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JANUARY 
GENERAL 
MEETING 

 
 

We have two speakers for the January club 
meeting. Marina Rockinger will give a short 
talk about the Fred Hutchinson Cancer 
Research Center's 2003 Climb to Fight Breast 
Cancer. This is a fundraiser for the center. 
For more info: 
http://www.fhcrc.org/donating/guilds/climb/
 
Steve Nagode (Black Team '89) will also be 
speaking about the REI Gear Test Lab. Steve 
is lab manager and does climbing gear testing 
for REI. Club members are going to be invited 
to a tour of the REI test lab and to bring in 
old climbing gear for "Break the 'Biner" 
night at the test lab. This is scheduled for 
Thursday, January 16th at 7:00 PM. Directions 
to the REI test lab are forthcoming. 

Thursday: January 9th 

Building 15-35 Room B1G12 
(below South Park Cafeteria) 

Social half hour  
starts at 7:00 pm 

Meeting start at 7:30 pm 
 
And as usual, snacks and drinks for all. 
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Belay stance 
  

HAPPY NEW YEAR!!! 
 
General Meeting:  
Steve Nagode, REI Climbing Gear Test Lab, will talk about the test lab and invite people to bring 
climbing gear into the REI lab at a later date for destructive testing.  Marina Rockinger will give a 
short talk about the Fred Hutchinson Cancer Research Center's 2003 Climb to Fight Breast 
Cancer. 
 
Winthrop X-Country Ski Trip, Jan. 24-26, 2003:    
Yes, we’ve reserved the lodge for another great weekend, and one of the best bargains in 
Washington.  Jake Grob will be leading the event this year.   This is a great annual Boealps trip 
– don’t miss it!  There’s groomed trails as well as access to backcountry skiing – see the ad for 
details.   See the flyer in this issue for more details! 
 
Basic Class: 
Rich is working hard to organize next year’s Basic Class.  If you’re interested in instructing this 
year, see the call for instructors in this issue.  There’s a flyer for the basic class in this issue as 
well.  Please post it around you work area or give it to friends who may be interested in the 
class. 
 
Activities: 
There are all sorts of fun to be had in the snow! (now that it’s finally here) Take a look at the 
activities section and sign up for an outing or two or three… 
 

Winter Outing Series 4.0, Dec-Mar  Snoqualmie snowshoe trip – Dec 28 or Jan 4 
Mt Amabalis – Jan 5    Cashmere Mountain – Late Jan 
BoBabies go X-C Skiing – Jan 9-12 Table Top Mountain Ski Tout – Jan 18-19 
Paradise Glacier Telemark Trip – Feb 

 
Education: 
Contact Patty if you’re interested in taking a Ski Mountaineering class in February.  Contact 
Joyce to take MOFA or the MOFA Refresher classes.  The refresher class needs to be taken 
before your current card expires. 
 
Membership Forms: 
Experience the classes and activities with great Boealps people!  Can’t beat all that fun for $20 
($25 for non-Boeing) a year – what a bargain!  You’ll find the membership and liability for at the 
back of this issue. 

    
               Here’s Wishing you Health, Contentment and Happy Climbing in the New Year!  
                                                                                                    From the desk of your editor,  
                                                                                                                                           Vicky 
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hikes  scrambles  ski trips  climbs  other 
 

Winter Outing Series 4.0                                                                  Dec – Mar 
 
Join us for some fun in the snow during the 4th year of winter outings! If you have basic class experience, 
or something equivalent, and a desire to visit summits in winter these trips are for you!  All special 
equipment line snowshoes and avalanche beacons can be barrowed from the club.  The destination varies 
each week and is dependent on conditions. We handle all the planning and coordination through email and 
the WWW, so drop Mike a note to get on the distribution list. 
 
Mountain/Area Various spots in the Cascades 
Elevation          Higher than home 
Grades             I-II 
Duration              Day Trip 
Skills Required  Basic Class Graduate, or equivalent. 
Maps Required Good idea, depends on destination 
Limits              None 
Contact            Mike Bingle, michael.g.bingle@boeing.com 
 
 
Snoqualmie snowshoe trip                                                   Dec.28 and/or Jan 4 
 
So, you got some new snowshoes for Christmas? Let’s break them in and work off some holiday pounds. We’ll pick a destination 
from the Gold Creek snow park (I-90 Snoqualmie Pass), maybe towards Kendall or Mt. Margaret. One or both dates depending on 
interest. 
 
Mountain/Area Snoqualmie Pass 
Elevation          No more than 2800 ft 
Route   Gold Creek area 
Grades             N/A 
Class   N/A 
Duration              ~9am-4pm 
Skills Required  N/A; equipment-snowshoes or cross-country skis 
Maps Required Green Trails; Snoqualmie Pass #207 
Limits               
Contact            Charlie Soncrant, 425-818-2357 (work), 425-391-1193 (home), 
cu_soncrant@hotmail.com
 
 
Mt. Amabalis                                                                                         Jan 5, 2003 
 
Want to go from endomorph to mesomorph in a day? Work off the holiday adipose on this 8-mile round trip that gains 
2154 feet. Good for X-country (“can’t afford ski gear”), tele (“can’t go downhill”), or randonee (“can’t ski”) or 
snowshoe. Meet @ 8am @ Cabin Creek, exit #63. 
 
Mountain/Area Mt. Amabilis 
Elevation          4554 ft 
Route   ski tour 
Grades             0.25 
Class   classy folks 
Duration              4 hours 
Skills Required  sobriety 
Maps Required  
Limits              12 
Contact            Len Kannapell, 206-283-8802 (work), 206-522-7022 (home), kannapell@yahoo.com
 

mailto:sreatwork@hotmail.com
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Cashmere Mountain                                                                                Late Jan  
 
Bring your snowshoes and attempt a winter ascent of this massive and important peak. 
Mountain/Area Cashmere Mountain 
Elevation          8501 ft / 2591 m 
Route      Eight Mile Creek Trail / Windy Pass 
Grade   III 
Class   1-2 
Duration              2-day overnight trip 
Skills Required  Basic Class or equivalent 
Maps Required USGS Cashmere Mountain 
Limits              6 
Contact            Vlad Popa, 253-773-5242 (work), 206-372-4308 (home), vladpopa@hotmail.com, 

vlad.popa@boeing.com (I-Popa, Vlad) 
M/S 87-68 

 
 
 
BoBabies go X-C Skiing                                                          Jan 9-12, 2003  
 
Kids who like to ski and parents that fantasize about still doing it will love this trip.  Lots of cross country 
skiing to be had.  Maybe even sunshine.  This will be a loosely organized event, with families making their 
won arrangements for room and board.  We'll put our heads together to plan several group activities during 
the weekend, as group interest dictates.  We're staying at Wolf Ridge Resort (1-800-237-2388, 
www.wolfredgeresort.com) because we can ski on the trails without having to pack up the kids and drive 
anywhere and because of the hot tub.  They have several kinds of units from hotel-style rooms to 2-
bedroom units.  They fill up fast, so make your reservations early this year! 
Mountain/Area      Winthrop, WA 
Elevation          Top of the sledding hill 
Route              Kids ski expedition to the river 
Class               Newborn through school ages 
Grades             They don't give grades in pre-school 
Times              Obvious if you've skied with kids 
Skills Required    Patience (or earplugs) 
Maps Required      For every potty in the vicinity 
Limits              Know yours 
Contact            Steve Edgar, 206-285-6864, sreatwork@hotmail.com  
 
 
 
Table Top Mountain Ski Tour                                                     Jan 18/19, 2003 
 
 
Table Top Mountain area of Mt. Baker offers many slope aspects available for skiing. This trip could be offered as a snow-
camping overnighter or single day, depending on interest or conditions. Equipment -AT or Tele skis, beacon, shovels. 
 
Mountain/Area Table Top Mountain (Mt. Baker area) 
Elevation                 4500-6000 ft 
Route           Table Top Mountain, Bagely Lakes, Coleman Pinnacle             
Duration              1 or 2 days (depending on interest) 
Skills Required  Intermediate backcountry skiing 
Maps Required Green Trails-Mt. Shuksan 
Limits              8 people 
Contact            Bill Frans, 206-524-3147, bil_efff@yahoo.com, (M/S 04-EA) 
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Paradise Glacier Telemark Trip                                                             Feb 2003  
 
6 hour hike out of Paradise to base of Paradise Glacier, then up; or out to Anvil Rock then down. Must have climbing skins. Skiing 
around crevasses probable. Weekend date to be determined. 
 
 
Mountain/Area Paradise Glacier, Mt. Rainier  
Elevation          6-8000 ft gain              
Duration              1 day (weekend) 
Skills Required  Intermediate minimum telemark, avalanche training 
Maps Required Rainier 
Limits              4 
Contact            Mike Glain, 253-931-5743, (work), 206-772-4627 (home), 
michael.l.glain@boeing.com, M/S 5H-78 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 

2003 BOEALPS BASIC CLIMBING CLASS 
 
The Boealps Basic Climbing Class will be held March 5 to June 11.  Orientation will 
be held on Wednesday, February 26 at 7:00 pm at the Oxbow Recreation Center, 
Room 202.  The class consists of Wednesday night lectures combined with weekend 
outings.  Rich Privett will run this year’s class.  For more information, contact any of 
the people on the class flyer contained in this issue or any of the board members 
listed on the front of the ECHO.   
 

WANTED – BASIC CLIMBING CLASS INSTRUCTORS 
 
If you are interested in helping out with the 2003 Basic Climbing Class, and did not 
instruct in the 2002 class, please contact Rich Privett at (206) 544-1168 (w), (206) 
988-6921 (h) or richard.t.privett@boeing.com.  Everyone who instructed in 2002 will 
automatically get a commitment form around the beginning of the year.  If you have 
never instructed for the Basic Climbing Class in the past, you will need to fill out an 
information and application form along with the commitment form.  All instructors are 
required to have taken MOFA or have proof of equivalent training.  
 
This ECHO includes a poster for this year’s class.  Please take it, make copies of it, 
and post them anywhere that is appropriate.  
  

mailto:michael.l.glain@boeing.com


 

Boeing Employees  
Alpine Society 

 

 
 

                                           2003  
Basic Mountaineering Course 

    

Orientation & Registration 
Wednesday, February 26th, 7 PM 
Boeing-Oxbow Recreation Center 

Room 202 

Class Meetings  
Wednesday Evenings 

Plus Weekend Outings, 
March 5 through June 11 

 

 Equipment Selection 
 Route Finding 
 Safe Climbing 
 Rope Use – 

        Belaying 
Rappelling 

 Rock Climbing 
 Snow Climbing – 

Ice Axe Use 
 Glacier Travel – 

Crevasse Rescue 

  

For More Information Contact:  
 

Marty Jolly (206) 655-3512      Scott Webb     (253) 351-1135  
Judy Clarke      (206) 729-0201 

The Boeing Employees Alpine Society (Boealps) also offers an Intermediate Climbing 
Course.  For more information on this course contact Ryan Allen at (206) 286-9554 or 

 Marty Jolly at (206) 655-3512. 

  Boeing employees have first priority enrolling in the BOEALPS Basic Mountaineering Class. A limited  
  number of non-Boeing participants may be allowed to enroll on a ‘first-come, first-served basis’. 



 

Winthrop X-Country Ski Trip 

Jan. 24-26, 2003 
 

Yes, we’ve reserved the lodge for another great weekend, and one of the best 
bargains in Washington. Jake Grob will be leading the event this year. Some 
specifics: 

Boealps has a gem in Winthrop: the Westar Lodge, located off the W. 
Chewuch Road. Come on out for some incredible skiing on one of the best trail 
systems in the U.S. The cost will be $50/adult, which covers Friday and Saturday 
night lodging, Saturday breakfast/dinner and Sunday breakfast - bring your own 
Saturday/Sunday lunch and beverages.  Families welcome. 

The lodge has 7 double beds + 16 single beds to sleep 30, and there may 
actually be room on the basement floor in the case of overflow. The Methow Valley 
Sport Touring Association maintains over 175 km of groomed trails (beginner to 
advanced) in the pristine wilderness, including hut-to-hut skiing. 2001-2002 trail fees 
were $15/day and $35/3 days (note: prices may vary for 2002-2003), but there are 
also opportunities for free backcountry skiing. 

Beds will be assigned in order of payment received. A short waiting list will be 
made but there is no guarantee we can make refunds, though we’ll do our best. 
Yes, there is a hot tub. 

 
Contact Jake Grob     email   Jacob.w.grob@boeing.com  
                                 Work   425-234-2664  
                                     Home  253-813-3809  
 

Make checks payable to Boealps and send to Jake @ MC 73-09 
 

Please note if you would prefer vegetarian meals or if you would like 
assistance in arranging carpools. 

 
 

For more info on the Methow Valley ski routes and rates, go to 
http://mvsta.com  

 
 

mailto:Jacob.w.grob@boeing
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Boealps University 
Patricia Michaud,  
Dean of Admissions 

 
 
Ski Mountaineering: 
Looking for a few good winter enthusiasts who want to learn about backcountry skiing. The ideal candidate 
will have some skiing experience (e.g. finished taking beginning telemark lessons or alpinist turned 
randonee). One option is to take the WAC telemark course in January and sign up for this. The class will 
take place in February, but we need students! Contact Patty if you're interested. 
 
 
 
 
 

 
MOFA and MOFA REFERSHER CLASS 

2003 
 
Boealps is offering a Mountaineering Oriented First Aid class in January/February/March 2003. A refresher class will 
also be offered, if there are enough students. This course is designed to prepare you to deal effectively with accidents 
which can occur in remote areas where professional medical help is not readily available.  Eight classroom sessions, 
including hands-on scenarios held outdoor, will be followed by two evenings of practical exams conducted in 
conjunction with other MOFA classes at Camp Long in West Seattle.  Graduates will receive American Red Cross 
Standard First Aid and CPR certification cards and a MOFA card.  The refresher class consists of five classroom 
sessions, including hands-on scenarios held outdoor, followed by one evening of practical exams at Camp Long. 
 
This course is recommended for all Boealps members and is required for all first-time Boealps Basic Class Instructors. 
 
Dates:  Tuesdays and Thursdays  
 
MOFA: 5 weeks starting January 23 thru February 20 (except Feb 6) 

and two evenings at Camp Long (February 25 and 27) 
    
Refresher: 5 class session March 13, 18, 20, 25 and 27  
  and one night at Camp Long (April 1) 
 
Cost:  $50 
Time:  6:30 – 9:30 pm  
Location: Boeing Customer Service  
Instructors: TBD 
Text:  Mountaineering First Aid (MFA) Fourth Edition) 

Community First Aid and Safety (2002) 
 
Action: Send an e-mail to Joyce Holloway at joyce@solarhacker.com to have your name put on the class 

roster. If you have more questions, you can contact Joyce at 425-477-4393. 
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2003 BOEING EMPLOYEES ALPINE SOCIETY MEMBERSHIP APPLICATION 
(Read and complete the waiver on the reverse side of this form.  This is required for membership.) 

 
   
Please print:  Name (First, MI, Last)  
 
        
Street Address  City  State  Zip Code 
 
  (          )  (          )  
Mail Stop  Work Phone  Home Phone 
 
    
e-mail  Age 
 
Check one membership type. New Member:  yes  no 

EMPLOYEE MEMBERSHIP (check one) 
Boeing employees or contractors and their dependents. 

_____ INDIVIDUAL ($20.00)  _____ FAMILY ($25.00) _____ RETIRED ($10.00) 

NON-EMPLOYEE MEMBERSHIP (check one) 
Renewing members of BOEALPS or sponsored applicants; sponsored applicants must obtain approval of the 
BOEALPS board and Boeing Recreation. 

_____ INDIVIDUAL FRIEND OF BOEALPS ($25.00) _____ FAMILY FRIEND OF BOEALPS ($30.00) 

ALPINE ECHO (check one) 
The Alpine Echo is the clubs monthly news letter, including monthly meeting information, activities list, and other club 
information. 

 _____ SEND A PAPER COPY BY MAIL ($40.00) _____ I’LL DOWNLOAD IT FROM THE WEB (FREE) 
 (the password will be e-mailed to you) 

Club membership is only for those who sign up as an individual member, or are listed on the back of this form 
as dependents. 

Send application, signed waiver, and dues to:  Prash Bhat M/C 14-MC 
(Make checks payable to BOEALPS) or: 4712 Fremont Ave N 
 Seattle, WA  98103 

Additional information for membership database - optional but appreciated! 

 Year joined BOEALPS  ______ 

Enter the year for any courses completed: 
 _____  BOEALPS Basic (team color:  _______________) 
 _____  BOEALPS Intermediate _____  Mountaineers Scramble 
 _____  Mountaineers Basic _____  Mountaineers Intermediate 
 _____  Avalanche Awareness _____  Ice Climbing Seminar 
 _____  Aid Climbing Seminar _____  Rock Leading Seminar 
 _____  Standard First Aid/CPR _____  MOFA 
 _____  Other (please describe)  _________________________________________ 

How often do you climb?  ________ 

GET INVOLVED: Are you interested in organizing or leading an activity or outing? 

 Ice Climbing  Snow Climbing  Rock Climbing  Alpine Climbing 
 Other:  
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RELEASE FROM LIABILITY AND HOLD HARMLESS AGREEMENT 
 
 
I,                                                                                                                                     (print name(s)), certify 
that I am aware of all the inherent dangers of mountaineering, including but not limited to the hazards of 
traveling in mountainous terrain, accidents, or illness in remote places without medical facilities, the forces 
of nature, and the actions of participants and other persons. 
 
I understand that it is not the function of the activity leaders to serve as the guardians of my safety.  I also 
understand that I am to furnish my own personal equipment and I am responsible for its safety and good 
operating condition regardless of where I obtained it.  I understand and agree that neither the Boeing 
Employees Alpine Society (BOEALPS) nor its officers, agents, operators, instructors, leaders of club 
sponsored activities, other assistants and the Boeing Company may be held liable in any way for any 
occurrence in connection with club activities which may result in injury, death, or other damages to me.  In 
consideration of being allowed to participate in club activities, I HEREBY PERSONALLY ASSUME 
ALL RISKS in connection with said activities, and I RELEASE the aforementioned club, officers, agents, 
operators, instructors, activity leaders and assistants from responsibility for any harm which may befall me 
while I am engaged in club activities, including all connected risks, whether foreseeable or unforeseeable.  I 
FURTHER AGREE TO INDEMNIFY the aforementioned entities and Company and persons from any 
liability, claims, and causes of action which I may have arising out of my enrollment and participation in this 
club. 
 
I further state that I am 18 years of age or older and legally competent to sign this release (or in the event that 
I am a minor, my parent or legal guardian must sign this release), that I understand these terms are 
contractual and not a mere recital, and that I have signed this document as my own free act.  The terms of 
this agreement shall serve as a release and indemnity agreement for my heirs, assignees, personal 
representatives, and for all members of my family, including any minors. 
 
I HAVE FULLY INFORMED MYSELF OF THE CONTENTS OF THIS RELEASE AND INDEMNITY BY READING IT BEFORE I SIGNED IT. 
 
 
      
(Signature)    (Date) 
 
Additional Family: 
 
 
      
(Print Name)  (Signature)  (Date) 
 
      
(Print Name)  (Signature)  (Date) 
 
      
(Print Name)  (Signature)  (Date) 
 
      
(Print Name)  (Signature)  (Date)
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ADDRESS CHANGE FORM 
 
NAME:  
 
NEW WORK PHONE:  NEW HOME PHONE:  
 
NEW MAIL STOP:  NEW EMAIL:  
 
NEW HOME ADDRESS:   
 
  
 

SEND ADDRESS CHANGES TO PRASH BHAT, M/S 14-MC 
OR: 4712 Fremont Ave N, Seattle, WA 98103 

OR: prashantha.b.bhat@boeing.com 
  
 

NEWS ITEMS AND EDITORIAL COMMENT IN THIS 
PUBLICATION 

DO NOT NECESSARILY REFLECT THE VIEWS AND 
OPINIONS OF 

THE BOEING COMPANY 

December ECHO staff

 Editors: Kathleen Clawson &  
  Vicky Larsen 
  
 Contributors:                    
 
 

If you have any submissions - anything  
vaguely mountaineering or outdoors  
related will do - email them to us at 

editor@boealps.org, or give one of us a  
call (our numbers are on the front cover)  

and we’ll arrange something! 

 



             February 2003  
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FEBRUARY 
GENERAL 
MEETING 

 
 

Dave Creeden will be giving a 
presentation at the February general 
meeting on his traverse of the Waddington 
Range.  If you didn’t catch his write-up 
in the October Echo, look it up in 
archives – what an incredible trip!   
 
Ryan Allen will offer a short 
presentation on the Intermediate Climbing 
Class, so show up if you’re interested 
and would like to hear more! 

Thursday: February 6th 

Back to Oxbow, but bring 
your parka – the building will 

not be heated 
 

Social half hour  
starts at 7:00 pm 

Meeting at 7:30 pm 

 
I don’t know if Boeing’s getting out of 
control with cost cutting, or if they 
just realize that Boealps members like 
cold weather, but they are not heating 
the Oxbow.  Dress accordingly. 
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Belay stance 
  

 
MOFA & Refresher – MOFA began in January with about 30 students!  It’s not too late to sign up for a 
refresher... contact Joyce Holloway for details at joyce@solarhacker.com or 425-477-4393. 
 
General Meetings:   

 
January:  Steve Nagode of the REI test lab 
spoke at the January meeting, and invited us on 
a tour of the facility.  About 12 Boealp 
representatives showed up on a Thursday night 
to check out the lab and break stuff!  Check out 
this picture, and ask Jerry Baillie to show you 
the “prussik of steel.”  Steve has generously 
provided some tips on keeping warm (could be 
useful at the Feb general meeting) and some 
sleeping bag technical information.  You’ll find 
the keeping warm article in this issue, but email 
me if you want the sleeping bag article.  It’s a 
bit long and technical for the Echo. 
 

 
February:  Show up at the Feb meeting so intermediate class El Supremo Ryan Allen can talk YOU into 
signing up!  You won’t want to miss Dave Creeden’s slide show either.   
 
March:  Garry Porter will be giving a presentation on his October climb of Ama Dablam.   
 
 
Basic Class: 
Rich is working hard to organize next year’s Basic Class.  If you’re interested in instructing this year, see 
the call for instructors in this issue.  There’s a flyer for the basic class in this issue as well.  Please post it 
around you work area or give it to friends who may be interested in the class. 
 
Activities: 
We’re running low again.  It’s time to start planning those big spring climbs...  Get your activities in to 
Judy Clarke or your Echo editors please! 
 
Membership Forms: 
Time to renew your membership.  Please send in the forms at the back of this issue, or appear at the 
general meeting & see Prash or Marty.  
 
Education: 
Well, I took that avalanche course this year, and boy was I glad I did.  Gary Brill & his able assistant Jerry 
were a wealth of knowledge.  I’m no longer a danger to myself and others on winter climbs!  Thanks to 
Patty for setting up this great class!    

    
                
                                                                                                    From the desk of your editor,  
                                                                                                                                       Kathleen  
 
 

mailto:joyce@solarhacker.com
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hikes  scrambles  ski trips  climbs  other 
 

Winter Outing Series 4.0                                                                  Dec – Mar 
 
Join us for some fun in the snow during the 4th year of winter outings! If you have basic class experience, 
or something equivalent, and a desire to visit summits in winter these trips are for you!  All special 
equipment line snowshoes and avalanche beacons can be borrowed from the club.  The destination varies 
each week and is dependent on conditions. We handle all the planning and coordination through email and 
the WWW, so drop Mike a note to get on the distribution list. 
 
Mountain/Area Various spots in the Cascades 
Elevation          Higher than home 
Grades             I-II 
Duration              Day Trip 
Skills Required  Basic Class Graduate, or equivalent. 
Maps Required Good idea, depends on destination 
Limits              None 
Contact            Mike Bingle, michael.g.bingle@boeing.com 
 
 
 
Paradise Glacier Telemark Trip                                                             Feb 2003  
 
6 hour hike out of Paradise to base of Paradise Glacier, then up; or out to Anvil Rock then down. Must have climbing skins. Skiing 
around crevasses probable. Weekend date to be determined. 
 
 
Mountain/Area Paradise Glacier, Mt. Rainier  
Elevation          6-8000 ft gain              
Duration              1 day (weekend) 
Skills Required  Intermediate minimum telemark, avalanche training 
Maps Required Rainier 
Limits              4 
Contact            Mike Glain, 253-931-5743, (work), 206-772-4627 (home), 
michael.l.glain@boeing.com, M/S 5H-78 
 
 
Boeing Ski Club General Meeting                                                      Feb 5,  2003 

 
General Meeting 
When:  February 5, 2003 
Where: Bellevue Red Lion Inn 
Time:   6-10 p.m. 
 
Our February General Meeting, at the Bellevue Red Lion Inn (formerly The Bellevue Inn),  will be a  

“Snowball" event FREE for SKIBACS members  children are welcome! $10.00 for Non-Members - 
RSVP to Mary Vasatka at SKIBACS@AOL.com or 206-227-6201. Doors will open at 6:00PM - Appetizers 
(Hot and Cold) will be served as well as our standard "No Host Bar". Door prizes and a representative 
from Sun Peaks (BC) will be there. Come join your club for pure fun and socializing. We will have 
DJ/Dancing via Dynamic Light & Sound .... The ballroom has a dance floor and he will be DJing from 7:00 
to 10:00. For more info contact Julie Reynolds, 425-234-0024, julie.reynolds@boeing.com or Mary Vasatka 
at 206-227-6201, SKIBACS@AOL.com. or visit www.skibacs.org 
 
 

mailto:sreatwork@hotmail.com
mailto:michael.l.glain@boeing.com


 
 

2003 BOEALPS BASIC CLIMBING CLASS 
 
The Boealps Basic Climbing Class will be held March 5 to June 11.  Orientation will 
be held on Wednesday, February 26 at 7:00 pm at the Oxbow Recreation Center, 
Room 202.  The class consists of Wednesday night lectures combined with weekend 
outings.  Rich Privett will run this year’s class.  For more information, contact any of 
the people on the class flyer contained in this issue or any of the board members 
listed on the front of the ECHO.   

 
BASIC CLASS GEAR SWAP 

 
The yearly Gear Swap will be held Wednesday, March 
12th from 6 to 7 pm.  Location has not been determined 

yet.  Watch for more info in the March Echo.  This is your 
chance to score some cheap gear and sell what you don’t 

use anymore.  
 

 
WANTED – BASIC CLIMBING CLASS INSTRUCTORS 

 
If you are interested in helping out with the 2003 Basic Climbing Class, and did not 
instruct in the 2002 class, please contact Rich Privett at (206) 544-1168 (w), (206) 
988-6921 (h) or richard.t.privett@boeing.com.  Everyone who instructed in 2002 will 
automatically get a commitment form around the beginning of the year.  If you have 
never instructed for the Basic Climbing Class in the past, you will need to fill out an 
information and application form along with the commitment form.  All instructors are 
required to have taken MOFA or have proof of equivalent training.  
 
This ECHO includes a poster for this year’s class.  Please take it, make copies of it, 
and post them anywhere that is appropriate.  
 
 
  



 

 

Boeing Employees  
Alpine Society 

 

 
 

                                           2003  
Basic Mountaineering Course 

    

Orientation & Registration 
Wednesday, February 26th, 7 PM 
Boeing-Oxbow Recreation Center 

Room 202 

Class Meetings  
Wednesday Evenings 

Plus Weekend Outings, 
March 5 through June 11 

 

 Equipment Selection 
 Route Finding 
 Safe Climbing 
 Rope Use – 

        Belaying 
Rappelling 

 Rock Climbing 
 Snow Climbing – 

Ice Axe Use 
 Glacier Travel – 

Crevasse Rescue 

  

For More Information Contact:  
 

Marty Jolly (206) 655-3512      Scott Webb     (253) 351-1135  
Judy Clarke      (206) 729-0201 

The Boeing Employees Alpine Society (Boealps) also offers an Intermediate Climbing 
Course.  For more information on this course contact Ryan Allen at (206) 286-9554 or 

 Marty Jolly at (206) 655-3512. 

  Boeing employees have first priority enrolling in the BOEALPS Basic Mountaineering Class. A limited  
  number of non-Boeing participants may be allowed to enroll on a ‘first-come, first-served basis’. 



 
 

 

  

Boealps University 
Patricia Michaud,  
Dean of Admissions 

 
 
Ski Mountaineering: 
Looking for a few good winter enthusiasts who want to learn about backcountry skiing. The ideal candidate 
will have some skiing experience (e.g. finished taking beginning telemark lessons or alpinist turned 
randonee). One option is to take the WAC telemark course in January and sign up for this. The class will 
take place in February, but we need students! Contact Patty if you're interested. 
 

Ice Climbing In Lillooet – Patty’s looking for a person or 2 to help instruct the ice climbing 
seminar in Lillooet.  She already has 2-3 instructors, but it would be nice to have more help.  
The class will be held either 2/8-9 or 2/22-23, with a 3 day weekend option.  For those of you 
interested in taking the class, it is full and there is a waiting list.  Please email or call Patty 
to get on the list. 

 
MOFA REFRESHER CLASS 

2003 
 
The refresher class consists of five classroom sessions, including hands-on scenarios held outdoors, followed by one 
evening of practical exams at Camp Long. 
 
Refresher: 5 class session March 13, 18, 20, 25 and 27  
  and one night at Camp Long (April 1) 
 
Action: Send an e-mail to Joyce Holloway at joyce@solarhacker.com to have your name put on the class 

roster. If you have more questions, you can contact Joyce at 425-477-4393. 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 
 

AVALANCHE SEMINAR WRAP-UP 
 

Despite some confusion and difficulty obtaining a decent location for the lecture 
classes (always double check your room reservation status at Oxbow ... and then check 

it again!!!), the Avalanche Seminar went 
extremely well.  Gary Brill did his usual 
stellar job imparting his vast knowledge of 
avalanche safety, weather forecasting, and 
backcountry travel.  A big thanks goes out 
to Mike Bingle who volunteered on Saturday 
to serve as the trip leader.  Also thanks to 
Rob Kunz who served as Sunday's trip leader.  
Thanks to both of these guys we have the 
Saturday and Sunday summaries: 
 
Saturday 
Twelve students went off to Blewett Pass for 
the field portion of the avalanche class. We 
worked on identifying avalanche terrain, 
traveling in avalanche terrain, analyzing 
snow pack conditions (including basket test, 



pole test, avalanche pits, shovel shear test, Rusche block test, etc.), and avalanche 
beacon practice. 
 
Although the snow pack was light and stable, by the 
end of the day everyone had a much better 
understanding of how to safely have fun in the 
Cascades in winter. 
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Sunday 
Sunday's group meet at 5:30 am at the Ravenna P&R 
where it was raining steadily.  We drove over 
Snoqualmie pass and then up to Blewett pass through 
the darkness with snow, wind, and fog.  
 
We met Gary Brill, his assistant Jerry Casson and some 
other students from other courses making up the field 
trip.  We left the parking area on skis and snowshoes. 
As soon as we got started breaking trail, we stopped 
and Gary lectured us on the importance of field 
observations.  Before you begin any backcountry trip 
through avalanche terrain you should already have a 
wealth of information about the conditions to expect.  
You should have some idea of the recent weather and 
snowpack conditions by checking the avalanche hotline 
at  http://www.nwac.noaa.gov/mountain_data_sites__navigation.htm  and noticed on the 
drive which direction the prevailing winds have been flowing.  Gary showed us several 
different field tests one can do that are very easy and quick using just your hands, 
pole, ski or snowshoe.  These tools are used to test the conditions of the snowpack and 
subjectively measure the stability of the snow.  We had opportunities to practice these 
tests as we traveled to the avalanche transceiver practice area.  In fact, we 
discovered an inch or two weak ice layer underneath eight inches of fresh snow.  
Beneath this ice layer was ~ 1/2 inch of faceted snow.  Faceted snow is a very weak 
layer (take the course next year if you want to know what faceted snow is).  As we 
walked, our weight caused the weak ice crust to fail over the faceted snow propagating 
shooting cracks that would travel 15 to 20 feet as the snowpack settled.  Luckily, we 
were not on a 30 - 45 degree slope!  We spent a couple of hours learning how to use the 
transceivers and simulating various rescue scenarios. As the skies cleared we formed 
partners and dug snowpits.  Gary spent time with each of us making sure we could 
identify the various layers in the snowpack.  We learned how to do other field tests 
using shovels and skis.  The pits verified what we had already hypothesized from the 
quick tests and observations on the walk in - the avalanche hazard was considerable to 
high in the area we tested. 
 
 
 ___________________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 

Alpine Ascents Foundation- Gear Swap 
 

The Alpine Ascents foundation is holding a gear swap to benefit the Sherpa Education Fund.  Either buy or sell to help 
the needy.  Here’s the web site:  http://sherpafund.org/gearswap/
 
Check it out! 

 
 
 

http://sherpafund.org/gearswap/
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Sleeping Warm: 

Tricks and Tips to keep you Toasty 
By: Steve Nagode, REIs QA Engineer 

 
 
Z Wear a hat, and pull it over your eyes 
Z Take a liter bottle of warm water with you to bed 
Z Wear dry, loose fitting, socks 
Z Wear dry gloves or mitts 
Z Place a down parka, or sweater, inside your sleeping bag.  Its nice to have behind your knees or on your 

stomach if you sleep on your side, and nice between your legs if you sleep on your stomach or back. 
Z Wear your clean dry underwear 
Z Use two sleeping pads, or any extra items for insulation between you and the ground 
Z Go to bed well fed and hydrated.  Ideally eat or drink something warm before going to bed 
Z Wear an acrylic neck gaiter over your mouth (in below freezing weather) 
Z If you need to urinate in the night, do it!  This need rarely “just goes away”.  If you are wearing long 

underwear, the shock of getting up and out of the tent for a few seconds will not be too extreme, and your 
body will feel much better.  In severe weather condition consider carrying a pee bottle ( a wide mouth 
quart bottle with a well fitting lid, baking soda in it, and a skull and cross bones on the outside) 

Z Wearing ear plugs will reduce distractions, make it easier to fall asleep, and stay asleep. 
Z Cinch the hood of the bag so only your mouth and nose are exposed.  Avoid breathing into your bag, the 

excess moisture will chill you. 
Z Use a bivy sack, even in a tent 
Z Do a few isometric exercises and stretches in your bag 
Z Use a chemical heater in your dry socks 
Z Keep your bag as dry as possible.  In the morning, squeeze out all the moisture laden air as soon as you 

exit the bag, the  let the bag air dry.  A typical bag will pick up 4 ounces of moisture in a night. 
Z Stay away from sidewalls of the tent, they attract moisture 
Z Ensure the bags shoulder yoke, and draft tubes, are in place 
Z Use a vapor barrier liner (only applicable in very cold conditions) 
Z Sleep in a tent pitched under a tree 
Z A silk liner, or polarfleece, liner will add insulation.  Flannel liners just feel good and keep the bag clean 
Z Sleeping on your back is usually warmer than on your side.  If you place a pack or something under your 

knees most people find it more comfortable 
Z Do not zip your bag, and your partners’ bag together if your objective is to keep warm!  
Z Sleep between two warm friends, in your own sleeping bags 
Z Eat lots of Ben and Jerry’s the 2 years prior to the trip to build a good layer of your own insulation. 



At the end of this course, graduates will plan and lead 
experienced instructors on an intermediate level, alpine 
climb. 

 BOEALPS   
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2003 Intermediate Climbing Class 

 

Class outings are approximately every other weekend 
from middle of March to Middle of September, plus 
classroom sessions every other Monday evening. 
 
Students are expected to be in good physical condition 
and have one to three climbing years experience 
beyond the basic class or equivalent. 
 

 

Dave Burdick and Jason Scharf on the summit,  West Ridge of 
Forbidden – ICC climb, 2001 
 
Expand your climbing experience and skills through a 6 
month, intensive, hands on mountaineering course.  
Gain the skills to become self-sufficient on intermediate 
alpine, rock and ice climbs 
 

. Karine, Kara and Patty ascending Asgard Pass, 2002 ICC 

Sarah Stewart on “Super Slab” Smith Rocks, OR 
ICC 2002 
For an application and more info: 
Ryan Allen (ryan@the-summit.net) 
206-286-9554 

 

 
Topics covered include: 

• Traditional, multi pitch rock climbing: 
leading, anchor building, placing protection 

• High angle snow and Ice climbing 
• Mountain and high angle rescue 

Ambrose Bittner Belays on pitch 3, Calculus Crack, Squamish BC, 
ICC climb, 2002 • Weekend alpine and expedition 

planning  
Come Join the Fun!! • Much more! 

 Application deadline Friday February 28 

mailto:ryan@the-summit.net
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2003 BOEING EMPLOYEES ALPINE SOCIETY MEMBERSHIP APPLICATION 

(Read and complete the waiver on the reverse side of this form.  This is required for membership.) 
 
   
Please print:  Name (First, MI, Last)  
 
        
Street Address  City  State  Zip Code 
 
  (          )  (          )  
Mail Stop  Work Phone  Home Phone 
 
    
e-mail  Age 
 
Check one membership type. New Member:  yes  no 

EMPLOYEE MEMBERSHIP (check one) 
Boeing employees or contractors and their dependents. 

_____ INDIVIDUAL ($20.00)  _____ FAMILY ($25.00) _____ RETIRED ($10.00) 

NON-EMPLOYEE MEMBERSHIP (check one) 
Renewing members of BOEALPS or sponsored applicants; sponsored applicants must obtain approval of the 
BOEALPS board and Boeing Recreation. 

_____ INDIVIDUAL FRIEND OF BOEALPS ($25.00) _____ FAMILY FRIEND OF BOEALPS ($30.00) 

ALPINE ECHO (check one) 
The Alpine Echo is the clubs monthly news letter, including monthly meeting information, activities list, and other club 
information. 

 _____ SEND A PAPER COPY BY MAIL ($40.00) _____ I’LL DOWNLOAD IT FROM THE WEB (FREE) 
 (the password will be e-mailed to you) 

Club membership is only for those who sign up as an individual member, or are listed on the back of this form 
as dependents. 

Send application, signed waiver, and dues to:  Prash Bhat M/C 14-MC 
(Make checks payable to BOEALPS) or: 4712 Fremont Ave N 
 Seattle, WA  98103 

Additional information for membership database - optional but appreciated! 

 Year joined BOEALPS  ______ 

Enter the year for any courses completed: 
 _____  BOEALPS Basic (team color:  _______________) 
 _____  BOEALPS Intermediate _____  Mountaineers Scramble 
 _____  Mountaineers Basic _____  Mountaineers Intermediate 
 _____  Avalanche Awareness _____  Ice Climbing Seminar 
 _____  Aid Climbing Seminar _____  Rock Leading Seminar 
 _____  Standard First Aid/CPR _____  MOFA 
 _____  Other (please describe)  _________________________________________ 

How often do you climb?  ________ 

GET INVOLVED: Are you interested in organizing or leading an activity or outing? 

 Ice Climbing  Snow Climbing  Rock Climbing  Alpine Climbing 
 Other:  
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RELEASE FROM LIABILITY AND HOLD HARMLESS AGREEMENT 
 
 
I,                                                                                                                                     (print name(s)), certify 
that I am aware of all the inherent dangers of mountaineering, including but not limited to the hazards of 
traveling in mountainous terrain, accidents, or illness in remote places without medical facilities, the forces 
of nature, and the actions of participants and other persons. 
 
I understand that it is not the function of the activity leaders to serve as the guardians of my safety.  I also 
understand that I am to furnish my own personal equipment and I am responsible for its safety and good 
operating condition regardless of where I obtained it.  I understand and agree that neither the Boeing 
Employees Alpine Society (BOEALPS) nor its officers, agents, operators, instructors, leaders of club 
sponsored activities, other assistants and the Boeing Company may be held liable in any way for any 
occurrence in connection with club activities which may result in injury, death, or other damages to me.  In 
consideration of being allowed to participate in club activities, I HEREBY PERSONALLY ASSUME 
ALL RISKS in connection with said activities, and I RELEASE the aforementioned club, officers, agents, 
operators, instructors, activity leaders and assistants from responsibility for any harm which may befall me 
while I am engaged in club activities, including all connected risks, whether foreseeable or unforeseeable.  I 
FURTHER AGREE TO INDEMNIFY the aforementioned entities and Company and persons from any 
liability, claims, and causes of action which I may have arising out of my enrollment and participation in this 
club. 
 
I further state that I am 18 years of age or older and legally competent to sign this release (or in the event that 
I am a minor, my parent or legal guardian must sign this release), that I understand these terms are 
contractual and not a mere recital, and that I have signed this document as my own free act.  The terms of 
this agreement shall serve as a release and indemnity agreement for my heirs, assignees, personal 
representatives, and for all members of my family, including any minors. 
 
I HAVE FULLY INFORMED MYSELF OF THE CONTENTS OF THIS RELEASE AND INDEMNITY BY READING IT BEFORE I SIGNED IT. 
 
 
      
(Signature)    (Date) 
 
Additional Family: 
 
 
      
(Print Name)  (Signature)  (Date) 
 
      
(Print Name)  (Signature)  (Date) 
 
      
(Print Name)  (Signature)  (Date) 
 
      
(Print Name)  (Signature)  (Date)
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ADDRESS CHANGE FORM 
 
NAME:  
 
NEW WORK PHONE:  NEW HOME PHONE:  
 
NEW MAIL STOP:  NEW EMAIL:  
 
NEW HOME ADDRESS:   
 
  
 

SEND ADDRESS CHANGES TO PRASH BHAT, M/S 14-MC 
OR: 4712 Fremont Ave N, Seattle, WA 98103 

OR: prashantha.b.bhat@boeing.com 
  
 

NEWS ITEMS AND EDITORIAL COMMENT IN THIS 
PUBLICATION 

DO NOT NECESSARILY REFLECT THE VIEWS AND 
OPINIONS OF 

THE BOEING COMPANY 

December ECHO staff

 Editors: Kathleen Clawson &  
  Vicky Larsen 
  
 Contributors:                    Patty Michaud 
                                                Vlad Popa       
 
 

If you have any submissions - anything  
vaguely mountaineering or outdoors  
related will do - email them to us at 

editor@boealps.org, or give one of us a  
call (our numbers are on the front cover)  

and we’ll arrange something! 

 



 

                March 2003  
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
www.boealps.org 

 
BOEING EMPLOYEES ALPINE SOCIETY 

President Marty Jolly 206-655-3512 Education Patty Michaud 206-369-2632 
 marty.b.jolly@boeing.com   patricia.michaud@attws.com 
Vice President Scott Webb 253-351-1135 Equipment South Mike Jacobsen 206-544-5689 
 scott.a.webb@boeing.com   michael.t.jacobsen@boeing.com 
Treasurer Haldis Baty 425-266-9354                   Central Silas Wild 206-527-9453 
 haldis.m.baty@boeing.com   silaswild@yahoo.com 
Secretary Terence Hill 253-773-3176                   North Andy Roth 425-342-1308 
 terence.a.hill@boeing.com   andrew.s.roth@boeing.com 
Past President Chris Gronau 425-965-6546 Librarian David Hamilton 206-768-7146 
 christopher.w.gronau@boeing.com   pencil_pusher@hotmail.com  
Activities Judy Clarke 206-729-0201 Membership Prash Bhat 206-655-8141 
 Judy_gclarke@hotmail.com   prashantha.b.bhat@boeing.com  
Conservation John Schneider 425-965-3845 Photography Richard Humbert 206-783-6126 
 trimix@mindspring.com   richhumbert@hotmail.com  
Echo Editors Kathleen Clawson 425-773-2690 Programs John Gowan 425-774-4792 
 Vicky Larsen 425-342-6991  jjgowan@earthlink.net  
 editor@boealps.org  Web Master Rob James 206-544-3033 
    rob.james@physics.org  

Photo: “Mt Hood” by Brent Quinton 
 
 
 
 

 
Garry Porter will be giving a 
slide show on his October 

Climb of Ama Dablam  
(22,486 ft) in the Himalayas.  

Garry is a retired Boeing 
employee, so there’s hope of 
life after retirement after all! 

 
Next month: Richard Humbert will be showing slides  
                    from his December trip to Chile. 

 
 

MARCH 
GENERAL 
MEETING 

 
 

Thursday: March 6th 
At the Oxbow, room 202 

 
 

Social half hour 
Starts at 7:00 pm 

Meeting at 7:30 pm 

http://www.boealps.org/
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Belay stance 
 

Vertical World is giving Boealps Members a 15% discount on annual Membership! 
This is a $62 savings! 

 
The calendars for the next couple of months are full of Basic Class and Intermediate Class 
lectures and outings.  Things are shaping up for a great year of learning!  If you have 
questions about either of these, contact Rich Privett for the Basic Class and Ryan Allen for the 
Intermediate class.   
 
Got any old gear just lying around?  Do some spring-cleaning and bring it to the GEAR SALE!  
It’s right before the basic class, so the students will be there looking for some good bargains.  
See the advertisement in this issue for details. 
 
Check those dates on your MOFA cards.  If they are about to expire, you may want to take the 
MOFA Refresher Class.  If your certification expires, you’ll have to take the full MOFA class 
again. 
 
Unfortunately, John Schneider, our conservation chair has moved out of the area.  Thanks for 
all the great articles John!  If you’re interested in writing the conservation articles for the 
Echo, please let Marty know. 
 
“Leadership Lessons from Mt Everest” is a presentation on the organization skills needed in 
the planning of a successful expedition.  Warren Thompson will be sharing his expertise on 
the business side of putting together a successful climb, and relating it to any business 
situation.  See the Flier in this issue for details. 
 
After attending the Mt Everest business presentation, jet on over to the Oxbow for the General 
Meeting!  Featuring snacks, a great slide show, and your Boealp friends!  Don’t miss it! 
 

Happy Climbing! 
From the desk of your editor, 

Vicky Larsen 
 
 

 
Boealps Board Meeting Minutes February 2003 

 
 For keep Boeing insurance we need to maintain a 9:1 Boeing: associate members ratio. (Associate members are 

dependents and ex-employees with at least 3 years experience. 
 And a 2:1 ratio between Boeing: and guests. 
 The Letter of Understanding between basic class and intermediate class head instructors and the president have 

been signed. 
 Basic class will be held at 2-24 Cafeteria, where the old headquarters used to be. 
 Vertical world is offering a15% membership discount for Boealps members. 
 Equipment – board wants to know what’s in the inventory and the condition of items. 
 Summer campout tentatively set for weekend of July 12. 
 Banquet date tentatively set for Oct 17.   
 Web site – a low bandwidth version for people with dial-up connections.  Need help to reorganize, looking for 

volunteers. 

