in
the cave, we made benches and cabinets in the cave, we made lunch in the
cave, we did calisthenics in the cave, we made dinner in the cave, we fretted
about the route in the cave—we did everything except play cards in the
cave, and that was only because I had lost the cards in the tent days ago.
After days in the cave, the weather broke. Heads popped out of tents
and snow caves, and camp started buzzing again. We found another three
guys from Colorado who were also going for the West Ridge, and we were
all looking forward to having some company. After everybody gave the
new snow a day to settle, the Swiss paraded through camp yelling TAT basecamp manager Lisa Roderick’s words: “It’s showtime!”
In the wee hours of Day 9, we set out. The storm had long-since buried
the original boot pack, but fortunately for us, the Colorado boys, or the ‘rado
boys as we sometimes called them, or Mike (chipper), Eric (chill), and Ryan
(serious) as they called themselves, had left base camp at midnight and left
us an even better boot pack in its place. In exchange, they rappelled the
rope we’d left at the Cat’s Ears so that they didn’t have to risk damaging or
snagging theirs. We rapped down from the Cat’s Ears without incident—
just awkward scraping along the rock. We were in it now.
As Evan and Ailee had warned us, the snow in the notch below the Ears
was garbage. We did what we could to stomp it down before placing a
picket, but the placement was so poor that it barely had any psychological
value. With no point in sticking around, then, I led up a 60° slope of hollow,
crystalized snow over ice. I was standing on my front points and hanging
from my tools, and I had thousands of feet of air below me; this, I realized a
little too soon, was the most badass climbing that I had ever done. I pushed
the thought from my mind, cleaned through the surface snice, and placed
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a good screw. Several meters up, I did it again. We simul climbed until I
ran out of pro (one more screw, one great picket, one so-so picket, and one
useless picket to make Dave think we were attached), and we swung leads
at a little rocky outcropping. Dave’s lead took us to the top of this bump on
the ridge, and we were now higher than the Cat’s Ears. We could also see
the ‘rado boys not far ahead of us having a break and brewing tea in the
sun. Except, they weren’t just brewing tea in the sun, they were settling in
for a siesta.
The ups and downs and bobs and weaves and don’t-slip-here-or-it’sover movements over the ridgeline meant that we didn’t catch up to our
“not far ahead” companions for at least another hour. By then it was about
4 p.m., and they were still resting, drinking (not booze), smoking (not tobacco), and dozing because they wanted the snow to cool. Mike had triggered a small slide when he stepped down off the last bump on the ridge,
and they didn’t like it. We almost didn’t notice it.
We climbed past them, eager to repay our new friends for their initial
boot pack and route finding. Dave took the lead and led a meandering
pitch to the base of a chossy gully that we recognized from the Smileys’s
video. So far so good. After the gully, though, the path was less obvious as
it popped out onto a steep snow-covered slab. The crest of the ridge was
above Dave to the left and the slope fell away to the right into the abyss.
Dave led up the slab, built a good anchor in the rock, and brought me up.
Continuing up to the crest of the ridge looked technical and hard, but going down meant committing to a rappel and steep, yucky snow. We were
now in the shadows of the mountains around us, and getting tired, and getting cold, and we didn’t know what to do. Dave muttered something about
“analysis paralysis.” It was winning.
We opted to rappel. I went first and faffed around for long time looking for an anchor in meager rock and unconsolidated snow. Just as Dave
finished rappelling, Ryan popped his head over the top of the gully, and
he and his teammates rapped our lines. It was nice to have some company
and new energy. We followed them as they dug a trench up and right to a
notch in the ridge crest that brought us to the base of the “crux” rock band.
They simul climbed right of the infamous Beckey Chimney, and their rope
eased along at an unbroken tempo no matter the awkward crampon smear
or under-a-roof contortion. God, they were smooth!
Darkness loomed over Dave’s lead, which meant that we’d now been going for a long time and that it was about to get a lot colder. (It still gets dark
enough for a headlamp in early May.) And colder it got. Dave was soon out
of sight and hardly within shouting range, and I retreated into myself and as
the cold and darkness set in. On my turn to climb, I groveled and flailed and
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enjoyed watching sparks fly from my crampons in the darkness. At least
there were sparks.
I found Dave perched on a cozy scoop of snow nestled in the rocks along
the crest. The cozy scoop tempted us to bivy there, but we decided to push
on to the known better bivy a bit higher up. Dave led the last bit of 5th class
and up a few hundred feet of snow until, relieved, we recognized the giant
bivy boulder and the ‘rado boys’ tent at 3 a.m. We pitched ours in silence,
crawled in, made lousy freeze-dried meals, hydrated, and konked out.
I woke up as the ‘rado boys were packing (and smoking) up. My body
hurt. It hurt so much it surprised me. I scribbled in my journal while our
neighbors packed up, and then I woke Dave. The stove only worked in the
calmness of the tent, and it took us an hour and a half to make enough water before we could break the tent down and pack for the day. The weather
was a bit gray but mostly clear, stable, and cold. Above us on the route, a
massive cornice hung over the left side of the ridge. It looked like something out of Dr. Seuss, and it taunted us as we got ready.
After making a few narrow steps along the ridge, we bobbed and weaved
our way around the Dr. Seuss cornice. Of course, once we topped it, we just
saw another, even bigger Dr. Seuss cornice beyond. Typical. As we made
our way swinging simul leads, the weather started to turn; we were spending more time in bouts of flurries and clouds. I led a low angled ice face
going up and right along the bottom of the upcoming Dr. Seuss cornice,
and then Dave lead straight up an unexpected but easy technical pitch with
a rotting fixed line. By the time we topped that, my fingers were screaming
with cold. Not the screaming barfies that come at the end of a technical ice
pitch and eventually fade, just plain cold. I grabbed the pro and stepped
right through deep snow around another rocky outcropping before heading up again. I ran out of pro and visibility, and as I brought Dave in on a
boot-axe belay, I realized that we’d just climbed one lower fluting of the
cornice. My God this mountain is big.
The weather had made a full turn now. We couldn’t see, and gentle snow
fell. We turned left and went up to the ridge crest between two massive
flutings on the cornice, then turned right up the person-sized ice wall that
distinguished the next fluting, and topped out into relatively flat, soft snow.
We were in the ‘rado boys’ tracks, so we plodded along until we found their
tent.
Mike heard us coming and poked his head out. “What are you doing?”
I yelled back, “I dunno. What are you doing?”
Mike got his boots on as I brought Dave in, and we conferred as Ryan
and Eric hunkered in the tent. Looking up the route, we could only see one
large rock on the right side of the ridge and a giant crack to its left. Mike said
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that they’d been there for 3-4 hours—time is a loose concept when there
are only a few hours of darkness and you climb around the clock—and had
seen much more earlier. Apparently, another huge cornice akin to the last
few sat beyond the crack, and then, we knew from the topo, an ice face and
a steep, double-corniced section of the ridge awaited us before we reached
our goal for the day. So, that wasn’t great.
We stood in silence. The place had ambiance.
But then Eric and Ryan popped their heads out of the tent and announced that they, and Mike, were going down. Sometimes it’s nice to run
parallel decision-making processes because then somebody can reach the
obviously right decision and share the knowledge. We didn’t really know
where we were on the route, the wind and snow were loading alreadyspooky slopes, and the weather kept getting worse. Duh, we were going
down. We snacked, and then Dave led out.
We re-led our respective sections down the flutings, around the rocks
and soft snow, which now had a nice deep hole because Dave had, quietly
and out of sight and without a fuss, punched through up to his waist on our
way up, down the scratchy-scratchy pitch, across the ice face, and down,
and down, and down. Knowing the route and going down instead of up
made it easier, but not a whole lot easier.
At 8 p.m. we found ourselves on mellower slopes, and we tuned in to
hear Lisa broadcast the daily weather forecast. This felt like a silly exercise:
the weather was shitty, and it was getting shittier.
We kept going, moving more carefully now, and the ‘rado boys caught us
as we reached the previous night’s bivy. They kept going, but we stopped
for our first proper break of the day and to make a plan. We were tired, and
cold, and glum. We had limited options, they all sucked, and neither of us
wanted to have the conversation. We made sandwiches of cheese, sausage,
and bagel. I struggle through one. Dave cruised through two without realizing it until he was a bagel short the next morning. Sitting on our packs
and facing askew, we decided to continue the retreat.
We caught our companions rappelling at the crux rock section, and we
invited ourselves onto their ropes. We knew that descending the slopes on
the south side of the ridge was feasible as we’d seen two Alaskan hard men
skiers boot up them the day before, and we knew that from there we could
get down to a flat glacier below and eventually back to the Kahiltna. After
a few rappels and a lot of down slogging, it was after midnight. Once we
landed on a flat safe spot, our compadres stopped again for another eco
boost. Below us, the glacier narrowed into an icefall that flowed west into
the Kahiltna, and the main descent avoided it by rappelling some cliffs and
steep ice on the side. The skiers, though, had found a path through the ice
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fall on skins in the middle of the day, so we figured that we could retrace
their steps in the middle of the night in boots and save ourselves the time
and frustration of rappelling.
We found their tracks, and I, 40 lbs lighter than Dave, went first. One crevasse down, no big deal. The ‘rado boys were approaching now, too. Two
crevasses down, no big dea—“WOA!” I braced myself and turned to see
Dave awkwardly splayed on the surface at the edge of a crevasse.
“Are you okay?!”
“Kind of.”
Thought.
“Are you injured?”
“Not yet.”
One of his lower legs and the other foot were hanging in the abyss. I
belayed him out while our friends watched from solid glacier. Once secure,
although still shaking, we had a yelling conversation in the darkness across
the glacier about what happened and what to do. Eventually, Mike yelled,
“This is a dumb idea. Classic bad decision making.”
We backtracked, much more carefully over crevasses #2 and #1, to solid
glacier. Still on edge, we probed our spot before pitching our tent. It was
snowing again. We got in the tent at 3 a.m.
The next day, whenever it was that we woke up, was warm and wet and
overcast. We took a high line to the icefall bypass on the north (Begguya)
side of the pocket glacier, and, with some sleuthing, found the first rappel.
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Peter looking up at a Dr. Seuss cornice instead of putting on his crampons on the morning of
Day 2 on the route
Photo, Dave Reynolds

The first one was easy and fast; the rest were slow and arduous. In the Smileys’s video of this descent, Janelle has an emotional breakdown at these
rappels. If we hadn’t all seen the video and been able to lean on Janelle’s
trials and tribulations and make light of them, we would have had our own
breakdowns.
From there, we just coiled the ropes and walked out to the Kahiltna and
back to basecamp. “Just.” At some point we chose a different path from the
‘rado boys, and ours led us back to our skis at the base of the route faster.
This was important because, as Dave pointed out, it might have been our
only legitimizing action in their eyes. When they met us at the skis, they
were out of food, and we broke bread—the very last of our Gu, Clif Bars, and
chocolate—and ate supper. Then we skinned back to camp, one low-angle,
easy, plodding step at a time.
We got back after midnight, and we crawled into our snow cave and collapsed on the floor. As we sat there in the tranquility and the dimness, we
realized that we had never put so much preparation into a climb, and that
no climb had ever required so much focus, skill, and doggedness from us.
And we’d only made it halfway. The floor was, unexplainably but obviously,
the right place to be.
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Climbing Merriam Peak
by Athena Jiang

S

UCCESS on alpine rock climbs calls for some part motivation and
some part skill, and then their happy coincidence. The pair of Peter
Croft/Lisa Rands routes on Merriam Peak, established ground-up with astonishing ease in 2011, had been a dream undertaking when I first learned
what the Sierras had to offer. Fast forward a few seasons, and my long-time
boyfriend-partner and I figured they were finally within range. But why slog
out there instead of climbing pristine granite domes 20 minutes from the
road in Tuolumne?
From home base in temperate, timeless coastal California, we mark the
ebb and flow of seasons by the weather over Tioga Pass, gateway to the
eastern Sierras. Come the first heavy snows of 2016, we had looked at each
other and shrugged. Next year. The mountain would still be there.
There’s always a next year, until there isn’t. The next year, during the
late summer days that brought a tangible shift in the air, over endless
teary cups of coffee, we talked about how it might be time for a change.
A change that would let us pursue diverging visions of the future, while
honoring our friendship. But we could still climb together, right? Despite
our disagreements, I struggled to think of others I trusted in the same way
to hold their own, to make the right decisions, to get me up and down the
mountains.
Halfway through September, the forecast showed three clear days
before gale-force gusts and daytime freezing temperatures were expected
to move in. The last chance - we could still go do Merriam, right?
We allocated two days for two routes, the Flying Buttress and the
Gargoyle. The first day passed uneventfully, aside from somehow finishing
on the second planned route rather than the first. Early on day two, I
debated another attempt at all; an old shoulder dislocation ached. But
the soft pastels of daybreak proffered a gentle, beguiling invitation to the
possibilities of the day ahead. We gazed up at the crown of jagged peaks
rising from the snowfield and started for the base.
Merriam is a relatively small prominence in a range renowned for stable
weather and clean rock, verging on alpine vacation land. As such, following
the first pitch, I was surprised to pluck ice out of the cracks, only to send
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a block of granite hurtling down the next moment. Where the hell were
we? Typical California climbing days feature heroic adventurers coursing
up endless sinker hand cracks, silhouetted in the liquid golden light, yet
with search and rescue helicopters nearby to save the day. But ten miles
from the road, winter peering around the corner after a high snow year that
never fully thawed out, for these conditions maybe we should’ve headed
to Patagonia.
Thirty feet up the second pitch, an improbable 11a seam, I called down
to my partner, “You sure you don’t want to lead this?”
“Nope, you got it!”
I fought to control my nerves, my frustration. There was no sign of the
piton indicated on the topo, just a crease in the slabby face that offered
questionable protection. And he was the better slab climber, he would
never blow that hand foot match, he trusted his shoulder, it only made
sense -As it turns out, boyfriends take over the lead when it makes sense,
moments like this. Flip side, sort of ambiguous possibly ex-boyfriends only
take over the lead in moments of shared existential peril.
Time passes slowly. Those interminable minutes as I stood on a shelf,
fiddling in my tiniest gear, feeling out my unreliable shoulder, I willed
myself to believe. Years ago a partner who climbed with a bottomless
reservoir of confidence told me that what I really needed was more “belief”
- not strength, not technique. So I tried to believe from the depth of my
being that the numbing cold improved the friction; that I could reliably
pull the same moves at 13,000 feet that only sometimes succeeded in the
playground that is Yosemite; that the fall, unlikely as it was, even with pieces
pulling, would be long but harmless. Ten miles to the car had never seemed
so distant. I breathed a silent prayer.
Time passes fast. Two desperate clawing crimps later, I was through,
relieved and overwrought, more lucky than skilled. A few pitches later - a
soaring handcrack roof, and an immaculate dimpled headwall - we stood
on top together to soak up the sun for the first time that day. A few hours
later we packed away our weekend home perched on the beach of that
surreally clear alpine lake. A few months later I woke up wincing to a city
sunrise after shoulder surgery, wondering if steep, remote rock climbs were
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still in my cards.
On that summit, so much of what was to come was unknowable. I was
certain only that that day had required too much self-delusion, and still
the mountain gods smiled upon our endeavor by granting us passage. It’s
easier to be awed than to be grateful for such a fickle grace. Instead I save
my gratitude for our shared experience, raw and precious beyond past
grievances or future mistakes. And I stare down the unknowable - one more
breath, one more step, one more move.
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A Thousand and One Joys in the Winds
by Emily Alana Burke | Fall 2013

W

should have guessed. Kelsey’s “route finding dilemma” on the
ridge of Haystack was not the only challenge Esther and I would
face. Poor Dan never even saw it coming.
e

Our decision to take the direct route over the cirque, instead of the
meandering path over Texas Pass, turned out to be a memorable one. There
is no substitute for feeling the blisters forming on your feet sore from a
week’s climbing, nor the parched surface of the roof of your mouth, nor the
face cramps that come in waves from smiling so much. I can only provide
you, dear reader, with snapshots of this experience:

A ridgeline approach to Haystack Mountain. HMC Summer Trip: Wind River Range - Wyoming,
August 2012.
Photo, Emily Burke
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Brittle from the thin coating of ice, the frozen grass around me crunched
as I sat up and looked around. The soft glow of the rosy golden sunrise crept
over the ridge. The frost created elaborate fractals on the outside of our
sleeping bags. The water bottle sat heavily at the bottom of my sleeping
bag. Partially frozen, it was far from the boiling vessel of warmth it was the
night before.
It was the second day of our trek out of the Wind River Range. Bivvied
near Pyramid Lake, we were out of sight of the magnificent profile of the
Cirque of the Towers. We were out of earshot from the climbers making their
way up Wolf’s Head, Pingora, the Overhanging Tower. We didn’t even smell
any llama poop.
We hiked with the sun. Up when it was going up, down when it was
going down. And then a little more when it was out of sight. The grunts and
chortles of Pikas reverberated in our ears.
Thud. The hollow kind of thud that a loose piece of talus makes when
you we stepped onto it. Followed by the moment of hesitation when
we weren’t sure if it would stay put or trundle down the narrow gully we
probably could have repelled down.
The wind slapped the ankle-height grass as we trudged across a plateau
not properly marked, or not properly interpreted, on our map. Thrilled to
come across a river, we let our packs fall off our backs. And then our ropes.
And then the rack. And then we stretched.
Pump, pump, pump… drip. Pump, pump, pump… drip. Even our water
filter was exhausted. Our faces were crispy from the hot August sun. Our
throats were even drier.
The road. Cantaloupe juice dripping from our faces. Water. More water.
More cantaloupe. Sleep. And a chicken enchilada in a late-night Mexican
restaurant on the main street in Pinedale. More sleep.
Gaston Rébuffat explains this well: “Some mountaineers are proud of
having done all their climbs without bivouac. How much they have missed!
And the same applies to those who enjoy only rock climbing, or only the ice
climbs, only the ridges or the faces. We should refuse none of the thousand
and one joys that the mountains offer us at every turn. We should brush
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Looking across Deep Lake to the Cirque of the Towers. HMC Summer Trip: Wind River Range Wyoming, August 2012.
Photo, Emily Burke

nothing aside, set no restrictions. We should experience hunger and thirst,
be able to go fast, but also know how to go slowly and to contemplate.”
We were hungry. And thirsty. We even wrung out the beans we had
started to soak to get every last drop of water and were still delirious upon
our arrival at the parking lot. Sometimes we strode along at a fast clip, at
other times we yelled at our legs to keep moving and kept stumbling along.
But we were doing it together, and although we weren’t roped up or clipped
into anything it was the quality of mountaineering camaraderie.
It was hard, but it was fun. Type two fun. Next time I’ll bring a spare
water filter, and maybe a bit more spare fuel, but I wouldn’t have changed
anything about this trip. I’ll remember those two days with those two close
companions for the rest of my life.
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Sunshine Crack
by Kedron Silsbee & Lauren Olofrey

Told from Kedron’s perspective because he’s the one who actually got his
act together and penned the first draft.