 



 

 

Sun Mon Tue Wed Thu Fri Sat 

      1 

2 3 4 5             
BCC Lecture 

5             
General 
Meeting 

7 8 

9 10 11 12             
BCC Lecture 

13 14 15             
BCC 
StEdwards 

16            
BCC 
StEdwards 

17             
ICC Lecture 

18             
Full Moon 

19             
BCC Lecture 

20 21 22            
BCC MtErie 
ICC Horsethief    

23            
BCC MtErie 
ICC Horsethief   

24 25 26            
BCC Lecture 

27 28 29            
BCC Stevens  

30            
BCC Stevens 

31             
ICC Lecture 
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Sun Mon Tue Wed Thu Fri Sat 

  1 2             
BCC Lecture 

3        
General 
Meeting 

4 5             
BCC Snoqualmie 
ICC Snow 

6             
BCC Snoqualmie 
ICC Snow 

7 8 9             
BCC Lecture 

10 11 12             
BCC Devil’s 
Peak 

13             
BCC Devil’s 
Peak 

14            
ICC Lecture 

15 16            
BCC Lecture 
Full Moon 

17 18 19            
ICC 
Leavenworth 

20            
ICC 
Leavenworth 

21 22 23            
BCC Lecture 

24 25 26             
BCC Devil’s 
Peak 

27             
BCC Devil’s 
Peak 

28            
ICC Lecture 

29 30            
BCC Lecture 
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BASIC CLASS GEAR SWAP 

 
The yearly Gear Swap will be held Wednesday, March 12th from  
6 to 7 pm, in the plant 2 cafeteria. There’s parking across the road,  
use the tunnel to get to the building.  This is your chance to score  

some cheap gear and sell what you don’t use anymore.  
 

 

 

  

Boealps University 
Patricia Michaud,  
Dean of Admissions 

 
MOFA REFRESHER CLASS 2003 

The refresher class consists of five classroom sessions, including hands-on scenarios held outdoors, 
followed by one evening of practical exams at Camp Long. 
Refresher: 5 class session March 13, 18, 20, 25 and 27 and one night at Camp Long (April 1) 
Action: Send an e-mail to Joyce Holloway at joyce@solarhacker.com to have your name put      
                        on the class roster. If you have more questions, you can contact Joyce at 425-477-4393. 
 

ROCK LEADING SEMINAR 
This class is held at the June campout (Sunday) and provides on opportunity for those  

interested in learning a little more about pro, anchors and lead safety.  Please  
contact Patty Michaud if you’re interested in either taking of teaching the class. 

 
 

Did you know? 
 

More than half of Washington’s population relies on ground water for drinking water. 
One quart of oil can foul the taste of 250,000 gallons of fresh drinking water. 

More than 2 million of the 4.5 million gallons of used oil discarded in Washington State ends up 
in Puget sound. 

(Facts from the WA State Department of Ecology) 
 

Get involved! 
Our conservation chair position is open.  Please contact Marty if you’re interested.   

John Schneider, who was doing a great job, has unfortunately moved out of the area. 
 
 



 

 

   LEADERSHIP EVENT 
 

 
THE GLOBAL BUSINESS CENTER   

Presents: 
 

Warren Thompson,  
Chief Corporate and Government Relations Officer, Frank Russell Company 

 
LEADERSHIP LESSONS FROM MT. EVEREST 

 
DATE: Thursday, March 6, 2003 

 
TIME: 6:30 – 7:30 pm 

 
COST: FREE –No Registration Necessary 

 
LOCATION: Boeing Auditorium, Seafirst Executive Education Center,  

University of Washington Business School 
 
 

Warren Thompson was the Vice President and Director/Deputy Leader of the 1990 Mt. Everest 

Peace Climb, which involved 47 climbers from the U.S., the Soviet Union, and China and is listed 

in the Guinness Book of World Records as the most successful mountaineering expedition in 

history.  He will speak on the global leadership aspects of the climb and their translation into a 

business setting. 

 
This event is part of University of Washington Business School’s Thursday Night Speaker 

Series and is hosted by the Business School’s Global Business Center.  The mission of the 

Global Business Center, UW’s federally funded Center for International Business Education and 

Research (CIBER), is to develop global business leaders by hosting and sponsoring outstanding 

international education initiatives, with a special emphasis on Asia. 
 

For more information contact The Global Business Center, at  (206) 685-3432 or 

uwciber@u.washington.edu. For a list of Global Business Center programs visit: 

http://depts.washington.edu/ciberweb/calendar.shtml   

http://depts.washington.edu/ciberweb/calendar.shtml
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100 Highest Peak “Groupings” by Jerry Baillie
 
 
 
Volcanos (7) 

I RAINIER 14,410 
2 ADAMS 12,276 
3 LITTLE TAHOMA 11,138 
4 BAKER 10,775 
5 GLACIER 10,541 

10 SHUKSAN* 9127 
86 MT ST HELENS 8365 

 
 
 
Stuart Range (10) 

7 STUART 9415 
26 DRAGONTAIL 8840 
32 COLCHUCK 8705 
38 CANNON 8638 
41 SHERPA 8605 
52 ENCHANTMENT 8520 
57 CASHMERE 8501 
66 ARGONAUT 8453 
70 LITTLE ANNAPURNA 844 
87 McCLELLAN 836 

 
 
 
Ptarmigan Traverse (3) 
21 DOME 8920 
71 SINISTER 8440 
95 FORMIDABLE 8325 

 
 
 
Chelan Crest (9) 

53 REYNOLDS 8512 
29 OVAL 8795 
33 STAR 8690 
80 BUTTERMILK 8392 
48 LIBBY 8580 
63 HOODOO 8464 
68 BIGELOW 8444 
82 MARTIN 8375 
97 COONEY 8321 

 
 
Chelan Mountains (4) 

44 CARDINAL 8595 
72 EMERALD 8422 
75 SASKA 8404 
76 PINNACLE 840 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
  
Eldorado (11) 

25 ELDORADO 8868 
58 KLAWATTI 8485 
55 PRIMUS 8508 
91 AUSTERA 8334 
69 DORADO NEEDLE 8440 
27 FORBIDDEN 8815 
11 BUCKNER 9112 
59 HORSESHOE 8480 
23 BOSTON 8894 
36 SAHALE 8680 
90 SNOWFIELD 8347 

 
 
 
Washington Pass (10) 

15 JACK 9066 
19 N.GARDNER 8956 
22 GARDNER 8897 
24 SILVER STAR 8876 
31 ROBINSON 8726 
67 TOWER 8444 
77 AZURITE 8400 
84 GOLDEN HORN 8366 
94 BIG SNAGTOOTH 8330 
96 ABERNATHY 8321 

 
 
 
Chiwawa River (10) 

14 7 FING. JACK 9077 
13 MAUDE 9082 
81 S SPEC BUTTE, 8392 
73 DUMBELL 8421 
74 GREENWOOD  8415 
37 FORTRESS 8674 
50 BUCK 8573 
65 CHIWAWA 8459 
49 CLARK 8576 
78 LUAHNA 8400 

 
  
 
Holden (5) 

6 BONANZA 9511 
54 MARTIN 8511 
8 FERNOW 9249 

18 COPPER 8966 
100 FLORA 8320 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Ragged Ridge (5) 

17 BLACK 8970 
28 MESAHCHIE 8795 
35 KATSUK 8680 
43 TAH 8600 
93 COSHO 8332 

 
 
 
Shellrock Pass (8) 
30 LAGO 8745 
40 PTARMIGAN 8614 
45 CARRU 8595 
46 MONUMENT 8592 
47 OSCEOLA 8587 
64 LOST 8464 
79 BLACKCAP 8397 
83 LAKE 8371 

 
 
 
Paysayten (6) 

92 WINDY 8334 
34 REMMEL 8685 
42 CATHEDRAL 8601 
89 AMPHITHEATRE 8358 
62 BIG CRAGGY 8470 
85 WEST CRAGGY 8366 

 
 
  
 
Chilliwacks (6) 

16 SPICKARD 8979 
20 REDOUBT 8956 
39 CUSTER 8630 
60 MOX PEAK, SE 8480 
61 RAHM 8480 
98 MOX PEAK, NW 8320 

 
 
 
Stehekin (6) 

9 GOODE 9200 
12 LOGAN 9087 
51 STORM KING 8520 
56 DARK 8504 
88 DEVORE 8360 
99 TUPSHIN 8320 

 
 
 
 

 



 

 

The Shepherd 
By Vera Trainer 
 
 
High in the Dolomite Mountains, near the border of 
Italy with Austria, life is still simple.  Hanging 
geraniums in handmade wooden window boxes 
color the houses with streaks of white, pink, and 
red.  The red in the boxes matches the ruddy 
complexion of the hardy people in the town of 
Canazei, nestled below the Marmolade, the highest 
and snowiest of the dolomite peaks. 
 
We visited in September, a month that can’t be 
placed as part of summer or fall, with weather 
alternating between warm and snowy.  It is the time 
of the foehn, when winds funneling through the 
mountains cause babies to cry more, joints to swell, 
and heads to ache.  On one of those days of early 
snow, we hiked to a place above the tree line, below 
the shadow of the Marmolade.  The low sun, 
peeking just above the mountains, cast a long 
shadow on the landscape.  Here, we were the lone 
hikers above the last maintained mountain hut, 
leaving our footsteps in high alms dotted with 
small, dilapidated wooden houses.  Why were these 
high alpine meadows deserted?  The first snows will 
typically drive a shepherd and his herd to lower 
altitude, but these meadows had been left decades 
ago. 
 
Our descent back through the forest led us past a 
rustic memorial – a wooden box in a coniferous 
tree, with a picture of the Virgin Mary, a sprig of 
greens, and Edelweiss.  We paused for a moment of 
meditation, wondering who had placed this here and 
why.  From snow we walked across a creek to a dirt 
trail leading back toward the valley, a path marked 
with occasional red and white painted rocks.  After 
following it for an hour or so, we saw him, smoking 
a pipe, wearing lederhosen and a green loden hat 
with feathers.  He looked at us slowly, perhaps 
wondering what had brought us to his village.  We 
nodded hello and he took a puff from his pipe while 
nodding back.  He leaned against the wooden fence, 

waiting for something.  Walking toward him, we 
took a step into his world. 
 
“Yes, the alm is deserted now”, he said while 
adding tobacco from his leather bag to his pipe.  
While focused on this effort, he continued, “There 
are few shepherds today, but bigger herds of cattle.  
Young people are drawn away from the villages by 
bigger jobs.  Few are choosing the simple, but hard 
life in the mountains”.  He was waiting for the truck 
that would take his cattle to lower meadows for 
winter grazing. 
 
Together we felt the melancholy of a past way of 
life, of tradition succumbing to the intrusive 
complexity of a world dissociated from the land.  
We nodded and admired his sun-worn face, his 
strong hands, and his quiet, solid composure that 
had come from years of walking among the 
mountains.  “Gruess Gott”, he bid as farewell, 
which means, “God, watch over you”, “all the best”, 
and “goodbye” in one short phrase.  The way he 
said it embraced the way of the past, hopefully not 
forgotten by the people of today.  

 
 

Vera, her mom, and the shepherd



 

 

Northwest Ridge of Humpback Mountain 
February 9, 2003 

 
The northwest ridge of Humpback Mountain makes for an easy, short and safe winter outing. By 
staying directly on the ridge avalanche danger is reduced to close to zero, if the snowpack is 
reasonably low (as it is this year) there's only 2500' of elevation gain involved, and if you can find 
the lopped out and flagged trail there's no bushwhacking involved! 
 
To get there, take Exit 47 off of I-90 and head south a couple of hundred yards. Turn right onto FS 
55, veer to the left at the next intersection onto the Hanson Creek Road (FS 5510), drive past the 
power line clearing and turn uphill under the old railroad trestle. Follow this road through a gate (it 
stayed unlocked for us, but no guarantees here) and park at the second switchback, just before a 
bermed road leaving this main road on the left. (Obviously, if you can't drive this far, it's easy to 
walk, and only about 2 extra miles, or less, each way.) 
 
Walk the bermed road until you're at the toe of the NW ridge - there's a pretty obvious bend to the 
right in the road at this point. We walked a couple of dozen yards further, finding an open rock field 
that didn't prove too difficult to scramble up, with the help of pulling on small tree branches and 
hooking rock edges with ice axes. The forest starts at the top of the rock slide area, and isn't very 
dense, so travel is fairly easy. We took the path of least resistance, staying as close to the crest of the 
ridge as possible. After 5 or 10 minutes we started noticing trees with branches that had been lopped 
off. Following the lopped path made travel very easy from this point up to the road crossing at about 
3300'. Crossing this road we found the lopped trail had been flagged as well, and route finding 
became trivial at this point. The trail maintains a pleasant gradient, without too much meandering 
around, giving sometimes awesome peek-a-boo views north to Kaleetan, Thompson and the rest of 
the Snoqualmie Pass peaks. It stays just a forest 
walk until you're a few hundred feet from the 
summit - here the ridge becomes a bit sportier, 
with a few rocks to step up onto and scramble 
around. The snow cover gave us the option now 
and then of moving a bit to our right and onto 
open rock fields covered with just enough snow 
to put steps into. Before long we found ourselves 
climbing up and out of the forest onto the 
summit ridge. We stopped at one rock 
outcropping that may be the high point and got a 
picture of Rich "Extreme" Privett precariously 
perched on the pointed pinnacle, then continued 
to a more comfortable cluster of rocks that was 
probably the true summit for lunch and a one 
and half hour summit hang - in February! "Name 
that peak" was a lot of fun, with not a cloud in 
the sky (there was a mass of fog low over 
Pugetopolis, but that was well below and west of 
us) and visibility extending from Mount Baker to 
Mount Stuart to Mount Adams to the Olympics - 
very impressive for such a low peak (the top is 



 

 

only at 5174'). The ridge south looked like it would make an easy traverse over to Abiel Peak if you 
wanted to make this a longer day. From there, both Tinkham and Silver would also be easily 
reachable.  
 
For the descent, we just retraced our route, dropping quickly and easily except for the few very steep 
spots that had remained hard frozen, where some of us found ourselves suddenly, and unexpectedly, 
sitting! After we crossed the first road, and when we were close to the road back to the cars, we 
managed to follow the lopped trail to the edge of the forest. It abandoned us at the top of a fairly 
steep section of dirt and scrub trees. We carefully descended down to the road here, and found that 
we were about 150 yards beyond the point where we had originally headed up. You may want to try 
and find this if you do this climb - the area is marked by a large dirt bank on the uphill side of the 
road, but good luck trying to find the path that will get you to the forest - it's darned close to 
nonexistent until you get into the forest above! 
 
Climbers: Kathleen Clawson, Rich Privett, Shella Bukovic, Cody Young and Matt Robertson 
(scribe) 
 
 

Climbing up onto the summit ridge 
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Photo: “Sherman Peak” by Brent Quinton 
 
 
 

May general meeting:   
 
Wally Berg has offered to come 
give a slide show for our May 
monthly club meeting to be held on 
May 1st. Wally is a very 
experienced Himalaya mountain 
guide with 4 Everest summits to 
his credit.   
 
He is the first American to summit 
Lhotse, soloed Cho Oyu and has led 
mountaineering expeditions on 
every continent (47 different 
expeditions). In 1998 he led an 
expedition that placed a GPS 
receiver at the top of Everest to 
get a precise altitude fix. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

April general meeting: 
 
Rich Humbert will share the exciting 
details of his recent trip to Patagonia. 
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Belay stance 
 

Vertical World is giving Boealps Members a 15% discount on annual Membership! 
This is a $62 savings! 

 
Howdy Folks! 
 
The Belay Stance is a brief little summary of what’s going on in the club.  Right now, we’ve got 
the basic & intermediate climbing classes going on, and it appears that’s keeping everyone 
pretty busy, so I haven’t got much else to report.  Both of your Echo editors are taking the 
intermediate class this year, so we’ll let you know how that goes.  In fact, we attended our first 
field trip last weekend, and there are aspects of the class that remind me of “Fear Factor”.  
Stay tuned for exciting details in future Echo issues.  If anyone from the basic class would like 
to send in some photos or stories, we’ll make you famous.  This is your chance to see your 
name in print… 
 
We have some great trip reports this month.  Perhaps you saw Doug on the evening news as I 
did, and wondered what the heck went wrong with his climb (not hike – CLIMB).  This is your 
chance to find out!  We’ve also got an amusing story along with an amazing photo or 2 from 
Andrew Keleher’s ice climbing trip to Vail.     
 
It’s about time to award the Agris Moruss fund again, so if you’re looking for some help 
funding a climbing expedition this year, get your application in to Chris by June 15.  More info 
further into this issue. 
 
It looks like the spring campout will actually be taking place in summer, and will hopefully be a 
little warmer than usual because of it.  Reserve June 28-29 on your calendar and plan to join 
us in Leavenworth.  According to Marty, the moon will be in the ideal camping position on this 
weekend, so head on out for some good karma! 
 
That’s all for now. 
 
Editor #2, 
Kathleen 
 
 
Southern Utah Wilderness Alliance (SUWA) presentation at REI:  April 8th at 
7:00pm.  SUWA is seeking support for its valuable initiatives in supporting wilderness 
options in the redrock country of Utah.  
 
Wild Utah: America’s Redrock Wilderness is a multi-media slideshow documenting citizen 
efforts to designate public lands in southern Utah’s spectacular canyon country as 
Wilderness under the 1964 Wilderness Act. This 20-minute journey through redrock splendor 
invigorates and motivates viewers to participate in the movement to protect these unique 
lands. 
 
In conjunction with a 30 minute presentation on the current status of the Utah wilderness 
movement by Bob Brister, Outreach Associate of the Southern Utah Wilderness Alliance, 
this inspirational and informational event is a must see for citizens wishing to become 
personally involved to make the difference in this tremendous American public lands 
conservation effort.  
 
 

 



 

  April 
Sun Mon Tue Wed Thu Fri Sat 

  1 2             
BCC Lecture 

3        
General 
Meeting 

4 5             
BCC Snoqualmie 
ICC Snow 

6             
BCC Snoqualmie 
ICC Snow 

7 8 9             
BCC Lecture 

10 11 12             
BCC Devil’s 
Peak 

13             
BCC Devil’s 
Peak 

14            
ICC Lecture 

15 16            
BCC Lecture 
Full Moon 

17 18 19            
ICC 
Leavenworth 

20            
ICC 
Leavenworth 

21 22 23            
BCC Lecture 

24 25 26             
BCC Devil’s 
Peak 

27             
BCC Devil’s 
Peak 

28            
ICC Lecture 

29 30            
BCC Lecture 
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Sun Mon Tue Wed Thu Fri Sat 

    1 General 
Meeting 

2 3 ICC Smith 
Rock 

4 ICC Smith 
Rock 

5 6 7             
BCC Lecture 

8              9 10 BCC 
Tatoosh 

11 BCC 
Tatoosh 

12 ICC 
lecture 

13 14   BCC 
crevasse 
rescue at Gas 
Works Park 

15 16 17     ICC 
Squamish        
BCC crevasse 
rescue 

18    ICC 
Squamish        
BCC crevasse 
rescue 

19              20              21              22 23 24             

25             26 
Memorial 
Day 

27 28            
BCC Lecture 

29 30 31      BCC 
Graduation 
Climb 

      

 May 

  2003



February Ice Climbing Seminar Wrap Up: 
Compliments of Professor of Climbing Instruction Patty Michaud 

 
The intrepid Boealps crew set out for some ice climbing in Lilloet last month. 
A BIG THANKS goes out to Tom, Terry, and Brad for helping with the class.  Per 
feedback I received from the students, everyone had a great time and the 
instructors were fabulous!  Following is their trip report:  
 
Nine of us headed up for the 2/8 & 9 weekend. Participating were Tom Ryan, 
Terry Hill, Brad Walker, Mike Rutten, Jesse Follett, Vickey Larsen, Sarah 
Sternau, Chris Ajemian, and John Gowan. 
 
We met Saturday at 5:30 AM in the Mile 0 Motel lot and decided to split into 
two groups. Brad, Mike, and Jesse headed north of Lilloet to hopefully seek out 
some ice at Honeyman Falls. The remainder of the group went south to The 
Rambles, where Mike and Tom had climbed a pitch on Friday afternoon. 
 
On Saturday we divided into two groups, the larger group went to a place called 
The Rambles and a smaller group tried to find Honeyman Falls.  The former group 
found some excellent flows to top rope, about 70 degrees and 150 feet high, 
while enduring a barrage of icefall chunks from neighboring climbers.  After a 
reconnaissance, the latter group decided there was no more honey in the jar, so 
we proceeded south towards the Rambles.  Enroute, it was decided that with our 
small group make-up we could stop at a climb called Loose Lady, Grade 3 and do 
the first few sections if they were still formed.  Being situated in a north 
gully, we were in luck - enough ice covered about 400 ft of varied steps with 
water trickling underneath.  By about 4:00 pm we had made it back down to the 
highway and proceeded onto the Rambles to see how our compatriots were getting 
along.  Upon arriving, we witnessed a demoralized lot that had climbed all day 
and suffered superficial wounds from the ice barrage.  I think it was  mostly 
peoples' new Mountain Hardware apparel that got bruised, but certainly not 
their enthusiasm.  After a rendezvous back in town for pizza and spirits, we 
caught a good nights rest at the Mile "0" Motel.   
 
Fighting off a later-start movement, we met once again at 5:30 on Sunday. This 
time the whole group headed NE to Marble Canyon Provincial Park, home of the 
classic Icy BC route. Here the routes head straight up, and they were made even 
more challenging by the thin conditions and chandelier ice. Our early start 
enabled us to get a rope set up on the Deeping Wall and another 
one on the far left route, which became a haven for anyone seeking a safe place 
to relax.  Eventually we set up yet another rope, meaning everybody got plenty 
of climbing in before heading out around 3pm.  
 
Despite marginal conditions this group of lowland, "coastal" ice climbers found 
there was plenty of opportunity to practice some skills and have a great time. 
 
Coming Up: 
I need lead instructors willing to help out with a rock leading seminar at our 
summer campout.  We'll have new graduates from the Basic Class who will surely 
be interested in pursuing all that lead climbing has to offer.  Any 
volunteers?! 
 
 
 
 
 



                 
MOFA Queen 

(Tune of “Dancing Queen” by ABBA) 
Creative adaptation compliments of Ron Fleck & Tom Glasenapp 

 
 You can hike, you can climb - you can perhaps save a life 
 See that girl check that scene, she is the MOFA queen 
 
 Summit night and the moon is low 
 Looking out at the Alpenglow 
 When she heard a faint whimper, carried on the wind 
 She knew she’d need her first aid kit 
 Anybody could be that guy 
 Night is cold and the summit's high 
 With a bit of rock falling - everything is tense 
 You're in the mode for rescue 
 And when you get the cue 
 
 You are the MOFA queen, splint that leg when the break is clean 
 MOFA queen, feel the pulse at the injury scene, oh yeah  
 Thump that heart, C P R - you can perhaps save a life 
 See that girl check that scene, she is the MOFA queen 
 
 You're a savior, you race the clock 
 Stop the bleeding, then treat for shock 
 Looking out for another – that’s what you will do 
 You're in the mode for rescue 
 And when you get the cue 

 
 You are the MOFA queen, splint that leg when the break is clean 
 MOFA queen, feel the pulse at the injury scene, oh yeah  
 Thump that heart, C P R - you can perhaps save a life 
 See that girl check that scene, she is the MOFA queen 
 Loving that MOFA queen 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Agris Moruss Memorial Fund Applications Now Being Accepted 
 
Applications are currently being accepted for the 2002 Agris Moruss Memorial Fund grant. The grant is offered each year to help 
meet the expenses of a worthy climbing endeavor attempted by Boealps members. Past grants have been awarded for climbing 
trips all around the globe. The trip’s sense of exploration and level of challenge for the applying climbers is more important than 
the technical difficulty of the trip’s objective when the decision to award the grant is made. The size of the grant is at the sole 
discretion of the Board of Trustees, but it is generally about $100. 
 
The grant is offered in memory of Agris Moruss, a long time club member and an active climber who lost his life leading a Basic 
Class climb of Lundin Peak in 1982 (see full-length article in this issue). The only application requirements are that you are a 
current Boealps member, you attempt the climbing trip during 2002, and (if awarded the grant) that you write a letter of 
appreciation to Agris’ father. In addition, I personally ask that you write up a trip report for the Echo. 
 
You may apply by writing a letter outlining your trip and the reason you feel it meets the criteria for the grant. Applications must 
be received by June 15, 2003. Send your letter of application to Chris Gronau at M/S OY-11.  If you're not a Boeing employee, 
you can e-mail Chris at Christopher.w.gronau@boeing.com. 
_______________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
***Trip Reports*** 

 
 

Ice Climbing with Andrew: 
 
Forty-five minutes into the ten minute approach we are standing sweating at the base of Colorado’s Lincoln 
Falls.  In a theme that will repeat itself over the next few days the guidebook grossly underestimates our 
approach time.  Maybe it’s a conspiracy to intimidate visitors.  There’s a dull pain in my head.  It’s not very 
cold.  A gentle breeze cascades across the ice face beneath an overcast sky. 
 
It’s Thursday.  We’re the only ones here.  Jim, rarely trains but eternally fit, fires off the first easy pitch 
placing only two screws.  The second pitch is more difficult with short vertical sections but we’re soon 
sitting at the top enjoying lunch.  My headache is worse.  Jim’s altimeter reads 11 600 feet.  I had been home 
just long enough to dump my business clothes on the bed and repack the suitcase with ice gear before racing 
back to Seatac.  Jet lag was starting to have an effect.  Five bottles of red between London Heathrow and 
Seattle probably didn’t help.  I’m a walking MOFA scenario.  We rap, collecting our dropped screw on the 
way.  Another climber has arrived and free solos the route and then we hike out together.  Travis has just 
returned from a month long climbing trip through Montana, Wyoming and Alberta.  Ice conditions are thin 
everywhere he tells us.  He and his girlfriend live just down the road.  She was not impressed when he quit 
his job at The North Face in Breckenridge to go on a road trip. 
 
We wish him well and drive to Vail.  There’s just enough time to check out the climbs there before dark.  
After parking in the convenient but unofficial parking area we hike across snow covered lawns where the 
accommodating and friendly homeowner “allows climbers to hike up his driveway and regularly plows the 
hike for ice climbers”.  Our guidebook is out of date and we’re lucky not to be captured by irate locals and 
sent to the gallows.  Vail takes itself more seriously now. 
 
The ten minute approach takes half an hour.  We pause briefly and just when I’m secretly pleased to see Jim 
breathing hard he turns and without crampons, front points 300’ up the slick snow and ice to the base of the 
climbs. 
 
“The Fang is the obvious free-standing pillar that sends an immediate chill up the spine” at least that hasn’t 
changed.  We walk around it, touching, feeling, caressing.  The cliff curves around at the sides and above to 



form a natural amphitheater so that the base of the Fang is more than thirty feet from the cliff.  On the outer 
side the Fang is almost vertical but on the cliff side hanging icicles make it beyond vertical.  There is lots of 
chandeliered ice but it is another feature that will make the climbing difficult.  The Fang is like an open pine 
cone sitting on its base.  Cascades of ice blocks jut up and out, some are a foot or more wide and several feet 
high but only an inch or two thick.  They may be strong enough to stand on but will they hold a pick?  At 
first they seem to provide an armadillo’s scales protection to the solid ice within.  But there is no solid ice 
within. 
 
“You’ve got to see this” yells Jim, much more animated than normal.  He’s standing off to the side, looking 
up at the Fang.  About 110’ from the base a horizontal fracture breaks straight through the flow.  The Fang is 
in two pieces – a free standing pillar 110’ high and a hanging stalactite suspended thirty feet from the rock 
lip above. 
 

“Dude, it’s always there”!  This is 
the response from Raphael, a 
climber we meet on the approach 
the next day.  “I wouldn’t climb 
the Fang if the crack wasn’t 
there”.  Raphael directs us to the 
official parking spot “It’s just a 
100 yards up there”.  We drive the 
half mile to the parking area. 

 

 
Privately I’m wondering about the 
Fang.  Not least I’m wondering 
about taking advice from a 
rambunctious five foot Raphael 
who clearly can’t judge distance 
and whose ambitious attempt at a 
beard has left a small patch of 
peach fuzz between his chin and 
lower lip. 
 
Later my misgivings dissolve.  I 
watch Raphael lead the Fang.  His 
climbing is deliberate and 
cautious but his mouth is in a 
league of its own.  On a difficult 
lead some climbers become 
locked in silent concentration, 
barely breathing.  Raphael is not 
one of them.  The ice is fragile 
and insecure.  It is a bold lead.  
Raphael is climbing with Helen, 
an athletic six foot blond with a 
warm disposition.  Helen seconds 
everything Raphael leads, but 
without the fuss. 

Welcome to Vail. 
The Rigid Designator is the large flow just to the left of the trees.  On the far right is the Fang and 
behind it, to the left, not quite touching down is the Thang. 



 
 
Jim leads the Rigid Designator in fine form and we spend an hour running laps on it, getting in a groove.  
The 130’ route has jutting formations like the Fang  but it is less than vertical and, with a top rope, relatively 
easy. 
 
Next to the Fang is the Thang.  An interesting looking mixed route we’re hoping Pemba will lead tomorrow.  
We hike off to check out another area – the Pumphouse.  Along the way we take a wrong turn and by the 
time we break out of waist deep snow it’s late in the afternoon.  I am tired and want to keep reserves.  
Tomorrow will be a great day.  Jim will lead the Fang and maybe Pemba will lead the Thang.  We know of 
Pemba only from a provocative one-liner in Angela’s email “I haven’t seen anything that he refused to lead”. 
 
 
 

* * * 
 
In anticipation of large Saturday crowds Jim and I arrive at the parking lot early.  A party of locals starts 
hiking twenty minutes before us but we catch them at the base of the climbs.  I’m feeling better about being a 
Seattle se-level dweller.  The other party departs for another area higher up.  Pemba and Angela aren’t here 
yet.  We’re alone at the base of the Fang and the moment of truth has arrived.  A warm night and cloudless 
sky have not improved conditions.  The Fang is raining, its ice soft and mushy.  Over the last three days the 
lower section of ice has moved about 6 inches sideways compared to the upper section.  Jim starts the lead.  
His placements are secure but after ten feet it’s clear that ice screws won’t hold a leader fall.  He down 
climbs.  Soloing 150’ of WI6 is not appealing.  Three more parties have arrived and we offer the Fang to 
anybody willing to lead it.  Bravery has limits.  There are no takers.   
 
Jim sets a top rope and I belay while another party stands nearby talking loudly about an ominous sounding 
route they’re about to try called the Horrible Traverse.  It’s not in the book.  Jim tops out after a comfortable, 
controlled climb and I begin.  The others have moved to the base of the Thang and are talking about climbing 
it.  A climber died here in a recent fall.  The details are sketchy.   
 
Toward the top my ropes are caught under a mass of chandeliered ice on the cliff side of the pillar.  I traverse 
around but the steeper ice leaves me pumped and I peel.  After freeing the ropes an extra tight belay helps 
drag me to the top.  Poor form but I’m too pumped to care.  The horizontal fracture doesn’t affect the 
difficulty of the climb.  Jim raps.  When I start to follow him a few minutes later a mischievous voice calls 
up from below “that fat ass could only belong to one person”.  Angela has arrived. 
 
Four years dissolves with a hug.  Four years in which Jim has gone gray, I’ve gone bald but Angela, a petite 
brunette beauty with a striking smile and piercing laugh, hasn’t changed a drop. 
 
We meet Pemba, a Nepali with a compact, powerful build and an infectious smile.  I belay Angela on the 
Fang while Jim belays Pemba leading the Fang.  Perfect, I’ll get to top rope my first mixed route.  The party 
at the base of the Fang has shouldered their packs and having not climbed a thing a Thang or a Fang are 
heading out. 
 



 
 
Jim belays Pemba on the dry tool start to the Thang. 
 
Pemba climbs cautiously over the rock start to the Thang.  He uses small, delicate moves, gently matching 
tools on tiny ledges and oozing crampons into divots and onto nubbins.  He is smooth and flowing, always in 
balance.  It takes six moves before his first pick scrapes the ice.  Ice that is a thin shell over wet rock.  
Gradually he moves up and over, transitioning from rock to ice.  Up higher the ice is thicker and less 
daunting and after another ten feet Pemba places a short screw.  Thin ice, warm weather and water running 
between rock and ice mean the screw may not hold a fall.  The steepness eases above.  Pemba climbs 
smoothly and calmly, placing two more screws before clipping the anchors ninety feet off the deck.   
 
It’s a little different on the Fang.  Angela is never ever quiet when she climbs.  The harder the climbing the 
louder she gets.  And it’s not just a little cussing and the odd inspirational platitude.  It’s grunts and groans, 
squeals and moans, all at fever pitch.  Years ago I belayed while Angela top roped a challenging 5.9 at Exit 
38.  A lead climber next to us lost concentration and tumbled.  A mountain biker went over his handlebars 
and a young mother put her hands over her child’s ears.  But everybody watched.  A man and his wife 
threatened to hurt me if I didn’t lower her immediately.  Four guys threatened to hurt me if I did. 
 
Her Fang climb would be every bit as good.  Half way up the pillar Angela sat back on the rope and 
announced with conviction “OK, I’m ready to come down now.” 
 
“We’ve been through this before” I shouted back.  Angela hated being lowered before she topped out. 
 



Later Angela told me that a few weeks earlier she had been top roping the Rigid Designator while Pemba led 
the Fang.  Mid way through she weighted the rope and told the belayer, whom she had only just met, to let 
her down.  “What are you doing?” she had screamed at him when he began to lower her.  Poor soul, how was 
he to know? 
 
“What was he thinking?” she asks me. 
 
Tenacity and will power help Angela inch slowly toward the top.  With just thirty feet to go and with most of 
the difficulties below her, Angela declares, “This time I am really finished.  Let me down.”  I didn’t even 
bother to respond.  Fifteen minutes later she is back on the ground, face beaming, having topped out on the 
Fang. 
 
 
Angela stretched out on 
the Fang.  The 
horizontal fracture is 
visible at the top. 
 
 
Jim had carefully 
memorized each of 
Pemba’s early moves on 
the overhanging start to 
the Thang.  After a 
couple of false starts he 
nails the opening dry 
tool sequences and by 
the time Angela touches 
down he’s transitioned 
to ice and is cruising to 
the anchors on his first 
mixed climb.  We’ve 
found another climbing 
discipline to explore. 
 
Ever helpful Jim 
patiently explains each 
rock move.  The 
standard start feels 
awkward.  Screw that.  
Fully stretched I start 
from the second position 
and with a series of 
dynamic lunges skip 
most of the next six 
moves, transferring to 
the ice early.  The ice is 
less than half an inch 
thick, barely a veneer 
but the picks stick long 
enough to scramble to 



thicker ice above.  It’s a fun climb and we agree to try more mixed climbing soon.  Tomorrow will do. 
 

* * * 
 
After a slow start to our final day Jim and I are back at Lincoln Falls.  It’s a thirty minute hike back down to 
the car but we are in line-of-sight.  Even with binoculars it’s not possible to positively identify people at this 
distance.  Jim is soloing an ice route.  I solo a mixed traverse.  Over my huffing breath and scrapping 
crampons a distinct sound breaks my concentration.   
 
“They’re here” I call to Jim.  Far below two figures are just visible beside a red pick-up.  Angela laughs 
again.  Life is good in the mountains. 
 
 
 
________________________________________________________________________________________________________ 

 
 

Twin Peaks Bivouac 
 
 

Foreword: 
 
Ken, Joe and I would like to thank all those who participated in the search.  We are somewhat awed that such 
man, woman and dog power was exerted on our behalf.  Our primary regret is that we were unable to 
communicate our situation in a timely fashion and therein avert mobilization of so many resources.  We offer 
this summary of our climb as thanks to those who worried and acted on our behalf. 
 
Preparation: 
 
In 1989 a groundbreaking television series aired and for 29 quirky episodes a Northwest full of mystery and 
secret relationships was presented with Snoqualmie Falls and an imposingly cliffed mountain as backdrop.  
Readily viewable from North Bend, Mount Si’s west face played billboard to this show while the real Twin 
Peaks languished in obscurity guarded by 12 miles of North Fork washboard.  Seeing a few reruns and 
materializing this inequity I became intrigued with the idea of placing a foot on one, or perhaps both, of these 
5,000-foot summits. 
 
Net searching for trip reports proved fruitless so the weekend before our climb Shiloh (my Malamute 
mountain dog) and I supplemented Lake Philippa contour plots with a reconnaissance trip.  The Sunday 
Creek approach was moated by a foot-and-a-half of water, but the Philippa Creek road presented easy avenue 
for the first couple of miles.  My probing crystallized the beauty of the Peaks and suggested a mountain bike 
approach.  The western flank was consistently steep (~30 degrees) and populated with thick second/third 
growth conifer and brush. 
 
With a near-week of stable weather an opening presented itself.  Upon inquiry, Ken and Joe appeared as 
covetous of the paired Peak’s vegetation, orienteering and mixed ridge climbing challenges as I.  Good 
weather held and we agreed to make an attempt on the tenth of January.  In addition to typical winter gear we 
carried harnesses, helmets, slings, carabiners, primary climbing rope and backup perlon. 
 
 
 
 



The climb: (Map details coincide to #’s in parenthesis) 
 
We met at 5:30 AM at the North Bend park-and-ride and were at our trailhead by 6:30 (1).  The mountain 
bike ride was done in the dark.  Joe and Ken had headlamps, but I opted for a small Maglight flashlight.  In 
the breaking dawn the treed massif broadsided us with an inspiring view of the days activities.   About two 
miles in, the logging road that parallels Philippa creek switchbacked northerly and brush and gradient caused 
us to tether the bikes (2).  Joe launched into the woods burying his full suspension ride like hidden treasure 
while Ken and I were content to merely chain ours slightly into a ditch and move on. 
 
Perhaps a half a mile up this tread, we hit a creek (3) that headed directly uphill (easterly).  This gully offered 
a break in the trees/brush and seemed as good a spot as any to attack the slope.  During our climb we 
encountered many steep waterways, some discernable from the contour plots, some not.  To help quantify the 
severity and nature of these obstacles the following descriptors are offered: 

• Gully – a trench worn in the earth by running water 
• Ravine – a small narrow steep-sided valley that is larger than a gully and smaller than a canyon 
• Gorge –a narrow steep walled canyon 

This first gully steepened and turned into a rock climb.  To avoid delays, we exited up the steep northern 
slope and into the brush.  This portion was onto unconsolidated dirt and loose rock and required continual 
self belay using readily available brush.  Once out of the gully the slope stabilized to 20 - 30 degrees but the 
brush intensified. 
 
A brief respite from the brush was realized when we hit another overgrown logging road (4).  I presume this 
road is a switchback of the road we were previously on, but it was not on our map so I cannot be certain.  We 
caught our breath on the road now traveling in a southeasterly direction. 
 
Since no prominent ridge presented itself we began re-ascent of the west face by merely picking our way up 
the angle of least brush and most obvious passage.  Joe although carrying our primary climbing rope was 
obviously the strongest of the three and chose to lead. 
 
This nurturing character was evident when we hit a section of class five brush on perhaps a 60 degrees angle.  
As in steep unconsolidated snow climbing, advance in this type of foliage required a swimming motion with 
feet only sporadically hitting the ground.  My ill equipped non-collapsible ski poles proved somewhat of a 
hindrance at this point and I expended needless energy dragging, throwing and cussing at the things. 
 
Shortly, we broke through and were treated to serendipitous steep mixed brush and snow climbing.  The 
route was necessarily circuitous to best take advantage of the snow, but it was of a constancy and grade 
perfect for step kicking.  As trailer, I was treated to a wondrous winding staircase. 
 
Eventually Joe and Ken topped the ridge (5).  At this point we had ascended from our starting elevation of 
1,516’ and were somewhere in the neighborhood of 4,800’.  Views were expansive in to the Philippa valley 
and Ken even claimed to be able to see downtown Seattle.  My reverie was somewhat tempered by an ill 
feeling stomach and my pace became somewhat turtlealian. 
 
I considered dropping my pack and retrieving it upon descent, but debate had already ensued as to alternative 
descent routes.  The ridge climb was a welcome relief from the brush and we hit an initial rocky promontory 
worthy of picture and light snack.  It was still early (sometime around noon), but the roller coaster snow/rock 
mixture of the ridge started eating up time to the point that we quickly realized that this would not be a two 
peak day.  Just at the point where my stomach appeared in total revolt and ready to exhume, Joe stated he 
was going to put in a safety line.  Too tired to even view the problem, I hung back.  Ken and I methodically 
put on our gear and left Joe to his vigil.  Once on the rock it was easy class three, but with snow and 



interdespersed ice Joe’s paternal setting bolstered both our spirits and comradery.  Suddenly, my gut was 
okay. 
 
This pitch led to a false summit so we pushed on.  The climb to the next false summit (6) was invigorating 
with snow, steep and soft enough for secure toeholds.  At this crest the views north were expansive.  Glacier, 
Baker, and multitudes of unnamable Olympic and North Cascadian peaks exposed their grandeur.  The first 
of the Twin Peaks appeared shortly to the south.  The distance was short and additional elevation gain 
insignificant.  Problem was the climbing was not trivial and it was easy to envision an hour turn around time 
tween it and our loft.  So at 1-something we settled in for false summit treats.  I downed my flask of wine.  
Ken pulled smoked salmon and crab dip.  Joe threw in Gouda cheese.  My trail mix, cheeses sticks and 
granola bars paled and remained in stores. 
 
We still felt good and desired new terrain instead of the monotony of the path on which we had arose.  The 
map suggested manageable slope down to Lake Philippa and the opportunity for this looping captured us all.  
The route was inviting offering easy plunge stepping at first.  As we continued the slope started to push us 
into a gully.  We considered forcing south onto and over a ridgelet.  The map suggested the further south we 
went the more benign the terrain would become.  But, the gully beckoned with mixed snow and rock down 
climbing.  Further, the plots suggested ample opportunity for an escape to the left (southerly).  So we 
continued. 
 
Like an artery the gully fed into a ravine.  At this point escape was much steeper and prolonged, but doable.  
Gravity was working for us and we were relishing the terrain.  Sporadic rappels became necessary, but we 
were descending quickly and felt we had oodles of time.  After each rappel one of us would rabbit in front, 
sifting through the next problem. 
 
Consistently the walls were steepening, the rappels becoming more frequent and the day slipped away.  At 
some moment in time we acknowledged our gully was now a ravine and we must either commit to it or bale.  
We committed. 
 
As a full-fledged ravine rappel became the norm and we advanced a half rope length at a time.  Slings and 
perlons began disappearing at an alarming rate.  We continued.  Dusk turned to darkness.  Lamps were 
employed.  Ice began to form and Joe missed his play (some artsy thing, nothing to do with the mountain) 
 
Eventually down to two lights, Ken forward-shined and Joe back-shined.  By now we went nowhere unroped 
or unchecked.  At its worst we huddled on a two-foot by four-foot ledge anchored to a single sapling with a 
wedged rope blocking further progress.  It’s amazing what five hundred and seventy three pounds can do 
when faced with a back prussic or a standing bivy.  We freed the rope. 
 
My god it was beautiful.  The walls ominous and ugly held us.  The water serenaded us and the moonlight 
eerily crept up the gorge to meet us.  We could see the bottom and it tempted us.  Crap, I probably could 
have thrown a baseball down to the doorway.  We no longer dared to walk the flat sections unbelayed for 
fear the icy rock would overcome our boot rubber, but still Joe pushed us on.  Eventually he risked a 
pendulum fall and probed what appeared to be the final drop.  By now Ken and I had got used to him 
hucking rocks as depth gauge, but the delay and subsequent prolonged percussion we were now treated to 
tightened our sphincter.  This morass was more than our stumpy leader rope could handle.  Most of our spare 
slings had been donated and half of our perlon was used.  Somehow we willed him back.  Collectively we 
were quit of the gorge.  Commitment was one thing, but stupidity was another. 
 
The south ridge was cliff and cliffed out.  The north ridge was 45-60 degree brush that cliffed out.  It was 8 
or 9 PM and the situation was stagnating.  With three on rappel, there was a lot of standing around so we still 
had energy, but we were afraid to scratch our ass unroped and so moved slowly.  We sent Joe up the ridge, 



planning an assault using a running belay.  As the rope ran out Ken and I plotted.  We dreamed of a warm 
fire, smoked salmon and dry feet.  We yelled up.  Joe yelled down.  Neither of us could hear much over the 
boxed in rushing water.  At some point a consensus was made to suck in our pride, drop to an old growth 
sheltered flat immediately above the falls and make the best of life. 
 
It was a beautific night.  A stary stary night, with only a slight tempered breeze and a snowmelt lullaby.  Joe 
captured the site in sketch (see attached) (7).  A multi-tiered amphitheatre with drying racks and balcony 
seating was created with life giving fire at its heart.  Ken provided a four-course meal consisting of peanut 
butter celery sticks, smoked salmon and some other good crap.  Brief pause was given to the fact that I had 
dropped the iodine tablets half way down the ravine and we were drinking Gardia tempted water, but it tasted 
like honey and Twin Peaks was nothing if not pristine so we guzzled the stuff and re-hydrated.  Some say we 
were cold.  Some say we were tired.  Some say we were hungry.  Perhaps a bit and some of each, but as for 
me I have never felt such comradery or security in the mountains as I did with these two men.  (I hope that 
doesn’t sound too gay). 
 
The women.  We knew they were plotting and at some point repercussions would be necessary.  We carried 
one cell phone, but at this point I could piss a better signal. 
 
Ken slept like a baby.  Joe was more fitful and cold.  He crammed dry brush and hugged a space blanket.  
Even after I donated dry socks and a paper thin windbreak I sensed his discomfort and felt guilt about pre-
climb advice to leave a backup wrap in favor of weight and speed.  As stated in Modern Rock and Ice 
Climbing by Bill Birkett, “the mountain man needs an adequate reserve to generate energy both to climb and 
generate enough survival heat.”  In other words my gym weight kept me warm. 
 
I slept little, tended the fire and enjoyed the solitude.  Joe woke up occasionally saying something like, ‘how 
bout we throw another shrimp on the barby.”  Before I knew it the fire temperature was best measured in 
Kelvin.  Twice I dozed and freaked, first thinking our old growth protector log had burned through and fallen 
into the gorge and second that my drying boot was into the coal bed. 
 
At 6 AM I started to let the fire die down and the youths began to rise.  24 hours had past since we had 
started to climb, much rough terrain was behind but not one disconcerting word had passed between us.  In 
fact, we were giddy smothering the fire, releasing bowels and waiting for enough light to proceed. 
 
Then it began to sprinkle.  Not good man, if our ridge turned to mud we would long for the days of 
gully/gorge.  Our luck held though and at 7:15 we attacked the dry ridge.  At first, Joe, feeling the weight of 
leadership and the hangover of pitch-dark conservity, wanted to initiate a running belay.  Joyfully, this urge 
was quenched and we simul-climbed protected by prodigious brush.  The rope came out for a short pitch of 
rock/stump as we crested.  As Joe belayed and I managed the trailing rope, Ken probed the northern side of 
the ridge.  His tone was positive and spirits were uplifted.  As Joe and I huddled toward him, it was obvious 
his diagnosis of this low traverse was a bit optimistic.  The direct route was somewhere between a gully and 
a gorge and if attempted we would be shortly back into rappel.  In the end Joe made the call.  We committed 
to re-climb the ridge and hit an elevation where a traverse was essentially trivial.  In so doing we hoped to 
catch a cell phone signal and get word to the Deb’s (wife and fiancée) and Marcy (fiancée) of our status. 
 
That’s about the time we heard the siren.  Man it was loud long and accusatorial.  We were racked with 
remorse and climbed with vigor.  We heard a dog and yelled to no avail.  At this point our main concern was 
to get high enough on the ridge for airwaves and forestall anyone from unnecessarily throwing themselves 
into this terrain.  Somewhere around 3,500’ Joe got a signal to 911, but no more had he said his name then 
the cold denuded the phone’s battery and the hope passed. 
 



Finally we got high enough where ravines were gullies and traverse was easy.  Perhaps feeling the strain of 
protracted leadership, Joe offered up the rope on two more occasions, but on these Ken and I feigned 
protection and took lead in succession.  We hit our road about 10:30 AM in perfect solitude.  If we had 
champagne this might have been a good time to pop it (8).  The sirens and the dogs were quiet.  Little did we 
know, hordes (50 or 60 according to our debrief) were higher up leaving flesh on our behalf. 
 
Somewhere around 11 AM we got to the bikes.  We pedaled about 200 feet before two rescue vehicles 
flagged us from behind.  Humbled and repentant for our actions and misact ions humanity took us in.  At that 
point we had nothing but heartfelt praise for our mountain brethren and the law enforcement community that 
had tracked us through the night .  The words and manner in which these people handled themselves is 
ennobling.  Ken, Joe and I experienced a mini-epic and have grown from it.  Our searchers rather than 
belittle our attempt showed compassion.  Thanks are too little. 
 
We offer the following as lessons learned. 
 
Things we could have done better: 

1. This was a protracted winter climb.  Although we had studied the route and were prepared for the 
challenge we should have been clearer with our loved ones on potential outcomes and exactly when 
and how to seek backup. 

2. A backup cell phone, hand held radio or even a portable ham radio (as one of our rescuers suggested) 
would have allowed us to alert crews earlier. 

3. We had a signal mirror, but a whistle and knowledge of codes that could have been tweaked out 
would have helped cut a signal through the dense brush. 

4. I should not have forgone a headlamp for the lighter less durable hand light 
5. I should have kept the iodine pellets in a drop proof condition 

 
Things we did right: 

1. Took appropriate gear, food and water 
2. Double checked all knots and anchors as darkness and fatigue descended 
3. We were familiar with the route/terrain and always left ourselves an out 
4. We shared supplies as needed to optimize each individuals comfort 
5. We shifted leaders as the need dictated. 

 
I’m sure the astute reader can come up with more fodder, but I’ll leave it at that.  For the record, all we ask is 
that our outing not be called a hike nor that we be referred to as lost.  Again we give heartfelt thanks to the 
wives, fiancées, relatives, friends and search and rescue personnel who worried and participated in the 
search. 
 
Scribe:  Doug McCarville 





 

Car 
Bike 
Day 1 Climb 
Day 2 Retreat 

(7) Bivy Site 
- .....Nil 



 
Sahale in winter 

 
At 6400 feet the conversation shifted to waste disposal and personal hygiene.  The values inherent in holding, hiding, burying, 
bagging and smearing were all debated and quickly disposed of.  Cleansing was more troublesome.  As if members of an 
encounter group, we confessed to our low ebb.  I started the distillation by admitting to using my son’s Tee shirt on an overnighter 
to Rainier View.  Others divulged intimacies with leaves and bark.  The exchange terminated with visions of Joe greeting 
civilization sans one sock. 
 
It hadn’t helped though.  I’d tempted nature by going paperless in an effort to save a half an ounce of pack weight, but still a 
combination of inordinate flexion, extension, rotation, and lateral bending had overtaxed my wafer thin L4/L5 lumbar segments.  
Not a particularly good thing to happen 770 feet up a 800-foot shoot whose powder had just taken on an ice crust.  Heroics were 
required.  I’d of sooner passed a testicle each to Jonathan and Torben, instead I let them de-pack me and I inched up to the 
shoulder’s armpit in a lurching crawling motion more akin to a half squished spider than a mountaineer.  Humiliated I asked for a 
bivy sack and abandonment, but Torben would have none of that under his lead.  The team double carried and I codeined up 
enough to reach base camp and stories of poop. 
 
So that’s where my climb ended and the true story of a winter attempt on Sahale begins.  As prequel the following preparatory 
excerpts are offered: 
 
Syberg, Torben - Team Leader, 2/24/03, 3:00PM: 
 
Fellow mountain enthusiasts, 
 
The following is my best plan to take advantage of the amazing winter snow/weather situation in the north cascades.  Rarely is the 
snow level high enough to open up the access roads to the heart of the NCNP this time of year.  I spoke with a ranger at the 
Marblemount station and she assured me that my plan is viable. 
 
Destination: Sahale Pk (8680') 
Camp:  Sahale Arm (at the base of Sahale Glacier) 
 
Friday, we head north on I-5 to Arlington, then hwy 530 to Darrington and then Rockport, where we take Hwy 20 to Marblemount.  
We can drive up the Cascade River road out of Marblemount for about 20 miles, where the winter gate is closed.  From there, we 
hike to remaining 3 miles of road.  Just before the final 1/4 of road, we break off and head directly for Cascade Pass.  From the 
pass, we ascend north to Sahale Arm.  Then we follow the Arm to the base of the glacier, where flat spots invite the bivy enthusiast 
(est. 7600').  From camp, the views southward to Johannesburg Mtn, Cascade Pk, The Triplets (and all the rest) will blow you 
away.   
 
Saturday, we ascend the glacier to the base of the rock summit pyramid.  The summit pyramid is small and exposed, especially on 
the north side. 
 
Paul, Jonathan - at 26 Team Youth, 2/24/03, 3:39PM: 
 
Sure... why the hell not?  I'll climb it again. 
 
When I climbed Sahale in 2001, I was able to scramble to the summit... I'd describe it as class 4 (very exposed, but don't need a 
rope). and I remember one small class 5 move.  The rock was rather crappy.  That kind of all goes out the window though for a 
winter ascent as you'd think it'd be snow covered.  I have some ice screws and a second tool I could bring if we think we might use 
them. 
 
This'll be a pretty extreme trip!  I remember it being quite a strenuous hike up to the Sahale Glacier, and that was on dry trail. 
 
Marshall, Joseph the IV – Recent Boealps Graduate, 2/26/03, 1:48 PM 
 
To ease the nerves of loved ones (Marcy).  I was wondering if everyone could send me a contact number.  The Ranger Station 
Number for Sedro-Woolley is 360-856-5700. 
 
Harrison, Ken – Newlywed and ex-flatlander, 1/13/03, 9:48 AM 
 



I see what Debbie's plan is for Doug.  She's going to load him up with so much emergency gear he won't be able to get more than 2 
miles from any trailhead, then bivi for the night and return home.  Maybe we could attempt Little Si in August?  :-) 
 
Whether it was from pissing around with me, or because the rest of the team was fagged from step kicking in 
knee-deep snow for 4,000 vertical feet and somewhere around 8 linear miles, we camped on the shoulder.  
Torben was right.  The views blew us away.  The flakes and fog that had caressed us on ascent began to 
dissipate revealing swaths of wispy sun streaked clouds, virgin pillowy snow blankets and most of all scary 
ass mountains.  We were 360 encompassed by peaks that tore from the ground in black ugly spires defiling 
the snows attempts to cling to their eroding cliffy flanks.  The arm we camped on offered the only respite 
from this terrible beauty.  It doglegged west than north for a mile gradually steepening and joining up to the 
bowl shaped Sahale Glacier.  The glacier was topped like an inverted ice cream cone with a dunce cap of 
black rock. 
 
Five’s an awkward number to climb and camp with.  Too many for a single rope and odd for pairing out 
tents.  I’d taken care of the rope quandary, but as to sleeping someone had to bivy.  Being tough as nails and 
regaling us with stories of a three-day bivy during a Cascadian spring blizzard, Torben prepared his nest.  He 
called it bivy squared consisting of a couple of sacks, a couple of bags and all the clothing he could muster.  
When lying in state his semi-naked head bobbed out like an exited dog’s member.  Next morning we thought 
he was dead, but eventually he thawed and started out before the rest to set in the route up the arm.  I know 
how he felt.  My arm fell asleep a couple of times and Jonathan snored.  Joe and Ken giggled like teenage 
girls at a nightie party.  I don’t even want to know what was up with that. 
 
At this point gentle reader you may say game over take me home.  How can I read the rest of this guys 
blithering.  After all he stayed at camp while men with broad shoulders, men with limitless endurance, 
athletes in their prime made the summit attempt.  True, I cannot suppose to understand much less comment 
on the blood, sweat, puss and suffering these four endured.  Nor, the skill required to negotiate the icy slopes 
and the trepidation they felt as they disposed of the arm and ventured onto the glacier. 
 
But damn, I had a nice fine view for it.  Laying in Joe/Ken’s tent and trying not to think of their giggling, I 
had a god’s perch for the march.  They started almost as doddering old men meandering their way up sifting 
the snow for best tread.  For a while they disappeared into the lip of the glacier and did something that 
seemed to me like an hour-long tea party.  Later they claimed to be gearing and roping up, but at the time all 
I could think to do about it was eat another package of Kraft (made with real cheese) Cheez’n Breadsticks.  
Sure, what the hell else are you going to make cheese snacks out of if you don’t use cheese? 
 
My hooky was invaded by Jonathan checking in. 
 
“CCCkkk CCkk, Doug you okay.” 
“Yeah man, but this cheese is a bit frozen and the sticks keep breaking in half.  How are you guys doing?” 
“CCCkk  CCkk, we’re at the base of the pyramid and Torbin’s giving it a go.” 
“Hey the winds starting to pick up down here and I can see some clouds moving in from the west.  What’s 
your turn around time?” 
“CCCkk, It’s hotter than hell up here.  We’ll turn around by 4.” 
 
What the hell, I thought.  4 o’clock are they crazy.  I’ll be out of cheese sticks by then and have to resort to 
trail mix. 
 
“CCKK, K, make that one the altitude must be getting to me.” 
 
Silence for about an hour and a few ticks before the anointed departure time Jonathan came back on in a bit 
of a tiff. 



 
“We’re coming down.  I’m pissed.” 
“What’s up?” 
“We’re 10 to 15 feet below the summit and it won’t go.” 
“What’s up? 
“There’s no way to get in any protection.  I want to back off and try the traditional route, but the rest of the 
guys want to go.” 
“What’s up?” 
”Pack the tents.” 
 
So there you have it.  Four men 10, 30 and 50 feet from one of the sweetest little summits you’d ever seen.  
A once in a decade shot at perfect winter climbing conditions; Sahale had lifted her skirt and taunted them. 
 
But the North Cascades had given more than they’d taken.  In perfect weather conditions we were afforded solitude, 
3,000 stars (no really, that’s all you can see with the naked eye) and male pattern bonding.  The rat had been fed. (1) 

 
For something like 131 incredible pictures see: 
http://www.imagestation.com/member/?name=jonathanjpaul 
 

(1) Feeding the rat – the need to get out, to flush out the system, to court discomfort and to prevail.  Mo Anthoine 
 
Scribe:  Doug McCarville 
 

 
___________________________________________________________________________ 

 
The Agris Moruss Memorial Fund 

 
 

Agris Moruss was born in Latvia in 1941, the scene of bitter battles between German and Russian troops 
during World War II. He spent his early years in a displaced persons camp in Germany before coming to 
Longview, Washington with his family in 1949. He received his degree in Engineering from the University 
of Washington, then joined Boeing. 
 
He took the Boealps Basic Climbing Class in 1964. Not only was he by far the strongest student, but also one 
of the most popular, both with his fellow students and his instructors. His quiet manner, his willingness to 
always do far more than his share and his unforgettable smile left their mark. 
 
After the class ended, he climbed virtually every weekend, with instructors, classmates, and others. While he 
quickly demonstrated his ability to successfully climb at ever-higher levels, he seemed equally happy being 
on modest routes with companions of mediocre abilities and stamina. 
 
Less than two years after finishing the Basic Class, he was invited to join some of his instructors and other 
veteran climbers on a climb of Mt. McKinley. Though he had only a fraction of the experience of the other 
party members, he pulled the heaviest sled, led the toughest pitches, carried the heaviest pack, and always 
did far more than his share of camp chores. Returning from the summit, the team members gave him a book 
inscribed “To the most inspirational member of the 1976 McKinley Expedition.” 
 
Agris began instructing the Boealps Basic Climbing Class in 1977, generously sharing his energy and 
enthusiasm with students and fellow instructors alike. Unlike some of the other instructors, he would 
patiently follow the slowest students down from the summits, occasionally carrying their packs atop of his. 

http://www.imagestation.com/member/?name=jonathanjpaul


He cheerfully took the least popular routes, and, on more than one occasion, assisted in evacuating students 
who were fatigued, or had been injured. 
 
On May 8th, 1980 eight teams from the Basic Class set out from Narada Falls and Longmire aiming at 
virtually all of the Tatoosh Range summits. When Mt. Saint Helens erupted that morning, the sky suddenly 
turned black, as did the ash-covered snow. All the climbers and instructors quickly forgot their summit bids 
and thought only of a quick descent. All except for Agris. He kicked steps straight up to the top of a steep 
ridge at an incredible pace “just to see if I could get a better view!” 
 
In 1982 Agris decided to take a sabbatical from teaching to accomplish some other goals. One of these was 
to run the Boston Marathon, his first ever marathon. His goals were to finish in less than four hours and 
within the first two thousand. He accomplished both. On a Sunday morning just two weeks later he showed 
up at Snoqualmie Pass, volunteering to fill in for a missing instructor and take a team of Basic Class students 
up Lundin Peak. The summit rocks were covered with a very thin layer of frozen fog. Agris was within just a 
few feet of reaching a solid anchor where he could safely belay the rest of his party to the summit when he 
slipped and disappeared into the whiteout far below. 
 
A few days later more than a thousand of those who had been privileged to have known Agris gathered for a 
memorial service. Not only were there hundreds of climbers, but also his skiing friend, his bicycling 
companions, his fellow workers from Boeing, and hundreds of friends of all ages from the Northwest 
Latvian community. Many of those wanted to contribute “something to help us remember Agris.” By the end 
of the evening, well over a thousand dollars had been left on a table. That is how the Agris Moruss Memorial 
Fund began – very spontaneously and very emotionally. 
 
Over the years the fund has grown, through additional donations and through appreciation. Each year 
applications are considered for a grant or grants from the fund. Those applications which best exemplify the 
spirit in which Agris climbed, and where such a grant might significantly support the attainment of a 
challenging mountaineering objective, have been awarded financial assistance. 
 
 
March BOALP Board Meeting Minutes,  compliments of Terry Hill 
 
Thursday, March 13, at Rob James’s house. 
 
Marty, Scott W, Chris G, Terry H, Kathleen, Vicky, Len, Rob J,  Neils 
 
Agris Moruss Memorial Fund – Applications due June 15th to Chris Gronau, which will then be passed on to 
the board of trustees, Walt Bauermeister, Jack Leicester, and John Pollock (club founder).  They will then 
decide who gets the grant. 
 
Equipment: Marty wants a list and condition of all club equipment, to get an idea of what we need.  Need 
more avalanche beacons.   
 
Web Site: Might have a problem with phone number and addresses being available through search engines.  
Rob will talk to the people hosting.  Right now everyone’s address and phone is on the website, in the future 
the application will have a box to make that info available on the web optional.   
Tried to come up with 3-4 key elements and let Rob revamp the web site.  We will try and make it faster and 
more user friendly over the next several months.  So look out, change is a coming. 
 
Campouts: Spring/Summer is weekend of June 28th or July 12th.  Talked of moving the fall campout 
somewhere else other than Leavenworth. 



 

ADDRESS CHANGE FORM 
 
NAME:  
 
NEW WORK PHONE:  NEW HOME PHONE:  
 
NEW MAIL STOP:  NEW EMAIL:  
 
NEW HOME ADDRESS:   
 
  
 

SEND ADDRESS CHANGES TO PRASH BHAT, M/S 14-MC 
OR: 4712 Fremont Ave N, Seattle, WA 98103 

OR: prashantha.b.bhat@boeing.com 

  
 

NEWS ITEMS AND EDITORIAL COMMENT IN THIS 
PUBLICATION

DO NOT NECESSARILY REFLECT THE VIEWS AND 
OPINIONS OF

THE BOEING COMPANY

April ECHO staff 

 Editors: Kathleen Clawson &  
  Vicky Larsen 
  
 Contributors:                    Ron Fleck   
                                              Tom Glasenapp          
  Andrew Keleher.Doug McCarville  
  Patty   Michaud     
  
 

If you have any submissions - anything  
vaguely mountaineering or outdoors  
related will do - email them to us at 

editor@boealps.org, or give one of us a  
call (our numbers are on the front cover)  

and we’ll arrange something! 



 
                   May 2003  
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
www.boealps.org

 
BOEING EMPLOYEES ALPINE SOCIETY 

President Marty Jolly 206-655-3512 Education Patty Michaud 206-369-2632 
 marty.b.jolly@boeing.com   patricia.michaud@attws.com
Vice President Scott Webb 253-351-1135 Equipment South Mike Jacobsen 206-544-5689 
 scott.a.webb@boeing.com   michael.t.jacobsen@boeing.com
Treasurer Haldis Baty 425-266-9354                   Central Silas Wild 206-527-9453 
 haldis.m.baty@boeing.com   silaswild@yahoo.com
Secretary Terence Hill 253-773-3176                   North Andy Roth 425-342-1308 
 terence.a.hill@boeing.com   andrew.s.roth@boeing.com
Past President Chris Gronau 425-965-6546 Librarian David Hamilton 206-768-7146 
 christopher.w.gronau@boeing.com   pencil_pusher@hotmail.com  
Activities Judy Clarke 206-729-0201 Membership Prash Bhat 206-655-8141 
 Judy_gclarke@hotmail.com   prashantha.b.bhat@boeing.com  
Conservation John Schneider 425-965-3845 Photography Richard Humbert 206-783-6126 
 trimix@mindspring.com   richhumbert@hotmail.com  
Echo Editors Kathleen Clawson 425-773-2690 Programs John Gowan 425-774-4792 
 Vicky Larsen 425-342-6991  jjgowan@earthlink.net  
 editor@boealps.org  Web Master Rob James 206-544-3033 
    rob.james@physics.org  

 
Photo: “Down Kilimanjaro” by John Gowan 

 
 
 
 

    

WWaallllyy  BBeerrgg  
SSlliiddee  sshhooww  oonn  

EEvveerreesstt  CClliimmbbss 
 

He’s been up Everest four times and  
always has his camera!  

So don’t miss this meeting and bring  
all your friends!!! 

Sample of what to expect can be found at  
http://classic.mountainzone.com/photo/berg/
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GENERAL 
MEETING 

 
 

Thursday: May 1st  
At the 2-22 Building 

See Next page for a map. 
 
 

Social half hour 
Starts at 7:00 pm 

Meeting at 7:30 pm 
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  Belay stance 
The presentation for the May General Meeting should be a great show! SO DON’T MISS IT!!  
It’s at a different location, so there’s a map below – see you there!  
  

There’s a lot going on in the next two months.   
 The Basic class will be wrapping up in early June with the graduation climb of Mt Baker.  

There’s about 45 students and they are having a great time!  For photo’s from the first Devil’s 
Peak Weekend go to  http://groups.msn.com/VickysPhotos/shoebox.msnw  

 The Intermediate Class is in full swing.  Last weekend was the Easter Leavenworth outing.  
Featuring Mountain rescue, Easter egg decorating, and an Easter egg hunt while placing pro.  
Doesn’t sound like the hard core Intermediate Class does it? There are photos at 
http://groups.msn.com/VickysPhotos/shoebox.msnw and http://www.imagestation.com/album/?id=4290304129  

 The SUMMER CAMPOUT is June 28th-29th.  Boealps is providing food this year!  So, come on 
out for some great camping fun!!!  See the flyer in this issue for details. Also see the education 
section for the lead seminar happening that Sunday. 

 There are a couple activities listed – Mt Hood and the Swiss Alps 
 The Agris Morrus fund is accepting grant applications, for help with that climb of a lifetime 

goal.      Happy Climbing, 
From the Desk of your Editor, 
Vicky        

  

http://groups.msn.com/VickysPhotos/shoebox.msnw
http://groups.msn.com/VickysPhotos/shoebox.msnw
http://www.imagestation.com/album/?id=4290304129


 

Sun Mon Tue Wed Thu Fri Sat 

27          28            
ICC Lecture 

29             30            
ICC Marymoor 
Park 

1              
Gen Meeting: 
Wally Berg 

2 3               
ICC Smith 
Rock 

4              
ICC Smith 
Rock 

5 6 7             
BCC Lecture 

8              9 10           
BCC Tatoosh 

11           
BCC Tatoosh 

12            
ICC lecture 

13 14           
BCC crevasse 
rescue at Gas 
Works Park 

15            
Full Moon 

16 17              
ICC Squamish  
BCC crevasse 
rescue 

18            
ICC Squamish  
BCC crevasse 
rescue 

19              20              21              22 23 24             

25             26    
Memorial Day 

27 28            
BCC Lecture 

29 30 31           
BCC Mt 
Baker 

      

 May 

  2003 



 

 

Sun Mon Tue Wed Thu Fri Sat 

1                  2              
ICC lecture       

3 4             
BCC Final 
Exam 

5 6 7              
ICC Alpine 1 
BCC Mt Baker 

8              
ICC Alpine 1  
BCC Mt Baker 

9 10 11             
BCC 
Graduation 

12 13 14              
Full Moon 

15       
Father’s Day 

16            
ICC lecture 

17 18 19 20 21            
ICC Alpine 2 

22            
ICC Alpine 2 

23 24 25 26 27 28      
Summer 
Campout 

29      
Summer 
Campout 

30 1 2 3 4 
Independence 
Day 

5 

 2003 

 June 



 
 
 
 
 
 

Agris Moruss  
Memorial Fund  

Applications Now Being Accepted 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Applications are currently being accepted for the 2002 
Agris Moruss Memorial Fund grant. The grant is offered 
each year to help meet the expenses of a worthy climbing 
endeavor attempted by Boealps members. Past grants 
have been awarded for climbing trips all around the 
globe. The trip’s sense of exploration and level of 
challenge for the applying climbers is more important 
than the technical difficulty of the trip’s objective when 
the decision to award the grant is made. The size of the 
grant is at the sole discretion of the Board of Trustees, 
but it is generally about $100. 
 
The grant is offered in memory of Agris Moruss, a long 
time club member and an active climber who lost his life 
leading a Basic Class climb of Lundin Peak in 1982.  The 
only application requirements are that you are a current 
Boealps member, you attempt the climbing trip during 
2003, and (if awarded the grant) that you write a letter of 
appreciation to Agris’ father. In addition, I personally ask 
that you write up a trip report for the Echo. 
 
You may apply by writing a letter outlining your trip and 
the reason you feel it meets the criteria for the grant. 
Applications must be received by June 15, 2003. Send 
your letter of application to Chris Gronau at M/S OY-11.  
If you're not a Boeing employee, you can e-mail Chris at 
Christopher.w.gronau@boeing.com.  
 

 

mailto:Christopher.w.gronau@boeing.com


 
 
 
 
 
 

Summer campout! 
 
The club campout this summer is going to be held on 
June 28-29 in the group site in Eight-Mile 
Campground in Icicle Creek, near Leavenworth. 
Warm weather, great company and fantastic climbing 
and hiking in the nearby area – how can you resist!? 
There will be a hike/climb up one of the peaks in the 
area and a lead climb seminar to coincide with the 
campout (details will be advertised in next month’s 
Echo) and if any other member would like to lead 
another activity nearby please let me know – the more 
the merrier! 
 
Boealps will provide food Saturday night!  
(But feel free to bring along your favorite dissert to 
share!) 
  
Numbers have been dwindling at the campouts 
recently…it would be great to revive the tradition… 
hope to see you there! 
 
         Any questions about the campout?  
                           Contact me, Judy Clarke,                
                          judy_gclarke@hotmail.com,  
                                 (206)-729-0201 
 

mailto:judy_gclarke@hotmail.com


 
 

 

  

Boealps University 
Patricia Michaud,  
Dean of Admissions 

 
LEAD CLIMB SEMINAR 

 
A lead climb seminar is planned for the summer campout (June 28-29).   

It will be held Sunday and cover anchors, pro, and safe lead climbing techniques.  
 Contact Patty (206-369-3632) if you're interest in taking OR teaching the class. 

 

  
 

hikes  scrambles  ski trips  climbs  other 
 
Mt Hood                                                              June 6th or 7th     
 
One of the classic Cascade climbs.  The plan is to leave Friday and climb Saturday.  This 
may slide to Saturday and Sunday, depending on weather.  Here is the web site from Mt 
Hood to wet your appetite. 
http://www.fs.fed.us/t6/mthood/recreation2003/mountain-climbing/index.shtml  
 
Mountain/Area     Mt Hood (standard route from Timberline) 
Elevation         11,237 ft. 
Grade             I-II 
Duration          2 Day trip, including driving 
Skills required    Basic Class Graduate or equivalent 
Limits            12 persons 
Contact Details   Joe Schnoebelen  joseph.k.schnoebelen@boeing.com  
 
 
Swiss Alps                                                         June 29th - July 3rd  
 

Ever dreamed of climbing in the Swiss Alps?  Well here's your chance.  

Another BoeAlper (Kyle Comanor) and myself will be climbing there in the June 29 to July 3 
timeframe.  
Details are vague at this point so it's not too late to get in on the planning.  
My wife will be hiking while we're climbing so feel free to include your "hiking only" friends 
and family.  

Check out these links or do your own web search:  
http://www.bielefeldt.de/alpene.htm  
http://www.peakware.com/encyclopedia/ranges/bernese.htm  
http://www.caingram.com/Swiss-alps.htm#Switzerland  
We're excited about it and would love to have you join us.   

Email me at blaine@kinnebrew.com if you're interested. 

http://www.fs.fed.us/t6/mthood/recreation2003/mountain-climbing/index.shtml
http://www.bielefeldt.de/alpene.htm
http://www.peakware.com/encyclopedia/ranges/bernese.htm
http://www.caingram.com/Swiss-alps.htm#Switzerland
mailto:blaine@kinnebrew.com


 

A Poem by Heidi Kneller  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Mt Rainier 
 
Much less below the sky than I, your maiden form's more like a guy. 
No sentimental femme fatale, what sex are you, pray tell? 
Handsome, tall and dark - our love is not an easy thing to mark. 
One moment wind and sky, the next a sad goodbye. 
The charisma of the skyline, your feinting modesty's a sign 
Of the mad crusader, up within your crater. 
A fixed and solitary dervish, you whip rock and ice to skirmish 
And me to sacrifice, to sun and snow and ice. 
I've perched upon your peak, all crumpled in a heap 
Worshiping the air up there, and uttering a prayer. 
I'm sure indeed you are a 'Miss' else why'd you thrill me with this kiss 
And for some moments leave me vexed, yet blow me off the next? 
You seem much like that fickle sex - at least in most respects. 
But then, what of your silent ways and lack of word bouquets? 
One minute sun and stars and view renoirs 
That turn to surly silence and a storm of violence. 
You leave me all alone within a snow cyclone 
To fall into a deep crevasse and freeze upon my ass. 
There is no more a question - I will admit transgression 
You must consent to be a man and I will love you if I can. 
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Belay stance 
 

Hi Boealpers! 
 
It’s time to sift through all the great photos you’ve taken and pick some to enter in the Photo 
Contest, July 3rd.  Be sure to bring some horizontal high contrast entries for the Echo Covers next 
year!  See the flyer after the calendar for detailed information on categories and guidelines.  And, if 
you’re not a picture taker, come chat with some friends and help pick the winners anyway! 
 
Well, the Basic Climbing Class has finished for the year.  Although it was a small class, the 
students still had tons of enthusiasm and excitement for their newly learned skills.   Almost 
everyone made it to the summit of Mt Baker for the graduation climb this year, as we got lucky with 
great weather for two weekends.  I was privileged to climb with Matt, Tranh and Andrea – an 
awesome rope team! - and members of Ron’s Team Noir.  Photos are at 
http://groups.msn.com/VickysPhotos/053003bccmtbaker.msnw.  Some basic class activities have continued as the 
make up outings are happening.  There’s a write up from Florence Sheehan on the Crevasse 
Rescue re-do.  It was so cloudy on one day of the original outing that the crevasses were hiding, 
so the z-pulley practice took place by the parking lot.  This was a chance for those students to go 
into a crevasse, in somewhat better weather conditions.  This was followed the next day with a 
climb of Unicorn Peak.  There’s a write-up from Florence in this issue as well.  Congratulations to 
new team lead instructor Ron Fleck.  He’s survived the experience and this issue has some 
musings to offer on the experience. 
 
The Intermediate Climbing Class has completed Alpine 1 and Alpine 2.  Alpine 1 was a great 
learning experience for all in wonderful weather.  Dan, Jens, Lisa and I had a wonderful time doing 
the Brothers Traverse in the Olympics.  The company was great! And to quote Jens “To me this 
was a great climb. It had lots of great aspects: it was physical, it was exposed, we went up and 
down steep snow, it had a mix of snow and rock protection, it had challenging planning and route 
finding and last but not least it was very committing out on that ridge! This was definitely the real 
deal.”  We may manage a real trip report on this one, but if you’d like a sneak preview here’s the 
link to the photos http://groups.msn.com/VickysPhotos/060703brotherstraverse.msnw. 
 
From the more experienced Boealps crowd there are a couple trip reports as well.  Todd Bauck 
climbed the Lowe/Weiss Route on the Moonlight Buttress – It’s a tail of an exhausting sounding 
adventure, done appropriately partly in moonlight!  Jorg Pilchowski has a description and photos to 
share from a Colchuck Peak climb. 
 
Also in this issue are two songs from Ron Fleck, a poem from Len Kannapell and some activity 
outings from the recent Bag-It night. 
 
My thanks to all who contributed to this issue!  Keep it coming! 
 

        Happy Climbing!!! 
One of your Echo Editors, 

Vicky 
         

 

http://groups.msn.com/VickysPhotos/053003bccmtbaker.msnw
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THE BOEALPS ANNUAL PHOTO CONTEST 

Thursday, July 3rd, 2003 
Oxbow Recreation Center 

7:00-9:00 pm 
 

Start rounding up your slides and prints - the Boealps Annual Photo Contest will be held 
at the July general meeting at the Oxbow Rec Center! 

 
Prizes will be given out for the categories listed below with the exception of the Echo 
Cover category. First place winning slides and prints will be displayed in the Alpine Echo 
(with permission of the photographer). The top four placing slides and/or prints in the 
Echo Cover category will get placed on the Echo cover for three months each over the 
course of the next year. 
 

Categories 
Mountain Scenes 

Climbing 
Nature Scenes 

People 
Sunsets & Sunrise 

Boealps Climbing Class 
Most Embarrassing 

Echo Cover* 
 
For each category, there will be two sets of prizes, one for prints and one for slides. 
 
(*except for the Echo Cover, which will be a combined category. All entries in this 
category must have high contrast and a horizontal orientation - vertical orientations will 
not fit on the cover.) 
 
How to enter: 
Show up at 6:30 pm if you plan on entering any slides or prints. 
Entry forms will be provided at the meeting. 
Your name should appear on each entry. (For slides, write on the frame; for prints, attach 
a note to the back.) 
Each person may have a maximum of 2 entries per category. 
 
Rules: 

 
• Do not enter photos that have won in previous years (The Echo cover category is not 

subject to this rule). 
• You must be the actual photographer of your entry. 
• All entries must be of club interest. 
 
Any final arbitration rests with the club photography chair whose decision is final. 



 

 

 
 

 

  

Boealps University 
Patricia Michaud,  
Dean of Admissions 

 
Upcoming Classes 
  
It's never too early to sign up!  Many of these classes quickly fill, so it's best to start planning.  
Contact Patty at 206-369-2632 or patricia.michaud@attws.com if you're interested in taking or 
helping out with any of the classes. 
  
Ice Climbing Seminar - October 
Avalanche Seminar - December/January 

 
 

 
 
Almost 
 
I am almost there. 
Perhaps what is gold, this: 
These days before summer 
The toll of the solstice, 
When day is youngest and the oldest 
Yet neither warmest nor the coldest 
That juxtaposed celestial wonder. 
 
I am almost there - 
When the burgeoning spring 
Turns masses of winter 
Into cascading streams 
That rise up the banks and burst at the seam; 
Fresh from the nest, how a bird takes to wing 
A flower unfolds, it's progress unhindered. 
 
I am almost there 
When dawn slowly passes 
From the middle of day 
To evening, in ashes; 
The spring is but a dream that flashes  
And just before the summer clashes:  
I am almost there; but here, I'll stay. 
 
-Len Kannapell 6/26/03 
(inspiration courtesy of Black Peak, ICC Alpine 1, 
6/7/03) 

mailto:patricia.michaud@attws.com


 

hikes !!!! scrambles !!!! ski trips !!!! climbs !!!! other 
 

Mt. Shasta                                                               July 3-6      
 
Trip dates:    July 3-6 
Mountain:    Mt. Shasta 
Elevation:    14,162 ft 
Route:     Avalanche Gulch (standard route) 
Class Rating:     2 
Grade:     II (described as a walk-up over moderate terrain) 
Approximate Times:     4 hours from Bunny Flat parking lot (6,800 ft) to Helen Lake (10,400 ft) on July 4; 
5-8 hours to summit on July 5 
Maps Required:    south side of Mt Shasta (you can have a "custom" map printed out on plastic coated 
paper at REI for $7.95) 
Skills Required: use of ice axe and crampons for snow travel; no rope is needed 
Brief Description: Hike up trail from parking lot on trail/snow into Avalanche Gulch with ridges on either 
side. Climb straight up to Helen Lake and make camp. Climb up the gulch to 12,800 ft. where you reach 
the Red Banks, which are large orange palisades of pumice rock. Beware of rock fall here. We may either 
climb up in a steep chimney in the Red Banks, or take the longer path around. After the Red Banks there 
is a plateau, then a climb up to Misery Hill (13,200 ft). At the top of Misery Hill you can finally see the 
summit. Hike across another plateau, and do another short climb up the Pyramid Summit to the top. 
Glissade back down the same way. (plagiarized from summitpost.com) 
Number of Persons:  we are willing to take 4 (we have room for 2 in our Isuzu Rodeo and would love to 
share driving) 
Contact Info:    name: Florence and Michael Sheehan 
                        telephone: Florence at work: 206.543.4535; Michael at work: 425.697.5151 #4 
                                            home: 206.232.2493 (no recording on answering machine; just wait 15 sec for 
beep then talk) 
                            email: mtsheehan@earthlink.net (home); sheehan@u.washington.edu (Florence at work); 
                                                                     msheehan@microplanetltd.com (Michael at work) 
 
 
 
Cathedral Rock                  July 6th       
 
Mountain/Area     Cathedral Rock (SW face) 
Elevation        6724 ft. 
Class             4 
Duration          1 day 
Skills required   Basic rock climbing/scrambling  
Limits            6 people 
Brief description This climb has turned me away twice by mud slides and lightning. Revenge! 
Contact Details   Zack Thunemann; phone 425-865-6046(work), 206-218-7005(cell); email 
Paul.Z.Thunemann@PSS.Boeing.com; M/S 7L-21 
 

http://by2fd.bay2.hotmail.msn.com/cgi-bin/compose?mailto=1&msg=MSG1056083364.66&start=1829348&len=4727&src=&type=x&to=mtsheehan%40earthlink%2enet&cc=&bcc=&subject=&body=&curmbox=F000000001&a=c3e5ccede36bdc3010c97f776889fbec
http://by2fd.bay2.hotmail.msn.com/cgi-bin/compose?mailto=1&msg=MSG1056083364.66&start=1829348&len=4727&src=&type=x&to=sheehan%40u%2ewashington%2eedu&cc=&bcc=&subject=&body=&curmbox=F000000001&a=c3e5ccede36bdc3010c97f776889fbec
mailto:Paul.Z.Thunemann@PSS.Boeing.com


 
 
Mt. Stuart                                              July 16-18       
 
Mountain/Area      Mt. Stuart 
Elevation          9470 
Route              Ulrich Couloir ascent, Cascadian Cascade descent 
Class               2-3 
Grade                II 
Times              3-4 hours to camp(day1), 5-8 hours to summit (day 2),descend 5 hours to camp  and 
4-5 hours to trailhead (day ) 
Skills Required    Ice axe arrest, use of crampons, climb 30-45 degree slope  
Maps Required      Mt. Stuart 
Brief Description      Hike to Longs Pass, down 1500’ to camp. Scramble to summit on day 2, descend, 
overnight in camp. Out to trailhead on day 3. Bring helmet and crampons. No rope required. 
Limits              6 
Contact            Florence and Michael Sheehan. Phone 206-543-9535 (work); 206-232-2493 (home); 
email mtsheehan@earthlink.net 
  
 
Sahale-Buckner Traverse                         August  (no specific date yet)    
 
South Route up Sahale, SE Face up Boston & SW Route on Buckner 
 
Mountain/Area Sahale, Boston, Buckner 
Elevation          8680’, 8894’ & 9080’ 
Class                        4              
Duration              3 days 
Skills Required  Basic Class Graduate, route finding, good endurance, light bivy. 
Brief description       Camp high Friday. Climb Buckner Saturday. Sahale and Boston Sunday. 
Limits              6 
Contact            Zack Thunemann; phone 425-265-6046(work), 206-218-7005(cell); email 
Paul.Z.Thunemann@PSS.Boeing.com; M/S 7L-21 
 
 
 
 
 
Eldorado, Klawatti, Austera                                       August 1-3       
 
Mountain/Area Eldorado, Klawatti, Austera 
Elevation          8300’ 
Class                        Glacier, class3        
Duration              3 days 
Skills Required  Basic Class Graduate 
Brief description      Leave car park at 6-7 to climb to base camp with the possibility of climbing 
Eldorado. Early start for Klawati and Austera with glacier travel involved. Return to camp late afternoon. 
On day 3 another opportunity to climb Eldorado and return to car. 
Limits              6 
Contact            Tony Olejnicki. Phone 253-773-1574 (work),425-443-1760 (home); email 
TOLEJNICKI@ NETSCAPE.NET  I-ANTHONY.OLEJNICKI@BOEING.COM 
 
 

mailto:mtsheehan@earthlink.net
mailto:Paul.Z.Thunemann@PSS.Boeing.com


 

Stairway up Stevens 
 (Tune of Stairway to Heaven) 

 
There’s a student who knows, that it’s tough in the snow 
And she’s kicking a stairway up Stevens 
As she climbs high it blows but she shrugs off the cold 
Cause her fleece jacket keeps her so toasty 
 
Oo-ooh, oo-ooh, and she’s kicking a stairway up Stevens 
 
When the powder gets deep, and the slope ever steep 
Then her step kicking turns into flailing 
If it’s corniced on top, neath the ridgeline she’ll stop 
Cause you know sometimes cornices just break off 
 
Ooh, It makes me wonder;      Ooh, I hear Thunder 
 
There's a feeling I get; When I summit the crest 
And my hamstrings are crying for relief  
On the slopes one can see, sluffs of snow by the trees 
And the sure signs of slides we avoided  
 
No one whimpered on top, “hey team lead can we stop” 
Cause we knew that we had so much work to do 
First we slid on our guts then we slid on our butts 
But the head first on our backs was toughest 
 
Ooh, It makes me wonder;      Ooh, Do you hear Thunder 
 
If there’s a picket in a trench now, it’s called a dead man 
It’s just one anchor out of many 
Then there’s a boot ax and a bollard that you can fall on 
They’re so much stronger than they appear 
 
And It makes me wonder;      Ooh, I hear Thunder 

 
Yes, there are two paths you can descend by, but in the  
long run 
There’s still time to change the slope you’re on 
Dear student can you see the fresh tracks, in the snow  
pack 
Your stairway lies on the downward path 
 
And as we plunge step down the hill,  
Our technique prevents nasty spills 
There comes a student we all know,  
Glissading by on purest snow 
And as we watch her zoom on by,  
We think we’ll give that slide a try 
Cause if you control downward speed, 
Then glissades can spare your knees 
If you can avoid all the trees 

 
And she’s completed the stairway up Stevens   
 
 
 

“Team Noir”  
(Tune of Lady Marmalade, by Patti LaBelle) 

  
Hey Climber, Go Climber, Bold Climber, Go Climber 
Hey Climber, Go Climber, Bold Climber, Go Climber 
 
We are Team Noi-oir and we’re ready to go 
Strutting our stuff on the slopes 
We say hello, hey bro – wanna do it in snow? 
 
Gotta grab my ice ax, baby 
Gotta make tracks in the snow 
Boogie up that snow slope, mama 
Come and climb with Team Noir 
 
Voulez-vous monter avec NOIR – we’re suave 
Voulez-vous monter avec NOIR? 
 
We hung off the rock at old Erie state park 
And flailed our way up Stevens pass – oh my 
The powder got deep but we crested that heap 
 
Gotta grab my ice ax, baby 
Gotta make tracks in the snow 
Boogie up that snow slope, mama 
Come and climb with Team Noir 
 
Voulez-vous monter avec NOIR – we’re suave 
Voulez-vous monter avec NOIR? 
 
(Instrumental) 
 
Hey, Hey, Hey 
We climbed at the pass and we climbed the Tatoosh 
Lightning can’t keep us away 
Hey Pinnacle Peak - was that thunder trying to speak 
Noir, Noir, NOIR 
 
When we’re at work doing 9 to 5 
Dreaming of summits unclimbed 
And when researching the bergs, we get the urge 
Climb, Climb, CLIMB, 
 
Gotta grab my ice ax, baby 
Gotta make tracks in the snow 
Boogie up that snow slope, mama 
Come and climb with Team Noir 
 
Voulez-vous monter avec NOIR – we’re suave 
Voulez-vous monter avec NOIR? 
Voulez-vous monter avec NOIR – we’re suave 
Come and climb with Team Noir 
 
Voulez-vous monter avec NOIR – we’re suave 
Voulez-vous monter avec NOIR? 
Voulez-vous monter avec NOIR – we’re suave 
Voulez-vous monter avec NOIR? 
Voulez-vous monter avec NOIR – we’re suave 
Voulez-vous monter avec NOIR? 
Voulez-vous monter avec NOIR – we’re suave 
Voulez-vous monter avec NOIR? 
Gotta grab my ice ax, baby 
Gotta make tracks in the snow 
Boogie up that snow slope, mama 
Gotta grab my ice ax, baby  (fade)



 
 
 

Moonlight 
 
Moonlight Buttress 
Climber/scribe:  Todd Bauck 
May, 2003 
 
The Lowe/Weiss Route on Moonlight Buttress (often simply 
referred to as Moonlight Buttress) is in Zion National Park.  It 
primarily ascends a splitter crack in Navaho sandstone.  While it 
can be free climbed at 5.12+, for mortals like me it is an aid climb.   
 
My initial plan was to do a rope solo climb by fixing the first three 
pitches and then climb it with one bivy on the wall.  When I 
arrived at the start on Tuesday at 3 PM, there was a party of three 
starting up the third pitch.  They were also planning on fixing the 
first three pitches and then doing the rest of the route in a day. 
 
While they were still above me, I started on the first pitch, easy 
free climbing with just a few 5.9 moves.   Then the second pitch, 
which was easy aid and free climbing.  The third pitch was a bolt 
ladder with one missing bolt; an awkward mantel allowed me to 
get past the missing bolt.  Because the first three pitches traversed, 
I made it back to the ground in two long rappels.  I had thought to 
do the initial hauls on Wednesday, but with the other party of 
three coming back, I wanted to get a head start.  So I ate some 
dinner, and since the moon was almost full, did the hauling by 
moonlight (Moonlight by moonlight). 
 
The bivy spot at the top of pitch three is called the “Rocker 
Block.” It was flat and level, but only 3’ x 2’, and swayed 
somewhat.  I used my aiders as a sling to support my legs.  The 
views of Zion by moonlight were great!  In Zion canyon, only 
shuttle busses and a few cars (guests and workers at the Zion 
lodge) are allowed to drive in May.  The shuttle busses quit 
running at 10 PM, so the canyon was quiet and dark.  The only 
lights I could see were headlamps over on the Prodigal Son route 
on Angel’s landing.  There appeared to be an epic going on over 
there.  I woke about 2 AM and the headlamps were still on and 
about a pitch apart.  Because Angles Landing is NE facing, they 
did not get any moonlight. 
 
The next morning, I packed up and lead the next pitch, about 180’ 
to a hanging belay.  Most of the remaining pitches would be like 
this one – a parallel crack that ate red and yellow aliens (and 
almost nothing else).  The party of three arrived while I was 
leading this pitch.  They were not moving very fast and agreed to 
jumar my fixed rope to speed up their ascent.  I rappelled down to 
the Rocker Block and hung out for a few hours while they jugged 
up and led the next pitch.  At one point I was dozing off and heard 
a tentative yell of “Shirt” from one of the threesome above me.  
Sure enough, a shirt landed next to me.  As they were clearing out 
of that belay, I jugged back up with the shirt.  The guy who 
dropped it was apologetic and said he did not know what to yell, 
after all, it is not like I could have gotten hurt by a falling shirt.   
 
I hauled my stuff up and began the next pitch.  It began slightly 
past vertical and then pulled through a roof.  The crux for me was 
a difficult flaring chimney.  I had to stay deep in the chimney to 
place gear, but this made the climbing very awkward.   There was  

 
 
one spot a few feet below a bolt that the topo marked as a “hook 
move.” Unfortunately, I did not have a hook.  Instead, I ended 
up doing an ugly free move to get past that spot and up to the 
bolt.  The angle eased off after this to still just a bit past vertical 
and the climbing became easier. When I rappelled down from 
this pitch, I ended up about 20’ away from the wall because the 
pitch was so overhung.  Hauling the pig was a breeze. 
 
When I started Wednesday morning, I was hoping to do the 
pitches to the next bivy ledge and then fix one more pitch 
beyond.  But the holdup to let the other party pass cost me time.  
And the transitions on every pitch were also slowing me down.  
Normally on an aid climb, you lead in blocks – meaning that 
one climber leads and the other belays/jugs several pitches in a 
row so that you do not have to change from the leading setup to 
belaying/jugging.  But when you solo, you have to do these 
transitions on every pitch.  I was timing myself and found the 
leads really were not taking all that long, but then I would have 
to set up the haul, rappel down and free the pig, jug back up and 
clean the pitch, and then haul.  The transition time for each of 
these steps was adding a lot more time than I had expected.  
Additionally, I was paranoid that I would leave something at 
one anchor that I would need at the other anchor, so I was 
taking extra time to make sure I had everything prior to doing 
the next step.  That is a long way of saying that I arrived at the 
bivy without enough time to lead the next pitch.  This was a 
longer bivy ledge, but it was sloping.  Once again I slept with 
my feet in the aiders. 
 
My hope to get an early start Thursday morning was dashed 
when it started raining just before sunrise.  Wet sandstone loses 
a lot of its cohesion and a good rain would mean I would not be 
able to finish, but instead have to rappel down.  Fortunately, it 
was a light rain that did not last.  I was getting quicker at the 
transitions, and the remaining pitches went more efficiently.  
My goal was to finish leading the last pitch with its 5.7 slab 
before the sun set.  Once it was done, it was just a race to clean 
the pitch, haul the pig, pack everything up, and hike out before 
the last bus left the trailhead below.  A quick check of the time 
told me that it could be done if I hustled.  I got everything up on 
top just as it was getting dark – now I had over an hour to pack 
up and hike out the 2+ miles to the trailhead.  Unfortunately that 
is where my luck ended.  The top of Moonlight Buttress is 3rd 
class terrain with big drop-offs – easy to navigate with the full 
moon that I was expecting.  But I looked up to see the moon 
was a dull brown. The rare earth eclipse of the moon was 
happening right then!  The eclipse ended after about an hour, 
but I was unwilling to search for the route down using only a 
headlamp.  So although I ascended Moonlight by moonlight, I 
could not descend Moonlight by moonlight.  (I can’t believe I 
did all that work just for that one line.) 
 