A

LTHOUGH I had talked a big game before the Bugs trip about getting in shape and losing weight, I hadn’t really exercised aerobically
to speak of since the previous summer. As a result, the hike in felt epic already -- all 4 miles of well-maintained trail, with the Kain Hut mockingly
situated before the last hour of uphill to the frigid and exposed Applebee
Campground.
Our hard-earned approach was rewarded that night with the first of
several thunderstorms. The tent (OK, my tent) turned out to be grossly
inadequate, both in size and, more importantly, in water resistance. To be
fair, perhaps our little tent was spiritually “resisting” the deluge, but seeing
as we were not enlightened enough for this approach, an actual waterproof
barrier would have been a nice touch.
After the cramped and sodden night, we were stoked on the prospect of
a crack warm and pleasant enough to be named “Sunshine.” In retrospect,
I can’t remember what made me think I could climb 5.11, but it definitely
wasn’t a string of successes on them at sea level. My last attempt (Airation at
Cathedral Ledge) had had me yelling “I HATE climbing!” about 5 feet off the
ground. For her part, Lauren would break into grade about four years after
we hiked out of the Bugs, which was unhelpful. Still, undeterred by caution
or reason, we decided to try the hardest route on our ticklist first, at least
ensuring that we would get on it before something more moderate had a
chance to put us in our place.
When we left camp the next morning, the Canadian mountain gods were
threatening to open the sky again but hadn’t actually gotten around to it
yet. We strolled across the glacier (a nice one, existing largely for aesthetic
purposes rather than to gobble us up) and found a 0.3 cam in the snow at
the base of the climb. Citing several N=5 carabiner drop-tests posted on
Mountain Project, we decided to adopt it, taking the find as a good omen.
This auspicious start continued for about 70 feet up the first pitch and
then imploded in a moment of terror. A sickening rumble reminded us that
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water was not the only bad thing that fell from the sky around here. Huge
rocks were raining down around Esther and Michael as they approached the
Bugaboo-Snowpatch col. Fortunately, they were unhurt, but the number of
rocks on the snow below them suggested that this was not a one-off event,
and somewhat tempered our enthusiasm for the upper half of the range.
The remainder of P1 delivered us to the base of an offwidth. We
mumbled a few words of requisite homage about how stellar the first pitch
had been, but - truth be told - we were already cold and uncomfortable. I
shifted position at the hanging belay and peered upward into the gaping
maw. I knew enough about offwidths to know I wasn’t good at them, but I
hadn’t yet developed the full-fledged panic response I now have whenever
anyone mentions the word. Fortunately, this wasn’t Yosemite, and despite
copious amounts of (cold!) water running down the crack, no difficulties
were presented that couldn’t be solved with a bit of grunting, whining, and
taking. No tears on a 5.10 offwidth pitch is a win in my book. Through gritted
teeth at another hanging belay, we reached a dispassionate agreement that
it had been a great offwidth.
P3 went swimmingly, and P4 was supposed to be easier, so I started up
confidently. As happens, my confidence exceeded my competence, and I
fell unexpectedly while clipping the second piece. It was an odd experience
- I wasn’t really scared, but I had time to think as I whizzed down to the
belay, “Ooh - I probably shouldn’t have fallen there.” Trying to hide her
bewilderment at my tumble from a low-angle handcrack, Lauren probably
agreed but was nice enough not to belabor the point. Shaken but not
smart enough to admit defeat, I dispatched Sunshine’s second-easiest pitch
without further incident. Once again hanging awkwardly in our harnesses,
we praised the climb in flat tones while each wondering whether a real
ledge would appear at any point to facilitate such comforts as putting on a
jacket or weaseling breakfast out of the pack.
After we struggled to the top of P5, several things became clear. First,
we were in over our heads technically and we hadn’t even reached the hard
pitch. Second, there was about as much “sun” on Sunshine Crack as there
is “green” in Greenland, and while we could continue to dangle and split
hairs about what kind of fun we were having, it definitely wasn’t type 1.
Third, while it wasn’t technically raining now, it was only a matter of time
before “it rained and we bailed” would be elevated from “false” to “true but
misleading,” which was good enough for us. I tentatively suggested that
perhaps we had gotten the gist of things and could mark our high point
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as these two random bolts as well as any others (Sunshine Crack does not
actually go to the top of the formation, although I suspect that it doesn’t
end at a hanging belay. We may never find out because, you know, fool us
once …). Lauren agreed to descend, trying but failing to act disappointed.
As we set up the rappel, we felt a handful of raindrops - the kind we could
easily have climbed through if motivated, but we’d heartily established by
this point that we weren’t motivated. We skulked into camp just as the rain
began in earnest.
In summary, it rained and we bailed.
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History Repeats Itself
by Mark Van Baalen ‘66

I

N America in the summer of 1863, the Union and the Confederacy
were reeling from the shock of the terrible battle at Gettysburg. Meanwhile in Europe, Edward Whymper and Jean Antoine Carrel continued
their tireless examination of the still-unclimbed Matterhorn to find a feasible route of ascent. These two climbers looked to the Grand Tournalin,
a prominent peak on the ridge separating Val d’Ayas from Val Tournenche,
as an important viewpoint on the Italian side. On August 7, 1863 the two
climbers reached the summit of the Grand Tournalin, encountering a hidden notch that clove the summit into two peaks of nearly equal height. This
deep notch was not visible from the Val Tournenche side, nor was it visible
during the ascent itself. Improvising a solution to the problem, Carrel lowered Whymper on a rope and then climbed down, standing on the head
of Whymper’s outstretched ice axe, then his shoulders. Later, in his book
Scrambles Amongst the Alps, Whymper waxed eloquent over the magnificent panoramic view from the Tournalin. Most of the major peaks of the
Western Alps are visible from this unique spot, a summit of modest elevation (11,086 ft.) but ideal location, in the same way that Mt Chocorua enjoys
one of the best views in the White Mountains.
In July 2011, my climbing partner and fellow geologist Niko decided to
repeat the historic ascent and see what we could see. Accompanied by one
of Niko’s students, we made an early morning start from Val Tournenche,
ascending by road to a point just below the lovely valley of Cheneil, with its
attractive small hotel that was not yet open for the season. From this place
the south side of the Matterhorn (Cervino) towers above all. Following a
good hiking trail from Cheneil, the Grand Tournalin and its smaller neighbor
Petit Tournalin came into view. The route took us to the base of the Tournalin, from which we ascended over loose rock and a bit of snow to the col
separating Grand from Petit. From here an easy scramble brought us to
the south summit of the Grand, where we encountered the notch that was
such a surprise to Whymper and Carrel. In Whymper’s book this notch is described as 14 or 15 feet deep, but for us it was more like 40 to 50 feet deep.
Either Whymper stated the wrong number or the notch itself has become
far deeper due to a century and a half of weathering and erosion. A photo
of the Tournalin from the eastern side does show this notch that is hidden
from the west.
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Grand Tournalin from above Val d’Ayas, showing on the skyline the tiny notch
Photo, Mark van Baalen

The rock here is poor, a crumbly and crenulated schist in this part of
the Alps that makes a climb more dicey than it should be. The exposure
is tremendous. The old adage about the difference between difficult and
dangerous came to mind. Nonetheless we rappelled down into the notch
and carefully climbed the crumbling slabs to the true (north) summit, from
which we enjoyed Whymper and Carrel’s view. To the south, the distant
cone of Mont Viso beckoned. To the west, the Mont Blanc massif and its associated summits dominated the skyline. Closer at hand, the Dent Blanche
and the Cervino with his head in the clouds captured our gaze for a time.
But the most arresting part of the view was the cascade of glaciers descending the south side of the Monte Rosa massif. All of the frontier peaks were
visible, from the Breithorn, past Pollux and Castor, the Lyskamm, to the
complex summits of Monte Rosa itself. To the east, the distant Bergell massif towered above Val Malenco. There is no disputing Whymper when he
claims this view is one of the most spectacular in the Alps.
On our descent to the col we were carefully watched by a large herd
of chamois that inhabit the Tournalin. Perhaps these were descendents of
the same herd that watched Whymper and Carrel as described in Scrambles. Returning to Cheneil, we then hiked back up to the Colle di Nana and
descended steeply into Val d’Ayas, below the precipitous east face of the
Tournalins. A very late arrival at our lodging there completed a splendid day
with a touch of history.
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View from the summit of the Grand Tournalin, Cervino behind

Photo, Mark van Baalen
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The Wickersham Fifty Years Later
by David Roberts’65

I

T sort of snuck up on us, the fiftieth anniversary of our Wickersham Wall
expedition to Mount McKinley. (The mountain wasn’t called Denali in
1963.) When John Graham e-mailed me, proposing a reunion in Alaska in
June 2013, my first thought was, My God, has it really been half a century?
John was urging that we give a PowerPoint presentation about our climb in
Anchorage and Talkeetna. My second thought was, Would anybody come
to see faded, dust-speckled Anscochrome images of a climb that by now
was ancient history? When I learned that the National Park Service in Talkeetna was planning a celebration of the hundredth anniversary of McKinley’s first ascent for the same summer, I mused, Good Lord, we’re halfway
back to Hudson Stuck. But encouraging voices from Alaskan mountaineering circles filtered down to the Lower 48, and John’s idea took hold, so that
on June 5, four of us veterans of the Wickersham Wall rendezvoused in Anchorage.
Back in 1963, the seven of us who assembled for our assault on the tallest
precipice in the Americas (14,000 feet from the base on the Peters Glacier
to the north summit) ranged in age from 20 to 23. Chris Goetze, the oldster, had graduated and been drafted by the army. Rick Millikan and Hank
Abrons were seniors, Pete Carman and John Graham juniors, Don Jensen
and I callow sophomores. Only Hank had been on an expedition to the
greater ranges before, though the rest of us had done hard routes in the
Coast Range of British Columbia, the Tetons, the Rockies, and the Sierra Nevada.
In 1962, Hank had been a member of Boyd Everett’s expedition
to McKinley’s then unclimbed Southeast Spur. Hank had put in plenty of
hard work on the route, but after only Everett and Sam Cochrane reached
the summit, the personal near-miss stuck in Hank’s craw. So for 1963 we
planned to repeat the route—a challenge as stern as we thought we could
handle.
But Brad Washburn heard about our plans, and early that spring
he invited us over to his house on Sparks Street. Without even bothering
to greet us, Brad—then 52 years old—blurted out, “You boys don’t want to
make just the second ascent of the Southeast Spur. Here, take a look at this.”
On his dining room table, he had laid out a pair of aerial photos he had shot
of the mountain’s gigantic north face. He slapped a stereo viewer over the
pictures, and one by one, we peered through it and saw the Wickersham
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Wall leap out at us in three dimensions.
“You get the most godawful avalanches off the Wickersham,” Brad
went on, “but this rib”—he traced a central buttress with his forefinger—
“divides ‘em right and left.” We looked at each other. “It’s a safe route,” Brad
hectored. “You boys are up to it. And you damn well better grab it before
somebody else does.”
Well, as we learned that evening, when Brad Washburn commanded you to do something, you did it. By the time we left his house, we were
committed to the Wickersham. But although we were too proud to share
our doubts, I think each of us was privately terrified.
* * *
The expedition went off with only a few minor hitches. We hiked
in from the Denali Highway to the Peters Glacier where, four days later, Don
Sheldon delivered a precision airdrop of all our gear and food. Day after
day, we worked our way up the prodigious face, following the central rib
as closely as we could, fixing ropes as we went, taking turns putting in new
pitches and hauling loads in support. We got along like long-lost brothers.
At 17,400 feet, we were stalled in our tents by a five-day storm, and we cut
our rations to two meals a day. We had no radio, but Sheldon would fly by
every few days to check on us. Now, steering his Cessna through the murk
that shrouded the face, looking for us too low on the wall, he saw our tracks
disappearing into avalanche debris. The last person to cry wolf, Sheldon
nonetheless sent out word of his alarming discovery, launching a search by
a small flotilla of bush pilots.
“Harvard Climbers Missing and Feared Dead”—variants on that
announcememt seized the country’s newspapers. We were prematurely
mourned on the Huntley-Brinkley report. Our parents went into shock. Only
Brad himself—“I can’t see what all the excitement is about. Three or four
days of bad weather is no problem”—and Rick’s mother, Clare, a climber
herself and the daughter of George Leigh Mallory, stayed sanguine about
our fate.
In our tents at 17,400 feet, of course, we were unaware of the fuss.
We did hear an airplane or two fly near, invisible in the storm. Hank said, “It’s
probably Sheldon with some tourists on a scenic flight. He likes to show off
his climbers on the mountain.” When Sheldon actually broke through the
clouds on the fifth day and waggled his wings, we waved cheerily back.
After the storm died out, we climbed to the north summit, then,
during the following days, bagged the higher south summit as well, descended the West Buttress to Kahiltna Pass, plunged off the north face of
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that col, traversed the treacherous Tluna Icefall, regained our base camp on
the Peters (where we so gorged on our stashed food that we all got sick),
and hiked out in one marathon dash. The expedition, all told, had taken us
35 days. Only at McKinley Park Headquarters did we learn that we had been
“missing and feared dead.” We were hailed as conquering heroes for surviving a predicament we had never faced.
In retrospect, I realize that we blithely underestimated the danger
of the route. For the most part, Brad was right about our buttress dividing
the avalanches, but down low, a couple of massive slides swept over our
tracks, and in one ill-advised temporary camp, we had falling rocks drill
holes in our tents, and as I watched, a huge boulder coming down from
above landed a few feet from John Graham and bounced over his head.
Because we were so new to the game, and because we were having so much fun, we whooped and hollered at these close calls. We just
thought this was part of what Lionel Terray called grand alpinisme. The closest call of all, ironically, came during the last several hours of the trip, as, in
the dusky late evening, we forded the McKinley River, flooding with new
snowmelt. Despite having roped up to other partners, Pete and John were
knocked off their feet and swept downstream underwater. Battered on the
river-bottom rocks, John truly believed he was going to die, and he almost
pulled Hank in with him before he crawled to the far shore. He was so wiped
out and bruised that we split up his load to cover the two miles pack to our
VW bus.
* * *
By 2013, only five of the seven of us were still alive. In 1973, Don
Jensen, who during our Harvard years had been my best friend in the world,
was killed in Scotland when, bicycling on icy roads, he was hit by a truck.
Four years later, Chris Goetze died of a brain tumor, almost surely the delayed result of an army mission in Nevada, when he and other privates had
been ordered to witness an atomic bomb test up close, after which Chris
flew low over the site to measure the radiation with a Geiger counter.
In June, four of the five of us survivors—all except Hank Abrons—took the
trip to Alaska. I had seen Rick Millikan in recent years, but it had been at
least two decades since I had run into Pete Carman or John Graham. To
each other, we all four looked older than we remembered, but that intimation of mortality only unleashed a flood of reminiscence. In our cozy inns
in Anchorage and Talkeetna, we spent many an hour trying to reconstruct
how we had discovered the crucial chimney we called the Icebox, or who
had spilled the precious glop as we crashed, exhausted, in our storm-lashed
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tents just the other side of the north summit.
For five days, the weather was perfect. McKinley had been the trigger for me of thirteen straight years of expeditions to Alaskan mountains,
during which I had enjoyed such an unbroken spell of clear skies and warm
temperatures only three or four times. Still, we were nervous about how our
PowerPoint show would be received. But a small army of young recruits,
led by Pete’s son Tobey and his girlfriend Cortney Kitchen, first-rate climbers
who live in Anchorage, had been drumming up support for weeks. In both
Talkeetna and Anchorage, we sold out the house—400 strong in the latter venue. The Talkeetna show took place in the Sheldon Community Arts
Center, a genial theater that had been converted from the very hangar that
the finest Alaskan bush pilot of his generation had used to house his planes.
After McKinley, I had flown with Don on three subsequent expeditions, the
last only months before his death from stomach cancer in 1975, at the untimely age of 53.
On one of those perfect days, we hired Paul Roderick of Talkeetna
Air Taxi to fly us by our route. I had seen the Wickersham from the air once
since 1963, but Rick, Pete, and John had not glimpsed the face in half a century. The fly-by was wildly exhilarating, and way too brief. We shot photos as
we traded exclamations through our earphones. Alas, the bottom third of
the route was swallowed in low clouds, but we later analyzed our pictures
to try to decipher how much the route had changed in fifty years.
The audiences for our slide show were as raucous as we could
have hoped. The younger climbers hooted at the primitive gear we had
employed in 1963—homemade snowshoes, Kelty packs on even the most
technical leads, hemp fixed ropes, Army surplus parkas and goggles. Afterward, we lingered for hours, signing posters and chatting with new acquaintances and old friends such as Art Davidson, who had gone on two
later expeditions with Rick and me.
Fifty years later, we realized how proud we were of our route. It’s
a true direttissima—the straightest line up the biggest wall in North or
South America. But what seems to have lent our climb a special mystique is
that our route has never been repeated. In both theaters, during the Q & A,
people asked us why. We turned the question back on them—especially on
the crack younger mountaineers who ought (we thought) to have a second
ascent in their sights.
There was no consensus. We pointed out that nowadays, the Park
Service won’t allow an airdrop on the Peters Glacier, the logistical gambit
that was so helpful to our success. Instead, you’d need to backpack everything in from the Denali Highway. A number of experts in the audience
argued that the route has acquired a reputation as extremely dangerous.
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There have even been suggestions that earthquakes since 1963 have left
the seracs and crevasses more lethal than ever. We were dubious—the
route looked from Roderick’s plane pretty much the way we’d remembered
it. Perhaps in the naiveté of youth, we had cavalierly dismissed the real dangers that we had managed to dodge in 1963.
In 2005, then HMC president Lucas Laursen and I had seriously discussed getting club members to attempt a second ascent. Lucas thought
he could recruit a corps of hearty backpackers to serve as porters, hauling
all the impedimenta that can no longer be airdropped 35 miles in to the Peters Glacier to bolster the effort by five or six climbers to surge up our route.
Lucas talked about trying the ascent alpine-style. But the best-laid plans of
mice and men . . . .
Might I suggest to the current legion of HMCers just such a project
for next summer, or the next? After all, you’re the same age as we were in
1963, and you could go armed with pterodactyls and plastic boots and onepiece down suits—and a sat phone, to let the world know that you aren’t
missing and feared dead.
The best thing about our reunion in June 2013 was how it plunged
us back into the manic zeal of our early 20s, when climbing was the most
important thing in life. As Roderick started to steer his plane away from the
Wickersham Wall and head back toward Talkeetna, Rick suddenly yelled into
his mouthpiece, “Wait a minute! Put me down here! I want to climb it again!”
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Setting the Women’s Speed Record
on Aconcagua in 2016
by Sunny Stroer