Friday morning, I packed up and hiked out.  I must have 
smelled bad, because after I got on the bus, everyone else got 
off at the next stop.



 
Colchuck 5-18-03 

 
Three of us, Jon Baker, David Hotchkiss and myself headed to 
Leavenworth on Sunday to climb Colchuck Peak (8705 ft) in 
the Enchantment Lakes area. We met  in Bellevue at 4 am and 
started the approach from the trailhead at 7 am. We reached 
Colchuck lake in about 2.5 - 3 hrs, lounged in the warm sun 
and got our climbing gear sorted for about an hour. At 11 am 
we got serious and started heading up the glacier. The weather 
was better than in the forecast - it was mostly sunny with some 
clouds. Therefore we got partly baked on the glacier and then 
frozen by the wind on top. The climb next to the impressive 
wall of Dragontail is great. The glacier surface was mixed, 
sometimes hard crusted ice, but often we also broke through 
and then the step kicking got really tiring. I had to shake off 
some muscle cramps several times during the day. After we 
reached the saddle it was another half hour of scrambling and 

walking NW to the summit. The wind had picked up quite a 
bit blowing some snow drifts up from the Northern cliff. But 
overall it still held up well. We summited at 2:30 pm and 
took in breath-taking views of Mount Stewart and the hole 
360 degree panorama of mountains around us. We were all 
quite fatigued and I shelved some ideas I had in the back of 
my mind to head around the back of Dragontail, go through 
the upper Enchantments, summit Little Anapurna and head 
out down Asgard pass. Not this time, I'll have to wait for the 
day I feel like Superman. It took us about four hours to 
head the same way back out to the trailhead. On the way 
down Colchuck glacier David enjoyed some excellent 
glissading and I tried out my new snowshoes but only to 
strap them back onto the backpack again after I took a 
good slide which I could barely arrest with my hiking pole. 
No matter how good the crampons are underneath the snow shoes, a 35 degree slope is too much :-) The trail out 
from the lake seemed like it never wanted to end. We reached the car at 7 pm and were happy that it was all over. But 
then over beer and burgers at Gustavs peace settled in our minds again and we felt very satisfied with what we had 
achieved for the day, after all - the elevation gain of 5500 ft was more then on Rainier counting from camp Muir. On the 
ride back most of us succumbed to sleep. Luckily Jon, our brave driver, fought it off and shuttled us home safely.  
 
Jörg Pilchowski 
 

 

 



 
Crevasse Rescue on the Nisqually Glacier, Saturday June 22 

Author: Florence Sheehan 
 

 Saturday's Crew was: Ron Fleck, Hau Pho, James Schalla, Kay Kaaneche, Roger Poock, Bethany Franko, 
Jinja Yutzy, Tony Olejnicki, Steve ONeal, Bill Sharer, Mike Uschold, Michael Sheehan, Florence Sheehan, Kathy Baillie, Jerry 
Baillie. 
 The weather during this Crevasse Rescue Clinic wasn’t quite as bad a white-out as on May 17 because I could 
actually see the Nisqually Glacier moraine for a swimming pool’s length ahead of my feet. It still took a little searching to 
find a good crevasse. Crevasses are so devious: they hide when you want a nice big one, but appear suddenly under your 
feet when you are just trying to get back to the car. Fortunately our packs kept all three victims from falling deeper than 
thigh level. We need a less intimate way to discover crevasses. 

But I am getting ahead of the story.   It was wet and wild, actually windy and snowy.  At the crevasse site, we built 
two big snow walls, one to protect the belayer and the other for those waiting their turn to finally see the inside of a crevasse 
under controlled conditions. The instructors displayed their wisdom and judgment in deciding to pass on a repeat of z-
pulleys and just go for the drop. Besides we got to practice the brute force method of crevasse rescue. A brilliant engineer 
(Jerry) figured out that little figure 8 bites tied at intervals along the rope make great pulling handles (point to remember for 
the future). 

Without sunshine the ice inside the crevasse was not blue but gray. I had expected smooth walls with maybe a 
snow-dusted ledge down below from reading climbing sagas like Anapurna and Touching the Void. What I saw instead 
were pillows of ice overlapping each other randomly. Ice climbing on frozen waterfalls had never attracted me but suddenly 
I wished I had time and an ice tool in each hand to start whaling away at the wall.  I was just starting to plot out a route 
when I felt the first upward jerk of the rope. 

Tony’s stove was a comfort and we eventually managed to boil two pots of snow behind the huge snow shelter even 
without the wind shield. We shared some food, James took pictures of everyone in the crevasse, and spirits stayed high. The 
wind occasionally blew us glimpses of where we were, and of other large groups of climbers also out to practice their alpine 
skills.  
Our inbound path was not one we wanted to repeat. So left a bunch of wands to the mountain god on our way out. As Ron 
taught us, “the politically correct way to say that you’re lost is that you’re off route.” Actually finding a new route out was 
handled brilliantly by Ron with Jerry as backup navigator and it had the incredible advantage of being a much shorter path. 

Of course the snow that was falling high on the glacier foretold wetness at the parking lot. The prospect of camping 
at Cougar Rock seemed less and less fun even after a few beers. Hard decisions were delayed until we could regroup at the 
Longmire Inn. There the weekend crew of 15 had dwindled to just the Sheehans.  The rest of the crevasse crew bailed. The 
Baillie’s arrived a bit late after missing Longmire on the drive down from Paradise.  Jerry wasn’t wearing his fogged up 
glasses!  If they had arrived just a few minutes earlier, their enthusiasm might have made a different story. We were happily 
joined here by Laurie and Shawn, and slowly dined in comfort while the Inn’s radiators conveniently dried our Goretex and 
fleece. I always say that a hot dinner is requisite for camping in the cold. Back at Cougar Rock, Roger’s wood was converted 
into a welcome bedtime bonfire.  We each had a couple of beers, but we were generally too tired to enjoy the fire for long. 

One very significant announcement was made at dinner, Shawn and Laurie are now officially engaged!  She 
received an engagement “motorcycle” along with a more traditional ring.  The wedding date is tentatively set for November 
28th 2003.  Their car-camping tent is in sad shape with the zipper completely blown out.  Shawn jury rigged a heavy tarp 
with a picnic table to help keep them dry during the rather moist night. 

 

 
Left to Right: Kathy, Bill, Bethany, James, Tony & Florence.



 
 

Unicorn Peak, Sunday, June 22 
Author: Florence Sheehan 

 
 

Sunday's crew was: Lisa Manhart, Shawn Haar, Laurie Varner, Michael Sheehan, Florence Sheehan, 
Stefan Uellenberg, Kathy Baillie and Jerry Baillie. 
 
 
Lisa arrived at the Cougar Rock campground around 7am to find all tents rather quiet. We eventually made 
it to Longmire for breakfast. Lisa fortuitously spied Stefan who was about to give up hunting for us (he didn’t 
know we had decided not to cook). So we were an intimate group of 8 for Unicorn. 
The trail was amazingly exposed and all the snow had melted beyond the ridge  between Snow Lake and 
Bench Lake. It was windier in the parking lot than on the trail, and not rainy at all. The snow was easy until 
we were close to the Unicorn saddle. Up there Stefan kicked good steps into ice so hard that I, following in 
second place, could not deepen them with my plastic boots. “It would be good to put on crampons here,” he 
said. I didn’t want to admit that some of us had ditched our crampons in the car at the last minute. I just told 
Stefan, “It’ll be fine; just keep going”.   Coming down might be another story. 
 
There were fresh crampon tracks from a group of Mazama’s. They were rappelling when we arrived below 
summit block.  However, soon they were trooping over to have us retrieve their stuck rappel rope.  They had 
forgotten to remove the knot in the end of the rappel rope before trying to pull it down.  Shawn tossed it 
down for the price of a couple of beers, which haven’t been collect as of this writing.  Shawn led the route 
with his fairly new rope and newer hardware.  He picked a harder, but clean vertical line of ascent rather 
than the standard route’s steep loose and dirty gully.  Stefan cleaned the route.  The climb itself allowed a 
top rope belay, which was more comforting for some of us tentative climbers than the originally planned 
prussik on a fixed line. Kathy, Lisa and Laurie went up next,  then myself, Michael and lastly Jerry, who 
checked us all at the bottom. 
 
Jeff Smoot (Climbing Washington’s Mountains) describes Unicorn Peak as class 4-5.0: “Perhaps the term 
“scramble” is inappropriate here because there are fairly exposed Class 5 moves on the summit climb”. I 
think that giving grades like “fairly” to exposure is academic. The bottom line (no pun intended) is that they 
are either deadly (you will definitely die if you fall here) or not (you might survive). As I was contemplating 
the Class 5 move, I thought, “You’ve got to be kidding”. But of course we all made it to the summit, 
celebrated with pictures, and rappelled down in short order.  Some of us thought the rappel was scarier than 
the climb!  But it was short with a good anchor.  Ron, Tony and the other fair-weather climbers were missed 
on the summit. 
 
Glissading was the next priority.  It was 5pm and we were at the top of the very icy Unicorn Glacier.  We 
elected to try glissading with Kathy & Stefan leading the way.  It worked fine as long as one constantly used 
maximum braking on the spike.  Several ice axe arrests were made just to regain control.  Many of us had 
sore arms from hard braking. The second glissade was perfect, big run out, mellow slope and no rocks!  At 
the bottom of this glissade the clouds lifted to give us a glimpse of Unicorn’s imposing summit block, 
amazing us to think that we had just climbed up there. The last glissade was the longest and the most 
technical. The snow near the basin had melted to just a few inches over the heather, and it was tricky 
directing your bottom between the rocks that the previous glissader exposed. Fortunately the travel speed 
was slower at that part of the gully. 
 
We celebrated with dinner at the Copper Creek Inn, where they serve interestingly named beers and 
blackberry pies. The weekend was more than successful, it was thoroughly enjoyable, which is even more 
important. Good company overcomes bad weather. Many thanks to Jerry and Ron for organizing and 
leading this make-up of a make-up. 
 
 



 

Reflections of a Basic Climbing Class Team Leader, by Ron Fleck
 
(As one might expect, reflections indicate a wide suite of 
conflicting thoughts, images, and mental meanderings.  
Some indulgence will most likely be required on the part of 
the reader.) 
 
After several years of being told – “Ron, you’d make a good 
team leader” - this year, when approached the day before 
the basic class orientation, I agreed to take on that role.  As 
luck would have it - the basic class had a low enrollment and 
it only needed three team leaders instead of the usual four.  
When I tried to back out I found out that another had already 
offered up his slot in order to increase the experienced team 
leader pool, so here I was, a full-fledged first year team 
leader.  My reasons for not doing this earlier had always 
seemed quite sensible – the class takes up a lot of time as it 
is without the added time commitment of a team leader, who 
typically goes out both days every weekend; add to that the 
huge responsibility ensuring the safety of 15 or more 
students, let alone instructors.  You HAVE to be nuts!  
Typically, I viewed leadership as a burden but at a seminar 
this fall I listened to a speaker who preached just the 
opposite.  Leadership is not a burden; it is a benefit, he 
espoused.  One gets to lead people in a direction one wants 
to go.  Trouble is, I had no particular goals I wanted to impart 
to novice climbers (my team likes “novice” better than 
beginner) other than the usual “be safe out there.”  But this 
seminar nevertheless opened me up to some possibilities. 
 
Forebodings 
 
While pondering the potential for team leadership some 
months earlier, I spoke with a couple of other people who 
had been a team leader once.  General consensus – “Glad I 
did it, wouldn’t do it again.  TOO stressful.”  The fun part is 
interacting with students but as team leader you spend most 
of your time on managing tasks and other instructors, 
worrying about what is going to be covered, who is going to 
do what, and don’t get to interact with students nearly as 
much.  So it seemed that these folks were confirming the 
suspicions that I already had.  Of course, I didn’t ask anyone 
who has been a TL multiple times – they just might convince 
me it was a good idea.  Nevertheless, after hearing often 
enough from former students that I wouldn’t know what it 
was like until I tried it, I acquiesced. 
 
To say that the responsibility is stressful just doesn’t do 
justice to the word stressful.  I stand in humble awe of 
people like Rich Privett, Jerry Baillie, Marty Jolly, “Aggie”, 
Shawn Pare, Janet Oliver, and everyone else who has 
signed on for this leadership assignment more than once.  
Many days it is beyond my comprehension how these folks 
can literally have so many people’s lives in their hands, year 
after year, and come back for more.  The job they do is truly 
amazing and one cannot thank them enough.  In years past, 
as well as this year, I’ve had a few run-ins with a couple of 
TL’s because I did not have their vision.  They tried to lead, 
and sometimes push, me in directions that I did not want to 
go.  Time has generally  
 
 
 

 
proven them right and left me grasping to understand how 
I could overlook such reasonable goals that they had. 
 
Throughout the duration of the class, whenever I was 
asked if I was having fun (usually by other instructors), my 
response was immediate and definitive: “NO – I am so 
stressed out that I cannot begin to tell you.”  Every 
Wednesday after class I was a basket case.  Not that I 
sleep well normally, but I’d fall asleep at midnight and then 
wake at 3:00 a.m., all wound up.  “Did I cover all the things 
in class that I needed to?  How could I forget to tell them 
about X, Y, or Z?  How am I going to convince them that 
my bête noire, rock climbing, is a fun activity?”  What if 
this, what if that, ad nauseam.  It seemed impossible to 
relax.  Every day I had something about the class on my 
mind and it seemed relentless.  I carried my class 
notebook around with me everywhere.  Student rosters; 
who had attended which outing, which lecture; who had 
spoken in class, the instructor handbook, etc.  
Undoubtedly I sent out too much e-mail on various 
subjects, but it always seemed that there was more to 
convey and explain and not enough class time in which to 
cover it all. 
 
Observations and Concerns 
 
The Instructor handbook is an invaluable tool.  However, 
there is no Team Leader handbook.  And even if there 
were, I’m not sure how effective it would be.  Each TL has 
his own style and in the course of time figures out what 
works for him.  I was fortunate enough to have Aggie 
along on several of my outings (remember that guy who 
volunteered to give up the 4th TL spot so that I could have 
a growth opportunity?) and from his several years as a TL 
he gave me lots of advice and hints on time management, 
how to always be looking for teaching opportunities and 
the like.  Nevertheless, there were times that, even behind 
his dark glasses, I could sense him rolling his eyes 
skyward and wondering what the heck I was thinking when 
I did something or other, as no doubt I have done myself 
with TL’s that I have had in years past.  Fortunately he still 
hung in there with me. 
 
There were times I had discussions with Rich “Extreme” 
Privett, the head instructor, letting him know how 
inadequate I felt and how much help I would need in 
certain areas.  He continually tried to reassure me and 
also get me help when needed.  One difficult spot for me 
was “policy.”  I didn’t know where class policy left off and 
team policy began – another of those unwritten things that 
people don’t think about until they hear the words – “Ask 
your team lead; he’ll tell you all about it” and suddenly I 
was on the hook.  So I came to realize that I could decide 
when the duct tape came off the ice axes, whereas I had 
always though it was a class rule, etc.  I was always 
hoping to push the onus of responsibility back onto Rich, 
but mostly it rested on my shoulders – tough for a guy who 
rarely volunteers for responsibility. 
 
As for the instruction itself – at the beginning of class I told 
my students that it was OK for them to tell the instructors 



 
to give them a break and that literally “my brain is full.”  At 
one point I likened the method of instruction on the outings, 
due to the fact that several people were all trying to give 
students pointers and often at the same time, to being in the 
5th grade and trying to learn fractions for the first time.  At the 
front of the room there are five different math teachers with 
varying degrees of experience all telling the students how to 
find least common denominators, etc.  Basically, it can be 
confusing as hell.  As it turns out, my team had a total of 15 
different instructors with them on the various outings.  No 
wonder it could get confusing.  For those students who have 
climbed some before and “get it,” they appreciate the various 
opinions offered and can compare and contrast the differing 
approaches based on whatever experience they already 
have.  Others just want to cry out “Teach me one way to do 
it and don’t confuse me with all the pros and cons of 10 
ways to put an anchor around that rock.”   I know that over 
the five years I’ve helped with the class I’ve bemoaned the 
lack of consistency in the various methods and the confusion 
that can ensue.  Trouble is - it’s very difficult to get 
instructors to agree on a single approach to a setup such as 
a Z-pulley.  As Paul Simon should have once written - 
“There must be 50 ways to set Z-pulleys” - and I’m sure that 
we teach them all.  We just don’t seem to find the time or 
initiative to come to a common approach.  And so the 
system perpetuates itself. 
 
Of course, those of us who have climbed for a bit know that 
many things are situational and there is rarely one right way 
to do things and we try to convey that to students.  We talk 
more about concepts such as “how to approach the lip of the 
crevasse safely,” whereas students just want to memorize 
steps – “Step 7, after I do a leg wrap on the rappel, I take the 
waist prusik and attach it to the climbing rope, etc.”  So there 
is definite conflict in what we try to deliver and in the 
methods that students use in receiving that information.  Yet 
somehow, oddly enough, it mostly seems to work out.  More 
about that later. 
 
Then there were the actual outings.  I’ve never been up 
Devil’s Thumb, for example.  And the last time I climbed 
Devil’s peak was 13 years ago as a student (who managed 
to do the free rappel with the belay rope across the gate of 
his opened biner since he had not locked the gate and no 
one checked him properly).  So I didn’t have a great deal to 
go on for how to set up the fixed lines, where the anchors 
should be, etc.  Again, the other TL’s and Aggie came to the 
rescue, providing me with notes, diagrams, and hints on how 
to do things safely and efficiently.  In my particular case their 
advice didn’t always work out, but that was primarily due to 
factors that were mostly of my doing.  Still, I am extremely 
grateful for their efforts at coaching me along. 
 
Stevens Pass 
 
Our first team outing is Stevens pass.  I had one student, 
Martha (not her real name), who struggled with ice ax arrest 
and on that day never did get the head first on her back 
arresting down.  She slid all the way down the slope and 
was only stopped by the mound of snow piled up at the end 
of the glissade path.  Fortunately she only had minor bumps 
and bruises to show for it.  On the descent to the cars she 
was at the back of the pack moving very slowly.  We were in 
three feet of powder (the ascent of that slope had been a 

true exercise in futility.  Like the fabled Sisyphus, who for 
all eternity had to roll a ball uphill only to have it roll back 
on him, every time we tried to kick a new step it seemed 
that we ended up lower than we started) and I had no 
concern about anyone sliding anywhere since all that 
powder would stop them in a heartbeat.  I was at the front 
giving students guidance on how to choose a descent 
path, etc.  As is often the case, we move the slower folks 
to the head of the line so that the rest of the group goes at 
their pace.  So Martha ended up in the front with me.  One 
of the other instructors who had observed her first 100 ft. 
of the descent mouthed to me “She’s REALLY scared.”  
Martha was petrified and literally feared for her life.  She 
was so tense and stilted on her descent that every step 
she took seemed to her that it would be her last on this 
earth.  It looked like a slow motion Claymation movie – 
“OH NO Mr. Bill” - is the best way that I can describe it. 
 
So I tried to coax her down, one step at a time.  It was 
agonizingly slow.  The rest of the team seemed to enjoy 
the bounding down and “playing in the powder” and raced 
ahead and to the sides of Martha.  Another instructor (out 
of earshot of Martha) read them the riot act about staying 
together as a team.  About halfway down Martha also told 
me that she was afraid of heights and was taking this 
class to overcome that.  I told her that’s the sort of thing 
that it’s good for me to know in advance so that perhaps I 
can figure out ways to contend with that fear.  
Nevertheless, by hook or by crook I got Martha down the 
slope in about twice the time that it should have normally 
taken.  By this point she was so exhausted from all the 
nervous energy that she had expended in the descent that 
even walking on the relative flats at the base of the slope 
was still a chore.  At one rest break she talked to me about 
whether she should continue with the class, given how 
difficult this had been.  I told her that I would like to see 
her continue, yet if she were this slow on every descent 
then that would become a problem and I might have to ask 
her to discontinue the class.  Still, I told her, everyone 
comes in green; this is a class for beginners and all 
students have the benefit of the doubt. 
 
A day or two later in the week I talked with Martha and 
suggested that she do an additional ice ax make-up on the 
Snoqualmie Pass weekend.  She had not done it 
particularly well at Stevens and I was concerned about her 
safety if she could not arrest properly.  Further, I told her 
that she would also have to win the support of her 
teammates if she had difficulties in the descent, etc.  One 
way to do that was by quietly working on her skills and 
showing them that she was taking measures to improve.  
To her credit she managed to juggle a very full schedule to 
make it work and was out there doing a 2nd ice ax arrest 
practice on Saturday and then doing a climb the next day 
(that is another long story all in itself that I will spare you 
of). 
 
The Tatoosh 
 
Saturday on our Tatoosh outing, as with all the other 
teams climbing that day, we had the first-hand experience 
of lightning on our summit.  Just as we’re starting to 
descend Pinnacle Peak there is a bright, diffuse flash in 
the fog all around us and then a near instantaneous 



 
KABOOM!  We could not be more exposed than if we were 
prancing around naked in the middle of Times Square.  
Expletives abounded.  One student saw lightning strike 
Plummer Peak, practically spitting distance away from us, 
and others heard the rocks “buzzing.”  Instantaneously we 
squelched the euphoria of our 2nd summit that day and tried 
to focus on getting off that pile of charged rock and down to 
safety.  While I was yelling “Let’s get the HELL out of here”, 
a first year instructor, Chris, was calmly telling the folks at 
the front to still be methodical and safe in getting to the 
descent gully – that while lightning may strike one of us, 
being hasty and clumsy could threaten all of us.  We did 
manage to get down shaken, AND stirred, but not broken. 
Thank you Chris, for keeping your head and saying out loud 
what I failed to mention.  Thank you also Hau and Steve for 
keeping your cool and getting the students down the gully 
when you may have been just as intimidated as they were. 
 
The next day we bailed on Wahpenayo and rerouted to 
Eagle Peak since the avalanche danger seemed more than 
we wanted to deal with.  As luck would have it, as we’re 
going up the rock pitch to the summit ridge, the weather 
moves in – looking a lot like the day before, though not 
nearly as ominous.  The whole time I’m putting people on 
the fixed line I’m muttering to myself – “please just give me 
about 90 minutes so we can get up and down this 20 ft. of 
rock.”  Mother nature was not so benevolent and she only 
gave me about 75.  As they’re rapping off the ridge it starts 
to sprinkle and then turns to hail again.  @#$%$%%^!!!! 
NOT two days in a row!  Do you know how to say “Déjà vu”?  
We got all but three people off the summit ridge when the 
lightning and thunder struck.  The last two people down were 
instructors and they were definitely at risk, as the lightning 
seemed to get closer.  Again, we managed to get everyone 
down safely.  Thank you Sarah, Clifton, and Zack for calmly 
doing the things needed to deal with a tense situation and 
get everyone down safely. 
 
The reason I mention these last two paragraphs is that, in 
the course of a 2nd consecutive day of high stress, being out 
in the rain, hail, lightning, etc. I noticed a certain degree of 
(in the words of the bodacious Jerry Lee Lewis) “A whole lot 
of CHAFING going on” while at the rock on Eagle.  The 
descent only made it much worse and by the time I hit the 
trail, seriously lagging my students, my thighs feeling as if 
there was 100-grit sandpaper between them, I was walking 
as if I has just spent a continuous month in the saddle.  The 
student or two who hung back to check on me could not 
keep from laughing the whole time.  Once we hit the road 
and crossed the bridge the rest of the team was well out in 
front and practically to the cars.  I managed to yell ahead 
and pass the word along to get them to stop.  As I waddled 
my way to the front, some students playfully snickering as 
“Ron Wayne” sashayed by, I admonished them that we left 
the cars together as a team and we returned as a team. 
 
Defining Moments 
 
For Martha this class has been a struggle the whole way.  
Yet she is a poster child for demonstrating the determination 
of students and how they persevere in such an endeavor.  
The reason I’ve told you about Martha is because she 
created a “defining moment” for me as her TL.  On the 2nd 
day of the crevasse rescue outing, when we got set up on 

the lip and we were figuring out who would be the guinea 
pigs first in the hole, Martha was the one who volunteered 
to go.  Here was this woman who was afraid of heights, 
petrified of descents, and struggling the whole way.  Yet 
she had the tremendous intestinal fortitude to trust that we 
would get her safely in and out of a crevasse, an 
inherently dangerous, yet sublimely beautiful place.  She 
thought it was a tremendous experience being in that 
crevasse.  I am immensely proud of her and in many 
untold ways gratified that I was able to be a part of her 
success in overcoming her fears. 
 
A second defining moment for me came later that same 
day.  As we’re making our way back to the cars at close to 
7:00 p.m., naturally there were some stragglers.  A couple 
of hundred yards before hitting the Paradise parking lot, 
someone at the front stopped and uttered, “Hold it – we 
return as a TEAM.”  I don’t know who said that but that 
moment crystallized a realization for me that my endeavor 
was in fact worthwhile.  Somehow the messages that I 
was trying to get across were being internalized and that I 
had built a TEAM.  And every time I think about it, it brings 
a tear to my eye. 
 
Graduation Climb 
 
On our Baker climb I saw Len getting involved with 
students in a way that I think that I had in the past, but as 
TL couldn’t allow myself to get caught up in a single 
person’s difficulties and had to take the bigger picture into 
perspective.  In the course of the climb several students 
had issues with overheating, forgetting gear, being 
fatigued and the like.  And every time, there was Len, 
stepping in and doing what needed to be done.  I don’t 
really know if it was because he just happened to be close 
by at the time or his innate sense of recognizing when 
things are going awry (just spend a few hours in his shoes 
and you get a good grasp of what living “awry” means) 
caused him to be in a helpful place at the right time.  He 
took care of things, presented me with well thought out 
solutions, and made my task ever so much easier.  At the 
end of the weekend I thought to myself – “Len would make 
a damn good team leader.”  And then I realized that I got 
into this role pretty much by the same mechanism.  I 
guess that others watched me taking charge when stuff 
needed to be done and then suggested that I would be a 
good TL.  What goes around… 
 
However, somewhere along the way on that Baker 
weekend I lost a bit of perspective and got impatient and 
sometimes abrupt with students who were making the 
same mistakes that I thought they had already learned 
from.  Here it is, the end of the class and I start to think 
that it’s not really sinking in – if only they could see things 
from my perspective. Yes, I know that they’re tired on the 
descent, but by the time the last rope team was only 1/3 of 
the way down, the first rope teams are in camp.  So after a 
bit, 15 people are waiting a considerable length of time for 
the remaining eight.  Every 20 minutes, someone is on the 
radio – “Ron, where are you, how’s it going, etc.” 
expressing concern about the remainder of the team and 
that’s why I’m pushing to get us down, in spite of obvious 
student fatigue.  Of course, it’s natural for a very tired 
person to think of himself and not of others and not realize 



 
that he’s becoming a potential liability to himself and the 
team.  And it’s silly of me to expect otherwise; yet that’s 
exactly what I was doing.  As the TL I didn’t have the same 
type of interaction with an individual student in need as I did 
when a regular instructor.  Others had cautioned me about 
that and I’d have to say that I miss not having that type of 
interaction.  I rationalized that it was easy for someone like 
Len who only met the team on the final climb to be 
sympathetic to the plight of those having a bad day whereas 
I had become more hardened, having seen certain behavior 
repeat itself.  Even though I felt that I understood that plight, 
I was not very sympathetic nor was I appreciative of the 
tremendous effort they had expended to climb the mountain.  
I know that I had been more so in years past, before 
becoming a TL.  So if I do this again I know some things I 
have to work on. 
 
Nevertheless, at dinner on the way home almost all the 
students showed up, as opposed to the first team outing 
where almost no one showed up, and a majority were 
wearing their team hats.  Several thanked me for a good 
climb AND a good class - that did a lot to bolster my opinion 
of the whole three-month long adventure and what I helped 
bring to the table.  After a wrap-up note to the team about 
the graduation climb and the subject of mental toughness, I 
received this note from a student.  If I may quote him: 
 

“Seeing how others by comparison seem to so 
effortlessly go about the business of getting to the top 
inspires me to be more fit, get more practice, get more 
efficient and then it will not seem like hurrying.  It is only 
by being pushed to our limits that we discover them - 
this is your gift to us.  
 
And OH was it worth it! I found myself overwhelmed with 
tearful, joyful emotion the last few hundred yards as we 
neared the summit.  The sense of satisfaction, the other 
rope teams coming up the mountain from different 
approaches, the crevasses here, there and everywhere, 
the raw unforgiving beauty. I will remember those 
minutes for a long time.” 

 
Just receiving a note like that makes the whole experience 

worthwhile. 
 
Realizations 
 
I could go on about a number of things on various outings, 
both good and bad, but I hope you get the picture.  Heck, I 
could write eight pages about our Baker climb alone and 
how that was a complete microcosm of the class, but I’ll 
leave that to the snippet described above.  This class is a 
unique experience for all involved.  At times I do complain 
about the lack of consistency and how that made my job 
harder.  I also know that we throw a lot of things at students 
and many of those things they only see once or twice so it’s 
difficult to become skilled at things they don’t practice.  Even 
though I give them reminders to practice certain things 
before an outing, some still are not fully prepared to 
demonstrate that skill on the outing.  It’s easy to get 
impatient and frustrated at them for not skillfully learning 
what we’re teaching them or taking some warnings to heart.  
I wonder if students really do learn the things that they 
should and I worry terribly about turning them loose on the 

slopes so that they don’t hurt themselves.  Yet in a strange 
and not completely comprehensible way, it mostly comes 
together.  I can see that in students to varying degrees, 
and as far as I can determine, all have benefited from 
taking this class.  But where I really see it is in the 1st year 
instructors.  In spite of the possibly confusing mumbo 
jumbo that they may have been given the very year 
before, and in spite of maybe having had Aggie, Jerry, 
Marty, or whomever as a TL - now they have to deal with 
Ron and his idiosyncrasies and different ways of doing 
things.  I can see that at least a number of people “get it.”  
Even though the 1st years are still honing their skills, they 
are now in the position to assimilate all that and try to 
show other people what they have learned.  And they do it 
remarkably well. 
 
What I have come to realize is that what makes this class 
tick is dedication and love – love of the outdoors and 
dedication to spreading that love and making sure that 
others can safely experience that love (now safe sex – 
that’s a different class).  When we did a peak or section of 
rock that some instructors had not done before and I 
asked if they wanted to climb it, the answer always came 
back – “let the students go first.”  There is the ever-
prevalent feeling that the instructors, no matter what their 
experience level, are there for the students, first and 
foremost.   
 
As a further example - on the crevasse rescue outing one 
of my students had to do a snow camping make-up as 
well, having missed the Devil’s Peak outing.  On the first 
day conditions were extremely sub-optimal and we were 
wandering around on the Nisqually looking for a crevasse.  
Time was slipping away and after some discussion we 
opted to retreat to the parking lot and do CR there – not 
exactly the crevasse experience we’d like students to 
have, but a reasonable compromise, all things considered.  
This meant that the student and two instructors (one of 
whom who have never been out with my team and the 
other out with my team on only one climb) had to lug all 
the camping gear back to the parking lot.  After further 
discussion with the rangers about camping on the snow 
above Paradise and being told that spring and summer 
conditions applied so that the only acceptable camping 
locations were on the Muir snowfield or the glacier, these 
two instructors were still willing to head out at close to 6:00 
pm and wander in the fog another two hours back to a 
suitable location so that this single student could get in his 
snow camping requirement.  Now THAT is dedication.  
The particular student had snow camped before, though 
not with the class, and was also willing to head back out 
but I had no heart to send them out again just for the 
exercise and to meet a requirement.  Nevertheless, I was 
truly impressed with their willingness to do so. 
 
Instructors are dedicated to making sure that students get 
the benefit of being out there before the instructor himself 
can reap any outward benefit from the class.  Yet, I am 
convinced that there are so many intangible benefits that 
instructors don’t realize until later, if at all, and that is the 
remarkable thing about this class.  In spite of the apparent 
contrasts practically everywhere one looks, those 
intangibles are what keep people returning year after year, 
to help in most any way that they can. In spite of the 



 
apparent dangers associated with helping novices learn 
about the mountains, instructing turns out to be more fun 
than logic tells one it should be.  Every time I tell co-workers 
that I’m getting up at 3:30 on a weekend to help students 
learn about the mountains and try to keep them from killing 
themselves I get asked “so tell me – when does the FUN 
begin.”  You just have to be there to understand it. 
 
I also realized that my perspective as a TL changed from 
what it was as a regular instructor.  I tend to be a fair 
weather climber in the first place and don’t like starting out in 
the crap of the spring weather, i.e. a typical basic class 
outing.  As a regular instructor I often wanted to bail as soon 
as weather looked nasty, avalanches loomed, or anything 
else made it seem as if it were not being fun anymore.  In 
the past I’ve been chided by a TL for that attitude.  But as a 
TL this year my perspective became more one of “How can I 
get them up something, anything?” so that we could do more 
learning.  Admittedly some instructors and other TL’s had to 
push me in that direction at times this year.   When 
everything turned out OK, in spite of my worries, I tried to 
thank them for pushing me along to do the climbing under 
more adverse or at least in my mind “questionable” 
conditions.  I felt like I was willing to listen to other people’s 
opinions and, given the new found desire to have students 
climb and not bail, the students and I all came out better and 
smarter for it. 
 
Nevertheless, at times I wonder about the messages 
students receive when we head out under those 
questionable conditions.  Part of me wants to tell them that it 
would be smarter to stay home that day.  However, they 
don’t learn much about what those conditions “feel” like, nor 
do they gain confidence that if they are prepared they can 
weather most any storm, navigate from wand to wand, etc. 
unless they get that first-hand experience.  So it can be a 
juggling act.  We tell students that we go on every outing, 
regardless of conditions, since there is always something to 
learn.  That is definitely true for students, as it has become 
for me.  Still, I hope that they learn that some days it IS 
better to stay home, regardless.  However, if caught in 
adverse conditions, they should have enough experience 
from our outings to confidently know that they can return 
safely since we have helped them develop those skills and 
be prepared for the worst.  As in all things, the key is to try 
and find the balance. 
 
Epilog 
 
I’ve had some time to reflect on this experience.  What I’ve 
recounted here is just the tip of the iceberg that is the three-
month Basic class.  There are just SO many things to talk 
about, but not enough time or space.  At the beginning I 
mentioned the stress level and I maintain that for me, at 
least, it has been a very stressful experience.  Some post 
graduation comments from students and instructors alike 
told me that they thought I did a very good job but that I 
needed to chill more, so obviously my stress level was 
evident.  As a graduation gift, my team got me the book 
“How to Stop Worrying and Start Living”.  They nailed that 
one, but I’m glad to see that their sense of humor is still 

intact (a blue zip-loc bag and anti-chafing medication were 
also among the numerous goodies I received).  
Interestingly enough, I got told that I became a sort of 
beast on the mountain but was much more sympathetic on 
“land.”  However, it’s when I’m feeling like a beast on land 
that I head to the mountains in order to regain my 
composure and perspective.  In my stint as TL, it seemed 
that I reversed my usual Jekyll and Hyde roles – very 
strange. 
 
Am I glad I did it?  Without question.  Will I do it again?  
The jury is still out on that one.  My personality is such that 
the worry associated with being in charge of people’s 
safety seems to override my ability to relax and enjoy the 
class as I did being just a “regular instructor.”  Even 
though I’m sure that a 2nd stint at TL would be easier than 
the first, I don’t know if it would be easy enough to 
overcome the numerous nights of three to four hours of 
restless sleep and allow me to be less cranky and 
impatient with students.  I definitely will continue to help 
with the class.  But as a TL - we’ll see how that goes. 
 
Thanks 
 
I’d like to take this opportunity to thank all of the instructors 
who helped with Team Noir this year: Aggie, Bob, Charlie, 
Chris, Clifton, Hau, Kathy, Len, Rich, Sarah, Scott, Steve, 
Vicky and Zack.  I probably did not thank all of you nearly 
enough during the course of the class.  You were more 
than patient with me and my sometimes-feeble attempts to 
keep everything running smoothly.  You took initiative 
when it was needed and did those necessary things that I 
had not thought of yet and possibly never would have 
thought of.  You consoled and/or calmed students when 
they needed it.  You exuded patience and understanding 
with students when I got impatient with them.  Your 
dedication to students and learning helped lead and push 
me to see possibilities where my vision was more clouded 
than the hillsides around me.  You made me look good, 
insofar as that is possible.  I cannot thank you enough for 
all the energy you gave to me and especially to the 
students. 
 
Finally, to my students: Andrea, Ben, Bryan, Frank, Heidi, 
Jason, Kay, Matt, Melanie, Michael, Nate, Oriana, Roger, 
Russ, and Trinh.  I hope that this class has been a 
beneficial and life altering experience for you.  I hope that 
you can overlook my shortcomings, remember this class 
fondly, and take away my love of the mountains that I did 
not seem to show you often enough.  Thank you for 
trusting my judgment and sticking with our team and the 
class.  Remember the things we endeavored to teach you 
- not only the technical mountaineering skills, but also 
safety, judgment, leadership, mental toughness, and 
respect for the environment.  I am immensely proud of all 
that you have accomplished in such a short time and am 
honored to have helped contribute to that effort.  If the 
spirit so moves you, try to give back this unique 
experience as others have done for you.  And lastly, 
whenever you venture out into the mountains, please 
come home safely EVERY time.  I demand no less. 
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..  
Come on out and join other club members for
some after work fun this month. We will meet 
at 5:00PM and climb until who knows when. 
Bring a snack to share, Boealps will provide 
some drinks and snacks. Bring your rock 
shoes, with maybe a rope and quick draws if 
you want. Rob has directions to the 
Marymoor pinnacle posted on the website. 
 

 

AUGUST 
GENERAL 
MEETING 

 
Thursday:  
August 7th 

AT MARYMOOR  
 

Social half hour 
Starts at 7:00 pm

Meeting at  
7:30 pm 
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Belay stance 
 

Hi Boealpers, 
 
Hope you’re enjoying this nice sunny summer as much as I am! 
 
We’ve got a great issue put together this month!  My thanks to all who contributed!  Keep it coming! 
 
There are some great trip reports in this issue.  One each from recent climbs of Glacier Peak and Aconcagua.  
Another two reports describe situations where Boealpers were able to play critical roles, helping others in 
trouble out in the mountains during July.  It’s nice to know that all the Boealps classes and safety mind set not 
only help to keep our members safe, but help others as well. 
 
Unfortunately, July also included an accident where a recent Basic Class Grad was injured.  Cathy Hawkins 
slipped and fell on a steep slope just below Meany Crest, during a Lt. Tahoma climb.  She sustained deep 
lacerations on her left arm and right knee and head injuries.  She was evacuated from the mountain via 
stretcher.  Then flown to Harborview Hospital, from Clearwater, due to the lengthy evacuation and loss of 
blood.   
 
Cathy in on the mend, but is a self employed massage therapist, and is self insured. The climbing party realized 
that her physical challenges were just one problem she faced;  financially Cathy is going to have some serious 
medical bills. To compound the problem, she will be unable to work for a period of time.  Due to these challenges, 
the climbing party decided that setting up a benevolent fund was in order, so Shella Bukovac took the initiative 
and set one up.  
 
You may go to any Washington Mutual Bank; The account you want to deposit to is #489-461367-3.  If you 
forget the number when you arrive at the bank, you just need to ask for the Benevolent account pertaining to 
Catherine Hawkins.  I’d like to encourage the basic class teams to take up collections to help one of our own. 
 
The General Meeting for this month is at the Marymoor Park Climbing Pinnacle, August 7th, starting at 5pm. 
Lets all bring your rock shoes, maybe a rope and harness, and some stories from recent climbs! 
 
The photo contest attendance was small, given that it was the evening before the fourth of July.  But, there 
were some great entries anyway!  Check out the winners for each category in this issue.   
 
If you’re looking for a climb, there’s a few listed in the activities section.  However, September is looking kind 
of uneventful at the moment.  If there’s something you’d like to climb, send Judy the information and we’ll get it 
in the next echo! 
 
Patty is working on planning the October Ice Climbing seminar and the Avalanche Seminar will be in December or 
January.  Let her know if you’re interested. 
 
Tacoma Mountain Rescue Unit is recruiting new rescuers.  If you’re interested, check out the information in this 
issue or contact Rick Wire at richard.g.wire@boeing.com  
 
Well, that’s it for this month…   Happy Climbing!!! 

One of your Echo Editors, 
Vicky 

mailto:richard.g.wire@boeing.com


 
 
 
 

 2003 

 August 
Sun Mon Tue Wed Thu Fri Sat 

31                     1 Eldorado, 
Kalawatti 
Austera 

2 Eldorado, 
Kalawatti 
Austera          

3  Eldorado, 
Kalawatti 
Austera          

4             
ICC 
Lecture 

5                6              7      
Marymoor 
Climbing 

8 9               
ICC  
Alpine 4          

10        11             12 13 14 15 16             

17             18             
ICC 
Lecture 

19 20 21 22 23           
ICC  
Grad Climb   

24       25 26 27 28 29  30 



 

 
 

Sun Mon Tue Wed Thu Fri Sat 

         1         
Labor Day     

2            3 4         
Board 
Elections 

5 6 

7 8             
ICC Wrap 
Up 

9 10           
Full Moon 

11 12 13 

14 15 16 17 18 19 20 

21 

 

22 23 24 25          
New Moon 

26 27 

28 29 30     

     

 September 

   2003 



 

TMRU is recruiting volunteers.  Here is 
some application information.  More about 
the unit can be found at www.tmru.org  

We are pleased that you may have an interest in joining TMRU (Tacoma Mountain Rescue 
Unit). It is our hope that information on what is expected of you as a member, and what you may expect of this unit, 
will help you decide whether you wish to apply.  

TMRU is a volunteer organization dedicated to serving the community by providing trained personnel to assist 
government agencies in searches, rescue activities, and recovery activities. The particular expertise of TMRU leads to 
the uses of our members primarily, but not exclusively, in mountainous terrain.  

As a member, you are expected to participate in unit training classes which are conducted monthly. Attendance at a 
minimum of three training sessions per year is required to maintain your status as an active member of TMRU. Please 
understand that TMRU is not a climbing school. You are expected to have mastered basic climbing skills before 
joining.  

Missions typically start at the most inopportune times, in the middle of the night, in the middle of the week, during the 
worst weather, etc. Although all of us have other obligations, it is expected that we (you) will attempt to participate in 
missions when you are called and your schedule permits. This occasionally means giving up a good nights sleep. You 
are expected to stay in physical condition adequate for you to participate in rescue activities on all types of terrain. 
During missions you will be expected to conduct yourself in a professional manner and in accordance with the TMRU 
operating policies. You may expect, in return, a high level of training in a broad variety of skills, which will prepare 
you to participate effectively in all types of mission activities performed by TMRU. As you accumulate training and 
experience, you may expect to be given more responsibility during trainings and missions, and to be promoted 
according to membership policies.  

If you have suggestions, complaints, or criticisms, you may expect an opportunity to present them to the TMRU board, 
and receive a reasonable response to them. During all TMRU activities, your safety and well-being and that of your 
fellow members will be of paramount importance.  

Victims have bad days; rescuers never should.  

To request a membership application complete the online request to contact the membership chairperson. He will 
contact you and send an application. You are welcome to mail it back, or to deliver it in person. Board meetings are 
held the last Wednesday of every month, and Unit training meetings held the second Wednesday of every month. Call 
the membership chairman for directions. Annual TMRU membership fee is $20.00. You will be notified of your status 
promptly after the board has reviewed your application.  

Thank you for your interest. We look forward to hearing from you. Basic Application Requirements 
 
Tacoma Mountain Rescue is a group of volunteer mountaineers dedicated to volunteering time to help others through 
education and rescue. All members meet at least the following requirements.  

• Basic Mountaineering Course (The Mountaineers, or equivalent). Glacier travel experience is one of the true 
requirements for membership.  

• Standard First Aid training (American Red Cross is a good place to start). Many members have wilderness 
medical training.  

• CPR training  
NOTE: Please don't hesitate to begin your inquiry into joining TMRU if you don't meet these requirements. Courses 

are readily available. Visit the links above to find out more. 

http://www.tmru.org/
http://www.tmru.org/membership/join.htm
http://www.mountaineers.org/
http:/www.redcross.org


 

VOW (Volunteers for Outdoor Washington) needs you! Volunteers are building a
hiking trail to beautiful Mason Lake on Bandera Mountain, east of North Bend.
Work parties are every Saturday and select Sundays through the fall. No
experience required.

To sign up, log onto www.trailvolunteers.org and click on Events Calendar. You
can also contact the VOW office at info@trailvolunteers.org or (206) 517-3019.
For two days of trail work, you receive an Annual Forest Pass - a $30 value!
Meet people. Have fun. Learn a skill.
 

 

 

  

Boealps University 
Patricia Michaud,  
Dean of Admissions 

 
Upcoming Classes 
  
It's never too early to sign up!  Many of these classes quickly fill, so it's best to start planning.  
Contact Patty at 206-369-2632 or patricia.michaud@attws.com if you're interested in taking or 
helping out with any of the classes. 
  
Ice Climbing Seminar - October 
Avalanche Seminar - December/January 

 

 
Brent enjoying the summit of Cutthroat Peak 

http://www.trailvolunteers.org/
mailto:info@trailvolunteers.org
mailto:patricia.michaud@attws.com


 
A Culinary and Cultural Guide to 

 

ACONCAGUA 
 

Plus other stories of mountain idiocy, medical emergencies and more… 
 

By John D. Alley 
Seattle, Washington USA 

 
February 3 – March 9, 2003 

 
 
The 2002 – 2003 ski season in the state of Washington never really materialized so I chose not to buy a season pass.  
Thus it seemed like a good idea to leverage the unencumbered lift ticket funds and buy a plane ticket to Mendoza, 
Argentina and aim for the top of Aconcagua (22, 841 ft.).  I headed out alone as a short notice trip like this is not 
conducive to recruiting local climbing partners with jobs that require regular attendance.  My goals were simple:  to 
have a good time and make the best of the conditions the mountain and weather would present to me and to get a 
pack mule with pretty eyes as I knew the trail in would be long, dusty and lonely. 
 
I had thought about climbing the standard route of Aconcagua for the past several years and went as far to purchase 
R.J. Secor’s book on the mountain and it routes.  It is not a great book but it is the only book.  I read dozens of trip 
reports found on the Internet and felt that I had a good understanding of what to expect.  The trip provided me the 
opportunity and excuse to upgrade and replace some of my ageing and worn-out gear.  My planned summit day would 
have me leaving Camp 4 under a full moon weather permitting.  The Argentine economy was holding steady at 3 
pesos to the dollar for the past few months so I front loaded the trip with a few days to visit Mendoza and the local area 
and have a week of recovery time in Mendoza or Santiago, Chile at the conclusion of the climb. 
 
MENDOZA 
 
The city of Mendoza is the staging area for Aconcagua, as you must purchase your climbing permit here before 
heading up to the National Park entrance.  The climbing permit for mid season is U.S.$120 and it is a bargain when 
you consider what is provided.   With a population of a million people, Mendoza is impressive for its small town feel.  
Few buildings exceed three stories as the city lies in an earthquake zone and most residences are single story 
dwellings.  Most North Americans and Europeans expect to encounter third world conditions and are surprised to find a 
modern city with all the amenities of its cosmopolitan bigger sister Buenos Aires.   
 
Founded in 1561, it is one of Argentina’s oldest settlements boasting world-class wineries, restaurants, shopping and 
museums.  Although it is located in the desert foothills it is kept green with an amazing system of canals supporting 
thousands of large trees and watering scores of parks.  One only has to walk 5 to 10 blocks to encounter one of the 
many park plazas that were planned in the mid 19th century.  The streets are clean and for the most part safe as 
Mendoza has a relatively low crime rate.  I observed the streets being swept at midnight by workers using eight-foot 
palm fronds.  Although most vehicles run on diesel the pollution level only gets annoying in the late evening as the city 
fills up again after the siesta around 5 to 6 o’clock.  The litter and pollution can in no way be compared to Calcutta or 
Mexico City but I was told that Buenos Aires is a misnomer as its air is not very good. 
 
BEEF IS KING 
 
Argentina has been able to produce more food than it can consume which has made it a very successful exporter, 
especially during the World Wars.  It has an abundance of beef for the following reason.  In the 17th and 18th centuries 
the Spanish brought cattle to the vast grasslands of the Pampas, got their butts kicked by the locals and retreated to 
Europe leaving their herds on the plains.  This is the closest thing to nirvana for cattle as there are no predators other 
than the occasional Gaucho and free food was everywhere waist high so they didn’t even have to bend over to eat the 
grass.  The beef from the Pampas is rightly considered wholly organic, as they are all grain and grass fed with no 
antibiotics.  The only intervention by man is the inoculation for hoof and mouth disease and the trip to the 
slaughterhouse. 
 
I soon learned that eating beef was the Argentine national past time.  Every family has an “asado” or outdoor barbeque 
in which beef, goat, lamb or chicken in smoked on a medium heat mesquite fire.  All restaurants cooked with this type 



 
of natural wood process or they would be out of business.  Vegans and vegetarians are an endangered species in this 
county because salads and fried potatoes can get very old very fast. 
 
My first and best meal in Mendoza was at my hotel, El Portal, where I was served filet mingon Malbec (a local wine) 
which was a steak about the size of a 12 oz. pop can, covered with ruby red Malbac wine sauce.  I could cut the steak 
with a fork and the meal was accompanied with a large mixed salad, fresh French bread, and fresh creamy mashed 
potatoes.  Cost US$6.50.  I ate steak two to three times a day for the duration of my stay in Mendoza. 
 
The climbing season in Argentina is during the summer for them and winter for North Americans and Europeans.  
During summer, the restaurants have outdoor sidewalk tables for lunch and dinner with dinner usually served between 
9:00 p.m. and 1:00 a.m.  The rules are that Argentineans do not eat a large breakfast but have a small croissant 
(“media luna” or half moon) with meat filling, coffee and perhaps a cookie.  Lunch and dinner will be beef of course, 
however, due to a large population of Italians and Germans who have settled in the country over the past few hundred 
years there is a lot of spaghetti, pizza and ravioli offered on the menus.  Not to worry, if you order a pasta dish there 
will be a steak on top of it when served. 
 
I never saw a Chinese or Thai restaurant and it was difficult to find anyone serving fish considering you are only 80 
miles from the coast of Chile.  However, there are three McDonalds in Mendoza but they make burgers 
“hambourgesas” their way.  The typical hamburger served at McDonalds or any local restaurant is not a ground beef 
patty but a thick circle of spiced meat more of the taste and consistency of very lean meatloaf.  On top of the burger 
there is a large ½ inch slice of mozzarella cheese, a large slice of ham, lettuce and tomato with a fried egg on top, 
placed between slices of French bread.  I never patronized McDonalds but merely observed.  Hambourgesas were 
less than a dollar and were a full meal.  
 
A cautionary note about Spanish definitions in Argentina.  The Spanish language of Mexico and the Southwestern U.S. 
is often times confusing if used in Argentina.  Chorizo is not a spicy chili sausage served with scrambled eggs but is a 
large sirloin steak about the size of a small pot roast, which most people do not finish.  Beef is not carne but “bife” 
pronounced ‘bee fay’.  My usual choice for lunch and dinner at the sidewalk cafes was “bife de lomo con papas, 
ensalada mixta y un empanada”, literally translated as a beef loin cut with fried slices of potato, a mixed salad and a 
meat filled pastry which cost US$2.50.  Only once did I get a tough cut of meat. 
 
The restaurants I recommend as you first arrive in Mendoza are: 
 

1. La Florencia Parrilla, located on the corner of Sarmiento and Peru 
2. Don Otto, 242 Las Heras 
3. El Portal Hotel (no side walk service) after 9:00 p.m. 

Judge the rest of the restaurants by their level of cleanliness and the presence of the asado in the window.  You 
should be able to see the food as it is cooked and smoked.  They do not cook with chili in Argentina so don’t expect 
hot spicy food anywhere.  I never did get a serving of rice or beans because pasta is the norm along with pizza.  Do 
avoid the all-you-can-eat cafeterias, as their food is mediocre in quality although there is exceptional variety and 
quantity. 
 

THE ECONOMY 
 
The food is cheap in Argentina along with most everything else due to the recent collapse of the economy.  In late 
2001 to 2002 the peso was 1 to 1 with the dollar but fell into a free fall to 3 pesos to the dollar.  The locals blame 
crooked politicians for their economic woes and have reacted to the situation by absorbing the economic hit in the 
midsection and not freezing prices or adding zeros to the peso as Mexico did in the 1970’s.  That is why the merchants 
are unable to bargain with tourists who think they are in a distant suburb of Mexico.  This is why a steak dinner for 
$6.50 would cost $40.00 in the United States. 
 
The best way to show appreciation for the great food and friendly service is to tip 20 to 30 percent for meals.  It is best 
to pay the asking price of the merchants, as it would take an exceptionally parsimonious person to dicker when 
everything is being sold at survival prices. 
 

THE SIESTA 
 
Although northern Mexico and many Central American countries have let the siesta slip from their grip as they 
compete in the 21st century, Argentina has held tight to the tradition.  It is easy to adapt to, as the afternoons can be 



 
hot and sultry.  Of the few shops open from noon to 5:00 p.m. you will find many telephone/internet businesses 
whereby you can catch up on e-mail for just a few pesos per hour.  The best side effect of the siesta is the traditional 
dinner hour being from 9:00 p.m. to past midnight.  There is nothing more relaxing than a steak dinner at midnight 
accompanied with a glass of locally produced wine and the temperature in the mid 70s.  Viva la siesta! 
 

APPROACH TO ACONCAGUA #1 
 
I had to go through an outfitter to get a mule for the trek to the base camp of Aconcagua and randomly chose INKA 
Expediciones from several listed in Secor’s book.  I considered it a crapshoot between the good, the bad and the 
possibly ugly.   INKA was the first to respond to my e-mail and I decided to use their guide services to enhance my 
chances of success.  I don’t consider myself a particularly lucky person, however, the choice of INKA proved to be one 
of the best decisions I could have made. 
 
I linked up with two guys from New Zealand in their early 20’s who had just climbed Kilimanjaro, Mt. Blanc and some 
peaks in Russia, and an American in his late 40’s who got acute mountain sickness (AMS) at base camp last year and 
was back for a second try at the mountain with INKA again.  I am 51 and a climbing instructor in the state of 
Washington, USA. 
 

The first stop for all climbers should be the climber’s 
cemetery at the entrance to the park near Puente del Inca, 
the natural bridge.  It is a sobering experience to see the 
final resting place of so many young climbers with the 
backdrop of Aconcagua serving as a tombstone.  I didn’t 
count the graves but there were several hundred though 
many were not mountain casualties but people who wanted 
to be buried there who had a connection with the mountain.  
The majority of climbers appeared to be in their 20’s and 
early thirties and makes one wonder about the individual 
circumstances and causes of their demise.  I informed my 
climbing partners and guide that if I met my end on the 
mountain that there was enough money in the bottom of my 
pack to pay someone to dig my spot in the rock.  Why send 
a perfectly useless body back to Seattle when a free 
graveyard was provided in the grandeur of the Andes. 

 
We all headed out for the first camp, Confluencia 11,480 ft. where we would camp and have a day climb the next day 
to Plaza Francia 13,940 ft. and camp one more night at Confluencia before heading for the base camp.  This was in 
keeping with the climb high sleep low methodology. 
 
One of the Kiwis had arrived with a chest cold and continued to cough, hack, spit phlegm and pressure blow snot on 
the initial approach and I was usually right behind him.  I found it difficult to hold my breath during his episodes and 
gain altitude at the same time.  After returning from the climb to Plaza Francia I awoke with a chest cold and fever, as 
did the other previously healthy Kiwi.  I told them I was going to remain at Confluencia and use one of my rest days 
and would meet them at base camp the following day.  Everyone else continued on. 
 
A park ranger stationed at Camp Confluencia heard about by fever and came to my tent to verify my condition.  
Through a translator he told me that it was too dry and too high to get well there.   He said I had the choice of getting 
up and walking out of the park today (alone) or they would gladly fly me out in the park helicopter in a day or two once I 
came down with pulmonary edema.  For once in my life I decided not to argue with authority.  I got well from a cold in 
the Himalayas at 13,000 ft. but the air there has more oxygen at that latitude of elevation and a lot of moisture. 
 
I descended to Penetentes 8,860 ft. for 24 hours and decided to further descend to Mendoza 2,500 ft. and see a 
doctor and get some more antibiotics.  I spent five days there and was in the process of informing INKA I was throwing 
in the towel, as my attendant ear infection would not equalize pressure.  By chance I met a Canadian and Norwegian 
who were using INKA for the last climbing opportunity of the season and decided to at least go back to the park 
entrance with them knowing that I could abort at any time.  INKA gave me a second shot at the mountain even though 
they had completed their part of the contract.  
 
When leaving the hotel I encountered the two Kiwis who looked like they had just risen from the dead.  They both 
made it to the base camp in spite of their colds and managed to do a carryover of gear to Camp 1 at Plaza Canada 



 
16,000 ft.  They both came down with pulmonary edema and were evacuated by helicopter from the base camp to the 
park entrance and then a 5-hour ambulance ride to the hospital in Mendoza.  As they drew short breaths they said the 
doctor had told them their lungs would take a year to repair themselves, thus their upcoming climb in Bolivia was not 
going to happen.  The cost of the helicopter evacuation and ambulance ride was covered by the $220.00 climbing 
permit. 
 

TREATMENT OF MULES ON ACONCAGUA 
 
My second approach to Aconcagua started with good 
omen.  One of my original goals of getting a mule with 
pretty eyes was realized.  I named her Miss Mula and 
carried on a one-sided conversation with her mile after 
dusty mile.  But alas, soon Miss Mula’s more than ample 
buttocks and thunderous thighs reminded me too much of 
an old girlfriend and I had to part company, leaving her 
behind in a cloud of boot dust as I pressed on ahead of her, 
never to look back. 
 
The authors of many trip reports express concern about the 
treatment of the mules on the mountain.  Although some 
mule tenders may be abusive to their animals it is not in 
their best interest mistreat their business assets.  I had the 
opportunity to see the mule pens of INKA Expediciones and 
found the conditions humane and clean but they are only 
one of many outfitters. 
 
Make no mistake about it being a hard scrabble life for mules on the mountain.  The mules carry a 130+ Lb. load to 
base camp and return to their pens at Plaza De Inca never spending a night at altitude.  The final one-mile climb from 
the valley up to base camp is littered with skeletons of mules that have fallen.  That is the reality of their lives.  If you 
are a believer in reincarnation I suggest you lead a holy and pious life because you do not want to die and come back 
as a mule on Aconcagua. 
 

APPROACH TO ACONCAGUA #2 
 
As I took the van ride to the park entrance my ear popped due to the negative pressure and for the first time in a week 
I could hear out of my right ear.  I made sure my new climbing partners got to see the climber’s cemetery and knew my 
wishes.  We arrived at the base camp without incident after going to Plaza Francia and Confluencia. 
 
I had a tent to myself at base camp and realized it was the same one the Kiwis had used indicated my the dried blood 
on the tent wall six inches from the floor.  It was located at cough level for their last night on the mountain.  Fortunately, 
each passing day disappeared the evidence due to the dryness of the air. 
 
During the first night at base camp I was awakened at 3:00 a.m. by the shouts of the Canadian that the Norwegian 
climber was in distress.  He was unable to speak and wrote on paper that he had a severe headache and numb hands.  
We couldn’t find the guide and did not know where the camp doctor was located.  MOFA (Mountain Oriented First Aid) 
did not prepare me for the symptoms I was seeing as he drifted in and out of an awake but vegetative state.  The next 
morning the camp doctor was stymied, as these symptoms were not consistent with mountain sickness or anything 
else he had seen at altitude.  The stricken climber sat in a chair mutely staring at the mountain as if he would like to 
stab it and kill it with his knife.   
 
A storm was moving in with high winds so a helicopter evacuation was out of the question.  The ride out would have 
been 20 minutes by helicopter but we instead had to tie him upright on a mule and the camp cook and a ranger walked 
on either side of the mule for the ten hour, 20-mile descent to the park entrance where an ambulance would be waiting 
to take him to Mendoza. 
 
The full force of the storm hit the camp late that night and continued into the next morning.  A quarter of the tents in the 
base camp were flattened sending people begging for refuge in the tents of strangers.  It makes it kind of tough when 
you haven’t had a bath in a week or two and stink while begging for tent space. 
 



 
Our tents held up but a 50 mph gust of wind blew into our tent filling it with fine dust and grit.  The blast forced grit into 
the Canadian’s right eye and scratched the lens.  As each hour went by he got progressively worse and it looked like I 
was going to lose my last climbing partner.  His symptoms were similar to snow blindness but now the other eye was 
being affected.  We went to the base camp doctor and he surmised that a virus had settled in and gave him some 
antibiotic eye drops and tablets.  There was no charge for this as his services and medications are included in the 
climbing permit fee.  His condition improved over the next few hours and we were good to go the next day.  All of this 
took place on our planned rest day after arriving at base camp. 
 
The rest of the climb went as planned with a carryover of gear to Camp 1 Canada 16,000 ft., a day to go to Camp 2 
Nido de Condores 17,710 ft., a day to go to Camp 3 Berlin 19,680 ft. and then to the summit and return to Berlin for the 
night.  On our summit approach we encountered an angry guide descending from Berlin who had quit his job because 
the employer would not send any support. He alone had been taking care of 10 climbers leaving them on their own.  
We met a climber from Bulgaria at 21,900 ft. who was one of those abandoned by the guide.  He had spent the night at 
Independencia hut  (which has no roof) and wanted directions to Camp Berlin.  He was wearing a light jacket and a 
small daypack with no sleeping bag.  I can only hope he made it back to one of the camps. 
 
  Summit day was sunny and clear with very little wind.  I did not wear gloves for the 45 minutes I was on top of the 
Americas, which looks odd in the summit pictures – 22,841 ft. with warm but swollen bare hands.  The guide said it 
was the best weather he had ever seen on the summit. 
 

A CLIMBING PROTOCOL THAT WORKS 
 
The guide services on Aconcagua have been in business for about 10 years and are maturing but have less 
experience than the Sherpa services in the Himalayas.  The more successful ones have revised and developed 
climbing protocols based on their observations that many well-conditioned climbers failed to reach the top.  Many 
would succumb to the mountain at base camp or camp 1.  INKA Expediciones added an extra rest day to their 
schedule and two days of climb high and sleep low to help us flatlanders better acclimate to the altitude. 
 
The following is their protocol: 
 
Day 1  Travel from Mendoza to Penitentes 8,860 ft.  A 5-hour bus/van trip to a ski area where you spend the night is 
an old ski chalet.  This is your first exposure to the thin dry air. 
 
Day 2  Leave the park entrance at 9,000 ft. and hike to the Confluencia Camp at 11,480 and spend the night.  This is 
a 4 to 5-hour hike. 
 
Day 3  Day hike to Plaza Francia at 13,940 and return to Confluencia to sleep.  This is an 8-hour round trip. 
 
Day 4  A long day trip to Plaza de Mulas base camp at 13,940 ft.  This is a fifteen-mile, 8 to 10-hour trip involving 
many river crossings with a 2,000 ft. gain mainly at the end of the climb. 
 
Day 5  Rest day at base camp Plaza de Mulas 
 
Day 6  Carryover day to cache food and equipment at Camp 1 (Canada) 16,000 ft.  Return to base camp to sleep. 
 
Day 7  Climb to Camp Canada and spend the night. 
 
Day 8  Climb to Camp 2 (Nido de Condores) 17,110 ft. and spend the night. 
 
Day 9  Climb to Camp 3 (Berlin) 19,680 ft. and spend the night.  Prepare to summit the next morning. 
 
Day 10  Emergency day in case of bad weather (optional). 
 
Day 11  Summit day with a 4,000 ft gain in 8 to 10 hours of climbing.  Return to Berlin and spend the night. 
 
Day 12  Travel to base camp and spend the night. 
 
Day 13 Hike appx. 20 miles from base camp to the park entrance which is the longest day of the climb.  Transportation 
back to Mendoza with a hot bath waiting at the hotel. 
 



 

WHY 1 OUT OF 10 CLIMBERS FAIL TO REACH THE SUMMIT 
 
The general consensus among the guides I talked with is that only 1 of 10 people who set out for 
Aconcagua make it to the top.  The road to Aconcagua is paved and littered with many well-conditioned 
individuals who for one reason or another fail in their bid for a successful summit challenge.  The main 
reasons I observed are: 
 

1. Failing to become knowledgeable of the mountain and it caveats.  There are hundreds of trip reports 
on the web.  Learn vicariously whenever possible. 

2. Arrogance and overconfidence.  We met a group of 3 airline pilots from the United States, two 
women and one man all in their early thirties and in absolute top physical condition.  Two were from 
Colorado and one was from Alaska and very tight friends.  They were always eager to tell anyone 
who would listen how fast their climb times were and how many groups they passed on the trail.  
They were beating the standard climb times by 25 percent until they got to base camp.  After their 
carry over day to Camp Canada two of them got altitude sickness so they took a couple of rest days 
at base camp.  They make a rapid accent back to Canada, which took its final toll on them.  We 
never saw them on the mountain again. 

3. Old age and treachery will beat inexperienced youth any time.  I met a 62-year-old physician from 
New England who told me he was in a 10 member guided climbing team for summit day.  The 
younger climbers were charging for the top and flailing.  He tried to explain the concept of rest 
stepping and pressure breathing but they would hear none of it.  He and the guide were the only two 
who made it to the top. 

4. Respect altitude.  Little problems at lower elevations become major issues at altitude when your 
tolerance levels and patience are thin due to fatigue and low oxygen levels.  Something as little as a 
thrown crampon will cause a person to want to quit moving, sit down and give up.  A malfunctioning 
tent zipper can bring out a knife solving a minor inconvenience in a drastic way. 

5. Arrive at the mountain fit.  The American climber I met on my first ascent lost all of his steam at the 
canaletta 900 ft. from the summit.  Although he had shed 35 Lbs. since the previous years attempt 
he still lacked the conditioning to close the final gap between desire and success. 

 
CONCLUSION: 
 
Aconcagua can be a fun and rewarding experience if 
approached with proper planning and attitude.  I will 
be glad to share further information with anyone 
interested in additional details at 
johndalley@juno.com.  There are other trip reports 
that I recommend which can be found at the Boealps 
Climbing Club home page: www.boealps.org search 
under Ron Fleck and Rob James - Aconcagua.  Also, 
see a trip report authored by Bill Fisher on the 
Internet.  Go to Google and search for “Bill Fisher’s 
1999 Aconcagua Expedition”.  Bill was my virtual 
mentor and was very dutiful in answering all of my 
questions via e-mail.  Thanks again Bill! 
 
It turns out that the Norwegian climber had suffered a stroke and is still unable to speak.  It is not thought to 
be altitude related but the doctors have never ruled it out.  He is currently in physical and speech therapy 
and is hoping for a full recovery. 
 
    

mailto:johndalley@juno.com
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GLACIER PEAK –03’ 
 

MEMBERS- SCOTT SOELBERG 
  BOB MAGERS 
  DAVE BOWEN  
  RICH HUMBERT 
  SCOTT WEBB 
 
PLAN- Thurs. night July 10 – Everyone meet at Whitechuck trailhead, eat pizza, drink beer, snooze. 
     

Friday July 11 – Hike to Boulder Basin, take a lunch break, climb to foot of Lower Sitkum 
Glacier and set up camp.  
 
Sat. July 12 – Summit.  Return to, and break camp.  Retreat to a camp closer to trailhead and 
more sheltered.   
 

Sun. July 13 – Hike out to trailhead.  Drink beer and eat leftover pizza. 
 
ACTUALS-  We got 4 out of 5 to Whitechuck trailhead Thursday evening to drink beer and 

eat pizza.  Dave had Thurs. night camp get out-prioritized.  For some reason pizza 
was just refusing to be brought to the hills that evening, so  Mr. Magers saved the 
evening menu by picking up some fried chicken, which went very well with the 
suds. 

  We agreed to depart the trailhead at 8:00 AM Fri.  Dave had agreed to show by that 
time.  Having proven himself in the past for his promptness, we agreed that if he wasn’t there 
by 8, he wouldn’t be participating.   

  8 AM came, no Dave, so off we went.  We were not the only folks thinking of 
reducing climbing congestion by blasting out Fri. morning, there was a virtual potpourri of 
climbers saddling up when we hit the trail.  I’m thinkin’ we were 1 or 1 ½ miles in when here 
came Dave just a prancin’ down the trail.  I was so glad to see him that I just started throwing 
group gear into the air.  It just happened to land right in his pack. 

So now our full compliment continued on up the trail.  We decided to blow past 
Kennedy Hot Springs.  Rich was the only member not to have seen them, and he said he could 
wait until descent. When we left the PCT and headed up the ‘Root Wall’ portion of the 
approach, we hit the trained black flies.  Those things wait until you are performing a delicate 
dyno between root balls, then they strike.  Next stop was Boulder Basin, where we were to 
take a break before continuing.  Well those beautiful running streams and little flat spots 
strewn about the basin, just intoxicated us to the point that we decided to bless that basin with 
our presence for the entire evening.  In other words, we were so damned exhausted and hot, 
that pushing our butts on up to the glacier seemed, well…………downright silly.    

Got a super nice camp spot in the trees, with a great views of our first pitch up the hill.  
Can also see Sitkum Spire and what we thought was the true summit.  We all had decided to 
bivy this trip.  Webb, being a bivy virgin, was the only one without a lightweight sleep bag.  
(lesson learned).   

Webb was trying to point out the best route to the rest of the team as we were relaxing 
in the sun. He said he’d been part way up the Sitkum route before.  Then someone asked him 
why he hadn’t summited GP on last year’s attempt.  When ‘route finding’ came out as the 
answer, the questions about Saturdays possible route kind of dried up. 



 
Got out of camp at 4:24 AM Sat. and headed for the summit.  (There’s still debate on 

whether that was per schedule) 
Got up over the lip onto Lower Sitkum Glacier.  Roped up and did crampons when we hit the 
snow.  Roped 3 and 2.  Could have gone either way with the crampons.  Hit one crevasse 
when we hit lower end of Upper Sitkum.  We easily routed around it.  We had to then decide 
whether to stay on snow and climb one of two steep chutes, or traverse Upper Sitkum and 
climb the traditional ridge which was 100% melted out.  We decided on the ridge route.  
Pretty loose pumice, but I still think it was probably the best choice.  
 Got to the top of the ridge at the summit block and the weather started to roll in.  We 
were feelin’ good that we’d wanded the entire glacier route.  Felt our way along the base of 
the summit block, trying to decide which tracks to follow and which to ignore.  Once we got 
past the first chute, which we’d been told was the route to the false summit, I think the 
decision was just to go up.  Worked pretty doggone good.  We kept working up and south.  
When we hit the summit ridge, just curl around to the left. Scott S. was the first to the summit 
and gave a good holler when he found the register.  Amazing how yer dogs quit snivelin’ 
when you get that close. 
 T’was a perfect summit.  The skies opened up for pictures and we had it all to 
ourselves.   
 Descent went great.  Got back to the basin and Webb and Rich decided that they were 
going to spend Sat. night right there.  Then came the rains.  So everyone packed up and 
headed down the root wall.  Got to the bottom at a very nice camp area where Rich and Webb 
decided they were done.  Everyone else decided to head for the trailhead.  They got wet all the 
way out but I don’t think they minded a bit.  They hit the trailhead about 10 PM Sat. The ‘stay 
behinds’ got rained on all night, and I know they didn’t mind.  Rich got ‘face attacked’ by a 
huge mouse.(they all look big when they’re on yer nose.) 
Rich and Webb slept in, got breakfast and headed out Sun. morning. 
 
 T’was a fabulous trip and a superb team effort!! 
THIS TRIP COMPLETED RICH HUMBERT’S WASHINGTON VOLCANO 
COLLECTION   CONGRATS RICH!!!! 
  

 



 

 

 

International Rescue 
 
It was around 3pm on Sunday, June 29th when BoeAlpers Jon Paul, Mandy Thomas, Kyle 
Comanor and I (Blaine Kinnebrew) were returning from the summit of Castor Peak (13,871 feet, 
Valais Alps near the Matterhorn). We were hoping to catch the last cable car down from the Klein 
Matterhorn station to our cozy beds in the town of Zermatt below.  That wasn't going to happen that 
day. 
 
We were maybe an hour away from the Klein Matterhorn station when we began to hear shouts 
and in the distance I could make out the figures of a couple of people.  We were moving in their 
direction and the shouting continued, growing louder as we approached. 
 
I could now tell that these were British shouts and then we drew close enough to where I could 
make out these three fateful words: "Are you hurt?"  I let the rest of the group know what I had 
heard and we began to mentally prepare to render aid. 
 
Although we spent a good part of our climb that day in Italy, the accident scene was in Switzerland. 
It was a fairly level glacier, a few hundred yards off of a ski run, half-mile away from our cable car 
station.  Nobody else was around, except for our four person team and the "troubled" three person 
rope team. 
 
One of their guys (Rob) was about 20 feet down in a crevasse.  Their second person (Matt) had 
arrested Rob’s fall just before being pulled into the crevasse himself.   
 
Short roping is a popular climbing style in Europe.  The team members on both ends carry a Kiwi 
coil, which reduces the spacing between each team member.  That's why there was only 20 feet of 
rope between the first two people on this team.  I'm pretty sure Matt would have loved to have had 
more than 20 feet to stop Rob's fall, as he was now sitting on the lip of the crevasse. 

Just before falling, Rob knew that he was approaching a snow bridge, but before he could step 
over, he stepped in.  Did I mention that it was mid-afternoon on a mostly sunny day? 

After arresting, Matt and the third team member, Paul, set up an anchor and were unsuccessfully 
using their cell phones to call for help.  They were very relieved to see us.  They were also happy 
that we spoke English, as it would make the rescue easier.   
 
Matt explained the situation to us.  Rob wasn't hurt but neither was he able to climb out.  He had 
prussiks but he was never able to fully weight one of them so that he could slide the other up the 
rope.  Rob was no small person either.  There was probably 250 pounds between him and his pack 
so his partners could not pull him out directly.  (I'm not sure why they hadn't started building a z-
pulley—they might not have remembered how to set one up, or they might not have had the 
necessary gear.)  Rob had been in the hole for about an hour and a half when we showed up.  
 
Even though he was only down 20 feet we had to shout to Rob, and Rob had to shout to us, 
because of the trajectory of the fall (more about that later) and the fact that the upper crevasse was 
filled with snow.  Paul, who was now tied into an anchor near the edge of the crevasse, served as 
communication relay between the group and Rob, and their shouted conversations, thick with 
British accent, were quite comical.  “Rob!  Four people have arrived!  They are going to set up a 
pulley so that we can get you out!  Five minutes, Rob!”   
 
Five minutes later:  “Rob!  Are you all right?  Five more minutes, Rob, we’re sorting it out!” 



 
 

 
 
During this time, we had built a second anchor with a picket and an ice axe for the “fixed” portion of 
the z-pulley, but it started to fail when we initially loaded it with Rob's weight, as the snow was 
pretty soft.  We repacked the anchor and added a second ice axe and that held.   
 
While we were doing this, Paul continued his shouted reassurances and time estimates to Rob:  
“Rob!  We’re sorting it out! Two minutes!  We’re resetting the anchors!”  I am quite sure that after 
about the 5th time of hearing that we were “five minutes” from “sorting it out”, Rob was convinced 
that we were all bloody morons and that he was going to remain down there forever. Finally, we 
placed an ice axe at the lip to prevent the rope from cutting through any more than it already had, 
and we were ready to haul him out.   
 
Pulling him out was interesting.  He fell in at about a 70-degree angle but at the end of his fall the 
rope cut in and was now almost vertical.  This meant we’d be pulling him up a different route, and 
that he’d have to break through the snow & ice directly above him.   
 
Because communication was so vital, Rob and Paul began shouting as if they were on radios and 
repeated everything the other said for confirmation.  This verbosity ensured that we were all on the 
same page and added a few minutes to the overall rescue time.  
 
“Rob!  We have sorted it out!  We are ready to begin pulling on your command!  Over!”  
 
From the crevasse, the reply:  “Confirmed, you are ready to pull!  Now you must listen carefully; are 
you listening? Over!” 



 
 
“Confirmed!  We are listening carefully, over!” 
 
“When I give the command, you may pull when ready--but you must pull slowly!  You can only pull 
me about 1 vertical meter!  When I yell ‘Stop’, you must stop immediately, or you’ll break my neck, 
over!” 
 
“Confirmed!  On your command we will pull you up slowly for about 1 meter!  When you yell ‘Stop’ 
we are to stop immediately to avoid breaking your neck, over!” 
 
“Good!  Pull when ready, over!” 
 
“Confirmed, we will commence pulling now, over!” 
 
This pattern of pulling for a short distance until Rob yelled ‘stop’ continued for a few cycles.  At 
each stop, Rob used his ice axe to chop away and clear the overhead snow and ice that was 
impeding his vertical progress.  Otherwise, we would have pulled his head into the ceiling of snow 
and asphyxiated him or broke his neck. These stops also gave us the chance to reset the floating 
pulley. 
 
After repeating this process a few times, we witnessed the most glorious and amazing sight.  The 
first was the adze of Rob's ice axe hacking at the air just above the snow.  Then there was Rob 
himself, looking exhausted and rather disoriented.  There was just his head and then his torso.  We 
were all relieved and ecstatic. 
 

 



 
 

The following is a link to a video clip of the final few seconds of Rob's emancipation.  The file name 
is Rescued.MOV.  There is a second video clip (Z_Pulley_Setup.MOV) which will give you a better 
idea of the environment at the scene.   
 
Please note: Each file is 9.3 megabytes.  You may want to copy them to your local computer before 
playing them.  http://www.michiganhockey.net/zermatt/ 
 
One of the things that possibly saved Rob, was that his team had only been out for about 30 
minutes when he took the plunge.  Their plan was to bivy on the mountain that night and spend the 
next two days climbing.  So Rob had lots of kick in him and wasn't going into hypothermia soon. In 
fact, all three maintained a positive attitude throughout the rescue.  Rob was also happy that he 
was wearing a helmet.  He said his head got pretty banged up on the way down. 
 
Afterwards, all seven of us spent the night in the foyer of the Klein Matterhorn station, waiting for 
the cable cars to resume operation the next day.  It sure beat bivying out on the snow at 12,600 
feet. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

http://www.michiganhockey.net/zermatt/


 

How to Convert a Climb Into a Search and Rescue 
Report of Mt Adams Trip 12-13 July 

By Tony Olejnicki 
 

Party of 10: John Alley, Andrea Baden Corage, Kay 
Kaanehe, Ron Fleck, Steve O'Neal, Tony Olejnicki, Kris 
Palmer, Roger Poock, Susan Sayers, Bill Sharer set out 
on a beautiful sunny Saturday at 12 noon for a climb of 
Mt Adams.  

The trip was suggested by John Alley as a kind of 
extension to the Basic Class training. The participants 
were from Blue, Black and Noir Teams. Melanie Kimsey 
was also scheduled to go but at the last minute had to take 
care of her dog, who refused to be baby sat by her 
friends. 

I was in charge of logistics, which after numerous gyrations worked out ok, as everyone arrived at the trailhead on 
time, with all required gear, and we all knew which way to go.  

In fact, John Alley and I arrived the night before and camped on the north side of the mountain, close to the lake in the 
picture. It was a nice campsite though near a mud hole infested by oversized mosquitoes, for which we were asked to 
pay $16. Finding such a fee outrageous, we decided to move on to a free site a bit higher and with fewer mosquitoes. 

It took us approximately 4h15 to climb to our campsite at the Lunch Counter, the rock outcrop at 9200 ft. While 
climbing, we noticed a few clouds and the higher we went the 
nicer the breeze became. It was a splendid walk, not too steep 
and on great snow.  When we reached our campsite, a very fast 
approaching front turned everything upside down, with a cold, 
strong 20-30 mph wind blowing and clouds forming.  We were 
all a bit tired and were resting and setting up our tents behind 
the famous Lunch Counter stonewalls constructed there by 
generations of climbers, and we were all hoping for better 
weather for Sunday’s summit attempt. 

The view from the Lunch Counter is truly magnificent and 
dramatic, looking one way toward towering Piker’s Peak (false 
summit) and the other way towards Oregon with distinctive Mt 
Hood. There is something magnificent and eerie about the 
place when thinking about its history, geology and a beautiful 

native legend. 

We were all anticipating dinner and a good night’s sleep 
before the obvious and technically simple, yet demanding 
slog up the steep hill another 3000 ft above us. Well, life 
wasn’t meant to be that simple and uncomplicated. 

We noticed a single figure approaching our camp followed 
by second figure, 100 yards or so behind. The first one was 
a young woman, dressed in a fashionable light NIKE outfit 
with light shoes fitted with crampons and plastic bags 
sticking out from her boots.  She was attractive but not 
looking all that well.  

If you think you can glissade with crampons on, you may 
be able to get away with it by sheer luck.  She somehow 



 
managed that feat, in one unbroken piece after glissading from Piker’s Peak with crampons attached. 

She managed to mumble a request for help with a very faint voice.  I asked her whether she felt OK, seeing that she 
really did not. She told me that there was a problem some 200 ft up at the edge of the rock outcrop - a party was in 
distress, a woman having broken her leg. 

Her name was Randi, and she had just enough energy just to say that and then became incoherent. I suggested she sit 
down out of the wind. A few minutes later a man approached, also dressed in a fashionable NIKE outfit and a pair of 
sneakers. He was Randi’s boyfriend. He explained the situation regarding the party with the broken leg and then tried 
to coax Randi to get moving because the weather was turning nasty.  

He was not clear on the issue of their camp; I was not sure whether they had a tent or not and where it might be.  Randi 
was in no condition to descend and was clearly physically collapsing.  I suggested to him that the likelihood of her 
surviving the trip down alive was very slim and I further suggested that we take her to a tent and warm her up with at 
least a hot drink.  

At this stage we had no option but to mount a rescue. Susan Sayers took charge of Randi, who was deteriorating very 
fast and John took charge of the second team including Ron Fleck and me. 

By this time we were enveloped in thick clouds and started climbing towards the party with the broken leg.  Upon 
arrival, we found two firemen (also EMT’s), who stabilized the woman’s (Selina’s) ankle, presumably broken or torn, 
and jury-rigged a provisional toboggan using a foam sleeping pad, webbing, pieces of rope and ski-poles. It was a truly 
amazing contraption. 

Using this arrangement the two fireman, Selina’s companion and the three of us lowered her on the snow and carried 
her across the rocks towards our tents.  How the accident happened was classic - glissading in crampons. Mind you, 
occasionally some people get away with such foolishness - Randi being a lucky example earlier in the day. 

The situation in camp was intense - Randi was in a bad state and Susan was working hard to warm her up in order to 
revive her from an advanced stage of hypothermia.  Kay was trying to boil some hot water and the gas stove was 
refusing to work in the strong wind. Amazingly, Randi’s boyfriend was nowhere to be seen. 

I took charge cooking, after all I had to live up to my reputation as a gourmet cook.  So I was boiling water 
continuously for Ron and Susan, who were trying to revive Randi while simultaneously looking after Selina.  MOFA 
turned out to be very applicable to the situation. 

It took at least 3 hrs to revive and stabilize Randi until she became coherent. We cooked dinner and shared it with 
Randi, who looked hungry and she really was. Susan noticed that she really came alive after having a hot drink and hot 
food, not to mention warm water bottles in the sleeping bag and under the armpits. 

In the meantime we dispatched Selina’s companion to the trailhead to alert Search & Rescue. He was reasonably 
strong and dressed in attire appropriate for the climb.  Ron instructed him to follow our wands on the way down to the 
trail because of limited visibility. We were hoping that he got to the trailhead OK. 

People generously donated warm clothing to the two women and John and Ron volunteered their sleeping bags.  As a 
result, Ron and John slept in all their clothes and used emergency space blankets and a bivy sack in lieu of sleeping 
bags for the cold, windy night. 

The S&R crew arrived around 7:30 in the morning.  They were only two guys and a gal carrying a 2-part litter. In spite 
of the cold they arrived wearing merely shorts and short sleeve thermal tops.  It was amazing to watch their 
professionalism and dedication to the job.  No private contractor will do it, when the Government privatizes the S&R 
services.  As time elapsed more rescuers appeared on the scene. 

They prepared both women for transport to the trailhead, Selina on the litter and Randi walking roped up with one of 
the rescuers. Farther down the hill there was a crew of about 15 people setting up a belay system on the steep slopes 
and another crew with a wheel contraption to roll the litter on the trail, once it was reached.  We estimated that about 
30 rescuers participated. 

Once the rescue people departed, we had a group meeting to decide our next move. Some people were considering an 
attempt at the summit, even though we were generally tired after an uncomfortable night and unsettled by both 
incidents.  It was getting late, 10:00 a.m. and there was concern that we would arrive late to Seattle. It was also not 



 
very practical to split the group, due to the car-pool situation. We convinced ourselves that the mountain will be there 
for the next time.  So we descended. 

Along the way we came upon 3 fellow Boealpers who also participated in the rescue – Mike Arnold, Jenny Riddell, 
and Rick Wire.  At the trail head there was a medical officer and sheriff’s crew.  All were very nice and extremely 
dedicated people.  They truly appreciated our effort and expressed their gratitude to all party members. We helped 
them conduct an efficient and successful rescue by stabilizing, sheltering and TLC-ing the patients overnight. 

Once back in Trout Lake we had a late lunch to wrap-up the trip. By this time Mt Adams was totally covered by a 
thick blanket of clouds. We realized it was a wise decision to descend when we did. The drive home was pleasant, if 
one can call such a long drive “pleasant”. 

For all of us, it was a bittersweet experience of mountain rescue, a mountaineer’s obligation to other climbers. This 
gave us a certain perspective on mountaineering - namely, it is better to be on the rescuer side, rather then being 
rescued due to your own stupidity or lack of experience. 

The lessons learned: 

1. Glissading in crampons is definitely not a good idea; 

2. Hypothermia is a real insidious thing and it is definitely worthwhile to protect yourself by dressing 
accordingly, carrying the 10 essentials and being prepared for a weather change even if starting the walk in the 
full splendor of summer; 

3. It is very gratifying to help people and rescue them. But, if one is not lucky in coming across a group with 
experience and resources, as Randi and Selina were, one can die even on Mt Adams; 

4. No climb, no matter how easy it looks should be underestimated or undertaken without adequate skill, fitness 
and equipment; 

5. Bring the appropriate clothing and equipment and know how to use it properly. 

Twisted by Kay Kaanehe
Tune is: The Tide is High – By Blondie

The climb is high and we’re movin on
We’re gonna kick steps one by one

I’m not the kinda girl who gives up just like that - oh no

Nothing you do can keep the wind away
Please be careful when you hold me on belay

I’m not the kinda girl who rappels just like that -oh no

The climb is high and we’re movin on
We’re gonna kick steps till we’re done

Every peak holds it’s sheer delight
But I’ll wait my dear till we’re roped tight

I’m not the kinda girl who sleeps a bivy sack -oh no

The climb is high and we’re movin on
We’re gonna reach there in the sun, one by one

The climb is high and we’re movin on
We’re gonna get a summit hug ☺



 

PHOTO CONTEST WINNERS PPHHOOTTOO  CCOONNTTEESSTT  WWIINNNNEERRSS  
We had a small crowd for the photo contest.  Basic student Mike Uschold won most of the awards. 

 

NNaattuurree  SScceenneess  

 

 

 

1st Place Slide:  Granite Peak Hike - Mike Uschol 

 

1st Place Print:  Garabaldi Lake/Mist - Mike Uschold 
 

 

2nd Place Slide:  Penguins, Chile - Rich Humbert 

 

2nd Place Print:  Old Tree - Marty Jolly 
 

3rd Place Slide:  Guanacos, Torres del Paine National Park, 
Chile - Rich Humbert 



 
 

 

 

MMoouunnttaaiinn  SScceenneess  
 

 

 1st  Place Slide:  Swiss Alps - Mike Uschold 

 

1st Place Print:  Emmons Trail - Marty Jolly 
 

 

2nd Place Slide:  Central and North Towers Nido del 
Condor, Torres del Paine - Rich Humbert 

 

2nd Place Print: Rainier – Cathy Hawkins 
 

 
3rd Place Slide:  N. Butress E. Fury - Len Kannapell 3rd Place Print:  Mt. Hunter - David Hamilton 



 

CClliimmbbiinngg  

 

 

 

1st Place Slide:  Sea & Ski - Mike Uschold 
 

 

1st Place Print:  Paul Cook on Vesper Pk - David 
Hamilton 

 

 

2nd Place Slide:  Mommie Territory - Len Kannapell 
   

 

2nd Place Print:  Mt. Buckner - David Hamilton 
 

 
3rd Place Print:  Early Winter Spire - Paul Cook 3rd Place Slide:  Near Baker Summit - Mike Uschold 



 
3rd Place Print:  Shovels – Cathy Hawkins PPeeooppllee   

 

 

 
1st Place Slide:  Bum in Snow - Mike Uschold 

 

 

1st Place Print:  Molly - Marty Jolly 

 

2nd Place Slide:  I got the Picket’s Blues - Len 
Kannapell 

 

 

2nd Place Print:  Tooth - David Hamilton 

 
3rd Place Slide:  Sunrise/Mazama Ridge - Mike 

Uschold 



 

MMoosstt  HHuummoorroouuss//EEmmbbaarraassssiinngg   
 

  

  
1st Place Print:  Dave Hamilton at Sloan Pk - Gary 

Ryder 
2nd Place Slide:  Ewok Climbs Rainier - Len Kannapell 

 
  

 

 

1st Place Slide:  Bottoms Up - Mike Uschold 
 
 
 
 
 

3rd Place Slide:  Stand on the Ice Floe - Mike Uschold  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

 

BBooeeaallppss  CClliimmbbiinngg  CCllaassss  
  
 

 

3rd Place Print:  Ron on Crevasse - Marty Jolly 
 

 

1st Place Print:  Forbidden Peak - David Hamilton 
 

 

1st Place Slide:  Trail to Baker - Mike Uschold 
 

 

2nd Place Print:  On the Crevasse – Cathy Hawkins 
 

2nd Place Slide:  Castle Play, Tatoosh - Mike Uschold 
 



 

SSuunnsseettss   
 

 

 

 

3rd Place Print:  Ben Wyvis, Scottish Highlands - Mike 
Uschold 

 
 
 
 
 
 1st Place Print:  Rainier Sunrise - Marty Jolly 

 

 

 1st Place Slides:  Cuernos del Paine - Rich Humbert
2nd Place Print:  Baker Shadow - Marty Jolly 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

EEcchhoo  CCoovveerr  
 

Ben Wyvis - Scottish Highlands - Mike Uschold  (see Sunset winners) 
 

Trail to Baker - Mike Uschold  (see Boealps Climbing Class winners) 
 

Paul Cook on Vesper Pk - David Hamilton  (see Climbing winners) 
 

Central, North Towers, Condor’s Nest, Torres del Paine - Rich Humbert  (see Mountain Scenes winners)  
 



 
  

 

ADDRESS CHANGE FORM 
 
NAME:  
 
NEW WORK PHONE:  NEW HOME PHONE:  
 
NEW MAIL STOP:  NEW EMAIL:  
 
NEW HOME ADDRESS:   
 
  
 

SEND ADDRESS CHANGES TO PRASH BHAT, M/S 14-MC 
OR: 4712 Fremont Ave N, Seattle, WA 98103 

OR: prashantha.b.bhat@boeing.com 
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If you have any submissions - anything  
vaguely mountaineering or outdoors  
related will do - email them to us at 

editor@boealps.org, or give one of us a  
call (our numbers are on the front cover)  

and we’ll arrange something! 



             September 2003  
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
www.boealps.org 

 
BOEING EMPLOYEES ALPINE SOCIETY 

President Marty Jolly 206-655-3512 Education Patty Michaud 206-369-2632 
 marty.b.jolly@boeing.com   patricia.michaud@attws.com 
Vice President Scott Webb 253-351-1135 Equipment South Mike Jacobsen 206-544-5689 
 scott.a.webb@boeing.com   michael.t.jacobsen@boeing.com 
Treasurer Haldis Baty 425-266-9354                   Central Silas Wild 206-527-9453 
 haldis.m.baty@boeing.com   silaswild@yahoo.com 
Secretary Terence Hill 253-773-3176                   North Andy Roth 425-342-1308 
 terence.a.hill@boeing.com   andrew.s.roth@boeing.com 
Past President Chris Gronau 425-965-6546 Librarian David Hamilton 206-768-7146 
 christopher.w.gronau@boeing.com   pencil_pusher@hotmail.com  
Activities Judy Clarke 206-729-0201 Membership Prash Bhat 206-655-8141 
 Judy_gclarke@hotmail.com   prashantha.b.bhat@boeing.com  
Conservation Open Position  Photography Richard Humbert 206-783-6126 
   richhumbert@hotmail.com  
Echo Editors Kathleen Clawson 425-773-2690 Programs John Gowan 425-774-4792 
 Vicky Larsen 206-368-9566  jjgowan@earthlink.net  
 editor@boealps.org  Web Master Rob James 206-544-3033 
    rob.james@physics.org  

 
 

Photo: “Central & North Towers, Nido del Condor, Torres del Paine” by  Rich Humbert 
 
 
 

 

EElleeccttiioonnss!!!!!!    
..  
Boealps General Elections for next year's club 
officers will be held on Thursday, September 4th 
at the Blue Star Cafe & Pub located at 4512 
Stoneway Ave North in Wallingford. Come on out and 
help elect the people who will make Boealps run 
next year. Who knows, you might even get elected 
yourself! Help make Boealps better and get 
involved! Our club isn't much without people 
willing to roll up their sleeves and do the work 
it takes to make things happen. We have lots of 
volunteer opportunities. No host bar. 