T

HE bus takes off in a cloud of dust. I am left standing by the side of the
road with forty kilos worth of mountaineering gear; the sun is shining pale through a thin layer of clouds and the wind, that infamous wind, is
blowing hard and cold from the west. There are a few ramshackle buildings
and a military base just as the guidebook had said. The park entrance is a
few kilometers down the road and from there it’s another eight kilometers
of gradual but persistent uphill that will deliver me to Confluencia, my first
camp on the approach to Aconcagua. I strain to shoulder my pack - it is so
heavy that I cannot lift it off the ground ground unless I kneel in front of it
in sinner’s pose and throw all my weight forward to shift its center of gravity onto my back. With the help of my flimsy ultra-distance running poles I
tentatively get up on my feet; my legs hold up, barely. This is the heaviest
I’ve ever carried.
All that’s between me and the summit of Aconcagua are thirty-five arid,
oxygen-starved kilometers with an ever-steepening 16,000ft of vertical
gain. Time to start walking. My reality is worlds away yet every step leads
me deeper into here and now.
Two weeks later: Step. Breathe. Step. Breathe. I am by myself, 50 vertical
feet below the summit, and every step is a struggle. There are a couple of
other climbers up there, very close; I can see where the trail snakes through
the final rock step. Maybe a hundred paces to go. I know I will make it, but
I don’t know how long it will take me. Ten minutes, or fifteen? Time and
speed lost their meaning hours ago, somewhere around 21,000ft. The air is
thin and it is cold, very cold. Why am I up here?
That was a couple of years ago, in December 2014. I did summit then,
after an excruciatingly difficult and slow thirteen hours of climbing from
high camp at 18,000ft. I was on the mountain solo, without mules or porter
support, and involuntarily lost some sixteen pounds over the course of as
many days. Aconcagua was my first big mountain, it was my first big solo
expedition, and it was an experience that I was glad to be over with. The
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climb was hard, it was cold, and it was lonely. The physical challenge was
tremendous, harder than many of the ultra marathons that I had already
completed by then, yet the mental challenge of staying motivated without
having a partner to share the experience with was even harder. I was three
years out of Harvard Business School, on leave from my job as a strategy
consultant, and trying to figure out how I could combine my love for the
outdoors with a high-octane business job. But that was 2014.
Fast forward twenty-four months and all a sudden it’s groundhog day.
It’s a brilliant morning on Aconcagua - just a few clouds in the sky and temperatures hovering around -20 degrees Fahrenheit; perfect conditions at
22,838ft. The air is calm. I am by myself, 50 vertical feet below the summit,
working hard to catch my breath in the thin air. Painted black against the
bright blue sky are the silhouettes of a dozen or so climbers on the summit,
congratulating one another, snapping hero shots, resting. I am close now.
A quick glance at my watch reveals the time: not even nine hours since I
started my ascent - and not from high camp this time, but from basecamp
some 8000+ feet below the summit. The existing women’s speed record
from basecamp to summit is 9 hours and 16 minutes; I know I am about to
break it.
8 hours and 47 minutes after setting out under starry skies I stand at the
highest point of Latin America for the second time, setting a world record
in the process. What happened to that slow-as-snails summit seeker from
three years ago? I’m still her, yet not at all. And the question still lingers: Why
am I up here?
A lot has changed in the years since that first solo expedition of mine in
2014. I quit my job as a strategy consultant. I gave up my luxurious downtown Houston loft and moved into a van. I decided to abandon the rat race
and trade the fast lane for dirt roads. Back then, I had plenty of money and
no time. Now I have plenty of time and little money. And yet a lot is still the
same: the Horcones Valley with its seventeen hot, windy kilometers and two
thousand feet of ascent between Confluencia and basecamp. The sleepless nights above basecamp while Aconcagua’s brutal winds roar across the
mountain’s flanks and batter the walls of the tent. The constant worry about
food and fuel and gear: do I have enough? Will I get frostbite? What if we
run out of fuel?
One of the biggest differences between then and now is that I am not
alone. I may have summited solo the day I set the speed record but I am
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here with a team. The whole reason why I am back on this mountain is
because I promised myself that I would return to climb it again, and do it
in an enjoyable way: not just with logistics support but first and foremost
with inspiring teammates; with a team of women. I didn’t even intend to
try for a speed record when I first decided to come back to Aconcagua all I had wanted was to assemble a team of kickass women and share the
experience of a high altitude expedition with kindred souls. And a team of
kickass women we were: there was Teresa, the rocket scientist; Kristina, a
performance footwear engineer; Libby, a record-breaking Yosemite big wall
climber; and myself, the unlikely MBA-turned-dirtbag.
The four of us arrived in Argentina two days after Christmas, anxious to
finally meet each other in person and excited to embark on a big mountain
mission together. We worked our way up the Normal Route, greeted the
new year at base camp, carried loads and established high camps. Three of
us four battled various respiratory infections which earned us the nickname
Team Asquerosa (Team Nasty) among the local guides and staff. In the end,
illness and weather forced us to abort our summit bid at high camp - none
of the team made it higher than 18,000ft. And yet: the weeks with Team Asquerosa count among my favorite memories of mountain adventures. Sure,
we may not have reached the summit, but we worked together as a team,
we had each other’s backs, we made smart decisions, and we had a ton of
fun along the way - fevers and coughs and bonks notwithstanding.
At this point most of Team Asquerosa has returned home; only Libby
and I remain on the mountain. My record ascent is part of a bigger speed
project: Libby and I hope to climb the mountain in a single push from the
trailhead to the summit and back, a feat that many have tried but only one
woman has accomplished to date. Brazilian ultra runner Fernanda Maciel
took three attempts before she became the first female to complete the
70 kilometers and 16,000ft of ascent return journey. Initially Libby and I
had hoped to break Fernanda’s roundtrip record time of ~23 hours, but we
quickly realized that we weren’t even going to come close. Yet we decided
to go for it anyway: record or not, to simply give it our best and try to complete the roundtrip in a single push. This seems to confuse people: If you
don’t think you are going to beat the record, why are you up here?
It’s a valid question. What is it that compels us to climb? Why are we
pushing through day after day of unrelenting high desert and thin alpine
air, through heat and cold and winds so strong that we have to fear for the
walls of our tent at night? What is making us suffer through exhaustion and
79

discomfort and sometimes outright misery, day after day and week after
week? It’s not for bragging rights. It’s not for the record. And it’s surely not
for the summit views, because I already know what those look like - yes
they’re great but not THAT great. Why are we up here?
I can only attempt to answer the question for myself. For me, climbing at
its best is not so much an experience of the mountain but an experience of
the self - of my self. I climb because I like the unadulterated feeling of bearing ultimate responsibility for my choices and my actions. I climb because it
sharpens my mind and it focuses my moments. Climbing is a portal for me
to feel more deeply and experience more fully - to feel pure joy and connectedness and exuberance just as much as fear and acceptance and yes,
sometimes also suffering and misery. I climb because I am curious; about
my environment, but first and foremost about myself and about my own
reaction to unpredictability.
Curiosity is the reason why I keep coming back to Aconcagua. It is also
the reason why I - not always but sometimes - enjoy pushing hard and trying to go fast in the mountains: by now I have years of experience as an
ultra runner and as a mountaineer, so I like to believe that I have a pretty
good idea of what I’m getting myself into when I run long trails or climb big
mountains. Put the two disciplines together though, ultra running and high
altitude mountaineering, and I have no idea how I’ll handle the challenge.
That is what appeals to me, the process of discovery.
I thrive on uncertain outcomes. I am not a big adrenaline junkie or risk
taker in the traditional sense of the word - I am scared of falling and I don’t
like to speed, to give you an idea of my personality - but I also abhor routine
and predictability. To stay interested and to be my best I crave uncertainty
and newness. The mountains, even those that I have climbed before, give
me just that.
So that’s why I am here. It’s why I came to Aconcagua in the first place
during that leave of absence from my consulting job in 2014: I was looking
for a challenge that was low on the objective risk scale - the normal route
on Aconcagua is about as free of objective hazards as you’ll find among the
lineup of 22,000ft+ peaks - but that would push me beyond my physical
and mental comfort zone. It’s also why I returned to Aconcagua two years
later as a primus inter pares with Team Asquerosa. It’s why trying to run
the mountain was an appealing idea to me; it’s why I wanted to find out if
I could break the basecamp-to-summit speed record. And it is the reason
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why I was enthusiastic about partnering with Libby when she told me of her
intentions of running from the trailhead to the summit and back in a single
push even though she didn’t have much experience on either the ultra running nor the high altitude mountaineering front.
That’s right - Libby decided to try for one of the hardest things in mountain running without actually being a mountain runner. When we arrived in
Argentina a few days prior to starting our approach to Aconcagua, the highest altitude that Libby had ever been to was 17,000ft, and she’d climbed
that high only once before. The longest distance that she had ever completed on foot was some seventy-ish kilometers but, you guessed it, she
had done that type of distance only once before. She had never finished
a sanctioned ultra-distance trail race, and if you were to ask her back then
she would have described herself neither as a runner nor as a mountaineer.
If Libby’s mountain running background (or lack thereof) causes you to
scratch you head and question either her or my sanity, there is something
else you should know. Libby may not be a runner or a mountaineer but she
IS a rock climber. And a darn fast one at that: a pediatric nurse and sponsored Adidas outdoor climber, Libby not only served on Yosemite’s elite
Search and Rescue team for several seasons but she also holds the women’s
speed record on the Nose, El Capitan’s proudest line, in 4 hours and 43 minutes - for 3,000ft and thirty-ish pitches of free and aid climbing which takes
a typical party between three and four days to ascend.
At first glance Libby’s Nose record may seem like an irrelevant qualification for trying to run the second-highest of the Seven Summits, but what
matters is this: when Libby decided she would break the women’s speed
record on the Nose, she was already serving on YOSAR but she wasn’t a
sponsored athlete, she wasn’t a big wall aid climber and (you may no longer be surprised by this) she had never even yet climbed El Capitan. But
when Libby set her eyes on the Nose speed record she set a goal for herself,
she hatched a plan, she found the right partner, she trained, she tried, she
trained some more - and she broke the record.
The Nose is just one of many examples of Libby’s modus operandi: There
is also the time when she became the first woman to walk the Lost Arrow
Spire highline, making her the bona fide most badass female highliner of
the moment - at a time when she had just barely learned how to walk a
ground slackline and didn’t know yet how to perform a sit start (a somewhat
crucial element for highlining). Or the time she conceived of and completed
81

a weeklong audacious high sierras ski traverse - carrying a rope and full rack
with her for the duration so she could bookmark the skiing by climbing the
Hulk at the frontend and Half Dome on the backend — even though she’s
not much of a skier. The list goes on.
Libby’s story is not just the story of an inspiring partner and a badass
climber; to me, her story embodies the mountains’ brilliant promise and the
reason why I choose to be out there all the time. It’s that promise of finding a place to be inspired, to dream up missions that are unlike anything
we have ever done before, to stop thinking about what people tell us we
should or should not be able to do. To create space for ultimate presence
and accountability, and to rediscover what it means to live, fully, beyond
certainty and predictability.

Disclaimer: While Sunny did set a new women’s speed record for the 6
mile basecamp-to-summit ascent on the Normal Route, Libby and Sunny
did not accomplish their ultimate goal of running Aconcagua from the park
entrance in a single push during the 2016/2017 season; they stopped about
a mile short of the summit due to lacking pace and energy. The mountain is
still calling their name.
In addition to speed ascents, also guides the standard pace Normal
Route on Aconcagua as well as other mountains, with a particular eye towards getting more women into the big mountains. Find her expedition
schedule at www.sunnystroeer.com/upcoming-expeditions.
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Three Attempts
by Josh Zargosky

Part I
Moonshadow, Cannon Mountain, N.H. (July 3, 2016)

I

’VE been up Moby Grape a few times now and wanted to do a harder
route on Cannon. Eugene Kwan suggested three routes we could do,
of which I pushed for Moonshadow (5.9). I think part of my choice was a
vague feeling that “Moonshadow” was a Creedence Clearwater Revival
song, but in retrospect I’m pretty sure I was conflating “Bad Moon Rising”
and “Tombstone Shadow.”
I led the 5.7 first pitch, which had interesting climbing, especially where
I traversed behind/under a 20’ wide flake. Behind the flake, some of the
granite felt like cat litter and crumbled when I touched it.
Eugene led three more wandering pitches. At one point he was pretty
unhappy to be about 5’ above and 30’ left of his last piece, a tiny cam in
so-so rock. Later, Eugene broke off a shoebox-sized foothold on lead, and I
broke off a similarly-sized one when I followed.
We finally got to the crux pitch, reportedly so good that it justifies the
rest of the climb. It started with hard moves to get into a corner, and then
followed that corner for what looked like 100+ feet of beautiful, arching
crack, which also looked sustained, too wide to protect, and very, very hard
for 5.9. Eugene struggled with the start and wasn’t keen to lead the rest,
and I was feeling too worn down (and afraid of that much hard, unprotected
laybacking) to want to try leading it. So we tension-traversed about 15’ to
the left to bolted anchors on the route Vertigo, rappelled down, and ate dinner at a mediocre Chinese restaurant in Woodstock, NH.