 
 

 

September
GENERAL
MEETING 

 
Thursday:  
Sept 4th 

AT the Blue Star 
in Wallingford  

 
Social half hour 

Starts at 7:00 pm 
Meeting at  
7:30 pm 

 
 

http://www.boealps.org/
mailto:marty.b.jolly@boeing.com
mailto:patricia.michaud@attws.com
mailto:scott.a.webb@boeing.com
mailto:michael.t.jacobsen@boeing.com
mailto:haldis.m.baty@boeing.com
mailto:silaswild@yahoo.com
mailto:terence.a.hill@boeing.com
mailto:andrew.s.roth@boeing.com
mailto:christopher.w.gronau@boeing.com
mailto:pencil_pusher@hotmail.com
mailto:Judy_gclarke@hotmail.com
mailto:prashantha.b.bhat@boeing.com
mailto:richhumbert@hotmail.com
mailto:jjgowan@earthlink.net
mailto:editor@boealps.org
mailto:robert.james@baesystems.com


Belay stance 
 

Well, my climbing friends, another year is gone and we’re fast approaching election time 
again.  Show up at the Blue Star to vote or run for office!  A number of great volunteer 
opportunities are available, including half-time Echo Editor!!  I bet you’ve got a plethora of 
creative ideas for improving this newsletter… now’s your chance to implement them!  Web 
site for the Blue Star:  http://www.3dhospitality.com/bluestar/ 
 
Directions 
 
From I-5 North:  
Take the NE 45th St./NE 50th St. Exit 
Keep LEFT at the fork in the ramp 
Merge onto 7th Ave. NE. 
Turn LEFT on 45th St. 
Turn RIGHT onto Stone Way N. 
 
From I-5 South:  
Take the NE 45th St./NE 50th St. Exit 
Keep LEFT at the fork in the ramp 
Merge onto 5th Ave. NE. 
Turn RIGHT on 45th St. 
Turn RIGHT onto Stone Way N. 

 
 
The October camp-out in Leavenworth is fast 
approaching – don’t miss it!  The spring camping 
trip was a rip-roaring good time.  We enjoyed 
free food, the best margaritas ever, a lead 
climbing seminar and a new route on Castle 
Rock.  The fall camp-out is shaping up to be 
even better!  Further information can be 
located a few pages further into this issue. 
 
 
 
 
Well, that’s it for this month…                Happy Climbing!!! 

        Departing Editor, 
             Katheen 
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Boealps University 
Patricia Michaud,  
Dean of Admissions 

 
AVALANCHE SEMINAR 
Gary Brill, snow crystals, avalanches.  December/January.  Enough said. 
Contact Patty if you're interested in taking the class.   
 
ICE CLIMBING SEMINAR 
I'm hoping to get a Baker ice climbing class in for October but am still 
looking for instructors.  Please contact Patty if you're interested in 
taking or teaching.   
 

 
 

Fall Campout            10-12th October 
 
It’s that time of the year again! The fall campout is being held in the group site at 8-mile 
campground 8 miles up Icicle Creek, near Leavenworth. Come along and meet old and new 
friends around the campfire, plan a hike or a climb in the area. The campsite is booked for both 
Friday and Saturday nights. The club will be providing food on Saturday night. 
It’s always good fun - look forward to seeing you there!! 
 
Please let me know if you are intending to come so I have an idea how much food to provide. Also, 
if you would like to lead a club activity in the Leavenworth area to coincide with the campsite that 
would be great…just let me know and I will advertise it. 
 
For further details about this event please contact Judy Clarke @ 206-729-0201 or 
judy_gclarke@hotmail.com.  
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
_________________________________________________________________ 
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The Broad Traverse or … 
Five Chicks Traverse the Ptmargian 
 
Climbers:  Patty Michaud, Kathy Hasegawa, Vera Trainer, Jayashree Srinivasan, Carol Ray 
 
It was 11:20 am and steaming hot.  With a solid forecast, massive amounts of beta, and way too much chit 
chat, we finally departed the Cascade trailhead.   Johannesberg cheered us on with a few mighty blasts of ice 
chunks that we safely admired across the valley.  We left Seattle at 7:30 a.m. in 3 cars, thanks to the help of 
Anastasia Dunn, Karine Dammer, and Judy Clarke.  They would be dropping off 2 cars for us at our exit 
point, Downey Creek Trailhead.  I was surprised to see the crowds at the trailhead and eyeing their gigantic 
packs, concerned they might be joining us on the Ptmargian.  Alas, those big pack owners were vacationing 
daytrippers from the East Coast.  Phew!  Only one other team of 4 was also doing the Ptmargian and in the 
end, we became rather attached to “Our Guys.” 
 
Did I say it was hot?  It was hot and the flies were abundant and aggressive.  They were obviously unphased 
by the heat as the snuggled close to our sweaty ears and hair throughout the trip.  “Life is good …. except for 
these mother@#$%’in flies!” commented Carol as we slapped and cursed our way up to Cache Col  We 
passed a friendly ranger who happily took notes of our plans.  He provided unsurprising beta regarding the 
col and told us our greatest problem would be the flies.  Not so bad!  There was a bergschrund just below the 
col, but it presented no problems for us.  From Cache Col we could see blue-raspberry Kool aid Lake that 
would serve as our first evening’s accommodation.  No snow meant the first of many long nasty scree 
descents but the awesome view and breeze made up for it.  A couple of us dropped our packs for the 1 hour 
climb to Magic.  We toasted to our first night with Vera’s whiskey and watched the dusty orange sunset turn 
to red, then burgundy, then dark. 
 
Yikes!  Is that the dreaded Red Ledges?  That snow looks steep!  In reality, it was nothing and we laughed a 
big sigh of relief.  The ledges were red and wide and the trail traversed us around the corner and towards the 
Middle Cascade glacier.  It took us a good hour to trudge up to the notch between Spider and Formidable.  
The col was fairly steep but the snow was perfect for plunge steps.  Once reaching the bottom, we had a few 
decisions to make.  Our goal to reach the notch to Formidable by noon was blown away by our leisurely 
start.  Yang Yang lakes looked lovely indeed, but was a 1000 ft below and certainly full of flies.  We decided 
to camp at the ridge above Yang Yang, positioning ourselves in a breezy low insect environment and 
providing a “quick” Formidable ascent.  Once again, our views are breathtaking and intimidating.  Le Conte 
Mountain and its glacier are in full view.  “We have to traverse through that?!  It looks impassable … look at 
that crevasse!”  We watch 2 climbers as they negotiate the crevasse and then hug a rock rib as they disappear 
to the more mellow top half of the glacier. 
 
“Maybe you have pneumonia?!”  Kathy mentions to Carol as she gasps for breath.  Without sleep and little 
oxygen, Carol hauls her body out of the tent for our Formidable attempt on day 3.  She’s ready for K2 
anytime.   I am unsurprised as she is determined to climb.  Fortunately, we don’t need ropes nor harness, so 
one pack is sufficient. Carol, Kathy, and I descend the crummy, crumbly col and head across the snow to 
pass 2 ribs.  Unfortunately, we count a buttress as a rib and stop short.  We stop, drop our ice axes and start 
climbing. After realizing we are definitely not on the correct route, we downclimb, run back for our ice axes 
and cross another “rib”.  One hour wasted.  We get suckered into a snow finger with footprints that *must* 
be right and head up.  It seems to work and we continue, though it seemed a lot harder than 3rd class.  “It’s 
like pulling books from a shelf” we climb and quote a WAC report.  We reach our summit, which is actually 
a sub-summit 100 feet shorter than the true summit and our time is up.  “Great rock, great Country” was 



 
“advice” written to me from a friend a friend.  “What a dork” I thought to myself knowing in advance that 
“great” isn’t an adjective often used for the rock in the Ptarmigan peaks. 
 
Shrieking naked!!! We finally reach “lovely” Yang Yang on day 4 and there still enough warm evening to 
encourage us to strip our clothes for a quick dip.  It feels goooooood and we become the Broad Nymphs of 
Yang Yang as Our Guys look over from the other side to see what the commotion is all about.  Earlier that 
day, they saved our hineys by giving Vera a box of matches since only Kathy remembered her lighter. The 
eldest, a 60 year-old Ptarmigan veteran also gives us route beta and assured us that the traverse looks 
intimidating, but will go. 
 
We get up for our first early start.  The route up the talus and steep gully works and we find ourselves so 
close to Le Conte we consider climbing it.  However, we opt for the conservative and continue as our pace 
the previous days have been too slow.  The bridge across the crevasse works well, but we surmise it won’t be 
around for long.  We reach the notch near Sentinel with relative ease and note the obviously shrunken South 
Cascade Glacier.  I get the global warming creeps as we traverse along Sentinel in the intense heat.   
 
“Ahhhuhhhahhahhhhgh … spetew!!”  Carol needs serious drugs and we have nothing.  White Rock Lakes 
are as beautiful as promised and we are all tired, stressed, and cranky for various reasons.  Once again, we 
look at tomorrow’s route across the valley and it looks doubly bad.  The east lobe of Dana glacier is utterly 
impassable as we look and ponder the puzzle.  The west side of the glacier looks possible, but the route to it 
looks like a 5.10c rock climb.  We decide to continue on the next day in order to ensure a Dome summit.  
The fauna of White Rocks Lake do not disappoint us as the well trained goats wander camp expectantly.  In 
the early evening, our goat nonchalantly meanders toward camp and looks up at us, feigning surprise as if to 
say “oh, I didn’t know you were here.”  He reappears an hour later, with a fully annoyed expression “go to 
bed already!!”  We sleep with EVERYTHING in our tents that night. 
 
The next morning, the wise man of the Ptarmigan again save us providing cold medicine for Carol and 
assurance on the route.  We find the trail exiting the lakes and it easily swings us to the other side of the 
valley and a very easy climb up to the pretty friendly glacier.  We laugh, the Ptarmigan psyched us again.  
Carol has doubled in energy and feels just fabulous.  We pass Spire and head for our campsite at Itswoot 
ridge.  Big, beautiful Dome Peak is in full view and we argue about which peak is the summit.  Fortunately, a 
new group of men camped on the ridge point us the route as they had just climbed it that day.  Amazingly, on 
the climb the next morning, the 5 of us have translated the directions in different ways.  The snow is so low 
that the finger that Beckey describes no longer exists – fortunately, Carol translated the instructions from the 
Itswoot Men correctly and we get back on track after heated debate.  A dead dear (how on earth?) at the 
cannonball hole of Dome glacier provided a macabre route marker and confirmed the correct route choice.  
After a long wait at the base of the last rock scramble (Mountaineers Basic Class outing), we get our chance 
at the summit.  Cheers, photos, and …. Whoops! Dang it, we forgot our drinks!!  Our last evening we drank 
whiskey and toasted our missing, injured team members:  Tuney Kannapell, Judy Clarke, and Anastasia 
Dunn. 
 
The route out Bachelor Creek was not nearly as bad as anticipated.  The 1 mile of downed timber was time 
consuming, but the route through it was marked with blazes that we watched carefully.  As with the entire 
traverse, the trail had been fairly well worn by the intrepid folk earlier this summer and we never doubted 
our location.  Our only issue was swollen, blistered feet after what we later estimated a 15.5 mile exit from 
Itswoot Ridge.  We reached the cars around 5:45 with cold beers waiting for us in the river.  Thanks Annie, 
Karine, and Judy!!! 
 

 
 



 

 
Our First Epic: A trip report from McClellan Butte 

By Robert Fisher 
 
After having to bag on a trip to the Enchantment Lakes (sorry Shella), I decided to spend my Sunday afternoon hiking up 
McClellan Butte with Marty Jolly, Miriam Fay, Ben Leishman, and Oriana Basile. The plan was to leave the trailhead at 9:00 am, 
take a leisurely stroll up the hill, and to return by 5:00 pm. We were bringing a rope and some rock pro in order to practice setting 
an anchor for the final exposed rock scramble. This was going to be a nice hike with a little technical instruction from Marty at the 
summit. 
 
Well, Miriam and I had some difficulty finding Oriana and we got a late start. We were at the trailhead at about 9:15 am. Marty 
was lounging in his ever-present camp chair. Ben was milling about anxiously, and Aggie... Aggie? Where did he come from? -
<Shrug>- Aggie had planned to do a little solo hike on Sunday morning, but found us instead. "When I saw Marty waiting I knew 
there was trouble." Aggie had no idea... 
 
We set out on the trail with Ben leading. Ben is in great shape, so he was nearly jogging up the trail. We were all struggling a bit to 
keep up. I was the first to slow it down. One by one, the others slowed down to a more human pace. Ben kept charging ahead. 
 
After a few miles, we came to a small avalanche gully that Marty had previously tried to climb unsuccessfully. Ben, Good old Ben, 
suggested that we give it a shot. I was interested. After all, I wanted to start some more technical climbing. We had the gear, and if 
Marty would go with us, we had an experienced climber too. Marty agreed to go and Miriam stood there looking at the slope 
pensively. After a while she agreed. Her curiosity had gotten the best of her. After all, she couldn't let us boys go off and have an 
adventure without her. Oriana, who had partaken of much libation the night before, opted to stick to the trail with Aggie. She was 
the only smart one that day. 
 
We were mostly prepared for what we were facing. We all had plenty of food, we had a rope, we had rock pro, we had plenty of 
slings. What we didn't have was the sense to follow Oriana's lead up the trail. Another thing that we were lacking was proper 
footwear. Miriam was wearing some medium-duty hiking boots. Marty and I were both in tennis shoes and Ben was wearing some 
of the smelliest, most worn out hiking boots that I had ever seen. 
 
Really, those boots are wretched.  
 
Off we went, Ben up a nasty rock face and the rest of us bushwhacking up the hill around it. The first sections of what would later 
be called "dipsh_t gulley" were pretty easy. Alternating between scree and easy class IV scrambles. Little did we know that this 
seemingly easy gulley would lead us around to the North face of McClellan Butte, a nasty cliff of loose dirty rock.  
 
Maybe you have seen the north face of McClellan Butte, maybe you haven’t. It is the nice cliff that you can see from I-90 and 
some of the surrounding peaks. It really is a gorgeous face when you aren’t stuck clinging to it for hours on end.  
 
After bushwhacking up the hill a bit, we traversed out to the main gulley. It was full of avalanche debris from many winter slides. 
We were going to traverse across the debris to get back to some more stable rock. Ben was already ahead, hopping along like a 
billy goat. Marty was just ahead of me clearing a path. He came to a large loose branch that was blocking our path, so he pushed it 
down the slope a bit. This was a good thing, because right as I got to where the branch was, I lost my footing and did a little dirt 
glissade down the slope. Luckily for me, Marty kicked that branch down the slope. Luckily for me, I have a nicely padded bum 
that caught on that branch. Luckily for me, I wasn’t sliding two inches more to the right; otherwise that branch would have needed 
surgery for removal. As it was, I ended up with a few scratches and a bruise on my right butt cheek. Luck O’ the Irish I suppose.  
  
After a long stretch of unstable scree, Miriam wanted to turn back. This route seemed a little too extreme and committed for me, so 
I was going to accompany her back down the trail. This was a way for me to back out that wouldn't damage my delicate male ego. 
After all, I was taking one for the team... I was doing the chivalrous thing and helping a lady down to the trail... I was sacrificing 
my climb for someone else's safety... I was... OK, I was wussing out.  
 
We really weren't looking forward to down climbing the scree and avalanche debris when  
Marty suggested that we climb up until we could traverse to the "easy gully". It sounded like a good idea to us. Yeah... "easy 
gulley", that's the ticket. We didn't see the "easy gully" until some twelve hours later. (Mental note: Don’t ever count on the “easy 
gulley”) 
 
Everyone was now climbing upward and wholly committed to the climb. Ben and I were scrambling on some rather exposed (and 
very loose) class IV rock with a vigor that ignored almost all normal caution. We weren't smart enough to be afraid. Marty was 



 
being much more careful and Miriam was terrified. Miriam is an excellent climber. She normally goes up the 5.10 routes at 
Vertical World with the grace and fluidity of a dancer. Out here on loose rock with no rope, she was more like a long-tailed cat in a 
room full of rocking chairs. Once we realized this, we started setting top-rope belay stations for Miriam. We had a pretty good 
system; one or two of us would climb up and look for our next anchor. Once Miriam clipped in to our lower anchor, her belayer 
would free climb up to the next anchor while dragging the rope. We would re-rig the belay and Miriam would climb up. For a 
bunch of climbers that had never done anything like this before, we were surprisingly efficient. 
 
Marty had just finished a free climbing pitch dragging the rope as I was setting the next anchor. He was working with his belaying 
carabiner, pulling the rope out and anchoring in. I heard him mutter "Don't wanna drop my belay device" then I heard the 
unmistakable plink of hardened aluminum hitting rock. Ooops. Marty watched helplessly as his ATC bounced down the  
slope. We tried to find it but to no avail. Hopefully, we wouldn't have to rappel off of this rock. 
 
After a seemingly endless number of pitches, we came to a very nice sheltered alcove. There was a tall rock face protecting the 
exposed side of the cliff. The ground was relatively level and covered in grass. This would be a perfect bivy site. Marty, expressing 
an indelible love of the common man, said "We may have to stay here tonight. Miriam and I will be cozy in my bivy sack, but I 
don't know what you and Ben will do." Thanks Marty. Really. It was a bit early to hunker down and wait out the night, so we 
moved on.  
 
At another nice ledge, Marty noticed some animal droppings and asked "Do you think these are mountain goat?" To which I 
replied "I dunno. Did you taste them?" Marty stared at me in disbelief, shook his head, and shuffled away. Apparently sarcasm 
wasn't very welcome at this point in the climb. -<Shrug>- 
 
There were a few pitches that were particularly hair-raising. I remember more than once looking at the rock I had to work with and 
realizing that all of it was loose and dirty. I was staying on the face by the virtue of a higher power and a horrifically delicate sense 
of balance. Neither am I a graceful climber, nor a smooth climber, but for this one day, I was both. Maybe it was a sense of self-
preservation that was giving me some super-human powers that I didn't know I had. Whatever it was, it got me up the rock. 
 
In all seriousness - Sometimes, when you are in a scary situation full of uncertainties, a few things become crystal clear. A few of 
life's mysteries absolve themselves with an amazing clarity. Questions like what am I doing here? Are washed away and replaced 
with a vision of what you are going to do to the person who got you here in the first place. "Ben, my friend..." 
 
Every now and again, I heard Ben on the radio: "There's a tricky bit up here". Great. Tricky in Ben's book meant that I was likely 
to wet myself. I don't have much experience with multi-pitch rock climbs, but I do know this - I would much rather climb a low 
class V rather than a loose, exposed class IV. A "tricky part" on this face usually involved a couple of low class V  
moves on a loose rock face. I don't know what kept me on the rock through those "tricky parts" but I owe it/them a beer. 
 
After many pitches on our free climbing system, we realized that the stakes were getting too high. The slightest slip would send 
you tumbling 1,000+ feet down with absolutely no chance of rescue (or recovery). Everyone began roping up. Ben would lead the 
route, largely unprotected, to set up an anchor for the rest of us. Marty and I prussikked along the rope. Miriam was up last and had 
the luxury of a top-rope belay. 
 

Let me pause here to talk a little about Ben. I have done a lot of 
climbing with Ben. He seems to be the only person I know who 
likes to climb as much as I do (every weekend). He has never done 
any lead climbing previous to this weekend. Granted, this was 
"only" a loose, exposed, class IV scramble, but I would give it a 
pucker factor of 9 in places. The rock sucked. I'm not just saying 
this. It was looser than Fat Albert's pants after a 12 week liquid 
diet. There was no way to truly protect the climb. Ben tried to set 
slings over rocks and around chock stones, but there was nothing 
stable. Sure, from the belay station, the pro looked good, but when 
you got to it, it was scary. Ben possessed an amazing amount of 
testicular fortitude to keep climbing on this exposed unprotected 
rock. I had many mommy moments when I was following, only 
after a secure anchor had been set. Ben did all of this with a 
marginal belay that would have resulted in a nasty pendulum fall. 
Regardless of who got us on this rock (Ben), Ben was the person 
who got us off of it. Thanks Ben, I think. 
 



 
One spot on this climb will stick in my memory. It was a ledge that was completely covered in heather. The ledge was big enough 
to sit on, and after standing, sitting, and squatting in innumerable uncomfortable positions, this little cliff side lazy boy was more 
than welcomed. The spot had an amazing view of the valley and the early stages of what would be an amazing sunset. In a 
different situation it would have been a great place to sit and watch the world go by.  

 
 
There were many uncertainties on this climb. None of us 
had ever successfully climbed this route before. There were 
no route descriptions. All we had to go on was Marty's 
vague memory of what the route should be. Ben was 
leading all of the pitches, and he had no idea whatsoever of 
the route. All he knew was that he had to find a route that 
was at least somewhat protected and that that the rest of us 
could climb. There was one point that my radio crackled to 
life and I heard Ben say "Ok, I think we can do it, but it's 
scary". Needless to say, I was none too excited about any 
section that scared Ben so I turned to Marty and asked him 
how long it would take to bail on the route. "With four of 
us, about 6 hours" Sh_t. "Ok Ben, it will take 6 hours to 
bail if we can't make it. This is your call, are we going up, 
or are we going down?" There was maybe 5 seconds 
between the beep at the end of my sentence and when I 
next heard Ben’s voice, but it seemed like an eternity. 
Marty and Miriam were about twenty feet to my right, but I think that they could hear our exchange. They tensed with me. "We are 
going up."  
 
Those four words immediately filled me with a sense of relief and a sense of dread. We wouldn’t have to rappel down this 
mountain, but I would have to climb something that Ben described as “scary”. No good. No good at all… 
 
The final pitches were spectacular. We had a nasty traverse across loose rock and grass. Then there was an ascent up some loose 
exposed rock with a few low class V moves. After you had gotten by that, you headed up a 15 foot vertical crack. The protection 
was sparse and not really protection at all. After ascending the route, Marty commented that the only piece that would have held a 
fall was the very last one placed halfway up the crack, and that was bomber. The crack itself was under hung and off-width. Ben 
had climbed this with one piece halfway up the crack. A fall would have become a bounce. The bounce would have become an 
injury, and we would have been screwed.  

 
 
Even as I sit here, safely at home writing this, I'm not sure if Ben was just very confident of his abilities, horribly ignorant of the 
stakes, or is some sort of maniac. Regardless of the truth, he completed many pitches that would have left me a shaking heap on a 
tiny ledge. One thing I know about Ben - He's got balls of solid rock. Completely unflapped through the climbs, carefully placing 
what pro he could, giving words of encouragement to Miriam and I, this guy is going to make a great BCC instructor. 
 
The final belay station was a little crag at the east side of the summit ridge. We managed to fit four people on a piece of rock only 
slightly bigger than a phone booth. The views of Rainier displaying all of her colors in the waning sun were something to see. The 
sights were hardly worth the sweat, blood, and tears that had gone 
into this ill-advised climb, but at least we got a little something. 

 
The last pitch to the summit was an easy scramble. We roped up for 
safety as it was VERY exposed. Marty said it best: "I've never been 
so happy to get to a summit". To be on a solid piece of dirt where 
you could walk around without being anchored in seemed too good 
to be true. Much whooping and hollering ensued once Marty made 
the summit with us. We had a group hug, and what will probably be 
my favorite summit photo of all time. It was 9:30 pm. Twelve hours 
after we started this climb, we had finally made it. Ben called 
Oriana to tell her that we were ok and had just summitted. 
  
All that was left was a scramble to the trail and four hours of hiking 
in the dark. As promised, once were back to the trail, Ben kissed the 
ground and Miriam ate some dirt. Someone will be coming to 



 
collect my soul at a later date... 
 
After the epic twelve hour ascent of McClellan Butte, we were all exhausted. I 
looked like something out of an H.P Lovecraft novel, staggering down the trail 
with my trekking poles largely holding me up, a shambling picture of 
exhaustion. The rest of my companions were hardly any better off.  
 
Every now and again, we would stop and turn off our lights while Marty pointed 
out some astronomical phenomena. It would have been a very educational hike 
if I would have had the capacity to grasp new ideas. The four hour descent 
turned into a blur of rocks and trekking poles. 
 
It was 1:00 am on Sunday morning by the time we reached the cars. It was 
3:00 am by the time I was at home in bed with food in my belly. What can I 
say? Good times... Good times... 
 
Were there any lessons learned? I suppose so. More importantly I learned about the people that I choose to have around me while 
climbing, the people that I trust my life to. These are great people. We have been through much already, but our harrowing 
experience on McClellan Butte brought us that much closer. Thanks. I am very lucky to have met people like you.  
 
 
 
 

2nd Annual Boebabies Campout  - By Rob James 
 
For the 2nd year the climbers with kids branch of Boealps 
headed off to 8 mile campground to see how grubby we could 
all get.  And this year the kids actually outnumbered the parents 
(22 kids 16 parents) and all not only survived, with some minor 
abrasions, but had fun too! 
 
Again everyone survived the grueling pass crossing, but 
modern technology is making this easier – on long road trips 
the DVD in the laptop means that in-flight entertainment can be 

so attractive its difficult 
getting the little critters out of 
the car at the journeys end. 
 
Due to the dry conditions on the east side campfires had even been 
banned in the campgrounds.   However, Bob and Tammy decided to 
sacrifice the pristine beauty of their camp stove and the kids got to toast 
marshmallows over an open propane flame. 
 
Saturday dawned bright and sunny 
(and a tad breezy) and after filling 
the little tykes with pancakes, 
sausages and hot chocolates it was 
time to try and wear them out 
enough to get them to take an 
afternoon nap (a risky plan which 
often leaves the parents needing an 
afternoon nap and the kids wide 

awake an ready for more).  So we headed out to do the Icicle gorge 
trail from Rock island to the Chatter Creek camp ground.  Some 
parents just went straight for the nap – Here’s Shawn demonstrating by 
example (a sound parenting technique) for Alex.  
 



 

And why would you be planning an alpine start for a climb 
starting at the roadside and only a mile from the campsite?  
To get a route in before the kids wake up and you’re back 
on parenting duty.   Others settled for a more relaxed start 
and after a dip in the icicle hit the bouldering circuit at the 
north end of the campsite.   
Heck, if you’re bold enough to swim in the icicle, who needs climbing shoes! 
 
And after a full days excitement we actually achieved a dream – Liz asked to go to bed!  Mind it was about 
10:30pm by then and we had seen Mars glowing quite red over the hills. 
 
For Sunday brekky everyone was up and hungry – pancakes were pouring off the production line to fuel 
another days excitement.  Next year we’re going to do a potluck breakfast – could be a major event.  
Suitably filled some headed for the crags and some for a spot more hiking prior to meeting up at the beach 
at Rock Island, a mere 10 mile up the icicle, but you’d swear the water temp was 10o lower than at 8 mile.  
Still, it didn’t stop the hardy from taking the plunge.  Here’s Courtney and Liz in full flight. 
 

 

So we proved it again – you can still be a parent and a climber.  Rise and Steve even tried their hands at 
solo parenting as spouses were otherwise occupied for the weekend.  This seems to go fairly well when 
there are a bunch of parents around, and the kids seem to look after themselves quite well too.  They run or 
bike around the campsite in packs – pouncing on unwary adults and frightening away the local fauna.   
 
See you all over there next year for the 3rd annual Boebabies campout!  Although we might have to work on 
the name as some are definitely not babies any more. 
 
 



 
  

 

ADDRESS CHANGE FORM 
 
NAME:  
 
NEW WORK PHONE:  NEW HOME PHONE:  
 
NEW MAIL STOP:  NEW EMAIL:  
 
NEW HOME ADDRESS:   
 
  
 

SEND ADDRESS CHANGES TO PRASH BHAT, M/S 14-MC 
OR: 4712 Fremont Ave N, Seattle, WA 98103 

OR: prashantha.b.bhat@boeing.com 
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JJoohhnn  DD..  AAlllleeyy  
PPrreesseennttss    

..  

ACONCAGUA 
 

John is sharing his photos, insights and 
stories from his climb of Aconcagua 
February 3 � March 9, 2003. 
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starts at 7:00 pm,
meeting at  
7:30 pm. 

 

 



 

Belay stance 
 
Don�t miss this month�s General Meeting!  John D. Alley has some great information and sights to 
share from his recent climb of Aconcagua! 
 
The Fall Campout is fast approaching.  Plan on heading over to Leavenworth October 10-12th!!!  Details 
in this issue. 
 
Congratulations to the newly elected members of the Boealps Board!  The official changeover will take 
place at the Annual Banquet (November 7th)  Flier and signup sheet in this issue! 
  

President -  Scott Web  scott.a.webb@boeing.com 
Pres quote: �It's great to be honored to help out for another year with 
BOEALPS.  Working with Marty for the past year has been great.  His 
handling of the duties as President AND Lead Instructor was unbelievable. 
 I'm extremely pleased with the results of this year's elections.   
With the quality of people we have as board members and chairpersons, it's 
going to be another great year!� 
 

Vice President �   Zack Thunemann   paul.z.thunemann@boeing.com 
Treasurer -   Bob Magers  robert.b.magers@boeing.com 
Secretary -   Shella Bukovac  shella.a.bukovac@boeing.com 
Past president -   Marty Jolly marty.b.jolly@boeing.com 
Activities -   Bob Fisher Russell.Fisher@pss.boeing.com 
Conservation -   Len Kannapell kannapell@yahoo.com 
Librarian -   Haldis Baty haldis.m.baty@boeing.com 
Web Masters �   Zack Thunemann, Ben Leishman,  Rob James 

bleishman@hotmail.com  rob.james@physics.org 
Programs -   John Gowan and Mick Ostroff jjgowan2@yahoo.com ; mostroff1@hotmail.com  
Education �   Patty Michaud patricia.michaud@attws.com  
Membership �   Prash Bhat prashantha.b.bhat@boeing.com  
Photography �   Richard Humbert richhumbert@hotmail.com  
Echo Editors �   Vicky Larsen and Sarah Sternau   echoeditor@hotmail.com  
Equipment -   Silas Wild, Michael Jacobsen and Stephen McLaughlin 

silaswild@yahoo.com; michael.t.jacobsen@boeing.com; skiingyeti@hotmail.com 
  
What are your top ten ways to conserve?  The Conservation Corner has Len�s list in this issue. 
 
The Boealps Message Board is up and running!  Check out the current forums and how to get a login 
later in this Echo.   
 
There�s also two great trip reports!  Ron Fleck wrote up his adventure Backpacking the Wallowas 
with John Alley.  Zack�s is a great account of his first Grade III climb, Inspiration. 
 
Well, that�s it for this month�   Happy Climbing!!! 

One of your Echo Editors, 
Vicky 
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2003 BOEALPS ANNUAL BANQUET  
 

Slideshow and Talk by Outdoor and Wildlife Photographer ART WOLFE 
 

 
 
 

Renowned outdoor and wildlife photographer ART WOLFE is the featured speaker at this 
year�s Boealps Annual Banquet to be held at the Mountaineers on Friday, November 7th. Art 
is a Boealps Basic Climbing Class graduate, and we are proud to welcome back one of our 
most famous alumni! Don�t miss this show! Sign up deadline is October 31st. 
 
DATE: Friday, November 7th, social hour begins at 6:30 PM, no-host bar 
PLACE: The Mountaineers, 300 Third Ave W, Seattle, WA 98119 
PRICE: Boealps Members $35, Non-members $40 
MENU: 
HORS D�OEUVRES 
Shrimp Cocktail 
Spanikopita 
 
BUFFET 
California Mixed Greens 
Triple Tier Cheese Assortment 
Pike Place Fresh Fruit 
Orange Halibut 
Basil Chicken 
Garlic Asiago Mashed Potatoes 
Seasonal Vegetable Medley 
Peppercorn Beef 
Hearth Breads 
 
DESSERT 
Chocolate Cake layered with whipped Chocolate Ganache and Dark Chocolate Glaze!!! 
Tully�s Coffee 



 

2003 BOEALPS ANNUAL BANQUET 
 

SIGN-UP FORM 
 
 

Name:      
 

Phone:            
 
 

NAME BOEALPS MEMBER? YES or NO?
  
  
  
  
  
  

 
 

Number of Members:   x $35.00  =    
Number of Non-Members:  x $40.00  =    

 
       TOTAL PAYMENT =    
 
 

MAKE CHECKS PAYABLE TO BOEALPS 
   

RETURN THIS PAGE WITH PAYMENT BEFORE OCTOBER 31st TO: 
 

HALDIS BATY 
M/S : OM-15 

 
OR 

 
1410 220th ST SW 
Bothell, WA 98021 



 
 
 
 
 
 

Fall campout! 
 

It�s that time of the year again! The fall campout is being held in 
the group site at Eightmile Campground 8 miles up Icicle Creek, 
near Leavenworth. Come along and meet old and new friends 
around the campfire, plan a hike or a climb in the area.  
 
The campsite is booked for both Friday and Saturday nights. 
The club will be providing food on Saturday night. October 10-
11th 
 
It�s always good fun - look forward to seeing you there!! 
 
There will be a lead seminar on the 12th.  See Boealps 
University in this echo for detail on signing up! 
 
Please let me know if you are intending to come so I have an 
idea how much food to provide. Also, if you would like to lead a 
club activity in the Leavenworth area to coincide with the 
campsite that would be great�just let me know and I will 
advertise it. 
 
For further details about this event please contact Judy Clarke 
@ 206-729-0201 or judy_gclarke@hotmail.com 



 

 
By Len Kannapell  -  206-522-7022  -  kannapell@yahoo.com 

 
I�d like to thank my predecessor, except there is no one. The last Conservation chair was John Schmidt, who moved 
several months ago. Thanks, John, for your good work as Conservation Corner emeritus. 
 
I wanted to write this monthly column for the 2003-2004 year because I believe in the power of the written word to 
educate, to enlighten, and to inspire. Specifically, my goal is to find practical things you can do to get involved in 
conservation issues. The range of conservation issues I plan to cover is varied, but it includes access issues for 
climbers, local and federal legislation that affect our climbing and global environment, trail maintenance, energy 
conservation, global warming, and more. 
 
Some issues may be contentious, and it is your right to speak up if you don�t agree. And in those occasions you do 
agree, I encourage you to speak up as well. The process is interactive: I have items to bring to your attention, and you 
have words to increase the awareness in all of us. As philosopher John Dewey once said, �Democracy begins with 
conversation.� 
 

10 Things Climbers Can Do to Conserve Energy and Resources 
 
1. Ride your bike to work 
 

My car died on Feb.24, 2000, on the way to a Boealps Aid Climbing seminar. As one of the dedicated 
automotively transported, I immediately sought out a replacement vehicle. But my good wife Vera suggested 
taking up the bicycle, and I haven�t looked back. I bicycle commute year round (an admittedly facile 20 minutes to 
Insightful Corp. on Westlake), but it�s been a revelation. I�m hooked; it is exercise, fresh air, and usually faster 
than facing cross-town traffic. Yes, I cheat and drive on occasion, and my Catholic guilt doth overwhelm me. 
 

2. Carpool to work/climbs 
 

Good grief, get creative and do your share to reduce the number of cars on the road. Carpool to work, and share a 
good conversation accompanied by a single tall latte. If that�s not possible/feasible, consider carpooling to 
trailheads. It appalls me how frequently that at the gathering places for climbs (typically local park �n rides), many 
of my fellow Boealpers never consider putting more than two people in a vehicle that could take all four of us. 
With a little creative rearranging, you can put usually put three-four in one vehicle, especially on day trips. We 
have the vehicles, certainly, but do we need to use them? 
 

3. Buy an energy-efficient or hybrid vehicle 
 
If you carry a great deal of equipment for your recreational pursuits (rafting, bicycling, sail boarding), an SUV 
might be the most practical solution. But most of us involved in mountaineering can find ways to reduce the 
volume we tote along on trips. 
 
Our household vehicle is a front-wheel drive 1993 Subaru Impreza, and it gets a notably lame 25 mpg. I�m 
appalled, and hope to get a 30-35 mpg vehicle next time around. I�ve never owned an SUV, and haven�t had great 
difficulties accessing ski areas, trailheads, or any number of outdoor venues (exception: Depot Creek trailhead in 
Canada). Certainly, these large vehicles are convenient, but they simply do not get the gas mileage that smaller 
vehicles, particularly the hybrids, are able to achieve. 
 
 
 
 



 

 
By Len Kannapell  -  206-522-7022  -  kannapell@yahoo.com  

 
 

4. Bring a travel mug for your coffee 
 
Bleary-eyed, you seek the morning elixir (trans: caffeinated beverage) before heading to Granite Mt. for your 
morning or afternoon hoof. Idea: Bring a travel mug instead of purchasing a polystyrene or paper cup. It�s 
surprising how quickly the number of discarded cups add up, and you significantly reduce the amount of garbage 
that ends up in your garbage receptacle (your backseat). Keep the travel mug in the car when you�re running 
errands in town, and reduce even more waste. 
 
Note: Bicycle commuting to a park �n ride or trailhead carrying an overnight pack and drinking a latte may be 
hazardous to your health. 
 

5. Recycle food/drink containers 
 
Bring a plastic bag, and put all your Gatorade bottles/Red Bull cans from your group in it. Then sort the items in 
your recycle bin, and you�re done. Reduce, reuse, recycle. 
 
Look for Type 1 (two liter pop bottles), Type 2 (gallon milk jugs), and Type 4 (variety of plastic bags). 
 

6. Reduce your use of plastic bags 
 
When you go to the grocery store for your Milk Duds, do you really need a bag for that single item? Just say no if 
you don�t need it. Better yet, consider purchasing a reusable canvas bag, and make sure it�s in an accessible place. 
 

7. Use stairs instead of the elevator 
 
Ever notice how it�s always the thin folks who take the steps? The stairs help you avoid the awkwardness of 
sharing claustrophobic spaces with strangers, and provides exercise for the sedentary Boealper. 
 

8. Buy rechargeable batteries 
 
The nickel metal hydride batteries (Ni-MH) are available in AAA, AA, C, D, and 9-volts, and are superior to the 
NiCad precursors. Hopefully, Lithium Ion will be available soon, which retain their charge even better than Ni-
MH. 
 

9. Install a programmable thermostat for your home 
 

An automatic setback or programmable thermostat can be used to lower your heating and cooling costs. Keep your 
costs low, and save energy at the same time. Most programmable units cost $25-$50, depending on features.  

 
10. Read this column 

 
And then recycle it, if you printed this. If not, recycle your monitor when it�s outlived its usefulness. 
 
 
Thanks for listening. All comments encouraged. 
Len Kannapell 
 



 
 
 

 

 

  

Boealps University 
Patricia Michaud,  
Dean of Admissions 

 
Lead Rock Climbing Seminar - You've completed the Basic Mountaineering course, have been top-roping all 
summer, and now you're hankering for something more in your life�an introduction to the fine art of placing pro, 
building anchors, and safe leading.  This class will be held on the Sunday (October 12) of the Boealps Leavenworth 
campout.  Contact Patty if you're interested in taking or teaching the class. 
  
ICE CLIMBING - The Baker ice climbing seminar will take place the weekend of October 18.  We still have some 
openings for students, so contact Patty before the class is full! 
  
AVALANCHE - Slope angle, snow crystals, and slabs!  Reserve your spot now for Gary Brill's avalanche safety 
class.  The infamous local expert will provide you with the tools you need to be safer in the snowy backcountry.  
Class field outing will be January 10 or 11.  Dates for the three evening classroom lectures are:  

• Wednesday, December 17 @6:30pm-9:00pm, 6:15 registration  

• Wednesday, January 7 @6:30pm-9:00pm  

• Monday, January 12 @6:30pm-9:00pm 

 
Sign up with Patty soon as there is limited availability. 

 
 
 

The Boealps Message Board 
 

The Boealps Message Board is up and running. 
See the next page for a preview of the current forums set up!!! 

Lots of great stuff! 
Get your login set up today!!! 

 
A couple things to request from everyone: 

• Use a non-Boeing email address. This will allow us to email the entire list for upcoming 
events. 

• Keep it clean!  This site is public... avoid the PG13 and R rated language.  Let's represent 
Boealps well! 

• Try it out!  Go do some climbing!  Post some TRs, plan some trips, sell some old gear.  Let's 
see how this works! 

• Give us some solid feedback.  
 

 Here�s the link:  
www.xsorbit2.com/users/boealps



 
 

  The Boealps Message Board  
  « The Boealps Message Board - Index »  

Welcome, Guest. Please Login or Register.  
September 22nd, 2003, 3:50pm  

 

 

Forum name Topics Posts Last post 

« Let's Discuss the New Forum » 

 The New Forum  
Speak up, this board is for you! 
» Moderator: boealps 

1 8 
September 22nd, 
2003, 3:49pm 
by pzack 

« Trip Reports » 

 South Cascades  
TR's from Columbia River to Stevens Pass  
» Moderator: boealps 

0 0 N/A 
by N/A 

 Central Cascades  
TR's from Stevens Pass to Rainy Pass  
» Moderator: boealps 

1 1 
September 15th, 
2003, 3:53pm 
by slimshady 

 North Cascades  
TR's from Rainy Pass to Fraser River  
» Moderator: boealps 

1 1 
September 15th, 
2003, 2:59pm 
by pzack 

 Olympics  
TR's from the Peninsula 
» Moderator: boealps 

0 0 N/A 
by N/A 

 The Rest of the World  
Everything else - Squamish and Mt. Hood, Alaska and Chile, 
Switzerland to Central Cali.  
» Moderator: boealps 

0 0 N/A 
by N/A 

« On The Wall » 

 The Echo  
Seminars, classes, cook-outs and other Boealps sponsored 
events.  
» Moderator: boealps 

3 3 
September 16th, 
2003, 12:52pm 
by boealps 

 The Boealps Inspector  
A place for Boealpers to comment on climbing gear.  
» Moderator: boealps 

0 0 N/A 
by N/A 

 Climbing Anyone?  
A place to announce informal, upcoming climbs, to look for 
climbing partners.  
» Moderator: boealps 

3 4 
September 19th, 
2003, 7:38pm 
by pzack 

 Trip Planning  
A place to plan logistics for a climb. Gear, meet time, ect. 
» Moderator: boealps 

2 4 
September 18th, 
2003, 4:34pm 
by fenderfour 

 The Yard Sale  
A place to buy/sell used gear and announce big sales in the 
greater NW. 
» Moderator: boealps 

2 6 
September 18th, 
2003, 7:21pm 
by slimshady 

 
 
 



 
Ron and John�s Boy-Bonding Wilderness Adventure 

or 
Backpacking the Wallowas, Enduring the Agony of De Feet 

 
        Participants:  John D. Alley (Renaissance man), Ron Fleck (Neanderthal scribe) 
The original plan: A weeklong loop around Cathedral Peak in the Okanogan, with climbs of whatever we 

came across. 
         The reality: Fires everywhere around Winthrop and all the roads and trails are closed. 
The revised plan: A weeklong loop trip to the Wallowa range and Eagle Cap Wilderness in NE Oregon, 

with climbs of whatever peaks loomed above the lakes and passes we would 
encounter. 

           The dates: Aug. 25 � Sept. 2, 2003 
           The drive:  I-90 to Ellensburg; I-82 through Yakima and into Oregon; I-84 through Pendleton to 

La Grande; OR route 82 through Enterprise to Joseph and the Wallowa State Park.  
Total distance approx. 400 miles and 7 hrs. driving time. 

 
In Enterprise, OR, there is a fabulous Visitor/Interpretive Center where we got our wilderness map and 
learned from the staff that campfires were actually allowed in the wilderness area, though nowhere else � 
seemed kind of crazy to us, but so be it.  John was concerned that we wouldn�t be able to cook by the 
campfire all the fish he planned to catch and he didn�t want to �poach� them in the two-quart cook pan 
that accompanied our single burner stove.  Once you get that fish smell in the pot, you never get rid of it.  
At the center we also learned that there are 26 peaks over 9,000 ft in the Eagle Cap, many more than we 
had thought.  We were hoping to snag maybe six of them.  So after driving through Joseph and arriving at 
Wallowa state park at the end of Wallowa Lake, we got a tent site for the night ($17) and drove into town 
for dinner.  The next morning we drove back into town for breakfast at a café (great homemade hash 
browns) and started hiking on the E fork Wallowa trail sometime after 9:00.  Within about 100 yards we 
had to pull out the map as there were side trails going everywhere.  Once reasonably assured we were on 
the right path, we got down to the serious business of trashing John�s feet. 
 
The first day�s destination was Aneroid Lake, some 6 miles and 3,000 ft elevation gain distant.  Neither 
John nor I knew what aneroid meant and upon arrival home I researched the word and learned that 
aneroid means �containing no liquid or actuated without the use of liquid,� which makes it a very strange 
name for an alpine lake � seems more appropriate for the dry lake bed at Edwards Air Force Base.  Not to 
mention that there is also an Aneroid Peak, a few miles distant from the lake � it did not have any liquid 
on or emanating from it.  Within the first hour we saw about 12 people on horses returning from their 
two-hour tourist ride into the wilderness.  Otherwise we saw only 3 hikers the entire day.  One of those 
folks was putting out a grass fire in a meadow a mere 20 minutes from Aneroid Lake.  As we came upon 
the scene, two day hikers were nearby and asked if we had a shovel.  The best we could come up with was 
my plastic trowel, hardly up to the task.  By this time the guy had spent 2 hours filling up his cook pot 
from a nearby stream and tossing untold pots of water onto the blaze, which he described as being six feet 
high and having an approximate diameter of 20 ft.  At this point the fire was basically out, though there 
was a little smoldering in the dirt.  The guy said he would notify the authorities about the blaze when he 
reached the trailhead later that afternoon. 
 
Approximately four hours later from camp we saw a chopper circle overhead several times before it 
headed over to land a short distance away.  Another 90 minutes after that, a smoke jumper, ax in hand, 
comes up to us and tells us that he smelled the smoke from our campfire and although he was sorry to 
�rain on our parade,� the fire had to be extinguished.  We told him that we had checked with the ranger 
station and they said it was OK.  Still, we acquiesced to his wishes � never argue with an ax-wielding 
smoke jumper, or as Pink Floyd would say, �Careful with that ax, Eugene.�  After the fire was out he 



 
contacted his sources by radio and learned that fires were, in fact, allowed in the high wilderness areas, 
though nowhere else.  So he apologized to us for his mistake.  We then offered to show him and his 
partner the location of the fire that they were seeking since it was only a 15-minute walk from our camp.  
We figured that would keep us in good standing with the fire karma gods � a status we wanted to maintain 
if John was going to build fires every night.  The rest of the night was uneventful. 
 
On day 2 we decided to scramble up Aneroid Mt. and Hidden Peak.  So we headed off toward the junction 
with the Bonny Lakes trail and Dollar Pass, elev. 8400 ft.  After just under an hour we hit the meadow 
and faint trail, then headed cross-country on the ridge below Aneroid.  It was an easy scramble through 
small trees, heather, and small boulder fields to reach the 9702 ft summit.  John and I took parallel tracks 
to avoid sending rocks down on each other.  The wind picked up as we climbed and hit a sustained 30 
MPH on top.  The summit register was an old ammunition case and the previous climber had registered 4 
days earlier.  From there we descended to the north ridge on another heather and scree slope to the saddle 
(elev. 8700 ft) with Hidden Peak.  After another easy walk, though struggling with the 30 MPH winds, we 
zigzagged our way to the top of Hidden Peak, elev. 9495 ft.  Another hour north of that on the same ridge 
was East peak, but since John�s feet were bothering him we decided to forego that since it was even 
farther out of the way from camp. 
 