Part II
Complete Exum Ridge, Grand Teton, Wyoming (Aug. 9, 2016)
When Paul Moorcroft and I were driving back from Rumney in June, he
told me how rad the Grand Teton was, and I thought about the mountain all
summer. In August, I talked Christine Tian into trying the Complete Exum
Ridge, which involves a vertical mile of approach hiking and then a 5.7 and
easier rock route up the final 2,000+ feet to the summit.
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Our first day in the Tetons forecasted serious hail, so we spent the day
driving around Yellowstone, looking at sulfury geysers and thinking about
egg salad. The next day we hiked up the first 3,000’ from the Lupine Meadows Trailhead and camped at the Caves, which was the highest we’d been
able to get a camping permit.
I was nervous and slept fitfully. Around 1am, some people passed our
tent on their way up, loudly discussing how fast they could run a mile. I was
relieved to start hiking a little after 5.
The altitude limited our pace, and we lost time backtracking through the
boulder fields in the dark, trying to stay on the trail. We hit the Lower Saddle
a little after sunrise, and then slowly traversed steep, unstable scree until we
roped up below the base of the route.
I led up about 100’, but the rock was questionably solid and I couldn’t
find many places to put gear, so I came back down and went up another
way, which proved better. On the second pitch, the same thing happened,
and the route didn’t match the guidebook’s description. At the top of the
second pitch, as I was belaying off a huge ledge, a gung-ho guy from Salt
Lake City popped up, climbing around my gear, and said “Oh, sweet! Here’s
the chimney at the start of the route!” I thought What?! It’s now noon, and I
burned 3 hours routefinding on the approach pitches? I didn’t think we had
enough daylight left to get up and over the summit, so we down-climbed
a ramp to the right and traversed the sketchy scree field back to the Lower
Saddle.
By the way, if anyone reading this is planning to climb the Lower Exum
Ridge, don’t do what we did, i.e., don’t climb straight up from under the
route. If you approach from the Lower Saddle, go past the base of the route
a couple hundred feet climber’s right, and there’s a 500’-long ramp that diagonals up and left from the scree field to the base of the climb.
The most disheartening thing was that on the hike down, we got passed
by two parties that had successfully topped out the Complete Exum that
day. We also watched a search and rescue helicopter fly in to pluck two
stranded but uninjured climbers off the Petzoldt Ridge, so at least we got
down on our own and weren’t the worst-off party on the mountain.
When we hit the trailhead, we were so tired that we dropped our packs,
walked the quarter mile to the car, and drove back to pick them up. We
drove to Bridger-Teton National Forest and camped in a field strewn with
bullet casings. I woke up when the sun hit the tent, and looked across the
valley at the mountain I’d underestimated.
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Part III
The Armadillo, Mt. Katahdin, Maine (Sept. 3, 2016)
The Armadillo (5.7, IV) is supposed to be one of the most alpine climbs
in the Northeast, and it’s on Mt. Katahdin, the northern end of the Appalachian Trail. Former Maine Governor Percival Baxter inherited a Portland fish
canning fortune, used it to buy Katahdin and surroundings, and donated
the land to create Baxter State Park, stipulating no paved roads and a real
pain in the butt to get camping and parking permits. I’d never been to Katahdin, and I’d wanted to climb the Armadillo since I first heard about it, but
it took me 3 years to line up good weather, an interested partner, and 3 free
days (one for the climb, and one each to schlep up and back from Boston).
Christine and I drove up from Boston the Friday before Labor Day weekend. The most sublime happiness I felt on the trip was browsing by headlamp through a field of blueberry bushes at Nesowadnehunk Campground
on Friday night, gorging myself on fistfuls of wild blueberries. I was a lot
less nervous than before the Complete Exum: this climb was shorter, and
we were armed with a printed packet of route descriptions and photos that
we’d actually studied.
We woke up around 3:30am and Christine drove 90 minutes on 20mph
dirt roads around the mountain to the trailhead, and then we cruised up the
3.3 miles of good hiking trail to Chimney Pond. The Chimney Pond ranger
(who wasn’t a climber) strongly discouraged us from doing the Armadillo
because another pair had camped at Chimney Pond and was 2 hours ahead
of us, and the route has significant rockfall danger on the upper, easier
pitches. I was amused, because I hadn’t dared hope for better on the busiest weekend of the year. We persuaded her that 2 hours was enough gap
that they would never be directly above us on the route (which turned out
to be true).
Chimney Pond is in the bowl of a glacier-carved cirque, and the approach is a long, steep bushwhack to the Armadillo, a triangular granite
face high up on the cirque’s headwall. The ranger pointed out the approach
and gave us excellent beta, and we were lucky to be on the mountain after
a relative drought, which left the usually-wet slabs fairly dry; even so, the
approach took us almost 5 hours. We rock-hopped up a streambed and
boulderfield, squirmed through dense, 4’-tall, alpine trees to find a break
in a wall, bouldered up slabs and chimneys, and roped up for the final, exposed 400’ traverse.
The face of the Armadillo was 300’ of awesome, continuous, interesting
5.7, which we did in two pitches. If Paul Bunyan plucked those 300’ of climb85

ing off Katahdin and set them down at North Conway’s Cathedral Ledge,
where the approach is 5 minutes and the descent is a paved road, it would
easily be one of the top three most-climbed trad routes in New England.
The first pitch (nearly 200’) was stemming, jamming, and laybacking
behind a huge flake, then runout moves on the face of the flake. On the
second pitch, I leapfrogged my #3 cam and #4 cam up a fist crack to a comfy
ledge, and then belayed while eating Trader Joe’s dried mango and salmon
jerky, looking out at the landscape, and thinking about how lucky I was to
be out there. Above that, the rock got gradually less steep and more loose
as we did two more rope-stretcher, easy pitches, and then simul-climbed
two more to join the Knife-Edge Ridge hiking trail at dusk.
We hit the summit at full dark, and slowly hiked down in the windless,
clear night. Descending the steep trail to Chimney Pond, I slipped on a
gravel-covered slab and landed hard on my wrist. Lower on the mountain,
we watched a toad fall over backwards as it tried to climb out of the trail
rut, and I said to Christine and the toad that yeah, climbing was hard. We
reached the car around 1:20am, and I started driving, thinking I remembered seeing a campground just outside the park gate. It turned out to be
a long way outside the gate, and to not be a campground, so we pushed
on to Millinocket, where all three hotels were full. Around 3am, we pulled
into the Dolby Flowage Rest Area and decided to sleep in the van. Christine
passed out immediately, but I couldn’t sleep because of the wrist pain from
my hiking fall. I started shaking, and I wondered why the most intense suffering was happening now, after we’d already made it off the mountain and
back to the car. I woke Christine up and begged for ibuprofen, ate 4 pills,
and realized that the shaking was shivering because I’d left my sleeping bag
open so I could stretch my arm. The pain lessened, I warmed up, and I fell
asleep.
We spent the next day eating and hanging out in Maine, and just after
we finished dinner in Portland, Eugene called and told me that Nick Russell
had died in a climbing accident in England. I drove back to Boston trying
not to think about it, 5-Hour Energy Drink protecting me from exhaustion.
I got home, lay down on my bed, and cried remembering Nick, cheerfully
hanging off a belay stance in Joshua Tree and patiently belaying me up the
inconceivably hard, painful crack he’d just led.
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Stay in touch:
Reflecting on four years with the HMC
by Rory Brown’18

Dan and Mike Casson at a bivy on Shuksan.

Photo, Aaron Markowitz

O

NE constant thread that seems to connect my four years at Harvard was an annual summer climbing trip with my good friend Dan
Bridgwater, a fellow HMC’er and one of the class of 2018’s resident Kiwis.
Dan and I became fast friends early on during our time with the HMC - both
eager, young freshmen excited by the prospect of big days in the mountains moving fast and light. Many Thursday evenings that first fall semester
were spent in the clubroom in Clav, dreaming up trips to faraway ranges. We
would often indulge our inner gear-heads, making meticulous equipment
lists, and develop convoluted plans about the training we’d need to do to
prepare for the various objectives.
Of course, we started small, with a winter hike up Mt. Lafayette. Though
by no means a technical climb, it was our first time on our own in the mountains during winter, so it felt like a somewhat serious undertaking. With cold
weather in the forecast, we both packed enough layers to survive a trip
to the Alaska Range – in hindsight a bit unnecessary. We tagged the top
sweating through our t-shirts, already thinking about what to do next.
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The Conness crew after a fun day on the ridge. (From left: Aaron Markowitz, Alar Ainla, Garrett Dryana, Dan Bridgwater, Rory Brown, and Nick Joseph)
Photo, Alar Ainla

The following years brought us to various ranges across the lower fortyeight, with that first summer leading us to the Cascades. A large contingent
of HMC’ers was present for that trip, with a fair amount of solid mountaineering being done, including summits of Rainier, Shuksan, Silver Star, and
Eldorado. That trip was an important introduction to the alpine for many
of us, and we came away with a number of stories and some important experience for future objectives. I shared my first open bivy with Will Blox and
Alex Fisher on the shoulder of Eldorado. Dan was nearly picked off by a TVsized boulder just below the disappointment cleaver, which reminded us to
not neglect the alpine start. We learned to never combine potent hot sauce
that had been fermenting on the dashboard at the trailhead and beans after a particularly foul-smelling belay in a small notch on the southeast rib of
Shuksan. Perhaps most importantly, we realized that Dick’s Burgers in Seattle provides the perfect recovery meal – cheap cheeseburgers, fries, and
shakes.
The next summer, we made the trip across the storied western US to
meet the HMC in Yosemite, with stops in the high country of Colorado and
the canyons and desert of Moab and Zion National Park. Determined to save
money and keep our packs light, we built our own alcohol stoves instead of
purchasing a proper stove and gas. This turned out to not be the most efficient or effective option for two hungry climbers. Regardless, fueled by
stoke and cold oatmeal, we made our way through mountains we had been
dreaming about for months, ending with a week in Tuolumne meadows.
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From our basecamp there, the group took in as much of the playground
that is the Sierra as possible. Several small groups climbed Cathedral Peak
via the southeast buttress, while Ye Fu and I traversed the majority of Matthes Crest, skipping the final tower due to a looming thunderstorm. A large
group of us also made a trip up Mt. Conness via the north ridge.
Unable to make the 2017 summer trip to Peru, Dan and I set off on a
short trip back out West to revisit some scrambles in the Rockies and poke
into Canyonlands National Park. While we didn’t get as much climbing in,
there were certainly plenty of spicy scrambles, knife-edge ridges, and rattle
snake encounters, one of which resulted in Dan backpedaling and screaming like a little kid - apparently there aren’t any snakes in New Zealand. We
were even able to observe the solar eclipse over ramen and whisky at the
lake below Capitol Peak after a successful trip up to the summit with two
friends whom we had shared the route with earlier in the morning.
I could go on and fill this journal with stories of trips to mountains and
crags near and far with other friends and partners, most of them HMC’ers.
But the point of this journal is not just to share trip reports, but also to remind us about why the club exists – to bring like-minded people together
to share in some mountain adventure. So call up that climbing partner you
haven’t spoken to in a bit, reminisce about past adventures (or misadventures), and get to planning your next trip together. I think I’ll give Dan a call.
- Rory

HMC on Mount Rainier.

Photo, Alar Ainla
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If
By Adrian Pforzheimer (Inspiration from Rudyard Kipling)
If you can keep your head when all about you
Scree is falling and your friends blame you
If you can trust yourself after a whipper
And not have to start over at five two
If you can wait and not be tired by waiting
As hordes of newbies camp your favorite route
Or lie and say they’ll pull their rope directly
And choose a different spot and not to pout
If you can dream- of weeks spent out in J-Tree
If you can think- that Quincy is nice too
If you can climb with dirtbags and professors
And treat them both the same over a brew
If you can top the crux of your last project
And loose a sketchy flake covered in moss
And fall, and start again from the first quickdraw
And never breathe a word about the choss
If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew
Long after arms are pumped and strength is gone
And so hold on when there is nothing in you
Except the voice that says to you: ‘Climb on!’
If you can fill the all too fleeting weekend
With multi-pitches worth of climbing done
Yours is the mountain, and everything in it
And - which is more - you’ll be a stud, my son.
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Maximal Memories
by Mark Thompson