  
Summit of Aneroid    Mt.Aneroid Lake from Hidden Peak Summit 

 
For the return we decided NOT to go up and over Aneroid and needlessly gain 1,000 ft. of elevation, but 
rather contour around the base of it and angle our way back to Dollar Pass.  This turned out to be a big 
mistake as we got in the middle of some big scree slopes and the descending traverse wreaked havoc on 
John�s feet.  At the end of the day we wished we had done the extra thousand feet.  It would have been 
MUCH easier. 
 
Day 3 saw us packed up and heading again toward the Bonny Lakes trail, but then we turned SW toward 
Tenderfoot Pass (no doubt named with John�s feet in mind) and Polaris Pass, which we had been warned 
about.  At Tenderfoot John took a rest and I dropped my pack to do the scramble up the ridge to Pete�s 
Point, elev. 9675 ft.  That was a mere 90-minute detour to bag another easy summit.  Once we reached 
Polaris Pass, elev. 8890, we saw relatively easy peaks on both sides, though Sentinel Peak had a lot of 
exposure on the ridge to its summit.  Considering that today was at least an 11 mile day, John was not 
going to do more walking than he had to and I also decided to save my feet as well as some time, so I did 
not do the scramble to either Point 9395 or Sentinel.   
 
The west side of Polaris Pass started out as a switch backing descent through a lot of shale and then 
endlessly gradual switchbacks through heather and grass.  The switchbacks would go horizontally for 
hundreds of yards while losing maybe 15 feet.  Keep in mind that these are �pack animal compatible� 
trails so they are purposefully gentle.  This portion of the trail descended a mere 2300 ft. in 5.5 miles and 
seemed interminable.  Two and a half hours later at the base we connected with the E fork of the Wallowa 



 
trail and then climbed another 2 miles to Frazier Lake, elev. 7100 ft.  Originally we had wanted to 
continue an additional 3 miles to Glacier Lake, but John�s feet were screaming at him to stop, and so we 
did.  For the entire 11 miles we saw no one and then just 3 people at the lake.  So in 3 full days of hiking 
we saw a mere 9 hikers on the trails or at the lakes.  After getting camp set up John got out his trusty 
fishing pole and managed to snag a 9 inch brook trout for a post dinner treat.  Being the lifelong 
pyromaniac that he is, he got a roaring bonfire going in no time and we roasted the trout by the side of the 
fire. 
 
For the 4th day John decided to stay put and rest his feet while I went exploring the Lakes Basin area that 
contained Glacier Lake, Moccasin Lake, Mirror Lake, and several others.  Glacier Lake was a mere hour 
and 1,000 ft above Frazier Lake, but its setting was spectacular.  The lake is well named as the peak 
directly above it has a big cirque that was obviously glacier carved.  Today there are mere remnants of the 
former glacier.  There were a couple of small yet steep snow patches that looked like tiny glaciers still 
barely hanging onto their threatened existence.  I meandered the shoreline, taking several pictures and in a 
mere 150 feet of that shoreline I saw at least 10 fish.  I knew that John would be ecstatic to fish here.  
Glacier Pass, elev. 8350, is above the lake and the high point before descending to Moccasin Lake, et al, 
1000 feet lower.  So I took that route and eventually came to the junction with the trail that ascends to the 
summit of Eagle Cap, the namesake of the entire wilderness area.  It was only later that I learned that what 
I assumed was Eagle Cap was actually Glacier Peak and Eagle Cap was the higher point at the end of the 
ridge.  Seems that Glacier Peak was not named on my USGS map and I didn�t study it closely enough to 
realize which peak was truly Eagle Cap.  The detour to Eagle Cap was another 3 miles and 2,200 feet up 
and would put me back at camp a couple of hours after I told John that I would return.  Considering that 
John would not really know where I was and with his trashed feet would be even harder pressed to come 
looking for me should something go awry, the responsibility gene kicked in and I returned to camp, 
arriving about 3:00.  By this time John had caught 8 fish and was planning a big feast for the evening�s 
bonfire. 
 
Upon my return I indicated how spectacular I thought that Glacier Lake was and told him that we should 
pack up that very afternoon and head the 2 ½ miles up there and re-set up camp, but he wasn�t taking the 
bait on that one.  However, I did convince him that he should hike up to the lake with me the next day and 
then he could fish while I repeated the day�s hike but then continued to the summit of Eagle Cap.  He was 
all for that one. 
 
By now it was Saturday and we expected to see crowds since it was Labor Day weekend.  Still, I only saw 
4 people on the trail all the way to Eagle Cap, which was nine miles from Frazier Lake.  I did see about 5 
tents scattered around the 3 different lakes and considered that pretty sparse habitation.  As it turned out, I 
met two guys near the summit of the Cap who were considering the �loop� trip by descending the boulder 
field on the other side that takes you down to Glacier Lake.  From below the lake it looked less than 
desirable for an ascent route, but with some company I opted for the loop as well.  It turned out to be a 
pretty reasonable descent route and saved me about 5 miles and 2 hrs. time.  On that descent I scoped out 
a way that one could more easily ascend Eagle Cap from the northwest side of the lake and save all that 
extra trail hiking. 
 



 

  
    Glacier Peak and Lake         Eagle Cap above Mirror Lake 

 
Once we got back to the lake I tried to convince these two to do more scrambling up Glacier Peak, but 
they figured that would be too long of a day for them since they had to return over Glacier Pass, the route 
I had taken in the morning, to get back to their camp.  The next plan of attack was to convince John to 
stay at least another day so I could do Glacier and perhaps even talk him into it, if his feet would allow. 
 
When I ran into John on the trail back to Frazier Lake I learned that he had only caught one fish at Glacier 
Lake that day.  He kept thinking that he would find something bigger and just released what he had 
caught.  He also thought it would be a good idea to attempt Glacier, which was again mostly a ridge walk 
from what we could see.  Later that evening we looked more closely at our maps and realized that Frazier 
Lake was also in the Lakes Basin and therefore fires were not allowed within ¼ mile of the shoreline.  
When we had arrived there we saw a fire ring and naturally assumed that fires were allowed.  We decided 
to build a fire again anyway and play dumb in the unlikely event that we ran into a ranger. 
 
On Sunday, the 6th day, we set out again for Glacier Lake and the Peak above it.  We reached the lake in 
an hour and after circling about ¼ of the shoreline went up 200 ft of steep scree to attain the broad 
ridgeline.  In a couple of spots it dropped precipitously 500 ft to the lake below.  Still it was a gradual 
walk along the boulder-strewn ridge to a much larger boulder and scree slope at the base of the peak�s 
summit ridge.  From there we decided to avoid the steeper scree slopes directly below the summit and 
opted for a shorter scree ascent to the ridgeline south of the summit.  That turned out to be an undulating 
ascent of 250 vertical feet along a class 3 ridge to the top, which took about another 30 minutes.  From the 
lake the ascent time was just 2 hours.  The summit register indicated that we were the first party to be up 
there in a week.  The views all around were just spectacular, though quite hazy due to a number of fires 
around Oregon, the largest of which we learned was blazing in the Sisters area, yet still clouding the air 
200 miles distant.  For the descent we decided to navigate the steep scree directly off the summit.  We 
estimated it at about 30 degrees and a good portion of the slope slid along with us as we descended.  By 
the time we got back to the lake John�s feet were hammered again and we called it a day since he had nine 
separate blisters on the two stumps that passed for his feet. 
 
That night we had another illegal campfire to round out the week.  We also had a fellow named Josh from 
Eugene tell tales around the fire until about 11:00.  We woke Monday and took a leisurely pace getting 
packed up since we wanted the sun to hit the camp and dry out the tent and tarp beneath it.  We set out a 
bit after 9:00 a.m. toward the Wallowa Lake Trailhead along the east fork trail.  It would be a 9-mile 
descent of approx. 2500 feet and we figured that it would be slow going for John.  But as luck would have 
it, we cruised the trail in a mere 4 hours, seeing only a dozen hikers in that stretch. 



 

  
John's feet on the last morning before the hike out        A man and his dogs 
 

Epilogue 
 
The wildlife that we saw was mostly airborne � several eagles, two owls, a half dozen pheasants, numerous 
bats, a hummingbird, other birds that I couldn�t identify and relatively few insects (though we did see tons of 
these obese monsters in the grass that we assumed were grasshoppers in need of a Jenny Craig diet plan but 
later learned were dung beetles � obviously the dung pickings were much more than slim).  Other than at the 
very start and stop of the trip we saw only 2 horses underway and a team of 6 llamas on the last day.  So 
even though the trails allow for pack animals, we saw very few of them. 
 
During the trip I had talked with a few people who were familiar with the Enchantments and were interested 
in comparing the two locations.  To my mind, the Wallowas win out big time.  The range is easily ten times 
bigger than the Enchantments, has far more trails and access points, and has far fewer people.  The only 
downside to the Wallowas that I could see was the dusty multi-use trails and all the horse flop on them, 
added to the long drive to get there.  Being so far from a major population center keeps them more remote.  
Otherwise for an extended trip I would opt for the Wallowas any day.  Already John and I were thinking 
about our next trip back where we hoped to ascend the Matterhorn and Sacajawea Peak from beautiful Ice 
Lake and also try to get into some more remote parts of the wilderness and ascend more of the 9,000 ft 
peaks. 
 
References: 
 
1: Hiking Oregon�s Eagle Cap Wilderness by Fred Barstad, second edition.  This book has 100 hikes listed in the range and also 
gives directions for scrambling up approx. ten of the more popular peaks.  It is very thorough, gives a degree of difficulty, and also 
shows graphs of elevation gain vs. mileage on all the trails. 
 
2: Wallowa Mountains, Eagle Cap Wilderness.  A map that shows the entire mountain range.  It shows all the trails by number and 
gives mileage between each trail juncture.  On one side it also cross-references the trails by name as well as number.  This map 
actually contains about 24 USGS maps� worth so it�s a great asset for trip planning.  The only downside is that the contours are 
160 ft. so it is difficult to use for climbing, but is great for finding the trails and plotting a route.  We picked it up at the Interpretive 
Center for a mere $6. 
 
3: USGS maps: Joseph, OR; Aneroid Mt., OR; Eagle Cap, OR; Chief Joseph Mt., OR.  These are the 4 we brought from Seattle.  
We never needed the Chief Joseph Mt. map, as we didn�t make it quite that far.



 
Nearly Benighted on the Ridge of Inspiration 

Written by Zack Thunemann 
 
 

Friday, September 12 
 
Summary:  We hiked in on Friday.  It was raining and foggy so we didn�t do any climbing.  Saturday, we made an attempt 
on the South Face of Inspiration (10 pitches up to 5.8), but we were unable to cross the Terror Glacier expeditiously, so we 
set our sights on the West Ridge of Inspiration instead (7 pitches up to 5.6).  We started climbing rock at noon, reached the 
summit at 5pm and returned to the base of the rock at 8pm, at which point we were benighted.  We were able to manage the 
steep broken glacier in the dark and returned to camp shortly after midnight. The weather moved in early Sunday morning, 
and we hiked, slipped, and hiked some more down the 10 mile, 5500 foot approach trail. 
 
Climbers: Len K, Dan G, Steve E, Zack T (Can-Rappel, Timber, Edgar and Zappa) 
 
Have you ever felt like you were forgetting something?  I was trying to get some sleep in the passenger seat of a bumpy old 
station wagon as we drove up the North Cascades Highway.  It was 5:30 in the morning.  Edgar was driving through the rain 
and darkness.  Len and Timber were sitting in the back seat telling �Picketeer� stories:  There was bushwhacking and death 
marching, there were hanging glaciers and falling rock, it was pouring rain and harrowing climbing.  This was the Pickets.  
This was the rugged country.  These were the peaks with no easy ascents.   
 
 
We reached the trailhead at 6am. It was raining and cold and I had that nagging feeling.  That feeling that I must have 
forgotten something.  �Has anyone seen my boots?� 
 
About this time, Len�s wife, Vira, was waking up, throwing on her bathrobe and going out to put the garbage on the curb 
when she saw something sitting in the middle of her driveway� 
 
 
Just after 11 in the morning, Len and I returned to the trailhead near the Goodell Creek Campground.  We threw on our 
packs and made our way up the abandoned logging road.  Timber and Edgar were 6000� feet above us, looking around in the 
thick fog for the location of our agreed-upon campsite in the Terror Basin. 
 
 
I was expecting a vicious bushwhack.  I was expecting the worst of approaches.  Apparently, the Mounties had been busy up 
here.  The trail was much better than reported.  We reached the saddle above the Terror Basin at 5:30pm.  The approach was 
strenuous, but we managed it in 6 hours.  We saw Dan and Steve by their tent below us.  We called out a greeting, and 
carefully picked our way down the loose, steep slope. 
 
 
Have you ever been nervous before a climb?  If the weather looked promising, we were going to attempt the South Face of 
Inspiration Peak.  This route is a steep, technical climb with 10 pitches of rock climbing and a crux consisting of three 
consecutive pitches of sustained 5.8.  I was expecting that nervousness.  I was waiting for that �I just can�t wait until 
Christmas� sensation.  Instead, I fell right to sleep. 
  
 
 

Saturday, September 13 
 
I was dreaming that I was sleeping in a tent.  That�s funny, because I was sleeping in a tent.  I was dreaming that I was about 
to climb Inspiration Peak, and that we had overslept.  I pulled open the tent door and there were hundreds of tents all around 
us, and everyone was beating us to the base of the climb.  Hard men in Mt. Everest style expedition down suits and little kids 
in their bathing suits wearing water wings.  All of them were rushing across the Terror Basin towards the Pickets.  �Oh, no, 
we�ll have to wait at the base of the climb for hours!�� And then I was awoken, �Its 5:15, Zack!�   
 
This was how I started my day.  Let�s not psychoanalyze.  It�s time to climb! 
 



 
 
The sky was clear and the dawn was creeping into the night sky.  We traversed slabs and heather benches on our way over to 
the Terror Glacier.  The glacier was severely broken, but we thought we saw a line that would go.   
 
 
This was my first trip to the Pickets.  This was the first time I�d crossed a glacier to get to the base of a technical rock climb.  
This was my first attempt at a grade III climb.  There were a lot of firsts for one day.  It was also the first time I have 
encountered what I can only describe as �ice scree.�  Now, I will tell you that this behaves exactly as normal scree, but there 
is one obvious difference: You know it hasn�t been there very long.  We only saw one line that we thought would get us to 
the base of the South Face, and this involved cutting up a very steep portion of the glacier, up some ice scree, to a section of 
class 3 or 4 ice climbing.  Len and I started up and Dan and Steve took cover from any potential slide.  The climbing was not 
difficult, but we could not find a way past the steeper section above us.  Len decided this was a bad idea in general.  I heard 
the glacier groaning under my feet.  We decided it was time to back off.   
 
 
The weather was great, it was still early, but we had been confounded in our objective.  We decided we needed a new goal.  
Little Mac?  West MacMillon Spire?  No, we still had Inspiration Peak in our thoughts, and we saw a line that would skirt 
the West end of the glacier and allow us to gain the base of the West Ridge where there was another classic rock route. 
   
 
Frustration was setting in.  We were working our way across the base of the glacier to get to its Western End where it was 
less broken.  The going was tougher than we had expected.  There was some talk of changing objectives again.  Timber was 
determined to continue, �The weather is great!  I think we�re through the worst of it.  Let�s press on.�   
 
 
We did press on.  We dropped off the glacier and got on some polished slabs.  We worked our way around to the Western 
side of the Terror Glacier crossing slippery streams.  We climbed some 35-degree ice slopes and gained the top of the 
glacier, which was much less broken up.  From there we traversed East towards the West Ridge of Inspiration.  We got just 
60 feet from the base of the climb, at which point the glacier steepened for that last section of traversing. 
 
 
There are three distinct moments in my climbing history that will always stick out in my mind.  The first was when I did my 
first rappel at Mt. Erie in the 2002 Basic Class.  Aggie was there, coaching me though each step as I dropped my weight 
over the cliff�a sensation that knots my stomach to this day.   
 
The second was when I did my first trad lead in the Intermediate class.  I was down at Smith Rocks, leading the second pitch 
of the Skyridge Traverse, glimpsing at 200� of relief beneath my feet, as I awkwardly grappled with my rack, dropped a pink 
tricam and tried to remember how to place pro.   
 
The third was when I started across the steep snow on this traverse.  Dan, Steve and Len had already gone across this 
section, and they had dropped out of site into the moat.  I could hear Len�s voice echoing off the rock and snow, �Wow, 
Zack, I�ve got the most awesome belay set up here!  No worries!  Start across!� 
 
In each of these three moments, I had just one thought in my head; a single sentence that was screaming loudly at me, �YOU 
SHOULDN�T BE HERE!� 
 
I�m tempted to say that I go climbing for these very moments, but I refrain.  It is not the thrill of the danger that I�m seeking.  
It is true that these were moments of fright for me, but in truth, none of these three occasions were particularly dangerous.  I 
have done un-roped class 3 and 4 routes in a carefree manner, where the danger was much closer and very grave.  But, in 
these three moments, I felt completely out of my element.  I did not fully understand the physics of the situation.  I was 
simply standing naked in front of a large studio audience.   
 
Whether or not I go climbing for this sensation, it is these moments that have defined my climbing.  It is these moments that 
I still clearly remember.  And, on reflection, it is these moments that give me some sense of accomplishment� I have defied 
something�. I have bested myself� I have bested my own fear.  That is what I love about climbing. 
 
 



 
 
 
�Gulp.�   �You shouldn�t be here�   �Silence!�   �You shouldn�t be here!�   �Confidence!�   �YOU SHOULDN�T BE 
HERE!�   �Good axe, good feet, good axe, good feet� � 
 
And so it went, across the short sweeping snow slope above the open crevasses, and over the lip of the moat, where I saw 
Len smiling, belaying, and coaching me down into the moat,  �Nice work, Zack!  There�s a good foot to your right.  Keep 
your balance.  Lookin� good!� 
 
 
It felt good to slip on rock shoes and take my first lead of the day.  I was back in my element.  I felt balanced, quick and 
strong.  Dan and Steve started up first with me and Can-Rappel closely behind them.  We made our way up the left flank of 
a long broad gully doing four pitches of class 4 climbing.  We finished by making a rising, rightward traverse to the top of 
the gully, and then did a short pitch of down-climbing to the far side and the base of the ridge proper. 
 
The final climbing was pure joy.  The first pitch was a friction slab that I led.  It was only class 2 or 3, really, with a couple 
of moves down low, but it was sort of run out.  From there, it took three pitches of sustained class 5 to reach the summit.  
The rock was solid and very enjoyable.  There was not an overabundance of pro, but there always seemed to be a good 
placement below each of the tougher moves.  
 
 
Edgar lined up his animal crackers in a circus parade, and Len started singing circus music as we took five minutes for three-
sixties, photos and a moment of reflection.  Then it was the race against the sunset.  We had 3 hours of light to do 3 double 
raps, 6 single raps and a pitch of running belay down climbing �  
 
Dan, Steve and Len, were remarkably smooth and efficient at finding rappel stations, setting up rappels, and generally 
getting down in a big, big hurry.   
 
We reached the base of the route at 8pm just as the light faded. 
 

 
 

Sunday, September 14 
 
Everyone gathered around the stove for Alpine Happy Hour.  It was 12:15 am.  The lenticulars were forming over the 
surrounding peaks.  Clouds were rolling in on a cool wind from the Southwest.  The ring around the moon filled up a quarter 
of the night sky.  It all spelled rain. 
 
 
Everything was wet, and we couldn�t find the trail.  We were traversing, climbing and sliding about on slick moss covered 
slabs and slippery-when-wet heather.  After an hour of this, we finally found the faint climber�s trail and made our way back 
to civilization, and a Sunday dinner that couldn�t be beat. 
 
 
 
My Estimation of Route Times for This Late Season Climb (Actual time on this trip) 
 
Trail Head to Camp:  6 hours (6 hours) 
Camp to Base of Climb:  3 hours (6 hours) 
Base to Summit: 7 pitches, 5 hours (5 hours) 
Summit to Base:  3 hours (3 hours) 
Base to Camp:  3 hours (4 hours) 
Camp To Cars:  5 hours (6 hours) 
 



 
  

 

ADDRESS CHANGE FORM 
 
NAME:  
 
NEW WORK PHONE:  NEW HOME PHONE:  
 
NEW MAIL STOP:  NEW EMAIL:  
 
NEW HOME ADDRESS:   
 
  
 

SEND ADDRESS CHANGES TO PRASH BHAT, M/S 14-MC 
OR: 4712 Fremont Ave N, Seattle, WA 98103 

OR: prashantha.b.bhat@boeing.com 
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Belay stance 
 

 
 
Hi, Boealpers, 
 
We’re heading back into winter, which means I can see snow on the Olympics from my kitchen 
window—but not from my bedroom, where I’m spending most of my “home time” these days. 
I’ve heard lots of reports of other people hibernating through the seasonal transition, but 
have also been heartened to hear about numerous winter trips being planned. 
 
If you’re excited for winter and ready to get out and climb, make sure to check out Mike 
Bingle’s Winter Outing Series 5.0, which begins in early December and runs through early 
March. Additional details and instructions for signing up are on page 10. 
 
Winter also provides an opportunity to spend some time in the classroom, both indoors and 
out. Joyce Holloway is running MOFA and MOFA refresher courses this winter, and Patty 
Michaud is organizing a bunch of great classes in avalanche safety, aid climbing, and ice 
climbing. Sign up early if you’re interested! More information, including instructions for 
registering, is on pages 7-9. 
 
King County Explorer Search and Rescue is also recruiting for its 2003-2004 training season. 
A complete schedule of courses is on pages 11 and 12. 
 
The month’s Echo is rounded out by trip reports from Steve Fox, a review of details for the 
Boealps Banquet taking place November 7, and a couple additional climbing related 
announcements. 
 
Please enjoy, and be sure to send comments or suggestions regarding the Echo to 
echoeditor@hotmail.com. This is my first month as co-editor, so I’ll appreciate hearing 
constructive criticism for at least a few more days…  
 
 
Thanks, and happy climbing! 
 
One of your Echo editors, 
Sarah 
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Slideshow and Talk by Outdoor and Wildlife Photographer  
ART WOLFE 

 
 

 
 
 
Renowned outdoor and wildlife photographer ART WOLFE is the featured speaker at this year’s Boealps 
Annual Banquet to be held at the Mountaineers on Friday, November 7. Art is a Boealps Basic Climbing 
Class graduate, and we are proud to welcome back one of our most famous alumni! Don’t miss this show! 
Sign up deadline is October 31. 
 
DATE:  Friday, November 7, social hour begins at 6:30 PM, no-host bar 
 
PLACE:  The Mountaineers, 300 Third Ave W., Seattle, WA 98119 
 
PRICE:  Boealps Members $35, non-members $40 
 
MENU
 
HORS D’OEUVRES 
Shrimp Cocktail 
Spanikopita 
 
BUFFET 
California Mixed Greens 
Triple Tier Cheese Assortment 
Pike Place Fresh Fruit 
Orange Halibut 
Basil Chicken 
Garlic Asiago Mashed Potatoes 
Seasonal Vegetable Medley 
Peppercorn Beef 
Hearth Breads 
 
DESSERT 
Chocolate Cake layered with whipped Chocolate Ganache and Dark Chocolate Glaze!!! 
Tully’s Coffee 



 
SIGN-UP FORM 
 
 
Name:       
 
Phone:       (          )  
 
 
NAME BOEALPS MEMBER? YES or NO? 
  
  

  
  
  
  
 
 
Number of Members:    x $35.00  =  
Number of Non-Members:   x $40.00  =  
 
      TOTAL PAYMENT =  
 
     MAKE CHECKS PAYABLE TO BOEALPS 
   
RETURN THIS PAGE WITH PAYMENT BEFORE OCTOBER 31st TO: 
 
HALDIS BATY 
M/S : OM-15 
 
OR 
 
1410 220th ST SW 
Bothell, WA 98021 
 
 



 
 

 

 

  

Boealps University 
Patricia Michaud,  
Dean of Admissions 

 
COMING UP:
  
Ice Seminar at Lillooet - Learn ice-climbing technique and safety at BC's famous ice climbing 
area. If you've taken the Basic Class and looking to expand your horizons, this is your 
opportunity! The class will be held in February over a long weekend. Contact Patty if you're 
interested in either taking or teaching the class. 
  
Aid Climbing - Fifi is more than just the name of your poodle! This is your opportunity to learn 
about the mysteries of aid climbing. This class isn't available every year, so sign-up now! 

 
NON-BOEALPS CLASSES: 
 
Gary Brill continues to develop the area's avalanche education opportunities. Check out his web 
site to find out about his new level II avalanche course, "Persistent Snowpack Weakness."  
 
www.geocities.com/garyabrill/avalanche.html
  
 
FREE LECTURES:  
 
"AVALANCHE TRAGEDIES IN CANADA 2002-2003" 
 "Avalanche Tragedies in Canada 2002-2003" is a free Power Point presentation that parallels 
the new Level II avalanche course focusing on "Persistent Snowpack Weakness" that has been 
created by Gary Brill. The focus of both of the new programs is not so much on detailing each 
accident but rather on analyzing common threads that run through the accidents. These 
programs utilize an historical look back at the highly unusual snowpack in Canada last winter as 
a vehicle for presentation of relevant materials and current thinking and theories on persistent 
snowpack weaknesses, a key factor in as many as 80% of recreational avalanche accidents. 
This presentation will be most effective for individuals who already have basic avalanche 
knowledge. 

DATES OFFERED: November 6, Washington Ski Touring Club, REI Seattle, 7:00pm, for 
membership info: www.wstc.org / November 10, Second Ascent, 7:00pm / December 9, 
Marmot, 7:00pm 
 

http://www.geocities.com/garyabrill/avalanche.html


 
 

 

 

  

Boealps University 
Patricia Michaud,  
Dean of Admissions 

  
 
AVALANCHE SEMINAR 
 
Class Lectures:  
Wednesday, December 17 @ 6:30pm-9:00pm, 6:15 registration  
Wednesday, January 7 @ 6:30pm-9:00pm  
Monday, January 12 @ 6:30pm-9:00pm 
 
Field Trip: January 10 or 11, 2004 
 
Cost: ~$115 
 
Local celebrity and avalanche expert Gary Brill will be instructing a 3-day lecture and 1-day class outing 
covering avalanche safety and awareness. Topics covered will include avalanche terrain, snow crystals, 
and weather. The outing is a full day at either Blewitt or Stevens pass. Activities include snow pit digs, 
snow layer and crystal analysis, and beacon practice.  
 
If you spend any time in the snowy backcountry skiing, snowshoeing, or discoing, this class is a must. If 
it’s been a while since you’ve taken the seminar, this class is a must! Sign up for this incredible Boealps 
opportunity to expand your alpine knowledge. Cost of the class depends on number of participants.  
 
Required equipment (for field trip):  
• 10 essentials 
• Snow travel gear (snowshoes or skis) 
• Beacon (can be rented from Gary for $10) 
 
Borrow the listed items if you don’t have them. The club also has some beacons that can be borrowed. 
We will assess equipment inventory after the second lecture. 
 
Sign-up info: 
 
Send your name, email address, and phone number to: 
 

Patty Michaud  
patricia.michaud@attws.com
425-288-7355 
206-369-2632 cell 

 
  

mailto:patricia.michaud@attws.com


 
 

MOFA,  MOFA REFERSHER 
 

 
 
MOFA is designed to prepare you to deal effectively with accidents that can occur in remote areas 
where professional medical help is not readily available. This course is recommended for all 
Boealps members and required for all first-time Boealps Basic Class Instructors. Instructor 
and refresher classes are also offered. 
 

 
MOFA 

Eight classroom sessions, including hands-on scenarios held 
outdoors, will be followed by two evenings of practical exams 
conducted in conjunction with other MOFA classes at Camp Long 
in West Seattle. Graduates will receive American Red Cross 
Standard First Aid and CPR certification cards and a MOFA card. 
Classes run late January thru February. The usual class format is 
Tuesday and Thursday evenings from 6:30 to 9:30pm.  Reserve 
these evenings on your calendar now, as you cannot miss class 
sessions. The size of the class depends on instructor availability. 
When more information is available, you will be asked to send a 
check to secure your place in the class. The cost of the class is 
$50. Location will be the Boeing Theater (same place as the 2003 
Basic Class sessions). 
 
E-mail joyce@solarhacker.com to get on the class roster.  
 

 
MOFA 
Refresher 

The refresher class consists of five classroom sessions, including 
hands-on scenarios held outdoor, followed by one evening of 
practical exams at Camp Long. It consists of five class sessions in 
March (Tuesday and Thursday night, 6:30 to 9:30pm) and one 
night at Camp Long. The class will only be offered if there are 
enough students. Your MOFA card cannot be more than 3 years 
old. If it is, other counties may allow you to take their refresher 
class. Location will be the Boeing Theater (same place as the 
2003 Basic Class sessions). 
 
E-mail joyce@solarhacker.com to get on the class roster. 
 

 
Textbooks: Mountaineering First Aid (MFA), Fourth Edition 

Community First Aid and Safety (2002) 
 

If you have more questions, please contact Joyce at 425-888-4434. 

mailto:joyce@solarhacker.com
mailto:joyce@solarhacker.com


 
 

WINTER OUTING SERIES 5.0 
 
Dates: 12/7, 12/14, 1/4, 1/18, 2/1, 2/15, 2/29, 3/14. 
Where: Varies upon conditions. 
Party limit: None. 
Qualifications: Anyone with Basic Class experience. 
Equipment: You can borrow snow shoes and avalanche beacons from the club. 
Contact: Mike Bingle (mbingle@comcast.net or michael.g.bingle@boeing.com). We do all trip 
coordination via email. Drop Mike a line to get on the distribution list. 
 
 
 

The Boealps Message Board 
 

The Boealps Message Board is up and running. 
Lots of great stuff! 

Get your login set up today!!! 
 

A couple things to request from everyone: 
• Use a non-Boeing email address. This will allow us to email the entire list for upcoming 

events. 
• Keep it clean! This site is public... avoid the PG13 and R rated language. Let's represent 

Boealps well! 
• Try it out! Go do some climbing! Post some TRs, plan some trips, sell some old gear. Let's 

see how this works! 
• Give us some solid feedback.  

 
 Here’s the link:  

www.xsorbit2.com/users/boealps 
 
 
 
 

Looking for a new challenge? 
 

Itching to test your skills with knots and anchors  
while exhibiting your aptitude with a steam iron? 

 

Want to look freshly pressed in your summit pictures? 
 

Try EXTREME IRONING, the latest in adventure sports! 
 

http://www.ananova.com/news/story/sm_783502.html

http://lw10fd.law10.hotmail.msn.com/cgi-bin/compose?curmbox=F000000001&a=cde4ad8b43460c98f1c5b8c986177b11&mailto=1&to=mbingle@comcast.net&msg=MSG1066622562.46&start=92516&len=1588&src=&type=x
http://lw10fd.law10.hotmail.msn.com/cgi-bin/compose?curmbox=F000000001&a=cde4ad8b43460c98f1c5b8c986177b11&mailto=1&to=michael.g.bingle@boeing.com&msg=MSG1066622562.46&start=92516&len=1588&src=&type=x
http://www.ananova.com/news/story/sm_783502.html


 

KING COUNTY 
EXPLORER SEARCH AND RESCUE 

 

  

 
 

50 years of 
dedication to the 
saving of lives. 

 
Come find yourself with us... 
King County Explorer Search and Rescue (ESAR) is 
the largest and most active search and rescue unit in 
King County. We are currently recruiting for our 2003-
2004 training season. If you are at least 14 years old 
and enjoy helping others while out of doors, please 
check us out at www.kcesar.org or leave a message 
at 206-748-1300. 
 



 
EXPLORER SEARCH & RESCUE TRAINING SCHEDULE 

2003-2004  
BASIC TRAINING 
 
ORIENTATION (A: 7:00 to 9:00 PM, B: 6:30 to 9:00 PM) attend one A and one B session. Orientation B should be attended after 
course G. 
 
North End: St David’s Episcopal Church, 18842 Meridian N, Shoreline 
 A: Oct 1  Oct 14  Oct 29  Nov 11  Dec 3   
South End: Bellevue City Hall, Leavitt Building, 301 116th SE, Bellevue (Room 1 A/B) 
 A: Oct 7  Oct 22  Nov 4  Nov 19  Dec 2   
 B: Oct 20  Nov 5  Nov 17  Dec 3  Dec 15          
 
OUTDOOR SESSIONS (Sat 7:00 AM to Sun 1:00-3:00 PM) 
Camp Brinkley, Woods Creek Road, Approximately 15 miles north of Monroe, WA 
 

Course G Course 1 Course 2 Course 3 
Oct 11,12    
Oct 25,26 Oct 25,26   
Nov 8,9 Nov 8,9   
Nov 22,23 Nov 22,23 Nov 22,23  
Dec 6,7 Dec 6,7 Dec 6,7  
 Dec 20,21 Dec 20, 21  
  Jan 3,4  
  Jan 17,18 Jan 24,25 
   Feb 7,8  
   Feb 21,22 

 
COURSE III: Call (206) 521-3200 after Wednesday before training weekend for rendezvous location. 
COURSE IV: Sat 8:00 AM to 5:00 PM and Sun 9:00 AM to 4:00 PM; 

Location: McKnight Middle School, 2600 NE 12th ST, Renton, Date: TBD 
Course IV classes by pre-registration ONLY 

 
Brinkley Work Party (Sat 9:00 AM to 4:00 PM) Date: TBD 
 

*Trainees returning from last year must retake the last course successfully 
completed.* 

 

REQUIREMENTS FOR PARTICIPATION IN BASIC TRAINING 
1. Minimum age of 14 prior to taking Course G, and graduation from the 8th Grade.  

 2. Submit a completed ESAR Personal Information Form prior to taking Course G 
 3. Pay the $22.00 Training Fee 
*Note: Attendance at Orientation A is a pre-requisite for participation in the Outdoor Sessions. The requirements listed 
above must be met before participating in the Outdoor Sessions, and can be handled at the orientations. For youth 
participants at least a 2.0 grade point average must be maintained for release from school for ESAR operations.  
 
TRAINING COMMITTEE 
  Director:      Jim Lomax, 13928 Seattle Hill Road, Snohomish, WA 98296 (425) 316-8653 
  Assistant Director:  Mark Jacobson  (206) 321-4172 
  Orientations:   Mark Jacobson  (206) 321-4172 
 
  Course G - Nick Menyhard (253) 891-2916 
  Course I  - Eric Rosenberg (425) 788-6748 
  Course I  - Seth Brothers (206) 459-1382 
  Course II - Amber Cosand (425) 481-1214    
  Course III - Mark Chapman (425) 670-3821 
  TL Training - Lori Barth (425) 776-8501 
  FL Training - Lori Barth (425) 776-8501 
  Records  - Joyce Holloway (425) 888-4434 
 

WWW.KCESAR.ORG   Recruiting Line (206) 748-1300 

http://www.kcesar.org/


 
Bailey Range Traverse, Sept. 19-23, 2003 

by Steve Fox 
 
After trying to convince victims to traverse the famous Bailey Range traverse for several years, I finally 
succeeded. Scott, Gary, and Jay, all very experienced mountain travelers, made for a strong and capable 
party. Our plan: start at the Appleton Pass trailhead (near Olympic Hotsprings), hike to High Divide, traverse 
the Bailey Range, and exit via Mt Olympus, the Hoh River, and back up to High Divide and out—an 
ambitious plan that we figured would consume six action-packed days. After a week delay due to poor 
weather, a good window of sunshine portended a view-packed trip. We took glacier gear for ballast, and light 
silnylon tarps as shelter. 
 
On Friday we started at the Olympic Hot Springs trailhead at about 10am. There were plenty of cars at the 
trailhead, but most were headed to the hot springs. We had an ambitious day so didn't stop there. We slogged 
our heavy packs to Appleton Pass, then to Heart Lake and camped there. The weather held nicely, with just a 
few minor drops of rain. The trail is in good condition the whole way, except for plenty of horse damage and 
their Appleton “tons o' apples” residue. That evening the cloud curtain parted, displaying a splendid theatre 
of stars. 
 
Saturday we turned east on the High Divide trail to its abandoned end. Here I crept up Cat Peak while the 
others scampered across the Catwalk. Cat Peak is a dandy and easy summit hike. But the Catwalk ridge was 
no fun and a bit spooky, with the damp dirt tread. Once across, it was a steep uphill battle to Mt. Carrie’s 
summit. Scott ran up while Gary and Jay surveyed grand views of Mt Olympus and enjoyed raptors heading 
south. By the time I showed up, it was probably too late to tag Carrie, but of course I had to try. 500 feet 
below the summit I saw Scott’s victory dance on top. With lactic acid building, I elected to back off. Scott 
had an amazing descent and arrived soon after. 
 
We continued traversing at the 5500 to 5000 foot level with several "interesting" gully crossings for a long 
way. There is one good camp en route and another poor one. We also enjoyed the distant company of 10 
goats. In Eleven Bull Basin we were treated to a magnificent display of elk—a silverbacked bull with a herd 
of 40 cows and a few hopeful bachelors. The herd grazed several hundred feet below us, but became 
uncomfortable with our stares after a few minutes and jogged further away. 
 
Soon we climbed severely up, traversed a bit further, then dive-bombed to Cream Lake. Shortly before the 
lake, an avalanche sheared off trees about 10 feet above ground, leaving a pile of jackstraw. The last section 
is confusing with lots of brush-bashing and a swamp crossing. We dropped, exhausted, to a mundane Cream 
Lake camp. Fortunately, there were no bugs this time of year. 
 
Sunday we climbed past gorgeous Ferry Basin and up towards Mt. Ferry, which is an easy walkup. Then 
walked a bit of up and down to a welcome heather saddle with its lone one-sided tree at Pulitzer Pass. A 
relatively steep snowfield to the south begged for crampons, which went well. Fay Pullen’s report of Pulitzer 
Peak didn’t appeal, so we skipped it and continued across steep snowfields and minor glaciers to a pass near 
Mt. Childs (a steep walk-up peak). Then we wandered up and down along the Bailey Range ridge over Bear 
Mt. and a chossy drop to Dodwell-Rixon Pass. We camped at a nearby lake. Eyeing Olympus, with a long 
drop to 3800' and then a 4000' climb to the summit, then another big climb from the Hoh River back to High 
Divide, etc., we suddenly suffered from an acute case of mountain lassitude. Besides, there were a couple of 
bears grazing in the Queets Basin. Instead we enjoyed a leisurely evening and were treated to the Milky Way 
and Jay’s tour of other galaxies and constellations. 
 
Monday we backtracked the Bailey Range after a brief climb of Mt Barnes. After a few route-finding 
problems, we found ourselves on the ridge between Mt. Ferry and Ludden Peak. This route has even more of 



 
a pucker factor than the Catwalk, but with a rope assist and carefully chosen footwork, we made it down one 
particularly interesting section. Then it was a long traverse along the ridgeline and another steep drop to the 
pass between Ludden and Scott Peaks. Then another steep drop (oh, the toes, the toes!) and a steeper climb 
up "Ball Bearing Gully" to the abandoned trail segment on Ludden Peak. We call it the Blasted Trail for 
several reasons. Now it was a mere trail stroll (careful, it's a steep dropoff! Not recomended for the 
acrophobe!) to a poor-water campsite near Dodger Point. Lying in the grass, Jay pointed out satellites and 
galaxies. 
 
Tuesday we walked to the lookout at Dodger Point, then a long drop down a downy-soft trail, with the 
gentlest of gradients, to the Elwa River trail. Ah… just what the foot- and thigh-doctor ordered. Now only 10 
road miles from the car, we dropped packs while Gary and I started the long jog. Fortunately, a kind soul 
took pity on our poor soles (ooh! ouch!) and gave us a ride after only 20 minutes of pitiful jogging. 

 
 

Buttermilk-Courtney-Star-North Sawtooth-Spirit-Gray-Finney-Baldy-Oval-Scaffold Trip 
by Steve Fox 

 
An auspicious group of alpine enthusiasts gathered in early October for a grand foray into the larch-infested 
Chelan Sawtooth area. The trip, organized by Suzanne R., included Mike T., Jeff H., Jim B., Laura Z., Steve 
and Liz F., John H., and we even met Andy the Dapper D. and his buddy Gordon. 
 
Friday, Oct. 3, Mike T. chauffeured Suzanne and me the 14.8 billion light years from Seattle to the W. Fork 
Buttermilk trailhead. I had the luxury of driving from Everett to Suzanne's place in Seattle, then backtracking 
north on I-5 right past my place (a mere 1.5 hour round trip getting nowhere). The tour of our loverly 
freeway system early on a Friday morning is something I rarely experience, for which I feel incredibly lucky. 
After several tours of homes Mike has stayed along Highway 20, we followed the wrong road and enjoyed 
another loverly tour of the gravelly ribbons near Twisp. We finally arrived at the agreed-upon trailhead a few 
minutes late. Jim and Laura were ready, and the others arrived soon after. Well... except for Steve and Liz, 
who had the foresight to drive a short distance from their Winthrop home and get a good alpine start. After 
eating two more breakfasts and a lunch, I hit the trail at 11:30, 10-15 minutes behind my colleagues. 
 
The trail has more dust than Frankenstein's castle, due to the hoofed beasts that enjoy it so, so we gingerly 
waded it to Fish Creek Pass. Remind me not to put "so" in a sentence twice in a row. It sounds a bit so-so. 
Jeff and I sauntered over to Buttermilk Ridge (8267) across lichen-encrusted boulders. We noticed Jim, John, 
and Suzanne sashaying up to Courtney Peak (8392). So we traversed the ridgeline, watched them hike down 
to camp, and tried to follow them before darkness encroached. We barely made it before needing artificial 
illumination. I walked over to a tarp of two travelers to ask where our camp might be. Lo and behold, I know 
the guy! It's Andy and his buddy Gordon from Wenatchee. Small world... I hadn't seen Andy for a year. He 
pointed out our gang, only 100 meters away. At camp, we enjoyed a warm evening under a carpet of stars. 
 
On Saturday we awoke to clear skies again. Larches bloomed all around. All of the gang headed to Star Peak 
(8690) via the easy west ridge. From here, the mixing of matter and antimatter caused an explosion of 
agendae. Steve and Liz and Laura headed back to camp. Andy and Gordon and Jim headed for Finney Peak. 
Funny... it turned out that Jim grew up with Gordon! Suzanne, John, and Jeff ambled to Gray Peak. Mike and 
I, seeking southern peaks, wandered to North Sawtooth Peak (8067). We walked along ridge towards a pass 
about el. 7800'. I dropped down SW nearly 400' (ouch!) on some talus and some dirt to a flat area, then took 
an abandoned trail which climbs to a pass W of Bernice Lake—a superb gem. The path is on/off to the 
loverly lake (good camp). Easy climb through larch trees to summit. Meanwhile, Mike chose the ridge route, 
which looked a bit chossy for my tastes. He also enjoyed some nice ups and downs, but probably saved a 
little elevation gain. 



 
 
We gave up on Peak 8030 due to fatigue, mountain lassitude, and so-called intelligence. Well, maybe it 
wasn't exactly the smartest move, because instead we headed towards Spirit Mt (7863). First we dropped NE 
from NW ridge of North Sawtooth Peak on talus/scree, then followed the easy, long, long, LONG—did I 
mention it's long?—beautiful SW ridge to summit. The ridge had several meadows and lots of sawed logs, 
probably from a decades-old firefighting expedition. Our descent route was from the first available saddle W 
of summit, then a drop to forest below and a bushwack for a couple hours to the West Fork Buttermilk 
abandoned trail. It joins with the current, maintained trail. In the brush we noticed sawed logs and a potential 
trail of olde. We stumbled into camp after dark with 3 peaks tucked under our belts. Jim gave us great beta 
for Finney Peak in his entertaining way. 
 
Sunday broke clear and warm again. Not wanting to orphan Gray Peak (8082), I dashed off ahead of 
Suzanne, Mike, Jeff, and John, who headed towards Finney Peak. It is an easy walkup on the west side of 
gully south of summit. Steve and Liz had already gone home, Laura and Jim hiked to Oval Peak. I caught the 
gang of four along the trail SW of Baldy Mt. to junction towards Indianhead Basin. Don't take that trail. 
Instead, walk SW through a meadow and climb open forest to the peach of a lake N of Finney Peak (8110). 
Walk the easy ridge south of the lake (between the two lakes), then cut left (south) to the saddle N of the 
peak. Drop a couple hundred feet on talus/scree. Turn left and climb the loose gully to summit block. 
Helmets strongly suggested. Mike lusted after Skookumpuss, but the rest of the group was sated with this 
scene, ready to say "fini" to Finney, and enjoyed the rubble-heap descent. Then we tackled the mighty and 
feared Baldy Mt (7810) via the ridge from the trail saddle at 7100' to Star Pass. For once, I got back to camp 
before nightfall. Mike wasn't too far behind. I twisted Jim’s and Laura's arms until they begged for mercy 
and gave me beta on Oval Peak. 
 
Monday was our hike-out day. The group wanted time to eat in Twisp and get home at a reasonable time, so 
I woke early, cooked up a pot of oats, and carried it up to Fish Creek Pass. While my compatriots slumbered, 
I was headlamping the dusty trail and trying to ingest sustenance, whilst trying to follow the abandoned trail 
436 to lake 6936. I met the NOLS group at the higher lake just as the alpenglow lit up the top of Oval Peak, 
then walked up open forest to the W ridge and scrambled large blocks to Oval Peak (8795). I was on the 
summit about the time the group was heading back to the trailhead. The descent route was the east ridge to a 
flat spot at about 8200'. Loose scree (whee! fast!) back to lake. Then a fast jog along the abandoned trail, 
with only a few minor routefinding problems, to just below Scaffold Peak (7497). Easy terrain to summit, 
then a long run down the trail, full pack bouncing, to a road, then racing down the forest cutting road 
switchbacks, then a long shuffle up the W Fork Buttermilk road to the patient compadres. The ache in my 
knees after this pounding lasted several days. 
 
We enjoyed satisfying sandwiches and spectacular Cinnamon Twisps in town, then joined Jim and Laura for 
an entertaining ride the 17,000 light-years home via I-90. 
 
The larches are superb along most of this hiking route. Go enjoy! Well, next year... They were a week past 
their prime. 
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DECEMBER GENERAL MEETING 

Thursday, December 4 at Oxbow  
Social half hour starts at 7:00 pm, meeting at 7:30 pm. 

 

Brad Walker & 
Brook Alongi  

describe their June ascent of  

Salathe on el 
capitan  

 

Come enjoy commentary about the 
joy of ascending frayed ropes, 
surviving Hollow Flake, and 

counting silverfish 25 pitches up.