A

T 10:24 a.m., on Valentine’s Day, 2016 Boris Dynkin (a first ascender
of The Shuruyev-Mirkina-Dynkin mixed route on Mount Washington) emailed me:
---------Mark,
Our friend Maxim died yesterday while hiking Lafayette with Katia and
others. He seemed fine, they were on a flat area of Franconia Ridge between
Little Haystack and Lincoln. And then he collapsed and died, around 11 am
[Saturday 2/13]. The weather was not a factor - cold and clear but not too
windy. Somehow they [Katya Vorotnikova – as she transliterates her name
into English – and other friends] managed to bring him down almost all the
way. Katia is quite shaken obviously and dead tired so I didn’t want to ask
too many questions. But we’ll get more details later.
Sorry to bring you these bad news,
Boris
---------Subsequent research suggests that Boris may have understated the role
of the weather. That Saturday was the coldest day of the winter. The Mount
Washington Observatory reported an average temperature of minus 23°F,
with an average windspeed of 30 m.p.h. out of the west. Maxim died – of a
sudden-death heart attack – at about 1,600 feet lower altitude.
Maxim Raykin’s and my first climb together was on June 27, 1992: Slip o’
Fools – 10a – on Cannon. It would set the pattern for our mountaineering:
he led the tough pitches; I, the easy. I was nearly five years older, but Maxim
had had more than a decade more of climbing experience. He was always,
between us, the deferred-to, senior mountaineer.
On August 11, 1996, Maxim and I headed up Vertigo on Cannon. We got
to the belay beneath the Half Moon Crack – an unprotected stretch of sixty
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feet, which Maxim a few years earlier had led; shaped like a right-facing
crescent moon; 5.9 R, surely close to X, on Mountain Project. He didn’t feel
like leading it this day, nor did I. We’d driven up to the mountain with Peter
Cross and Steve Fitzgerald. While Maxim and I mulled the HMC, Peter and
Steve came up to our ledge. They both declined to lead the pitch. Then
Maxim said he’d lead it. He would take only enough gear to anchor to the
fixed protection above the crack: a couple locking biners and slings.
He started up: walking up the easy lower part, then switching to
a layback with his hands gripping the near edge of the crack, his feet walking up the far side of it. The further he went, the more his feet got above
his head, until he was nearly upside down. I thought I saw him slip, braced
to catch a fall, and feared the worst. It would have been horrible, perhaps
40-percent-likely-lethal. But I was wrong: Maxim hadn’t slipped and soon
pulled up onto the ledge above the HMC.
My turn. I laybacked as he had. It seemed easy. Hey, I could have
led this. Next time I will. Then I fell. Peter and Steve, both stronger climbers
than I, came next. They both fell. Maybe, just maybe, I’ll pass on leading this
the next time.
Just before two in the morning of August 5, 2002, Maxim and I
awoke in our motel overlooking Lake Estes in Estes Park, Colorado. At 3:50,
we left our rented car in the Glacier Gorge Junction Trailhead lot and began
the four-hour hike that would take us to the base of the Petit Grepon – a
thousand-foot rock face that looked on the side we’d be climbing like the
Eiffel Tower. The 5.8 South Face route we would attempt was one of Roper
and Steck’s 50 Classic Climbs. We began well. We fourth-classed Pitch 1
and most of Pitch 2 – 5.4, before starting to use our ropes. Two 5.7 pitches
brought us to the base of the crux fifth pitch, which I had won a coin flip to
lead. This violated our long-time understanding of who leads the cruxes,
but I thought I could handle this one. Maxim asked me about four times if
I really wanted to lead it: if not, he would be pleased to. I held firm and the
pitch proved not too hard.
After the sixth (5.7) of eight pitches, rain began. This route had been
atop my hit list for over four years. Cindy had tentatively agreed that it
could be our honeymoon climb in 1998. She had changed her mind when
we had got to the base and had looked up. The next year, I and two friends
had done four of the eight pitches, when the two of them decided that it
was raining and that we had to retreat. We retreated. My view, then and
since, was that it wasn’t raining; that what they took to be rain was just the
moisture in the clouds that had closed in around us, cloaking both the base
and the summit from sight.
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I feared that Maxim, in real rain, would also want to back off. I asked him.
He let me know that it was not a good question: of course, we were going
to the top. The seventh pitch – 5.7, which I led, was damp; the eighth pitch,
5.6 and his, wholly soaked. But we’d made it. It was about three and lightning had begun to strike not far from us. After a couple summit photos, we
began the rappel down.
Maxim always tied the two ropes together with a rewoven figure-8 and
always rapped down first. For me to have rapped first would have been
like having Babe Ruth bat ninth. The first rappel went routinely. After the
second, the ropes hung up above us and it took well over an hour of tugging before we could pull them down. The third rap went well, but not the
fourth: the ropes seemed unbudgeably stuck. I proposed to ascend the
ropes, both ends of which were down. But, said Maxim, who had led many
climbing trips in the former Soviet Union, it was not possible to go up a
vertical rope. The Appalachian Mountain Club, I said, taught its climbing
students each year how to do so. We were both worn out from all the tugging after the second rappel and he soon OKed my ascending. A cold wind
blew, the rain had continued, and it took me longer than it should have to
go up nearly 150 feet, to move the knot below the ledge it had stuck on, and
to rappel back down to Maxim. He had been doing calisthenics to ward off
hypothermia.
Further rappelling – finding the rap stations in the dark – would be difficult. About midnight we (mainly he – the only one of us who had rapped
at night) decided we’d spend the night in the rappel gully. Anchored to a
couple wired nuts we set in the rock, Maxim sat on a pile of wet rope and I,
on a rock of eight by eighteen inches and awaited dawn. About then, the
rain stopped.
At six, Maxim, speaking Russian – which I didn’t, awakened me: the far
rim of the glacial cirque we were in had grown light enough for us to move
on. The remaining rappels were without incident – perhaps because we’d
switched from the rewoven figure 8 to the European Death Knot. Around
eight, after about four morning rappels, we were back in the cave at the
base, where we had stashed our hiking shoes and extra gear. We hiked out
slowly, stopping often and were passed from behind by tourists of many
shapes and ages. Reaching our car shortly after one, Maxim spoke several
sentences to me in urgent Russian, among which were the words “Ensure
Plus.” We’d left a couple cans of it in the car, thinking we might need its
replenishment and we did. They tasted great – after more than half a day of
nausea in which we couldn’t take in anything but water. It was the only time
with me that he had been so exhausted as to slip into his native tongue.
We returned to the motel and I called Cindy. She’d called the motel
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twice in the morning and they’d confirmed that our room looked unslept in.
She’d called the Rocky Mountain National Park rangers. They had thought
she would be reassured by telling her that there had been no rescues in the
park in the previous 24 hours.
In the winter of 2002-3, Maxim was separated. He wouldn’t mind
if I could put him in touch with a classy woman, maybe a climber, maybe
especially an ice climber. Maxim was terrific on ice. He had given the specs
for Ice Queen Nancy Savickas.
They hit it off and agreed that they would do Last Gentleman –
grade 5 – at Lake Willoughby in Vermont. Twice they drove up there and
twice they (mainly Maxim, I’d guess) judged the ice too iffy and climbed
elsewhere. Then Nancy did the utterly dismaying and unthinkable: LG with
some other guy. This, however, brought me into the picture.
Ring. “Mark, this is Maxim. How would you like to climb LG with me?”
“Love to, Maxim, but I’m a novice on ice. It sounds way above my level.” “You
can do it, Mark. I’ll lead all the pitches.” “We are on.”
At four a.m. on March 15, 2003, we left my home in Lexington.
Four hours of dicey driving – ice and winds – later, we walked into a McD’s
near Willoughby. Who should be just finishing up there but two of New
England’s ice-climbing icons: Rick Buirkle and Yuki Fujita? They were going
to do Promenade, just right of LG, with the same first belay spot.
By the time Maxim and I had breakfasted, geared up, and trudged
up the hill to the climbs, Yuki was completing the first pitch of Promenade.
We had to get up to where Rick was belaying. Between him and us was
forty feet of Grade 2 or 3 ice. Maxim would solo it. Would I like him to belay
me up? “Would it make sense for me, Maxim, to solo it?” “I think you can do
it, Mark.” On went the crampons and Maxim soloed up to Rick. My turn. As
I was about in the middle of the toughest stretch of ice I’d ever soloed, Yuki
shouted, “Ice tool.” He had dropped what ice novices would call an ice axe.
He climbed with leashless tools and had stuck them in the ice at the end of
the pitch as he built an anchor. One and a half pounds of metal with two
sharp points was on its way down from 80 feet above me. I kicked in my
crampons, hit both tools in solidly and waited to be hit. My helmet was on.
A fall would send me maybe fifty feet down into a gully. The tool missed me
by eighteen inches. Yuki belayed Rick down to retrieve it.
Rick and Yuki completed Promenade and rapped down by us as
we still had a pitch and a half left of LG. We finished as the sunlight faded.
Maxim judged the ice not sufficiently solid to rap off it as Rick and Yuki had
done. We would walk off. The hike began with over an hour of yard-plusdeep postholing before we hit a broken-in trail. We returned to the car
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after eleven and were fortunate to find a northern-Vermont nightspot for
a decent dinner. Maxim vetoed my proposal of a motel: we must return.
After a couple of breaks to revive via sleep by the side of 93, we were back in
Lexington around six a.m.
That summer, Yuki emailed me: would I like to climb ice with him
the coming winter in the Canadian Rockies? I could not. The next time I saw
Rick, I mentioned this to him: Yuki’s invitation seemed like Tiger Woods proposing that he and I – a twenty-plus handicapper – golf together for a week
at Pebble Beach. I wanted Rick to say something like: “It’s true, Mark, that
your experience on ice is limited, but your skills are clearly solid.” Instead, he
said, “Yes, Yuki wanted to make it up to you for almost killing you.”
After Petit Grepon, The Casual Route up the Diamond, the vertical
east face of Longs Peak became number one on both of our hit lists: seven
pitches, 10a on Mountain Project.
On August 5, 2003, we (I) awoke twenty minutes after midnight in
Estes Park and Maxim and I were in the Longs Peak Trailhead parking lot for
the Diamond by 1:46 a.m. A 5.5-mile, five-hour – the last hour over a hellacious talus field – hike brought us to the base of the Diamond. We climbed
in the dawn up to Broadway, a horizontal ledge that crosses the lower half
of the Diamond. We traversed left to the base of TCR. I led the first pitch:
rated 5.4 on Mountain Project; 5.7, elsewhere. Maxim came up to me. “Did
you see it? It was amazing.” I reflected: I had, I thought, heard a gunshot
but hadn’t turned to look. A base jumper, Maxim said, had taken off from
Chasm View – the right point of the Diamond. The jumper had, to Maxim’s
amazement, landed in about the only flat spot in the talus field. What I’d
thought a shot had been the parachute opening.
Then, Maxim said, we had to back off. He had not been able to
sleep that night for one minute (which was news to me) and now felt that
we could not continue the route. At 9:40 p.m., we were back at the car.
Three years after that, we had determined that we would finally
knock off The Casual Route. This time, we would bivy at Chasm View. We
did two acclimatization hikes: one to the summit; another to Chasm View,
from which we rappelled down to Broadway. We felt ready.
On D-Day-Minus 1, July 23, 2006, we hiked to Chasm View, dined
early and crawled into our sleeping bags. At three the next morning, we
were up: it was time to breakfast, to get to the base of TCR, which we would
have a long day of sunlight to complete. How had we slept? Neither of
us had, hardly at all. Still, said prospective-tough-pitch-leader Maxim, he
thought we could do it. I, however, exercised my climber’s right to veto: it
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seemed, on hardly any sleep between the two of us, too much.
We had hoped to complete TCR no later than six p.m., before hiking out.
We had heard that Dean Potter had once run to the base, soloed
TCR, and run back: car to car in four hours.
The next day, Maxim climbed in Lumpy Ridge with Cindy, while
I entertained our four-year-old daughter Sara – whom Maxim was always
sweet to. Cindy had climbed many times with Maxim – we once had done
Moby Grape on Cannon together – and always was amazed at how rapidly
he climbed and with how little protection.
After that summer, Maxim largely stopped climbing: never again
outside with me.
How strong a climber was Maxim? Not a particularly good question, since, to me, his many other virtues dwarfed his excellence on the
rocks.
A few times, I put a top rope on Recluse on the north end of Cathedral Ledge, a Henry Barber 5.9 in the old books, 10d now on Mountain
Project. Doing so put my popularity among 5.12 leaders I knew at a zenith:
“Hey, Mark, how have you been? Good to see you. Would it be OK if I took a
turn on your rope?” Four 5.12ers, and many others, could not on my TR get
up Recluse. Maxim is the only one I ever saw send it.
Maxim, brilliant as he was, never completely lost his Russian accent – even though he could read literature and science at the highest level
in English. He had earned a Ph.D. in theoretical physics from Boston University. Many of the other Russian climbers in New England – such as Boris – have come to sound more articulate in our language than I and most
Americans. Not Maxim. At first, Cindy could not understand much of what
he said, but tried to agree with whatever he was saying, so that he would
not feel bad.
Even after 25 years here – he came in 1989 – though his vocabulary had become exceptional, he still committed grammatical errors. His
most common may have been second person, past tense. Uncountable
times, I recall him saying, “Mark, you was wrong” – many more times, alas, in
my memory, than “Mark, you was right.”
Once he asked me who I thought were the greatest physicists of
all time. I named a top ten or so. He said that it was a good list, but that I
should have had Hallily in my top five. “Hallily,” I said, “who was Hallily? I
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never heard of him. Wait a minute, though, I just thought of another, Galileo.” “That’s him,” said Maxim, “that’s Hallily. Isn’t that how you pronounce
him?” “No,” I said, “We pronounce it Galileo. How do you say it in Russian?”
“Galileo, but I thought it was pronounced Hallily in English.”
For our multi-day, backpack undertakings, Maxim requested that
he obtain all the food – to which this indolent omnivore acquiesced. We ate
well. Memorable, though, was the first time he handed me a slab of pork
fat, about the size of a stick of butter. As I looked dubiously at it, he said that
it was salo, the wonder-food of the Germans in the winters of the Second
World War. To my obvious retort, he replied that they would have lost much
sooner without it. Another time, he handed me about a third of a quarterpound stick of butter to eat.
In the spring of 2015, Maxim invited me to climb with him in a
gym in Nashua – our first time climbing together in nearly a decade. It was
fun for me, less so for Maxim. He still climbed better than I, but not so well
as when we were younger – which dismayed him. We went to his home
where he prepared dinner for me – for the first time not in the context of
camping.
He was content in his pleasant and spacious new home and his
life. He showed me his extensive library, mostly Russian literature. Pushkin
was his favorite – whose writings he had often extolled to me.
Most of his time – as it had for several years – went into his personal project in mathematical physics. I gathered that he was deriving a
new mode of describing, explaining, and calculating quantum reality. He
climbed regularly at the gym with his friends Katya and Sergey Vorotnikov(a)
and hiked much – especially with Katya. I was happy for him.
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HMC Cabin Trip Report
Friday March 9 — Sunday March 11 2018
By Paul Moorcroft, HMC member (2008-present)

Jimmy’s memorial plaque at the HMC Cabin on Mt. Washinton

S

Photo, Paul Moorcroft

NOWFLAKES were falling gently as we hiked up the Tuckerman Ravine trail and fire road to the HMC cabin. Five years had
passed since Jimmy Watts’s tragic death in Pinnacle Gully, Huntington
Ravine, in March 2013. Jimmy’s sister, Xochitl, and his father, Jim, were
heading up to the HMC cabin with myself and Marcia, one of the cabin
caretakers, to meet up with several other of Jimmy’s friends — Hannah Waight, Isaac Shivvers, Alison Tarwater, Alex Putnam-Cole, Josh
Zagorsky, and Ross McFarland. The group was gathering to install a
plaque remembering Jimmy’s life and his love for the cabin and the
gullies of Mount Washington. Isaac, Jimmy’s former roommate, and
Rich, the other cabin caretaker were there to greet us when we arrived.
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The others arrived that night and the following morning.
Saturday morning came and the snowflakes were falling faster,
blanketing the cabin and its surroundings with beautiful, fresh, white
snow. The assembled group of us spent the morning having a leisurely
communal breakfast and telling stories, of which there were many,
about the numerous adventures, escapades, and times we’d spent
with Jimmy over the years.
The storytelling was followed by a discussion of where to put
Jimmy’s plaque. A number of potential locations were raised, and discussed, including the granite boulder at the back of the cabin and inside the cabin near the dining table; however, Jim and Xochitl decided
that the best location would be the porch at the cabin’s entrance since
the plaque would then be viewable both when the cabin was open
in the winter and during the summer when the cabin was closed for
season.
Jim, Rich, and Isaac took the lead on chiseling out a spot among the
logs of the outside wall to mount the plaque. Jim then mounted the
plaque, which was made of brass, that Hannah had designed and had
cast in the weeks prior to the trip. The plaque reads:
James “Jimmy” Watts
July 20th 1988 — March 1 2013
Climber Leader Friend
Inspiration to all who knew him
Afterward, Xochitl read some moving words she’d written about
her life since the tragic loss of her brother five years ago. The group
then toasted Jimmy and spent some time together hanging out in the
Above: Group picture in front of the cabin with Jim, Xochitl, Rich, Marcia, Paul, and all others
who came for the plaque installation.
Below: Cabin caretaker Rich installing the plaque on the side of the cabin.
Photo, Paul Moorcroft
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cabin porch and appreciating
Jimmy’s new-found spiritual presence at the HMC cabin.
Outside, the snow had continued to fall unabated. The avalanche
danger forecast for that day was “considerable,” so plans to take Jim
and Xochitl to the base of Pinnacle Gully, where Jimmy’s body had
been found, were postponed for another time. Instead, folks stayed for
a while longer in the cabin and then slowly began to part ways: several
of the group went to hike around in the fresh snow, some had a nap,
and Jim and Xochitl prepared to return to Boston to catch their flights
back the following day.
I packed up, put my boots back on, and accompanied Jim and
Xochitl back down the fire road and the Tuckerman Ravine trail to
Pinkham Notch. The continual snowfall meant the Tuckerman trail was
soft underfoot instead of the usual icy, hard-pack, making the descent
quick and easy. It had been a good trip. For me, it was reassuring to
know that, in spirit at least, Jimmy was back at the HMC cabin.

Jimmy in the mountains.

Photo, Paul Moorcroft
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Obituary: Landen Palatino
by Brianna K. Beswick
Harvard College ‘13, HLS ‘18

Above: Landen at the Harvard Cabin on Mt. Washington with Rich.
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Photo, Palatino Family

H

MC Cabin caretakers Rich Palatino & Marcia Steger lost their nephew
Landen to brain cancer in August of 2017. Landen, nine years old,
had bravely faced glioblastoma for 20 months after being diagnosed over
the Christmas holidays of 2015. Rich & Marcia helped Landen and Landen’s
mother, Rich’s sister Tina, even while continuing to caretake up at Harvard
Cabin. They researched brain cancer treatment options from Pinkham
Notch, commuted back and forth to western Mass, and ultimately bought
farm property in western Massachusetts where the two families could
live (and Rich could pursue his previously unrealized dream of becoming
a small farmer). We all stayed in touch with Landen and sent our love to
him through the Facebook page and social movement “Love for Landen.”
Landen enjoyed a respite from the illness for a time, but ultimately, the cancer was unstoppable.
Though few had the pleasure of meeting Landen in person, Landen’s
life and death touched many of us in the HMC community and around the
world. As can be seen in this journal, the HMC community has seen a number of deaths in the past few years, from varied causes and all heartbreaking. May we continue to remember those we have lost, and may we become
better people through the experience. As Rich wrote a few months after
Landen’s death, in response to the 2017 avalanche deaths of Inge Perkins &
Hayden Kennedy:
[T] he take-away is the privilege of knowing someone and honoring,
not only their memory, but who they are and what they mean to us even
though they aren’t with us in bodily form any longer. … The people we become are in many ways bits and pieces of all those with whom we associate.
By that token, we might find comfort in knowing a little part of us has gone
too with the departed, but while we remain in the flesh then do we not
represent some small part of the person we had a micro-fraction of an influence on up until that final day? I think it is fair to say we do represent a small
portion of all those we’ve loved and lost and I do think it is our responsibility
to continue living as they knew us, because it is the only way we know for
sure we had any impact on their lives, to continue being ourselves – the
individuals that we all are, sharing in this great mystery.
Peace, Love, and Bacon Grease.
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Obituary: Matthew T. Reed
by Brianna K. Beswick
Harvard College ‘13, HLS ‘18

Above: Matt on the way up Urus, June 2017

Photo, Jacob Raab

M

ATT was never officially a member of the Harvard Mountaineering
Club, but I finagled him onto the HMC summer 2017 trip to Peru.
As the story was told to me afterwards, the HMC Peru trip leaders were supposed to tell me that he couldn’t join, because they didn’t know him and
he didn’t have much (any) mountaineering experience. And I was told that,
basically, but in a very gentle way. What I relayed to Matt was that he could
come, but he probably wouldn’t be able to rope up with others for any ascents and couldn’t expect to summit anything.
So, to the surprise of those who thought they’d made it clear that he
wouldn’t be coming, Matt traveled across the world to join a group of
people he’d never met and learn a skillset he’d never tried. He had never
been on a rope team before and was scared to attempt any Spanish, but he
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quickly caught up to the rest of the group during skills practice and ended
up summiting both peaks that we attempted together that year. His first
time using crampons and an ice ax was on his way up Mt. Urus in the Ishinca
Valley. Urus isn’t very technically demanding at all the easiest way up, and
it wasn’t that technically demanding on the side route we wandered onto
either, but it was enough to make you probably wish you had prior experience with the sharp pokey things you were using to help yourself up the
mountain. But he was great.
When I met Matt, almost a year earlier in the fall of 2016, he had just gotten done thru-hiking the Pacific Crest Trail. Aaron Markowitz ‘16 and I had
hiked a chunk of it as well that year, 1000 miles from Kennedy Meadows to
the Oregon border (we got made fun of by some choice HMC people who
couldn’t understand why we would let our climbing muscles waste away for
two months to go out and walk next to a bunch of mountains). Matt passed
us on the trail at some point, but we didn’t meet, and Aaron and I speculate
that it is probably because we were still asleep in our tent when he walked
by… mornings were not our strong suit.
Matt was his best self on the trail or in the mountains, and his favorite
jobs were his seasons working trail-crew with Montana Conservation Corps.
I grew up in Montana, but he had been to more of the wilderness in the
state than I could hope to match. He loved Montana, he loved the mountains, and for him the activities you could do in mountains were just the
icing on the cake. The HMC teaches you to be excited about and accomplish
objectives when you’re outdoors. Matt lived a life centered around the feeling you get from being outside, not just the activities you do out there or
the things you can achieve.
When I wasn’t outside with him, we spent a lot of time at the rock gym
together. He always liked to find the super-reachy boulder problems so he
could beat me, because he knew I didn’t do dynos. I taught him how to lead
climb, he taught me how to ski with a snowboarder. We spent many nights
sleeping in my van that we had built out, and we hiked the desert section of
the PCT together – me for the first time, him for the third.
Matt used to tell me that when he was in nature, he could see what it was
like to be at peace. It was an elusive feeling for him, and one he ultimately
couldn’t find in this world.
We lost a beautiful soul.
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Obituary: Nick Russell
by Eugene E Kwan

Nick at the top of Snowden after climbing Trinity Face with David Linnett

Photo, David Linnett

O

UR friend Nick Russell joined the HMC in the fall of 2010. He came
to spend a year at Harvard after graduating from Emmanuel College at the University of Cambridge. I remember him fondly from the annual trip the HMC makes to Adirondack Park in upstate New York. He was
the quintessential British climber: funny, bold, and excited to explore. He
was also sometimes incomprehensible. In subsequent years I would get
occasionally irritating emails from him, asking whether he could pay for the
trip by wire transfer or something called “postal order,” both of which I had
explicitly outlawed. I would also get regular trip reports over the HMC email
list about his fanciful exploits.
In his cheerful but understated way, Nick had a profound influence on
many of us. Athena Jiang remembers him as inspiring a boundless sense
of possibility in her. He took her on her first trad lead and taught her about
his meaning of the word “inadvisable”: probably not a good idea for other
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people, and maybe not a good idea for yourself, but something one might
consider doing anyways. For my part, I both admired and censured Nick’s
characteristic boldness. Nick famously soloed a slippery statue in Cambridge Common one winter to place a Santa hat on the head of a longforgotten hero. The hat was so hard to remove it stayed up all winter, presumably until some poor soul from the works department could roll in a
cherry picker to remove it.
We all laughed about this incident, but I wasn’t laughing when Nick took
a fall while ice climbing in 2013 on Cascade in Llanberis Pass in Wales. Nick
fell when he tried to clip into an ice axe and put his weight on the rope and
the axe pulled out. He wasn’t hurt, but he had broken the first rule of ice
climbing, which is never to fall. At the time, I admonished him, but in retrospect, I, too, have done things at least as sketchy as that. I have certainly
rested on some questionable gear myself and it’s simply the brutal unfairness of life that some risky decisions don’t result in any bad consequences,
while other innocent-looking decisions lead to death.
Beyond his impressive skills as a climber, Nick was an accomplished
physicist. Garrett Drayna and Nick took several classes in the physics department, and remembers fondly that Nick had an uncanny ability to bring

Nick juggling citrus in the Cabot dining hall before a trip.

Photo, Lauren Onofrey
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a positive light to even the grungiest of problem sets. Nick was quite unusual in that he became well-beloved by the graduate student community
at Harvard, even though he only spent a year here. HMC “initiations” were a
particularly amusing time for Nick. Garrett remembers Nick banged on his
door at 4 am in full climbing regalia, waking up half of Perkin Hall in the process. Nick was completely fearless in his hijinks and shenanigans. During
their “roped ascent” of the Widener library steps, Nick patiently explained
to campus security that they were doing something “really amazing.” He
said that their full concentration was absolutely required, lest their safety be
impacted, and so they must be left alone. This absurd message was delivered so persuasively, and Nick’s charm so overwhelming, that security was
utterly befuddled for a good five minutes.
After his time at Harvard, Nick returned to the UK to complete a Ph.D. in
physics, during which he worked on the application of optical physics to
quantum information and computation. Afterwards, he went onto a job as
a software engineer at MoveGB in Bath, U.K. On August 31, 2016, Nick died
in a climbing accident in Avon Gorge. To his family, friends, and partner,
Emily: I think I speak for all of us when I say we will always miss his whimsical
charm. These days, when I am climbing and find those rare moments when
I am high off the ground and everything is quiet, my thoughts turn to those
we’ve lost over the years. And there, I find myself sustained by the timeless
memories of previous climbs with friends. Nick lifted up all of our spirits
when he was with us, and we will all remember him our whole lives.
(Thanks to Taylor Lane and various members of our HMC family for contributing stories.)

Nick with friends.

108

Photo, Lauren Onofrey

Tribute to Nick Russell
by Eugene E Kwan

August 28 – August 31, 2016

N

ICK joined the HMC in Fall 2010 when he came to Cambridge, MA
from Cambridge, UK to continue his study of physics. Whether it was
Nick’s prolific buildering experience on the UK Cambridge campus or desire
to share his adventurous spirit with others, he quickly found his new community at Harvard by joining the HMC. I remember meeting Nick at one of
the early introductory meetings at the HMC, and he was incredibly excited
to climb outside with the club. Nick exuded a genuine and warm enthusiasm that was infectious for everyone around him. When we went on his first
trip to Rumney, he was delighted to try out routes despite the fact that we
ended up with more than one gong show, a few sketchy leads, and some
difficulty finding the right cliff. After Nick found his way to the HMC at the
beginning of 2010, he rapidly became an integral part of the mountaineering club and the Lowell bouldering wall.
Nick joined the climbing wall staff in the fall of 2010, and he could always
be counted on to volunteer for extra shifts and often just go down to the
wall to hang out and spend time with students. He became a very strong
climber and was always looking for ways to spend more time outside. Nick
was one of the warmest and most cheerful people that I have ever met. He
would always listen to you when you spoke and responded with an excited
head bob, enthusiastic smile, and a hundred percent commitment to whatever plans you were hatching.
I remember once when Nick, Eli, and I were roadtripping down to the
Red River Gorge for spring break and Nick was looking forward to climbing
in the Gorge for the first time. We drove all night with Rihanna on repeat in
the car to get down to Kentucky, and at one point, I woke up from a nap in
the car to hear Nick singing all of the lyrics to the latest popular rap song as
we made our way through West Virginia. Nick helped us to make delicious
meals over our camp stove behind Miguel’s with lots of jokes and plentiful
beer, which helped to make up for the fact that all of us had leaky tents.
When he and Jason would go off to check out a trad climb during the day,
they would come back glowing with excitement and pride about navigating a tricky route or having Nick try out the hardest lead he had tried yet.
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Nick not only became an integral part of the HMC community, he helped
to build and strengthen it. He mentored many young climbers who would
become officers in the HMC, he supported friends in the HMC who were
experiencing a tough period or the challenges of a long-distance relationship, and he helped to enable great adventures. He rappelled off the top
of a building on Harvard’s campus as part of HMC’s bid for a grant award
to support a trip to Denali, and he joined the characteristic HMC roped run
around Harvard Yard for primal scream.
Nick was an incredibly loving friend and partner. He spoke often of his
partner, Emily, and how they had met and how much he missed her during the year that he was in Cambridge. His face whenever he spoke about
Emily, his family, or his friends and life in Cambridge lit up and his joy was
contagious. Although we were sad when Nick moved back to the UK, we
all enjoyed getting his trip reports of climbs throughout the region and humorous quips on our climbing email threads. He came back to New England
to help Bri and Sam celebrate their wedding overlooking Rumney, where
Nick had also learned to climb outside. Years later, Eli joined him and Emily
to climb in Germany at Frankenjura.
Nick, we miss you and still cannot believe that the world has lost one of
the most joyful, adventurous, and compassionate people that I have ever
met. I hope that you are climbing with Jimmy in a place with amazing trad
climbs, lots of stoke, and the ability to still see how much you are missed
here by all.

Selection of Nick’s Trip Reports
Dear mountaineers,
Back in October I was invited on an unusual and exciting adventure
climb on the sea cliffs of South Devon.
A friend-of-a-friend, Bob, climber and accomplished sailor, had held in
the back of his mind the ambition of sailing up to a sea cliff, climbing a route
to top out, and abseiling back into the boat. Logistically difficult, the tides
and the weather had to align with a weekend or time off work, outside the
nesting season (March to August), it’s taken 25 years for this dream to become reality.
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Fortunately for us, those intervening years have seen much technological progress, and my friend Dave was able to document the day (very
professionally, I must say), and has put together a short film, https://www.
youtube.com/watch?v=DMMRgLyh3fY
The route ‘Moonraker’ was put up in 1967 by South West climbing legends Pat Littlejohn and Peter Biven. To this day it remains one of the UK’s
great sea cliff adventures: 3 pitches of outrageously steep terrain, from a
small tidal ledge.
On the day, we set out in calm seas and glorious sunshine. The sun
stayed out, but the sea didn’t stay calm. By the time we came to abseil back
onto the boat it wasn’t easy to hit the target. Let’s just say I never found my
sea legs, and was very glad to set foot back on dry land.
I hope you enjoy the film, and perhaps feel compelled to make a visit
some day. As well as the adventurous trad, the area around Berry Head is
one of the UK’s best deep water soloing destinations. And there’s some excellent sport climbing just inland. And you’re not too far from the Cornish
granite at West Penwith, or the Jurassic Coast in the other direction. I could
go on…
PLBG,
Nick
Dear Mountaineers,
We’ve been quite well served with trip reports recently (thanks Garrett,
Eugene), so I thought it’s about time to send another one. I think my outing last weekend was sufficiently noteworthy for the full report treatment,
I hope you enjoy it.
The “Staffordshire Nose”
A blood sacrifice at the altar of Brown and Whillans
Every climber has heard of The Nose. Perhaps the most iconic route there
is, often dreamt of, much aspired-to, but unfortunately for us Brits, a bloody
long way away. While we do have long, adventurous routes in the mountains and sea cliffs, nothing quite stacks up to the magnitude of Yosemite
so we devise our own challenges, closer to home. Girdle traverses are a favourite, maintaining the feeling of being off the ground for many pitches at
a time. Another is the ‘big day out’: choose a set of routes in an area, prefer111

ably connected by some theme, and climb them all, back-to-back, in a day.
The one I attempted this weekend is of the latter type and has jokingly been
dubbed the ‘Staffordshire Nose’.
The challenge is to complete, in one day, the 31 routes at the Roaches
(including Hen Cloud and Ramshaw) which were first climbed by legends
Joe Brown and Don Whillans. Many of these routes are notorious sandbags, and most are crack climbs. When I say ‘crack’, you may be forgiven for
imagining dreamy Indian Creek splitters: perfect, clean-cut cracks in solid,
fine-grained Wingate sandstone. Grit cracks are not like this. They are nightmarish creations, hewn from rough, course stone, studded with tooth-like
pebbles. They are often steep, flared, rounded or all three. They tend to be
short, but just plain hard (see appendix I).
With that background, I expect it’s a manifestation of my masochistic streak that on Sunday afternoon, Alex and I set off to Staffordshire to
make our attempt. We discuss tactics on the way up, deciding to relax the
“in a day” criterion to “in 24 hours”. This permits us to make a start on the
Sunday evening, complete the remainder on Monday, and hopefully get
back to Bristol at a reasonable hour. We set our goal for the first evening as
completing the 7 routes at Ramshaw Rocks, including Ramshaw Crack, the
stopper route. Most of the routes on the list are HVS or E1 (5.9 to mid 5.10),
with a couple of E2s (mid-high 5.10) and then Ramshaw Crack. At E4 6a, or
tough 5.11, this 45 degree overhanging crack (starting at hands, widening
to squeeze all within about 20 feet) is by far the hardest route we have to
complete, and harder than either of us habitually climb.
When we make a start at 19:01 on Sunday, I’m already feeling pretty broken. I’ve climbed on 4 of the last 5 days (and the remaining day wasn’t a rest
day either) but I agreed on the tactics. “The Great Zawn” (an HVS chimney)
makes a good warm-up, then we jump straight into “Masochism”, one of the
more vicious sandbags around (see appendix I). By the end of route 4, in
Alex’s words I look like I’m about to keel over. I rally a little over the course of
the next 2 routes, then all too soon I’m standing at the bottom of Ramshaw
Crack. I give it a good go, but in the end employ a point of aid, pulling on a
cam to get matched on a sloper in the top of the crack. Alex climbs it clean
on the other end of the rope and we call it good. Reports vary, but it’s suspected that Joe Brown used some aid on the FA.
Monday dawns with low cloud shrouding the crags.
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It doesn’t exactly fill us with enthusiasm but there’s no time to lose: 24
routes to get through before 19:01. The first three go easily and the cloud
starts to lift, things are looking up! The next route is another hard one
though, “The Crack of Gloom”. The name says it all really, a dark, damp crack
set deep in a cave-like recess, breaking its way out through a series of overhangs to finally emerge round an enormous chockstone. To make things
worse, I arrive at the bottom of the route to find my sandwiches half-eaten
and scattered around in the dirt, presumably at the hands (hooves?) of a
sheep. A definite low point.
On my first attempt I fall off at half way. We pull the ropes and I set off
again, easily getting past my previous high point to reach the chockstone
exit. Here, you must exit the crack into a kind of bottomless chimney, back
against the boulder, with leftwards progress desperately hard to obtain. I
have to take my helmet off in order to wedge myself higher up in the constricted space. At least it’s harder to fall off from here, more a case of trying
hard than technical proficiency.
Eventually I top out and we can move on. The routes all start to blur together at this point and a blow-by blow account would be too long for this
report anyway. By lunch time, we’ve finished the 15 routes at the Roaches
and have a rest and a bite to eat back at the car before moving on to Hen
Cloud and the final 9. Single figures now: a good milestone! The Hen Cloud
routes are a bit longer, up to 25m, but also less brutal and we make steady
progress. An unexpected highlight was getting the lead on all three of the
classic trio of HVS routes: Bachelor’s Left Hand, Hen Cloud Eliminate and
Delstree. Under other circumstances I’d consider this alone to be a good
day!
We finally reach the last route of the day: Main Crack. At VS 5a, it is—on
paper—one of the easier routes of the circuit. It certainly didn’t look much
worse than anything that had gone before, but appearances can be deceptive. It’s Alex’s lead, and I see him rapidly arrive at, then completely disappear into the wide crack at 2/3 height. For the next 10 minutes or so I just
hear a series of grunts and groans emanating from the fissure, the rope
feeding desperately slowly from my belay plate, before the eventual shout,
“Safe Nick!”.
I soon find out what the grunting was about. Upwards progress is hardwon, requiring shoulders, knees and an awful lot of thrutching. It was
unplanned but remarkably appropriate that the last route of the day was
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squirming up a squeeze chimney to the narrow slit of daylight above. Topping out into the sun was very satisfying; knowing it was over even more so!
[image: Hen Cloud in the sun]
Addendum
The day after, Alex must have been perusing the guidebook. I receive a
text, “Oh Christ. We climbed Hedgehog Crack instead of Slimline”, shortly
followed by another, containing the single word, “Bugger.” I didn’t want it to
be true but he’s right. I’ve checked the guidebook myself. Bugger.
Appendix I
Select quotes from the guidebook
Masochism, HVS 5b (~5.9+)
“Good fun and obviously undergraded but what the hell”
Brown’s Crack, E1 5c (~mid-5.10)
“Short and just plain hard” [like Joe Brown himself]
Main Crack, VS 5a (~5.7 sqeeze)
“Men have disappeared for days in this fissure. Some have never returned”
Teck Crack, HVS 5b (~5.9+)
“A fantastic sandbag”
The Mincer, HVS 5b
“The overhang… will reduce all but the most adept to a flailing display
of appalling technique”
Appendix II
The speed record
As you might expect, the natural next step after simply completing the
routes is to complete them in the shortest time possible. This current record
stands at 5 hours, 53 minutes (compared to our 22 hours and 25 minutes)
and was set in November 2013 by Tom Randall and Pete Whittaker, aka “The
Wide Boyz”. Here is the writeup on Tom’s blog:
http://tomrandallclimbing.wordpress.com/2013/11/19/fast-grit/
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and the accompanying video (in two parts):
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VJL1o1B0o08
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=kNXrhAkS4Jg
As you can see, it was raining when they did it, making the time (and
even just completing it) even more impressive!
Appendix III
Our stats
Start time: 19:01 Sunday (finish for the day at ~21:00)
End time: 17:26 Monday (started the day at ~06:20)
Total time: 22 hours, 25 minutes (climbing time ~13 hours, 5 minutes)
“But isn’t British climbing just about grit? Sketchy moves on a route barely exceeding a highball boulder in stature?”
10th August, 2013: Dreadnought
It’s been a great summer so far, and the forecast for this weekend is no
different. A last-minute exchange of e-mails hooks me up with somebody
willing to drive to Berry Head (South Devon). Our objective is the intimidating classic sea-cliff route of Dreadnought.
Parked up, abseil (rappel) set and double-checked, I start to descend. The
first 20m or so are pretty near vertical, quite relaxed, then the cliff starts to
kick back, necessitating a push off the wall. Bouncing my way down the
remaining 30m of overhanging rock, I get the chance to take in the scenery:
gentle waves lapping the base of the cliff, some gannets on a ledge to the
left and the awesome sea cave to my right. Later, our route will take us on
an airy voyage along the lip.
I build the anchor, a semi-hanging stance just a few metres above the sea
(low tide would expose a spacious ledge, but the timings just aren’t right
today) and start to flake the ropes out while waiting for my partner. Fortunately I keep a hold of the bottom of the abseil rope, because he neglects to
kick off the wall, leaving him on a level with me but several metres out from
the cliff! I’m able to tug him back in without incident, but otherwise he’d
have been looking at a tedious prussic or a swim.
Time to go, I get the first (crux) pitch. It starts off as a rightwards rising
traverse, steep but on amazing holds, to a rest at the corner of the lip of the
great cave. Turning down the optional belay here, I launch out above the
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void, misread the sequence, and end up making desperate moves on small
pockets, eventually reaching the sanctuary of a hand-crack. Unfortunately
I hang on gear here before continuing to the belay, but with two pitches
above this, on a remote and uncompromising sea cliff, I don’t feel too bad
about that.
Fortunately we’d been advised to take a #3 cam for the (hanging) belay: the only alternative was an assortment of rust (once pitons) in a break
above. This situation freaks out my second a little, and I end up leading the
next pitch. Easier, but still wildly exposed: until half way up this pitch, the
cliff overhangs relentlessly, leaving a straight drop into the sea beneath our
feet!
A third and final pitch, led by my partner, tackles the headwall above,
less steep but still technical and quite tricky. Top-out ~17:00, about 5 hours
after setting off.
26th August, 2013: Mercury Direct
A relaxed start sees us depart Bristol at 11:00 for the 3 hours drive to St.
Agnes Head (North Cornwall) and an audacious attempt on Mercury Direct.
No point in leaving earlier, the low tide isn’t until 16:00 and days are long at
this time of year anyway.
Mercury has a reputation for being logistically difficult. Once you find
the top, it requires a 100m abseil (I bought a long static rope with this in
mind...) and a fixed rope to belay off at the top. Both ropes fixed, we set off
on the long abseil, trusting the guidebook that we’d got the right place. The
first sight of the route comes when you swing right around an arete and
into the awesome corner (dihedral) that you will soon be climbing. It’s a
windy day, and from the belay ledge (we get a ledge this time!) I watch the
waves crashing below, before turning my attention upwards.
The corner towers 50m above, before slowly arching rightwards into the
capping roofs, one of the most impressive lines I’ve seen anywhere! It’s not
steep (somewhat off-vertical) but the rock is slick, some kind of slate. I’m
leading again, and set off up the wide corner crack. I only have gear up to
#3, just about adequate until about half way up pitch one, where it steepens
and gets wider. There’s a chockstone, but then seemingly a couple of body
lengths of unprotected off-width climbing. This style is completely unfamiliar to me and I pause for a while, completely stumped. Even if I’d wanted to
shout down to confess my confusion to my belayer, he wouldn’t hear me
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above the noise of the raging sea.
Eventually I come up with a devious sequence with a big move off a slick
crimp on the right to a good hold high above on the left, then some contorted bridging (stemming) to gain a subsidiary finger crack near the end
of the wide section. As I pull onto the belay (a spacious ledge conveniently
situated 50m up the route) I feel smug at having successfully evaded the
offwidth. My second just gets stuck in, making upwards progress by some
combination of udging*, gurning** and grunting.
Pitch 2 starts off strenuously up the continuation of the corner (now a
much more civilized hand width), until the angle once again steepens. A
wild rightwards traverse across the slab ensues: a full 5m runout, with the
crux right at the end, and only the sea below. An in-situ piton (fortunately
recently replaced) provides momentary relief before you once again run it
out, this time upwards to the roof.
The roof itself proves surprisingly easy, and I soon gain the easy corner
above, and our pre-placed rope (miraculously in the right place). I bring up
my second, enjoying the beautiful Cornish coastline and the satisfaction of
another sea cliff adventure.
17th-24th September, 2013: Lundy
One of the best-kept secrets of British climbing, Lundy island really is
a world-class climbing destination, but its remote nature keeps away the
crowds. It is a small island, 3 miles long by half a mile wide, and only accessible by a 90 minute boat trip (or 15 minutes by helicopter). The boat, the
MS Oldenburg, is a small vessel which carries supplies and up to about 200
passengers to the island 3 times per week (in the summer, no sailings in the
winter). This year, the sea was far from calm for our crossing and keeping
breakfast down was definitely the crux!
Once on the island, there is a small village consisting of the visitor accommodation (including a small converted 15th century castle, where we
stayed), a church, a small grocery shop and, of course, the pub! Other than
the farm vehicles, there are no cars on the island and you must walk everywhere. I can’t really describe how amazing a trip to Lundy is, and it now occupies a permanent late-summer fixture in my calendar. Of all the climbing
trips I’ve been on (and some of those have been a lot further from home),
none has been more worthwhile than that boat ride across the Bristol channel.
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So down to business: the island may be small but it offers a wealth of
good climbing on (mostly) solid granite. Along almost the entire West coast,
cliffs plunge 100m down from the plateau, straight into the sea. As well as
the immaculate rock, the sense of adventure is a big attraction. The island itself is small and remote, and most of the climbs are accessible only by abseil.
Even when the guidebook provides enough detail to find the right descent,
it’s rarely easy to get there: the word “harrowing” makes frequent appearances in descriptions of approaches.
This was my second trip, and this time we were there for a full week so I
won’t give you the blow-by-blow report. One of the more memorable days
was the sea stacks: isolated pillars of rock off the coast, only accessible for a
few hours around low tide. (A lot of the logistics of climbing on Lundy are
dictated by the tide, which with a range of over 8m is the second highest
in the world.) There are two main stacks here: Needle Rock and the Devil’s
Chimney, and our goal was to climb them both in the same day.
We timed the approach to abseil to the boulder beach just as the tide
was low enough to cross to Needle Rock, getting it just about right. The
climb itself should have been straightforward, only a single pitch and not
too technically difficult, and but for a minor route-finding problem (possible
FA?) it went smoothly and we were soon on our way to the Devil’s Chimney.
The route around the bottom is a rather time-consuming boulder-hop, but
it’s still quicker than climbing back out and abseiling down somewhere else.
We get to the second stack with plenty of time to spare, and set off up.
It’s more technically demanding than Needle Rock and at 3 pitches (it’s actually only 40m high, but the route weaves around a lot and short pitches are
required to prevent ridiculous rope drag), a more involved route. The climb
went fine, and we abseil down feeling pleased at having accomplished our
objective so easily, with at least an hour of low tide left to get out!
I pull the ropes, then pull harder, and nothing happens. I hang all my
weight off the ropes, still nothing. Of course, it couldn’t all go to plan. A 40m
free-hanging prussic (thanks HMC for teaching me this skill!) is required to
free the ropes from the crack in which they’re wedged, followed by an abseil
down the other side of the stack. I manage to do this without incident, before the tide comes in, and we’re soon scrambling up the loose, earthy slope
back onto the island. This wasn’t the highlight of the day!
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Thanks for reading this far, I hope you enjoyed it. I also hope nobody is
still under the impression that there’s not much adventurous climbing in
Britain! This is just a fraction of what’s on offer restricted to South West England, I haven’t even started on Wales or Scotland. As I’ve said before, if any of
you are over here and fancy a climb, just get in touch. It would be awesome
to meet you and show you around.
Cheers,
Nick
Dear HMC,
Some of you will remember me (I was a member in 2010/11) and of those,
some will know that I’ve recently got into winter climbing a bit. Having just
got back from a long weekend in Scotland, I thought I’d send a “brief” trip
report to give an idea of what winter can be like over here.
Scottish winter climbing is supposed to be about the suffering: a long
drive, followed by a long approach, followed by climbing thin to non-existent ice in crappy weather. It’s typical to be unable to hear your partner over
the wind, or see them through the clag. Spindrift avalanches are supposed
to plague progress up an icy gully. At the very least, the descent (or the bail)
is supposed to be done in the dark, having got stuck behind a slow party on
the way up. Only after having a day or two of this and giving up to start the
drive home early is the weather permitted to clear, leaving you with regrets
and envy at the people who booked that extra day off work.
(Un?)fortunately, that’s not the tale I have to tell from this weekend. Sure,
we had the long drive: 8 hours from Bristol to Fort William, and that’s with
my partner Alastair driving like a nutter at 90mph most of the way. We also
had 2 hours approach in the dark carrying a tent, after our arrival at 1am.
However, we did this walk by moonlight, with spectacular views up the
glen to Ben Nevis in all it’s winter glory. In fact, the reason for our rather
impromptu trip this weekend was a forecast of high pressure sitting over
Scotland bringing cold, clear, stable weather, and perfect ice conditions.
The forecast was right: we had three days of fantastic climbing, a clear
summit and sunshine, and ticked a classic route each day. Alastair has a
photography blog, in which he’s written about the climbs:
http://www.masterplan-photography.co.uk/2013/02/orion-face-direct
http://www.masterplan-photography.co.uk/2013/02/tower-ridge
119

http://www.masterplan-photography.co.uk/2013/02/point-gully
but I might as well put in a few of my own words here too.
On Friday we got up at 6 and set off for our objective: Orion Direct. I don’t
expect many of you to recognise the name, but to anybody familiar with
winter climbing on the Ben, it’s a big route: as close to an alpine North face
as we have in the British Isles. It’s long: 420m (8 pitches) in total, weaving an
intricate line (despite being called “Direct”) up the largest continuous face
on the mountain, through icy gullies and chimneys and over snow fields,
with the crux thin-ice/mixed traverse coming in at pitch 5. I’d first come
across this route after the HMC Daks trip 2011, having returned psyched for
more winter climbing and browsing the internet to see what (if anything)
Britain had to offer. I found a photo of a climber negotiating “the crux traverse on Orion Direct” and was instantly inspired, the name sticking in my
mind and the route instantly jumping to the top of my personal ticklist.
It didn’t disappoint. Conditions were (as expected) perfect, the gear
wasn’t as bad as I’d come to expect from Scotland (though one tied-off
13cm screw on the traverse served better comedy than protection) and I
got to lead the crux. We topped out on a windless, clear summit just in time
for a late lunch. The weather had treated us to a temperature inversion, with
the top of the cloud just barely below the summit. Looking out over a sea
of cloud in all directions really did make us feel on top of the world! We
made our descent down an easy gully, dumped our climbing kit at the tent
then continued back to the pub in Fort William for a hot dinner and a welldeserved pint. Half way down we looked back at the route to see at least
11 people strung out up the entire length of the route. We felt very smug
having got there first!
Day 2 we were joined by a fourth team-member and set off up to Tower
Ridge, another evocative name in British mountaineering: a 1000m protrusion almost directly from the summit of Ben Nevis, with a variety of obstacles to be overcome on the way. Much of the route is plodding up a narrow,
exposed snowy ridge, with occasional interludes of slightly steeper ice or
rocky ground. Then, just a few hundred metres from the top, the angle rears
back to vertical and the ice disappears: this is the great tower, and would
be a serious undertaking if tackled directly. Fortunately, a ledge to the East,
banked out to quite an angle by snow, offers the means to progress. This
weekend the snow was hard névé, with footsteps cut out by previous parties, making the climbing straightforward (but not reducing the exposure),
but in powder conditions it would be quite harrowing.
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After this sneaky traverse round the great tower, the ridge narrows to
a knife-edge, and funnels you upwards to the infamous “tower gap”. A
fault line clearly cuts perpendicular to the ridge at this point and has been
eroded out, leaving a notch about 3-4m deep, 1-2m across which must be
negotiated. There is no way round. This was the only part of the route that
we roped up for, and it was over in a flash, but the feeling of exposure was
awesome. A quick romp up the final snow slope deposits us at the summit, where intermittent clear spells give us fantastic views across the snowcapped peaks of the Scottish highlands.
The final day started a little earlier than the others. Our objective: Point
5 gully*, perhaps the most sought-after winter gully climb in Scotland, or
even the world. It is graded V,5** (probably translating to a WI3/+, in as
much as a WI grade is applicable), so is accessible to most, but spicy enough
to be interesting. It also tops out within a stones throw of the summit of
Britain’s highest mountain, making it a very satisfying climb. We did it as 6
pitches (with some simul-climbing on the final pitch when the ropes were
10m too short), and I was fortunate to get the lead on both of the steep ice
pitches.
The first of these is up a steep, ice-choked chimney. A mixed blessing:
stemming off the walls reduces the pump and helps with placing screws,
but there’s no escaping any ice and powder snow being kicked down by
parties above (of which there were 2). It’s very atmospheric, and I can see
how the intimidation factor would be huge if tackling the climb in claggy,
stormy conditions. The second pitch is perhaps the most beautiful piece of
ice architecture I’ve seen in Britain. It’s hard to appreciate in the photos, but
it’s as though a raging torrent of water, sweeping out a curving line down
the gully has just been frozen solid, leaving a cave to the right, and a steep
ice fall to the left. It climbs nicely too, and getting to the top of the ice-fall
the leader is treated to the gully just opening out onto steep névé. A few
easy pitches to the top, and lunch on a clear summit. The air was crystal
clear that day, the best we’d had all weekend and you could see right out to
the Cuillins on the Isle of Skye. All that remained was our final descent, and
the long drive back to Bristol.
I never expected to get quite such a good run of good weather and conditions in Scotland and I think you’d have to travel far and wide to get a better winter experience than this past weekend. The mountains may not be
the highest (the summit of Ben Nevis as 1343m above sea level), we weren’t
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technically that remote (we went down to the pub for dinner every evening), but it’s easy to forget that when you’re up there. If any of you fancy experiencing some Scottish winter mountaineering at any point, please keep
hold of my e-mail address and get in touch, be it this year, next winter, or
several years down the line. I can’t guarantee the weather or ice conditions,
but when it’s good it’s really good. I hope some of you have read all of this
(and perhaps even enjoyed it!), please do check out Alastair’s photography.
Regards,
Nick Russell
* The gullies on Ben Nevis are named quite imaginatively, numerically
from left to right: “Minus 2” to “Number 5”, with a Point 5 in the middle, presumably named when somebody realised they’d missed one between Zero
and Number 1!
** Scottish winter grades are like British trad grades. The first part indicates the overall seriousness of the route (“how likely am I to die”), while the
second part is indicative of how technically difficult it is, regardless of how
serious the situation, or how sustained it is at that grade.
ps. a note on logistics. On Orion Direct, we were a team of 3, swinging
leads. We managed to do this with a minimum of faff by having everybody
go in to the anchor on slings (yes, I know the safety implications of this, but
we all know how to minimise the risk) then some untying and retying puts
the leader of the next pitch in the correct end of both ropes. A similar system can make block leading in a pair much more pleasant too. Apparently
this system is quite commonplace in the Alps, but rare elsewhere.
Dear Mountaineers,
Another fairly long, rambling trip report from me. Since we haven’t had
any from Eugene for quite a while, I figure somebody should fill in the gap!
This March was quite unusually cold in Britain, and we’ve had quite an
extended winter season. On Friday evening I headed up to North Wales (via
my parents’ house in Shrewsbury, Shropshire, for a decent meal and a cup
of tea) to take advantage of the conditions. Snowdonia was quite spectacular: it had been transformed by a heavy snowfall earlier in the week and
persistent freezing temperatures since. Spirits were high as we woke up on
Saturday and headed to Craig y Rhaeadr in the Llanberis Pass
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for a climb called “Cascade” (V,5 in British, probably top end WI4 anywhere else). This 90m sweep of water ice, mostly vertical, is probably one of
the most desired winter climbs in Wales, and we were lucky enough to have
the place to ourselves.
Of our party of three, I thought Ross was the strongest, so I offered him
the first (crux) pitch. He tied in and set off, stopped about a metre off the
ground, hesitated, made a few steps up, then back down. A few more yoyos at approximately the same height and he turns round: “Nick, do you
want a go?”The pitch looked intimidating, I was nervous at the prospect but
tied in and set off. I figured that the first 10 metres or so were no harder than
anything I’d done before, and after that, well, I’d deal with that when I got
there. I cruised up to about 12m, where I could place some good gear and
check out what lay ahead: another 15m of vertical ice before a big ledge.
Off I go, feeling ok at first, then rapidly more tired. I think about resting
on a screw, but the ice is too thin, it won’t go in. Maybe to the left, it’s thicker
there but I can’t reach. Strength failing, I decide to try that trick where I hook
the rope over an axe for a rest: it should at least buy me some time to recover, then maybe I can get over to the screw placement. I ask my belayer
to take me very gently on the axe, feel the weight lifting off my arms, then
PING and I’m in the air, PING and a screw pulls out and suddenly I’m 20 feet
below where I was just moments before. I lower to the ground and take
stock: a bad bruise on my arm, but other than that unscathed. My other axe
is still stuck in the ice above... THUD... not any more. A sandwich and cup of
coffee later I tie back in and have another go, but am too tired to
commit to the sustained section again. After a delicate cleaning operation we return to the car, defeated.
I won’t go into too much introspection, and the topic of falling on ice
has been heavily discussed before. My advice would be that if you’re going
to rest on an axe, like I intended, do it directly via a cows-tail to your harness rather than the rope. Looping the rope over approximately doubles
the force, so I shouldn’t be surprised that it came out. As for falling, it’s not
an experience I really want to repeat but I figure that by placing protection
I’m accepting that there’s a possibility, however small, that I will. In this case
I was lucky not to injure myself but, as with rock, the steeper it is, the safer it
is (as long as the gear holds). If you’re going to fall, make sure it’s on something hard!
The afternoon was spent scoping out the approach to Ysgolion Duon
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(the Black Ladders) where we intended to go on Sunday. The evening was
spent in the pub.
The Black Ladders is one of the more remote Welsh Winter climbing destinations with a whole 90 minutes (!) of approach. It is also one of the most
impressive: a huge amphitheatre split by gullies and
buttresses, with routes up to about 10 pitches and a very “Scottish” feel.
Our chosen route was “Western Gully” (possibly direct, possibly with the
right-hand finish), said to be better than Point Five, and more adventurous.
The 40mph headwind on the approach was brutal, but we figured that once
we got on the route we’d be sheltered in the lee of the cliff. We also hoped
that the top would have been scoured of powder after a week of persistent
high winds, so spindrift shouldn’t be a problem. Wrong on both counts: the
wind was swirling around in the cwm and frequent showers of spindrift
were pouring down the route, but we proceed anyway.
Three easy pitches dispensed with (albeit slowly) and we’re at the bottom of the gully proper. A poor belay on a warthog, and Ross sets of up the
next pitch, makes a horrendous-looking beached-whale grovel into a niche
on the left, and stays there for a while. “Bomber!” he’s placed
a good nut and is going for the next section, or not. Back in the niche.
Several iterations of this and he turns round: “Nick, do you want a go?” I
know how this goes, and with a now slightly dodgy arm I’m not
convinced I do want a go, but somehow I do. I like to think I surpassed
the beached-whale move slightly more elegantly, resorting only to a knee,
rather than the full stomach, and find myself in this niche. I’ll
spare you the gruesome details, but much grovelling (both knees are
now badly bruised) gets me to a standing position with my boot wedged in
an offwidth crack and both axes in good turf placements. I’m feeling quite
good about myself: it looks like it eases off from here, and there’s a bomber
nut just below me.
About to set off again when “err, Nick. That nut’s come out.” Great, the
boot wedged in the crack is suddenly wobbly and insecure, and the turf
isn’t as good as I thought just moments ago. Progress is scary, but possible,
and I’m soon 5m below the next belay. Just a short snow-slope to overcome
then good rock gear and a rest. The snow-slope turns out to be powder. After half an hour of digging, I’ve tunnelled about 1m horizontally, and made
approximately zero upwards progress. I forgo the good rock gear above and
instead build an anchor on two screws and a threaded icicle and bring Ross
and Steve up. It’s 3pm by this time and with 6 pitches (including the crux) to
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go, we make the decision to retreat. It was only three abseils back to safety,
but the first one off the icicle thread was quite “exciting”.
It was in some ways a disappointing weekend, but I guess these things
happen: some you win and some, well, you don’t. And after all, as long as
you’re not descending on a stretcher, no day spent in the mountains is a
truly bad day.
Stay safe guys, and please send me some of your trip reports! I gather
some of you were on Mount Washington this weekend. How did it go?
Cheers,
Nick
PS. For completeness, I should mention that before going to North Wales
I’d been trad climbing on the wild sea cliffs of the Pembrokeshire coast
(South Wales) and after I was clipping bolts in the sunshine on
Portland, Dorset. I’d love to write about this too, but I’ve already exceeded my word limit :p Maybe I’ll do a report on sea-cliff climbing at some
point, if anybody’s interested.
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Why We Climb
In Memory of Nick Russell
By Shahir Masri (2016)
We climb to peaks of mountains
Through bitter winds and rain
We climb rock walls and ice
That some would call insane
We climb through “indoor” weather
While others stay inside
We climb where others faltered
Where fellow climbers died
What drives us climbers climbing
Is a question fair to ask
And with these words I’ll tell you
Though not a simple task
We climb because we want to
Perhaps because we must
We climb for fellow climbers
To build that unique trust
We climb for primal beauty
To be in touch with earth
We climb for new sensations
That feeling of rebirth
We climb for love of nature
Outdoors we’re meant to be
We climb because we’re lucky
To have the HMC!
We climb for sake of conquest
To challenge strength and mind
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We climb for fun and laughter
For memories in time
We climb to relieve sorrows
To quell distressful thoughts
We climb to grow our knowledge
Techniques, gadgets, and knots
We climb for post-climb pizzas
Cold beer and lots of tales
For high fives full of chalk
Which coats our hands and nails
We climb to leave the city
To breathe that cleaner air
And gain that sense of life
Which otherwise is rare
We climb to relieve stress
Replacing it with joy
To be only in the moment
What you felt as a girl or boy
We climb to feel a rush
And remember we’re alive
We climb for sense of purpose
For which we always strive
We climb because it scares us
And we choose to face our fears
We climb for sense of fitness
Despite some blood and tears
To paraphrase George Mallory
Perhaps what is most fair
We climb rocks, and ice, and mountains
Because those things are there!
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Cabin Report
The cabin has seen a decade more of continued use during its regular
season, still serving as the main base camp for Mt. Washington and the surrounding area. Mountaineers, ice climbers, backcountry skiers, and others
keep coming to find a welcoming community and shelter from Mt. Washington’s many mood swings (Thanksgiving day of 2018 saw a bone-chilling
twenty-six below with hurricane-force winds bringing it down to negative
seventy-five!). In terms of maintenance, the past few seasons have seen
many projects, big and small. Lamps have been replaced with far more
efficient LED lights and several rotting logs were taken care of, to name a
couple of projects. In 2016, the club adopted the fire road above the cabin
and has made great progress in clearing the road over the past few cabin
work weekends. A maintained fire road is essential for rescue efforts on Mt.
Washington, and the state of the road had actually hindered efforts in the
past. Looking forward, there are still many projects ahead, the most pressing being replacing the windows. This will improve both insulation and
ventilation (especially over the stovetop and in annex area in loft, ideally
allowing for a private area for caretakers in the future without the risk of
illness by mold). Rich Palatino has been Harvard Cabin’s devoted caretaker
for almost a decade, along with his wife Marcia Steger for much of that time.
Together, they have been unmatched in their dedication. With everything
from doing more than their fair share of maintenance to welcoming guests
with the full grand tour of the cabin replete with all its history, they are truly
amazing and everyone involved with the cabin can tell you how fortunate
we’ve been to have them. They will continue to caretake part-time for the
2018-2019 season, but in future seasons they will be transitioning out of
the caretaker role. We cannot thank them enough for their extended service, wish them the absolute best in their new adventures, and hope that
they always consider Harvard Cabin their home. We count ourselves very
lucky to have another caretaker on-deck in the form of Chris Wu, a former
AMC-turned-Access-Fund employee who has been helping out officially
and unofficially at the cabin for several years already. Chris initiated his official duties as caretaker last season and was subjected to trial by fire — or
rather, ice — during the famously cold (second coldest place on the planet!)
spell in January of 2018. Chris will be returning to caretake this winter after
finishing up his work on the conservation team at the Access Fund. Brianna
Beswick, cabin liaison officer for the past three years, has worked hard to
help provide for the cabin for time to come. Most significantly, she spearheaded the creation of a Cabin Board, made up of HMC officers and alumni,
the caretakers, involved faculty and university employees, and other en-
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gaged community members. While the main responsibility for managing
the cabin remains with the cabin liaison officers as it traditionally has, the
board serves an advisory role and will provide long term stability for the
cabin and interested parties like the Forest Service, stability that is more difficult to maintain through only undergraduate club members. The first task
the board has taken on is a fundraising campaign that aims to make the
cabin financially independent and sustainable. While the cabin manages to
stay on its feet with the help of HMC support, it will be a huge benefit both
for club activities and for the cabin if this campaign is successful. The fundraising campaign saw its official kick-off in the fall of 2017 at the Arc’teryx
store in Boston, where we got to see and hear some of the rich history of
the Harvard Cabin, including a presentation by cabin founder Ted Carman
and displays of original cabin blueprints and documents put together by
Rich. If you’d like to donate, please email sevostianov@college.harvard.edu.
Otherwise, keep an eye out for emails in the coming weeks! Thank you, and
we hope to see you all up at the cabin this season!
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Club Activities
It’s been much too long since a journal has been published, so it is difficult to begin describing the club’s activities over the past few years with
much justice. The club has had various climbs through the summer grant,
with the Cascades several times over the past years (2014, 2015), and in
2016 the club had a trip to the Sierras. One of the most ambitious trips was
the Cordillera Blancas of Peru in June of 2017. A true climbers paradise, with
some of the most stunning mountains any of us have ever seen. 2018 saw
a return to the ever favorite Cascades, and going forward we’re hoping to
fund more trips throughout the year, giving grants not just in the summer.
Closer to home, the club has been organizing the now traditional Daks trip
for over 10 years, and plans to continue this week of ice climbing before
January classes this year as well. Many HMCer’s go to the Red River Gorge
for some fantastic rock climbing over spring break every year, and a large
group of us went to Iceland over spring break last year too. And of course,
the weekend trips to Rumney, the Gunks, Cathedral, and Red Rocks still continue almost like clockwork for many of us.
The club has an unprecedented amount of gear that makes it easier than
ever to start climbing, and has lowered the barrier for climbing significantly,
allowing us to have a large, though young club with great promise for the
future. The new bouldering wall, organized through the initiative of Blox, is
twice as large as the last one, and is one of the most popular amenities on
campus.
Ambitions run high, with talk of the Matterhorn, Denali, and other notable peaks on folk’s minds for the near future.
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Membership
of the
Harvard Mountaineering Club
ACTIVE MEMBERS 2018 - 2019
Amadei, Carlo Alberto GSAS
Bellamy, David
Biggs, Charles,
Blanchard, Olivia, ’20
Blankley, Paul
Bledsoe, Matthew’18
Bloxham, William, ‘17, MIT
Calvanese, Enrico, GSAS
Campbell, Erickson, ‘21
Chilingarian, Igor, Faculty
Craven-brightman, Lincoln, ‘20
Croft, Ethan
Curry, Megan,
Denison, Carson, ‘19
Ding, David
Ennis, Eliza, ‘19
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Foulkes, Will
Frydman, Elijah, ‘20
Hedin, Elin
Hoernle, Nick, GSAS
Hollingsworth, Kayla, ‘19
Hofstedt, Rosmary
Idoff, Cornelia
Johnson-Harwitz, Chris, ‘21
Jones, Alis, ‘21
Kennison, Alec,

Knall, Erik,
Krista, Kami, ‘21
Lawler, Jack, ‘22
Lee, Samuel, ‘20
Levine, Maya, ‘21
Magana, Adrian, ‘19
Magri, Caterina
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Neupane, Sujaya,
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Pearson, Ken,
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Reynolds, Mike, Visiting Fellow
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Sutton, Kyle, ‘21
Taylor, Elissa, ‘21
Tretter, Cooper. ‘22
Vasanji, Sahad
Weiler, Gennie, ‘21
Wild, Dominik, GSAS
Wittels, Kelsey,
Yerton, Megan, ‘19
Zhou, Larissa

LIFE MEMBERS
Abrons, Henry L., M.D., 3030 Deakin Street, Berkeley, CA, 94705
Alt, James B., 166 Bunker Hill Road, Tamworth, NH, 03886-4110
Ames, Edward A., Two Spaulding Lane, Riverdale, NY, 10471
Anagnostakis, Christopher, 141 Linden St., New Haven, CT, 06511
Arnason, John G., State University of New York, Dept. of Earth & Planetary Sciences,
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Albany, NY, 12222
Arnon, Stephen S., 9 Fleetwood Court, Orinda, CA, 94563
Arsenault, Steve, 5 Tilden St., Bedford, MA, 01730
Aspinwall, Peter, PO Box 656, 31926 Indian Hills Drive, Gold Beach, OR, 974440656
Atkinson, William C., 343 South Ave., Weston, MA, 02493
Baldwin, Edward K, 25 Mount Pleasant St, Westborough, MA, 01581
Barrett, James E., Jr., Ten Ledyard Lane, Hanover, NH, 03755
Beal, William, Jr., 692 Dundee Rd., PO Box 1, Jackson, NH, 03846
Benner, Gordon A., Dr., 33 Keswick Court, Oakland, CA 94611-2517
Bernays, David J., 45 Wenham Rd., Topsfield, MA, 01983
Bernbaum, Edwin M., 1846 Capistrano Ave., Berkeley, CA, 94707
Beswick, Brianna, 303 E. 16th Ave. #1, Anchorage, AK 99501
Blake, Judith, Dr., 11 Ridgeway Dr., Bar Harbor, ME, 04609
Blauner, Jeanne
Bouce, Rick, Dr.,
Bradley, Dan, 221 Highland Ave Unit 1 Somerville MA, 02143
Brataas, Arne, Dr.
Breen, John, 8 Crescent Hill Ave., Lexington, MA, 02173
Briggs, Ann Morrill, 480 Hale St, Palo Alto, CA, 94301
Briggs, Winslow R., 480 Hale St, Palo Alto, CA, 94301
Brown, Jeffrey, 7601 West Mercer Way, Mercer Island, WA, 98040
Brown, Richard, 4375 Ampudia St., San Diego, CA, 92103
Brown, Steve, 20 Commonwealth Avenue, Boston, MA, 02116
Brown, Will, 13 Williams Glen, Glastonbury, CT, 06033
Brushart, Thomas M., Dr, 3803 St Paul Street, Baltimore, MD, 21218
Bullough Per, Molecular Biology and Biotechnology, University of Sheffield, Sheffield, United Kingdom
Burke, James F., 10 Erick Rd, Unit 44, Mansfield, MA, 02048-3076
Burke, Emily, 44 Birch Lane, Moultonborough, NH 03254 USA
Callaghan, Haydie, 22 Ashcroft Road, Medford, MA, 02155
Carman, Peter T., Box 686, 6780 Lupine Trail, Wilson WY, 83014
Carman, Edward C., Jr., 24 Cheshire St, Jamaica Plain, MA, 02130
Carpenter, Dunbar, 427 E. Gorham Street, Unit 111, Madison, WI 53703
Carter, Madeleine C. P., 7106 Radcliffe Lane, Glen Echo, MD, 20812
Carter, Ann, 361 Centre St., Milton, MA, 02186
Chamberlain, Lowell, Johnson Chamberlain & Co, 14 Commercial Boulevard Suite
125, Novato, CA, 94949
Chi Tao, Winston, Ph.D., 6 Washington Ave., No22, Cambridge, MA, 02140
Chu, Vincent B., 820 14th St., San Fransisco, CA, 94114
Clark, Brian Edward, 700 Huron Ave, 14C, Cambridge, MA, 02138
Clarke, William L.
Cobb, John C., Dr, 10501 Lagrima De Oro Rd NE Apt 342A, Albuquerque, NM,
87111
Coburn, John F., 30 Princeton Ave., Beverly, MA, 01915
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Collins, Joseph H., 63 Commercial Wharf, Apartment 8, Boston, MA, 02110
Contod, Robert L., Jr., 66 Scott Road, Belmont, MA, 02478
Conway Ryan, 14 Lakeville Road, 12A Jamaica Plain MA 02130
Coombs, David K., 1515 Zamia Avenue, Apartment 4, Boulder, CO, 80304-4422
Coulter, Douglas E., PO Box 48, Chocorua, NH, 03817-0048
Cox, Rachel Schieffelin, 2946 Newark St N W, Washington, DC, 20008-3338
Crane, Peter
Cronk, Caspar, 8 Langbourne Avenue, London N6 6AL, England,
Cummins, Clint A., Dr, 761 Allen Court, Palo Alto, CA, 94303-4111
Custer, David
D’arcy, Ray, 480 4th Street, Oakland, CA, 94607-3829
Daniels, John L., Jr., 39 River Glen Rd., Wellesley, MA, 02181
DenHartog, Stephen L., 102 Blueberry Hill Dr. Hanover, NH, 03755-3422
Derry, Louis A., 1334 Coddington Rd, Brooktondale, NY, 14817-9541
Dettmar, Ted, 3501 S. 15th Street, Arlington, VA, 22204
Dickey, Tom
Ding, Tai Boon, 108 Elm Street, Apt. 3, Cambridge MA 02139
Dolginow, Yale Doug, 12307 Stoney Creek Road, Potomac, MD, 20854-1169
Drayna, Dennis T., Dr, 10600 Cloverbrooke Drive, Potomac, MD, 20854
Driscoll, Edward C., Jr, Dr, 11 Sandstone, Portola Valley, CA, 94028
Dumont, James A., 1972 West Hill Road, Lincoln, VT, 05443
Dunn, Frederick L., Dr, 3829 22nd St, San Francisco, CA, 94114
Durfee, Alan H., 20 Atwood Drive, South Hadley, MA, 01075-1602
Echevarria, Dr., Colorado State University, Ft. Collins, CO, 80521
Elizondo-Thomson, Luis, 1129 Banks St, Houston, TX 77006
Elkind, James D., 23 Slough Road, Harvard, MA, 01451-1839
Embrick, Andrew, MD, Valdez Medical Clinic, P.O. Box 1829, Valdez, AK, 99686
Erskine, Linwood, Jr., 41 Brooks Rd., Paxton, MA, 01612
Estreich, Lisa Ayako, 643 West 207th Street Apt 4A, New York, NY, 10034-2651
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Graham, John, PO Box 759, Langley, WA, 98260
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Hoguet, Robert L., III, 139 E 79th Street, New York, NY, 10075-0324
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Lovely, Karen, 427 E. Gorham Street, Unit 111, Madison, WI, 53703
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