 

Belay stance 
 
 

Hi Boealpers, 
 
This issue has some great activity listings, classes to sign up for 
and a couple of wonderful trip reports.  Thanks to all who 
contributed.  
 
Interested in big wall climbing?  Don�t miss this months General 
Meeting! Slides, big wall stories, food and Boealps friends � the 
makings of a great evening! 
 
The Boealps web page has been changed to  a new * faster * host!  
If you haven�t visited www.boealps.org lately, give it a try.  If 
you�re having problems, you may need to clear out your old links or 
as a last resort try going to http://boealps.u.m6.net .  This change 
includes new links to the message board and e-mail.   
 
The boealps message board is a great way to share information, 
plan trips, start threads on hot topics of conversation and post 
trip reports.  Zack has upgraded the account, so we can post 
photos and attach files.  Plus there�s no more of those annoying 
advertisements! Check it out and sing up at  
www.xsorbit2.com/users/boealps 
 
Have a great Thanksgiving! 
 
Happy climbing! 
One of your Echo editors, 
Vicky 
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Boealps University 
Patricia Michaud,  
Dean of Admissions 

 
COMING UP: 
  
ICE CLIMBING SEMINAR IN LILLOOET 
Instructor Brook Alongi will teach the basics of ice climbing technique and safety in fabulous Canadian Lillooet.  
This popular seminar fills up quickly, so sign up now! 
Contact Brook at BALONGI@KORRY.com or call: 425-299-7168 
  
AID CLIMBING 
What is a fifi hook and daisy chain?  Here's your chance to learn the art of Aid Climbing.  Impress friends and 
relatives with your new mountaineering skills.  This class will also be taught by Brook Alongi.  Contact:  
BALONGI@KORRY.com or call: 425-299-7168 

 

MOFA,  MOFA REFERSHER 
 
MOFA is designed to prepare you to deal effectively with accidents that can occur in remote 
areas where professional medical help is not readily available. This course is recommended 
for all Boealps members and required for all first-time Boealps Basic Class Instructors. 
Instructor and refresher classes are also offered.  If you have more questions, please contact 
Joyce at 425-888-4434. 
 

 
MOFA 

Eight classroom sessions, including hands-on scenarios held outdoors, will be 
followed by two evenings of practical exams conducted in conjunction with 
other MOFA classes at Camp Long in West Seattle. Graduates will receive 
American Red Cross Standard First Aid and CPR certification cards and a 
MOFA card. Classes run late January thru February. The usual class format is 
Tuesday and Thursday evenings from 6:30 to 9:30pm.  Reserve these 
evenings on your calendar now, as you cannot miss class sessions. The size of 
the class depends on instructor availability. When more information is available, 
you will be asked to send a check to secure your place in the class. The cost of 
the class is $50. Location will be the Boeing Theater (same place as the 2003 
Basic Class sessions). 
 
E-mail joyce@solarhacker.com to get on the class roster.  
 

 
MOFA 
Refresher 

The refresher class consists of five classroom sessions, including hands-on 
scenarios held outdoor, followed by one evening of practical exams at Camp 
Long. It consists of five class sessions in March (Tuesday and Thursday night, 
6:30 to 9:30pm) and one night at Camp Long. The class will only be offered if 
there are enough students. Your MOFA card cannot be more than 3 years old. 
If it is, other counties may allow you to take their refresher class. Location will 
be the Boeing Theater (same place as the 2003 Basic Class sessions). 
 
E-mail joyce@solarhacker.com to get on the class roster. 
 

 
Textbooks: Mountaineering First Aid (MFA), Fourth Edition 

Community First Aid and Safety (2002) 
 



 
 

 

 

  

Boealps University 
Patricia Michaud,  
Dean of Admissions 

 
 

AVALANCHE SEMINAR 
 
 
Class Lectures:  
Wednesday, December 17 @6:30pm-9:00pm, 6:15 registration  

Wednesday, January 7 @6:30pm-9:00pm  

Monday, January 12 @6:30pm-9:00pm 

 

Field Trip:  January 10 or 11, 2004 
 
Cost:  ~$115 
 
Local celebrity and avalanche expert, Gary Brill, will be instructing a 3-day lecture 
and 1-day class outing covering avalanche safety and awareness.  Topics 
covered will include avalanche terrain, snow crystals, and weather.  The outing is 
a full day at either Blewitt or Stevens pass.  Activities include snow pit digs, snow 
layer and crystal analysis and beacon practice.   
 
If you spend any time in the snowy backcountry skiing, snowshoeing or discoing, this class is a 
must.  If it�s been a while since you�ve taken the seminar, this class is a must!  Sign up for this 
incredible Boealps opportunity to expand your alpine knowledge.  Cost of the class depends on 
number of participants.   
 
Required equipment (for field trip):  

- 10 essentials 
- Snow travel gear (snowshoes or skis) 
- Beacon (can be rented from Gary for $10) 

 
Borrow if you don�t have listed items. The club also has some beacons that can 
be borrowed.  We will assess equipment inventory after the second lecture. 
 
Sign-up info: 
 
Send your name, email address and phone number to: 
 
Patty Michaud  
patricia.michaud@attws.com 
425-288-7355 
(206)369-2632 cell 

 



 
WINTER OUTING SERIES 5.0 

 
Dates: 12/7, 12/14, 1/4, 1/18, 2/1, 2/15, 2/29, 3/14. 
Where: Varies upon conditions. 
Party limit: None. 
Qualifications: Anyone with Basic Class experience. 
Equipment: You can borrow snow shoes and avalanche beacons from the club. 
Contact: Mike Bingle (mbingle@comcast.net or michael.g.bingle@boeing.com). We do all trip 
coordination via email. Drop Mike a line to get on the distribution list. 
 
 

Request A Leave Of Absence�Take A Sabbatical�Quit Your Job! 
And 

Hike the legendry Inca trail and visit Machu Picchu at 7,500 feet.  Travel across Lake Titicaca, 
the world�s highest navigable lake at 12,500 feet for a side trip to Bolivia, and for good measure 
climb Mt. Coropuna at 21,079 feet.  Spend a few days of recovery shopping and touring the 
towns of Cuzco, Arequipa and Lima, Peru before returning to the States. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Trip Leader:  John Alley   
Time Frame:  Late May to June 2004 
Duration:  Three (3) weeks or longer (probably longer) 
Budget:  Approximately $2,900 
Gear Required:  High altitude expedition quality equipment and sandals 
Modes of Transportation in the Andes:  Air - Rail - Bus - Boat � Mules 
Contact:  John Alley   johndalley@juno.com 

 
 
 



 
GLACIER PEAK CIRCUMNAVIGATION 

By Doug Sanders 
 

I was looking for a lengthy wild backpack to do this 
summer. Steve Fox�s accounts of 7 and 9-day Glacier Peak 
circumnavigating odysseys had been on my mind for some 
time.  He has described this as the best loop trip he knows. 
Knowing Steve, that�s quite a compliment. Knowing 
Steve, I should have realized I was getting into an 
adventure. His knowing comments about a �couple of 
stream crossings� and �I�ve never done it so early� should 
have raised red flags. 
 
Glacier Peak is the most remote of the Washington 
volcanoes. I am often surprised at the number of 
Washingtonians that have never heard of it. This clockwise 
trip generally follows trails or non-maintained trails (White 
River), except for the Nepeequa Valley, about 10 miles. 
This trip makes a wide jog to the east, so wide, that my 4th 
day had no views of Glacier at all. Total distance is about 
90 miles. I hiked in July 29th and hike out August 2, 2003 
 
As my schedule was in a bit of flux I had decided to do 
this by myself. Had I not been going solo I would avoided 
this wide jog to the east by making a tight eastern leg up 
the Suiattle headwater trail then cross country on perennial 
snowfields and glaciers to Ten Peak and Disappointment 
Peak. This would have cut the mileage by more than half 
and been more alpine. 
 
My pack was 17 pounds, including digital camera and 
amateur radio, plus food for 7 days. Together with water it 
all came to 35 pounds at the trailhead.  
 
The mileage is a bit hard to figure. Steve calculated 96 
miles. The White Chuck access adds another 2 miles either 
way to come up with about 100 miles. However, my 
counting suggested 91 is closer. I estimated 9 miles from 
Buck Creek Pass to the beginning of the Boulder Pass trail 
at the Nepeequa.  
 
 
DAY 1: White Chuck River (Kennedy) to Fire Creek Pass 
 
I happened upon a Darrington District Forest Service 
ranger at the trailhead. We hiked into Kennedy together. I 
took advantage of this opportunity to pick a fulltime 
outdoor oriented brain for a couple of hours. At the Hot 
Springs guard station we met up with the 2 member trail 
crew based there this summer. I had hoped to meet these 2 
to thank them for assistance rendered a couple of weeks 
earlier during a rescue mission for an injured climber.  
Near the summit, the climber had miss-stepped while 
wearing crampons and hadn�t been able to walk due to his 
injured ankle. His two partners slid, drug, and carried him 
as far as the standard Sitkum climbing route base camp at 
Boulder basin. We had barged in on the female crew at 
about 3:00 AM. They were out of food and had planned on 
hiking out that morning. Despite a multi-county call out 
we had insufficient mountain rescuers to do a litter 

evacuation from the camp. I tried to be persuasive without 
appearing to plead too desperately for the assistance and 
strength they could lend. Thank goodness for fair weather 
and helicopters. 
 
These were the last people I was to see until the next 
morning. From the Kennedy Guard station it is only a 
couple of miles to the PCT. The PCT runs along the entire 
west and north sides of Glacier. I never did see a �through 
hiker� the name given to the Pacific Crest Trail hiker on 
this trip. 
 
Pinning down the schedule for this trip was kind of hard. 
Steve had taken 7 and 9 days on 2 similar trips, but had 
climbed all sorts of side peaks and side explorations. By 
myself I knew I could travel quicker than a group. I kind of 
thought I might be able to hammer this out in 4 days at 
about 25 miles per day. This proved too ambitious as I 
immediately fell behind. I hiked 14 miles the first day.  
 
I also sought to camp high where vistas were better rather 
than down in the valley bottoms. The weather was 
phenomenally hot and dry. Water was a potential concern 
this arid summer. I took three 1-liter pop bottles and 
usually wound up using 2.  
 
For shelter, I used a bivy sack and took an 8x10 (silicone 
treated) nylon tarp that weighed 16 oz. The thought of 
having to spend a really wet day in a bivy sack lead to 
taking the tarp. I would have loved to use just the tarp. It is 
versatile and light but having used a bivy sack so long it is 
hard to give up its cocoon like security.  
 
My first night was at Fire Creek Pass the northwest corner 
of the trip. I camped a hundred feet off the trail looking 
down at partially snow covered Mica Lake tucked tight 
into the pass. A bit of breeze kept the bugs down. There 
was good water. The northern side of Glacier Peak is 
spectacular. 
 
That night there was neither moon nor urban light 
pollution. The Milky Way was brilliant and the cosmos 
was most enjoyable that evening. With Mars just a couple 
of months away from its closest approach the skies were 
pretty awesome. 
 
DAY 2: Mica Lake to Suiattle Pass-20 miles. This portion 
has some significant ups and downs. It was the driest 
portion, the only stretch that I was at all mindful of water. I 
encountered about 10 people, the most I would see in a 
day.  
 
Bugs became a quality of hike (life!) issue. They were 
really bad this year. But, I think I say that every year. 
Twice I killed 7 deer flies in one slap.  
 



 
I hate using bug juice, so while hiking, I would take a 2-4 
ft switch and develop a nearly constant rhythm of tapping 
the front of one or both legs then the back of my legs, 
occasionally the opposite arm, to keep the flies off-
hundreds of taps per mile. Tap. Tap. Tap. This worked 
pretty well. Tens of thousands of taps for the trip. Brush 
swaths were softest, those from trees stiffest and longest 
lasting. I would look for a branch encroaching on the trail 
that would eventually have to be cleared away. Balance 
and ergonomics became considerations. Of course as a side 
effect to all this beating I�m now into S&M. Of a bigger 
headache (or leg/arm ache actually) was dealing with 
flies/mosquitoes while resting. I wound up either draping 
long pants or my parka over my legs for some relief.  
 
Then there were the horse flies. What a year for those 
torturers! I have never seen so many. How does something 
so big and so noisy land so silently and nip so painfully! 
Even through clothing! Fortunately, they make a lot of 
noise when they fly and usually buzz around a bit before 
landing (at least if you are moving.) Capitalizing on this, 
when it got quiet, when the buzzing stopped, I franticly 
began looking for the evildoer. After a while, I noticed 
horse flies tended to favor a particular part of the body 
while hiking. I guess it depends on what looks juicy and 
available. In my case they would tend to go for the back of 
the hand. I developed a preemptive strategy to attract and 
kill them first. By holding the hand relatively still it 
improved their targeting and hastened their landing. Then I 
sprung. Killing these things is not easy. First, I�d swat 
them-hard, hopefully knocking them to the ground. Then, 
before they could recover, I would smash them with a boot 
heel, really squishing them into the dirt. Finally, using my 
ice ax adze I would hack unmercifully at them. When 
through I would run like hell before they could recover and 
counterattack. 
 
Since the trip I have pondered getting some bug netting 
clothing. I did buy a couple of yards of mosquito netting 
with the thought of being able to drape it over my legs or 
around my body as needed while on the trail or in camp. It 
weighs 3-4 oz. Perhaps I should put hole in the center and 
use it as a bug poncho.  
 
I took a comfortable relaxed pace enjoying the beauty of it 
all to the max. According to my original fantasy schedule I 
had hoped to be at Buck or High Pass, midway south on 
my eastern leg, but I was still heading east.  
 
There are grand meadows on the north side of Glacier, 
literally miles of fairyland trail. Dozens of butterflies 
danced before me.  And then there were the downs and 
ups. From 6300 to 3700 back up to 6000 then down to 
2700. This area was pretty dry; I kept an eye on the supply 
water but wasn�t too worried knowing I�d soon be reaching 
the biggest river of my trip. 
 
One thing I have gotten into during the past summer is 
wearing compression shorts. Most of men�s clothing 
requires guys to wear 2 layers. Too hot! Sometimes 

chafing. The compression shorts are a single layer. Ray 
Gardene piqued my interest with his recommendation to 
wear these. They may be a little hotter-I�m not sure-when 
not moving, but seem definitely cooler while on the move. 
They wick very well and are barely noticeable (and just for 
a short time) when they have been submerged. These 
shorts are easy and fast to wash and dry while on the trail. 
 
Silently passed some hikers camped near the Suiattle.  
 
I then came upon a limping hiker. From the back I saw a 
stocky person with a large, heavily loaded, external frame 
pack using hiking poles as canes and moving very slowly. 
Up close this was a stocky women who had planned on 
going over Vista Ridge and exiting via Milk Creek when 
she pulled an Achilles tendon. She had food and time so I 
suggested the nearly flat trip Suiattle river trail out. She 
didn�t seem enthusiastic. As the day was getting late and I 
wanted to push on a bit, I kept the visit short. After 
passing, I chided myself for not assuring she was really 
going to be OK and for being more interested in my 
progress than her well-being. While still chastising my 
callous actions I came upon a stream with enough 
protruding rocks to allow a good chance of a dry crossing. 
Now most of my hiking is associated with climbs and the 
rocks of those streams don�t gather moss like those in the 
lower elevation slow flowing rivulets do. So, about half 
way across I slipped and went down hard on a knee 
submerging boots and butt in the process. Penance? While 
pouring the water from my boots guess who should come 
by, gracefully cross the stream, pass soggy me, all the 
while nearly dragging one leg? The 2nd encounter allowed 
us to talk a bit and she seemed to be OK by herself. Once 
wrung out I sped down the path expecting to catch her in a 
couple of hundred yards max. I had decided to camp at the 
Suiattle PCT trail junction campground. I figured that she 
would camp at the same trail intersection, a mile or two 
ahead, where I would have a better chance to access her 
status. I resigned myself to assist her and was prepared to 
hike out with her if need be, giving up my trip. But, I never 
caught her, never saw her again�. 
 
I had the Suiattle River campground to myself. There were 
several sites to select from but all I needed was a small 
space for a bivy sack. Too many options. After dinner a 
male a bit older than appeared out of nowhere. He was 
hiking from Rainy Pass to Snoqualmie Pass in 4 days, 
about 190 miles. His total pack, including food and water, 
was 20 pounds!  He was wearing tennis shoes with both 
ankles in ace wraps. Commented that no one would hike 
with him anymore. He was gone by 6 AM. Oddly, we 
would be on either side of Glacier Peak that day. 
 
DAY 3: Buck & High Pass to Nepeequa Valley-19 miles. 
Now definitely behind my overly optimistic schedule I 
planned on a long day hoping to end up at Boulder Pass. 
Still, I took it easy, enjoying the sights, using a 
comfortable pace. Most of this day was spent heading 
south. On this day I would see no one.  
 



 
A few miles from camp I left the PCT to start south on the 
eastern leg.  
 
Buck Creek Pass or Attack of the Marmot Pass. All right 
here I am at the Pass. Time for a breather. �Hi Marmot�. 
�Cute marmot.� �Friendly, little bugger aren�t we.� �Kind 
of curious aren�t you marmot?� �My what big teeth.� 
�Back off!� �Great, a rabid rodent.� �Where�s my friggin 
ice axe, I�m being attacked by a marmot.� �Flee! Flee!� 
 
Some 33? years ago John Pollock and I sat down to a 
scrumcious dinner prepared by a young back country 
ranger. She was overloaded with fresh food following the 
hasty departure of a hunting party after one of their 
members had been shot. Score one for the deer. That was 
the last time I had been in this area. John, Autumn and I 
had planned on a week climbing Red, Chiwawa, Fortress, 
Helmet and Buck. Descending from Red, Autumn knocked 
a rock down on her leg cutting it deep enough to expose 
the bone. I had hiked out and arranged a helicopter to 
come in and fly her out. The afternoon preceding dinner I 
also recollected John�s and my descent into the Chiwawa-
Fortress notch when we experienced something really 
weird, like an earthquake. About 1 second later a Navy A-
6 Intruder came screaming through the gap-below our 
elevation-and was gone. It was over in a moment and we 
were left stunned and shaken in the wilderness silence. 
 
Now, I observed a cabin like structure in the meadows and 
made my way down to it. Just several old white fallen trees 
arranged in a rectangle. Refilled with water from a small 
creek. Treated with iodine. Now onward to High Pass 
where the official trail would end. There were more 
beautiful meadows and impressive views of Glacier�s 
rarely visited east side.  The intriguing shortcut up the 
upper Suiattle via perhaps the Honeycomb Glacier, 
Disappointment Peak and to Red Pass looked inviting. 
Maybe next year? I took a bunch of pictures. To the east 
the Buck Creek Trail to Trinity was visible. When I fell 
into the creek I bungled my knee. I kept trying to ascertain 
whether it was just a surface trauma or some significant 
joint thing that might threaten my trip. It was pretty sore 
and I considered bailing to Trinity.   
 
The meadows changed on the east side with Paint Brush 
now appearing. A deer sprung up from a snow moat and 
moved down into the hot valley. Sorry! Pardon my 
interruption-I�m just passing through. The trail crossed 
patches of snow. In the mud I spotted cougar tracks. Way 
cool! The trail was generally follow able though patches of 
snow and slides. At High Pass, I came to the technical 
crux-a steep ice patch. Hmmm, maybe I should have 
brought those crampons after all. But what a hassle to 
carry a pound and a half for a few minutes of use. To the 
right was some rock, maybe a little 4th class, kinda fun to 
be on. Just a few moves. With a little scouting and great 
relief I found the next link in my trip, a climbers path 
leading into the mighty Nepeequa valley. 
 

The Nepeequa headwater is a grand The Hills are Alive 
with the Sound of Music cirque with a shinny ribbon of a 
river stretching distantly through lush greenery and flanked 
by sharply sided valley walls. The trial was good, bad, and 
nonexistent. Initial, there were sizable patches of snow that 
made going fast. Deer taking refuge from the heat in the 
snow scattered as I came upon them. I watch one with the 
goat�s agility climb the steep valley side. Not to be 
outdone I soon followed a faint climbers trail up the side of 
the valley before it petered out and my realizing it was a 
deer trail. Score another one for the deer. Back down to the 
river. The Nepeequa wasn�t too bad. Then the faint trail 
cut to my right and began to descend sharply. I wasn�t sure 
it was a people path as there were a lot of hoof prints. Soon 
I began to hear a roar below me. Down, down, down this 
path took me through slide alder. At the base I ran into the 
only Avalanche Lilly�s of the trip. The roar I�d been 
hearing was the true Napeequa; I had been on but a 
tributary. Oh my! Then to make matters worse, a million 
slide Alder greeted me with their �gotcha� wave. There 
was no trail.  
 
I knew I needed to eventually be on the south side of the 
river to find the Boulder Pass trail. As there was no trail on 
the north side I was keenly interested in crossing before 
the flow made it impossible. There was no way I could 
wade the torrent at this point.  I began looking upstream 
from the intersection. The brush was terrible. I came upon 
a campsite, probably a hunter�s horse camp accessible via 
autumn�s low river gravel bars. Near the camp, good 
fortune lead to finding a sizable log. It sloped steeply 
across-too much of an angle to walk. Protruding branch 
stubs kept me from straddling it. Ended up going over on 
my hands and knees partway, then stepping on the 
branches, kinda climbing it to the other side. What a relief! 
The Nepeequa crossing had been a real worry. Now, I was 
across and, if I could stay on the south side, I�d run into the 
trail. Simple.  
 
I didn�t have a GPS with me-probably the first time in 
years. But 5.5 oz. was 5.5 oz and I wanted to go fairly 
light. My compass was one of those small ones that clip on 
a watchband. I had good maps and mostly tracked my slow 
avalanche alder fight by potting tributary breaks in the 
rugged valley sides. My route ranged from riverbank to 
forest. The forest was easier. At times there seemed to be 
trail. Then nothing. The brush was so thick that if 
something happened to me I doubt anyone would ever find 
me. I kept on as the afternoon was wearing on... 
 
While burrowing through more alder, I experienced 
something really weird, like an earthquake. Then an A-6 
Intruder, on its side, not more than 300 feet above me, 
came thundering up the Nepeequa valley in an ear splitting 
roar. The pilot�s red helmet was quite clear. Before I could 
bring my arm up to wave it was gone.  
 
I came upon a primitive hunters camp on the rivers bank. 
There was some torn visqueen lying about. I considered 
camping here as the evening was coming on. It was 



 
swampy and the bugs were as bad as I had seen as I 
hurriedly treated some water. Bad, bad camp. I moved on. 
 
I came to a stream I couldn�t cross.  
 
It didn�t even have a name. This was the swift, swollen, 
silt laden, drainage from the Butterfly, Pilz and Richardson 
glaciers of the Clarke Mountain-Ten Peak ridge. I was in 
old forest when I intersected the river. First, upstream to 
look for a log crossing. All I found was an uninviting rip-
roaring gorge. Second, I dropped down to the raging 
intersection with the Nepeequa. No logs to cross. Now 
what? I needed a stick to probe depth. How hard can it be 
to find a stick in the forest? I couldn�t believe how hard it 
was to find a stick in the forest. It�s easy to find trees in a 
forest or a forest in the trees compared to finding a blasted 
stick in the forest. All the stuff on the ground was rotten or 
too big. All the stuff in the trees was beyond my reach. 
Finally, I ended up with an awkward rotten pole to probe 
the water depth of this tributary as well as the Nepeequa. 
Wow! That�s deep! And swift! I returned up the stream 
again hoping to find something I had overlooked. Nothing. 
I came across 20 ft. of purple 1� webbing tied around a 
skinny tree that had been used, somehow, to aid a crossing. 
I couldn�t quite figure it out. I concluded the stream was 
higher now or the logs had been washed away. The sling 
was still brightly colored and pliable-not too old. Thigh 
deep and swift here-not acceptable. 
 
This was really risky! I tried dragging logs into the stream 
and watched them get carried away. Now, I could always 
retreat�. But, hopefully the cooling night temperatures 
would diminish the flows so I could cross. 
 
This was also the only spot a little free of the forest. Here 
was camp. There were no rocks on this shore, so I dug a 
little hole through the duff to use my solid fuel stove. I 
used fuel tabs for cooking. I used 1 per meal but would 
have used 2 if I had needed a hot drink or if the water had 
been very cold. No stove, just propped my pot between 2 
small rocks. The fuel tabs were 1 oz. each and with the pot 
I had a total of 12 oz. stove weight for 7 days.  I tried to 
heat this icy glacier water with a single tab to no avail. As 
I had a few extra, I used a second. Still the water was tepid 
at best. A bit impatient I gathered some sticks and built a 
small cooking fire. It was smoky. 
 
I did everything I could that night in preparation. I studied 
the stream for flow and depth. I probed for rocks and 
footing.  I did everything but write a Last Will and 
Testament, or at least a note explaining what I had tried. 
And I considered that. More than once. I wanted to let 
Mary know I loved her and my thoughts would be about 
her at the end. I did take a photo of the stream so if I was 
found they would understand what got me. 
 
As soon as I dropped down to my knees in preparation of 
entering my bivy sack a moderate sized doe appeared and 
began munching at the small patch of shrubs in this 
opening. Lying down quietly allowed me to further sort 

through my options for the morning. I felt calm and 
thought I might get a good nights sleep in before my 
morning trial. 
 
I awoke in the dark to see a faint flashlight far off down 
the forest towards the Nepeequa but on the other side of 
the stream. A star or planet? Nope, too low to the horizon. 
It looked like someone coming towards me. But its dark, 
how would they have known I was there? Ahh, the smelly 
smoke from the fire! For some time I was convinced there 
was someone out there working their way up the stream�s 
far side also looking for a crossing and hoping to find 
someone who had. Someone who had smelled the smoke 
and was desperate enough to track me down in the dark. 
As Mars crept higher in the sky, I surmised it was the tree 
trunks and small head movements that created the 
movement effect. 
 
The night turned out to be long. I thought about my plight, 
then forced my thoughts toward solutions. Had I 
overlooked anything? I didn�t seem to be really restless or 
nervous. 
 
At one point I awoke in pitch dark to something tugging on 
my bivy sack. Adrenaline rush! What the heck! I looked 
with amazement at a deer with a mouthful of my bivy sack 
trying to drag me into the stream. Or, so I thought that�s 
where we were headed. A panic kick ended that. 
 
DAY 4: Boulder Pass to White River-20 mile day. On this 
day there were no views of Glacier Peak as I completed the 
eastern leg and most of the westbound leg. 
 
Finally, there is enough daylight make my move. I had one 
second of hesitation, then realizing that the water would 
only get deeper as the day went on, I got up and prepared 
with determination and without pause. My heart sunk as 
my branch did not discern a lessening of the flow. The 
depth as measured by my stick hadn�t changed. 
 
My maps, radio and camera went into zip lock bags. My 
camera battery and memory card went into my double 
packaged first aid kit. They had to stay dry. I ate more than 
normal. I dressed for emersion drawing on my long 
underwear bottoms for the first time. The cotton T was 
replaced with a poly turtleneck. I didn�t want the drag of 
my rain pants but wanted enough clothing such that if I 
just made to the other side before collapsing, I could lie 
there and eventually recuperate-a worst case. I also set my 
mind to go into Herculean fight mode if I was swept off 
my feet-I would stop at nothing until I had flailed to the 
other side. I wore my GorTex shell to keep the heavy 
current from directly catching me on my chest.  
 
I still had 10 lbs of food so I placed it into a stuff sack, tied 
it to the 25ft of 1/8 cord I carried and heaved it across the 
stream, clearing the other side by 2 feet. I loosely tied my 
end in a slipknot. This way my pack was lightened but I 
could still retrieve my food if I couldn�t make it over. My 
pack contents went into my trash compactor bag. Then this 



 
went into my bivy sack which was knotted tight. I wore 
just my liner sox. This was their washday anyway.    
 
The last thing I did was drink a lot of water, dump the 
remaining and secured the 3 quarts of flotation into by 
pack. 
 
I tied the old webbing slightly up stream and I would 
pendulum on it as I crossed and figured I could use it to 
help haul me back.  
 
I grabbed the webbing and the rotten pole and without 
allowing any time for hesitation, plunged into the gray 
torrent and resolutely worked my way across. 
Anticlimactically, as it turned out. Except for the initial 
plunge the stream never reached my knees. 
 
For some odd reason I hadn�t looked at my watch since the 
evening before. 6:30. I wrung out my boots, put on my dry 
sox, refilled my bottle with treated water and pushed 
on�only to find a second branch of the stream 50 ft 
further. I had made it to an island. This time there were 
some logs that allowed a nearly dry crossing. 
 
Were there any more Nepeequa crossings? Good grief this 
stream wasn�t even supposed to have been an issue. There 
were the 2 stream crossings up the White River Steve had 
mentioned with some concern. What had I gotten in to? 
Little did I know I was about to get wet, really wet and by 
the end of the day my feet would be white and wrinkled in 
a messy way. 
 
Emerging from the forest I stared at a mile wide, alder 
dense, flood plane stretched before me. I search for paths, 
a way above it or some weakness through it to no avail. 
Atop a massive downed tree I walked a plank out into this 
horrible stuff and jumped. Everything was dew wet, too. 
Before long I was soaked from head to toe and drew on my 
raingear. The branches were too thick to continue in any 
kind of straight line. Sometimes, my feet didn�t touch the 
ground. I tried going across, then up on the hillside, then 
down to the river, the across, back up, anyway I could gain 
a foot. It was all miserable. Somewhere my drying socks 
were ripped off my pack. There was no river shore. The 
bank dropped vertically off into the turbulent river. I 
would stagger atop skinny alder trunks leaning out over the 
water. I really didn�t like that. And, I didn�t want to leave 
this side as my Boulder Pass trail began somewhere in 
front of me. Its origin wasn�t quite clear. Steve had missed 
it on one of his treks and I didn�t have any landmarks but 
what was on the topographical maps. 
 
I finally saw a stand of old growth and wetly bushwhacked 
toward it. A few trees was all. Exasperated, I scanned up, 
down, all over trying to find some sort of path through this 
briar tangle of trees. This was pain! 
 
With a great deal of relief I finally emerged into the far 
side trees, dripping wet. Now, I wasn�t about to leave the 
relative ease of the forest for anything and pressed on.  

 
Do bears poop on trails or in the woods? Maybe I could 
get a Government grant to fund a few years of outdoor 
study. I saw a couple of dozen piles during the trip, some 
on trails, some deep into the woods. Personally, I think 
bears poop wherever they want. 
 
Suddenly, I crossed a faint but obvious trail. Whoa! Could 
this be it? I couldn�t resist following it down to the 
Nepeequa to see how the heck it started. Ended? I mean 
there wasn�t any intersecting trail along the river. I was a 
good trail, in need of a little brushing, but really pretty 
good. When it hit the river plain it turned into a muddy 
path overwhelmed by the alder and appeared to end? 
Begin? At the river.???? 
 
Finding the trail was another milestone. Although I had 2 
more river crossings to face, I was on a trail and thus 
completed the cross-country portion. This gave quite a bit 
of relief, as I had no desire to repeat what I had been 
through. The trail was pretty nice. It climbed stiffly toward 
Boulder Pass with quite bit of meandering near the top. I 
wonder who used it. Probably horse hunters. It hadn�t been 
bushed this year, maybe in several, but was in good shape.  
 
The Nepeequa valley is well formed with rugged sides and 
the meandering river in its bottom. It looks beautiful and 
peaceful from high on this south slope.  
 
At Boulder Pass I moved into territory that I has not seen 
in 30 years when I had climbed Clark Mountain with John 
Pollock, Marsha, and Kathy. I took some contemplative 
delight as decades old memories popped out. Just stuff one 
hadn�t thought about in all this time. Here was where we 
left the trail. There is where we camped. Had John really 
seen the hikers topless when he first spotted them? Very 
pleasant mental wondering into the past. 
 
The day was quite hot. I was glad to be going downhill 
toward the White river. I ran into a NOLS group of about 8 
struggling under sizable packs, a slow pace, bad bugs and 
the intense heat of the afternoon. They were enroute to do 
a traverse across Glacier Peak. Today, my pack weight 
with 2 qts of water dropped below 30 lb. As I wasn�t 
carrying more than a quart most of the time maybe 28 lb. 
My boots were drying out. Life was really good.  
 
Down, down towards the distant White River. The trail 
was wonderful. 
 
I had had some reservation in continuing. The crossing of 
that piddly stream had been bad on my head. I still had 2 
recognized river crossings to go. If I had had some cash or 
a credit card I might have bailed to Trinity. But the 
midweek traffic would be light and it would probably take 
about the same time to get home. And then there was all 
the hassle of collecting my truck.  
 
The heat of the afternoon was intense. I had been splashing 
water onto my cotton T-shirt and soaking a headscarf at 



 
every stream. Finally, the White River, the SE corner of 
my trip. The White River trail west was in great shape! A 
brief stop at the junction for water then I sped up this new 
river system. Unfortunately, the good trail did not last 
long. I ran into some sporadic brushed out sections for 
about a mile then for all practical purposes the trail was 
abandoned. For several miles woody shrubs scratched hard 
at my legs. My feet kind of worked their way to the next 
step guided by the walls of shrubs. Had it not been for the 
passing of a couple of hikers a maybe week or so earlier it 
would have been very hard to find the trail. They had left 
just enough bent brush to make a go of it.  
 
This was not pleasant. Once again I seriously gave thought 
to bailing. But the lack of money was a deterrent. Also, as 
the formal trail crossed the river, there must be a safe 
fording. Probably, nice flat horse crossings. You�d think I 
would get real. Where the trail hit patches of old growth it 
was in good shape. A little work and this would be a fine 
trail once again. The higher I got, the more forest, the 
better the trail. 
 
All along this trip I had used my ice ax to fling brush off 
the trail and I did a lot of flinging on this one. My day�s 
goal was to stop at a campsite used by Steve on one of his 
trips and marked on my map. So far, my nights had not 
ended up at any of his sites. Thunder Creek, a White River 
north side tributary was a significant crossing but I was 
able to thread across fairly dry logs. Lightening Creek had 
not been noted as a difficult crossing, but again I could not 
find a log and had to resort to wading, soaking my boots. 
 
My boots retained a lot of water, even after emptying and 
squeezing out what I could. I squeezed my socks too. Still 
the results were not very satisfactory and I still had those 2 
White River crossings ahead of me. The White lost the 
gentleness of the flatlands. 
 
I hadn�t spotted Steve�s campsite when I came surprisingly 
to the first crossing. My time was better than expected. 
Blessed be that log across this torrent! What a relief! As 
the last river crossing was a little less than a mile off, I 
resolved to do it while my feet were already wet in order to 
be done with these crossings. Hopefully, the warm night 
would dry my boots. Finally, the last crossing! And a log! 
A log that had been cut to clear the trail had fallen also 
bridging the river. Two for one. I filled up with 3 liters 
cause I knew I had to get out of these boots and didn�t 
want to make a water trip. 
 
Barely 100 feet from the crossing I found a flat spot to 
serve as my campsite. Down, I went and off came those 
soggy boots. My feet were in worse shape than I thought. 
White, raw and shriveled. This looked serious. I can�t 
imagine what trench foot would be like-wearing boots for 
several days at a time. At least I had been able to wring out 
my sox and boots (dang linings) after each soaking.  
 
Taking care of ones feet is really important. I figured 2,000 
steps per mile times 90 miles. I hadn�t had a blister on this 

trip. I am not sure what the best dry boot river crossing 
strategy would be. It may be to carry some running or aqua 
shoes for the crossing and keep the boots dry. Running 
shoes would give the feet some freedom in camp and also 
give more evening time for the days sweat to dry from the 
boots. And, they would make a great trail shoe. I hate to 
cross rivers bare foot as a stubbed toe could send one 
tumbling at an inopportune moment or sharp rock 
laceration put one out of commission. Tevas are a bit on 
the heavy side. I hung my boots and socks to dry. A mouse 
was to nibble on my sock during the night. Poor mouse. 
 
I don�t use light liner socks. I use 2 pairs of identical 
socks, both heavy medium pairs. On more than a weekend 
trip, I carry a 3rd identical set.  On the second day, I wash 
and dry the outers, wear the 3rd set as inners and move my 
previous day inners to outers. I then continue this rotation. 
Wash one day and wear two days. Since the Nepeequa 
bush had robbed the socks off my pack earlier in the day I 
would have make do. However, given all the immersion 
both my socks and boots were pretty clean. 
 
I hobbled around this little campsite in my macerated feet. 
Cooking dinner and swatting flies and mosquitoes. I 
foolishly thought that if I could kill all the local flies I 
might gain a little relief. Sitting on a log I placed my foam 
pad beneath my feet. I was in long pants and a long 
sleeved shirt and had bug netting on. My feet and ankles 
were exposed. I began. Swat! Swat! Swat! Swat!�. Pretty 
soon they began to pile up beneath my feet on my foam 
pad. Swat! Swat! Swat! Swat! Dump them off my pad. 
Swat! Swat! Swat! Swat! Lo and behold, it actually began 
to work. I could get a minute or two without any. 
 
DAY 5: PCT back to Kennedy Hot Springs-20 miles. 
On this day I quickly gain the PCT, hiked north on the 
western leg and return to my car, and home! 
 
The sky was still in twilight gray as I began hiking. My 
feet were red, sox dry, boots damp. I took an opportunity 
at the headwaters crossing to soak and rinse my T-shirt. It 
was pretty dirty. Only later at home would I realize that it 
wasn�t just dirty, there was an obvious overpowering 
reason why I didn�t see any bears. There is only so much 
stench that even a bear can take. Hanging it on my pack I 
wore a synthetic. As the day lightened the skies stayed 
gray-it wasn�t a dawn color thing after all. The weather 
was changing. Well, that T-shirt wasn�t going to dry. 
 
In a couple miles, I gained the PCT-a real trail! Home 
stretch. The low clouds made brief sprints onto the eastern 
slopes and just a rapidly retreating. I watched a golden 
eagle skim the slopes hunting marmots. More meadows.  Is 
that dirty bump (southern aspect) really Glacier? What a 
contrast with the northern and eastern sides. 
 
Dang look at all those huckleberries. A few weeks early 
for their succulent sweetness. My oh my! Look, patch of 
thimble berries. All ripe. After 5 days, the joy of fresh 
fruit. 



 
 
Sloan peak became a dominant landmark to the west. At 
Red Pass I saw a tent, then a hiker going after water. White 
Pass is gorgeous. The trail dropped into the forest. I began 
to see hikers and climbers. Finally, the turnoff to Kennedy. 
And the hot springs! Yes! I patiently waited for 1 party to 
leave, then launched myself, clothes flying, into 
decontamination. Oh, it was good. Then the hike out. 

There were numerous logs crossing the raging White 
Chuck river visible to me. Why did I have such a hard time 
finding crossings on much smaller streams? 
 
Finally, at 3:00 PM, I completed a 19+ mile day and had 
some clean clothes to change into. Phew! that T-shirt is 
going to straight to the garbage can. 

 
 
 
 

High Up, Down Under 
Mt. Kosciuszko, Australia�s High Point 

 
Speeding down the highway from Canberra through rolling hills covered in dry grass, dotted with gum trees, the 
post card from Australia scenery was little different from what we had seen for the last thousand miles on our 
drive down from Brisbane.  So it was a surreal image when we finally passed Cooma and we got our first look at 
the Snowy Mountains, the lingering spring-in-October snow flirting with the low clouds, intensifying the feeling 
that maybe our senses were betraying us. After all, a couple of hours away the surfers of Bondi Beach were playing 
in the warm waves of the South Pacific�  
 

 
The Blue Mountains, not far to Thredbo� 

 
We were quietly listening to the car radio now, my expectation only betrayed by the rhythmic tapping on the 
steering wheel. Earlier on, my parents decided they had enough of me talking about the coolness factor of standing 
on the highest point in Australia and turned the music up.  

 
 
 
 



 
 

 
It had been a last minute plan, formulated in our hotel beds earlier that morning, when the weather girl threatened 
to spoil our plans to visit the area the next day. It was going to rain� My mum suggested we skip brekkie and start 
driving in the next half hour.  That would get us to Thredbo around midday and gave us a slim chance at hiking to 
the summit of Kosciuszko before dark� A quick stop for fuel and the logistics were promptly handled: a soda 
water bottle, a can of Red Bull, a bag of gummy worms and a pack of Pringles and, of course, two cameras. 
 
A couple of hours later we reached Jindabyne and the road began to wind its way up towards Thredbo and the 
Perisher Valley, Australia�s premier ski resorts.  Ever heard of ski bunny-roos ? We were thoroughly amused as we 
drove the last stretch of road and shared someone�s excitement for skiing. Someone with a roll of duct tape and a 
lot of time on their hands� It was road sign art over and over for 20 or so miles ! 
 

 
Skiing Skippy - now that�s the kind of vandalism I have time for! 

 
 
 
The summit is an easy hike away from the chairlift but I was excited � after two years of playing in the majesty of 
the Cascades I was finally getting a chance to stand on the summit of my island home. The miles flew by� It was 
hard not to stop and take it all in -  the snow up there and the snow gums below, the sunshine, the views, the other 
excited hikers.  
 



 

 
The story of Kosciuszko 

 
The old man with snow shoes and a walking stick urged me on, the Irish couple raved about Ireland�s rugby game 
against Romania and the Sydney-siders had a chuckle as we contemplated the forests of �Mexico�, the southern 
state of Victoria. The barrier reef and XXXX beer (that�s fourex, mate), cosmopolitan Sydney and the mystery of 
Uluru, even that silly crocodile hunter, the whole of beautiful, mysterious, enormous Australia was down there. I 
was the last to leave the summit, a huge smile still on my face. 
 
We drove back to Canberra and, as we passed the Transylvania Winery, I reminisced about my other far away 
home and the Carpathian Mountains where the passion began. 
I�ll let the pictures tell the story of the highest place down under� 

 

 
The corniced summit of Kosciuszko 



 

  
Approaching the top� 

 

  
On the summit � Real life Aussies, part time skiers and full time 

crocodile hunters Mick, Darlene and Treva 



 
 

 
Mt. Townsend, Australia�s second highest peak 

 
Ski Thredbo ! 

 



 

 
Snow gums at Thredbo 

 
Thredbo village 
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	Belay stance
	Vertical World is giving Boealps Members a 15% discount on annual Membership!
	This is a $62 savings!
	Howdy Folks!
	The Belay Stance is a brief little summary of wha
	We have some great trip reports this month.  Perh
	It’s about time to award the Agris Moruss fund ag
	It looks like the spring campout will actually be taking place in summer, and will hopefully be a little warmer than usual because of it.  Reserve June 28-29 on your calendar and plan to join us in Leavenworth.  According to Marty, the moon will be in th
	That’s all for now.
	Editor #2,
	
	
	
	
	Kathleen





	Southern Utah Wilderness Alliance (SUWA) presentation at REI:  April 8th at 7:00pm.  SUWA is seeking support for its valuable initiatives in supporting wilderness options in the redrock country of Utah.
	Wild Utah: America’s Redrock Wilderness is a mult
	In conjunction with a 30 minute presentation on the current status of the Utah wilderness movement by Bob Brister, Outreach Associate of the Southern Utah Wilderness Alliance, this inspirational and informational event is a must see for citizens wishing
	�
	�
	February Ice Climbing Seminar Wrap Up:
	Compliments of Professor of Climbing Instruction Patty Michaud
	The intrepid Boealps crew set out for some ice climbing in Lilloet last month. A BIG THANKS goes out to Tom, Terry, and Brad for helping with the class.  Per feedback I received from the students, everyone had a great time and the instructors were fabulo
	Nine of us headed up for the 2/8 & 9 weekend. Participating were Tom Ryan, Terry Hill, Brad Walker, Mike Rutten, Jesse Follett, Vickey Larsen, Sarah Sternau, Chris Ajemian, and John Gowan.
	We met Saturday at 5:30 AM in the Mile 0 Motel lot and decided to split into two groups. Brad, Mike, and Jesse headed north of Lilloet to hopefully seek out some ice at Honeyman Falls. The remainder of the group went south to The Rambles, where Mike and
	On Saturday we divided into two groups, the larger group went to a place called The Rambles and a smaller group tried to find Honeyman Falls.  The former group found some excellent flows to top rope, about 70 degrees and 150 feet high, while enduring a b
	Fighting off a later-start movement, we met once again at 5:30 on Sunday. This time the whole group headed NE to Marble Canyon Provincial Park, home of the classic Icy BC route. Here the routes head straight up, and they were made even more challenging b
	one on the far left route, which became a haven for anyone seeking a safe place to relax.  Eventually we set up yet another rope, meaning everybody got plenty of climbing in before heading out around 3pm.
	Despite marginal conditions this group of lowland, "coastal" ice climbers found there was plenty of opportunity to practice some skills and have a great time.
	Coming Up:
	I need lead instructors willing to help out with a rock leading seminar at our summer campout.  We'll have new graduates from the Basic Class who will surely be interested in pursuing all that lead climbing has to offer.  Any volunteers?!
	MOFA Queen

	\(Tune of “Dancing Queen” by ABBA\)
	
	
	
	Creative adaptation compliments of Ron Fleck & Tom Glasenapp




	You can hike, you can climb - you can perhaps save a life
	
	See that girl check that scene, she is the MOFA queen


	Summit night and the moon is low
	Looking out at the Alpenglow
	When she heard a faint whimper, carried on the wind
	She knew she’d need her first aid kit
	Anybody could be that guy
	Night is cold and the summit's high
	With a bit of rock falling - everything is tense
	You're in the mode for rescue
	And when you get the cue
	You are the MOFA queen, splint that leg when the break is clean
	
	
	MOFA queen, feel the pulse at the injury scene, oh yeah



	Thump that heart, C P R - you can perhaps save a life
	See that girl check that scene, she is the MOFA queen
	You're a savior, you race the clock
	Stop the bleeding, then treat for shock
	Looking out for another – that’s what you will do
	You're in the mode for rescue
	And when you get the cue
	You are the MOFA queen, splint that leg when the break is clean
	
	
	MOFA queen, feel the pulse at the injury scene, oh yeah



	Thump that heart, C P R - you can perhaps save a life
	See that girl check that scene, she is the MOFA queen
	
	
	Loving that MOFA queen

	Agris Moruss Memorial Fund Applications Now Being Accepted


	Applications are currently being accepted for the 2002 Agris Moruss Memorial Fund grant. The grant is offered each year to help meet the expenses of a worthy climbing endeavor attempted by Boealps members. Past grants have been awarded for climbing trips
	The grant is offered in memory of Agris Moruss, a long time club member and an active climber who lost his life leading a Basic Class climb of Lundin Peak in 1982 (see full-length article in this issue). The only application requirements are that you a
	You may apply by writing a letter outlining your trip and the reason you feel it meets the criteria for the grant. Applications must be received by June 15, 2003. Send your letter of application to Chris Gronau at M/S OY-11.  If you're not a Boeing emplo
	_______________________________________________________________________________________________________
	***Trip Reports***
	Ice Climbing with Andrew:
	Forty-five minutes into the ten minute approach w
	It’s Thursday.  We’re the only ones here.  Jim, r
	We wish him well and drive to Vail.  There’s just
	The ten minute approach takes half an hour.  We p
	“The Fang is the obvious free-standing pillar tha
	“You’ve got to see this” yells Jim, much more ani
	“Dude, it’s always there”!  This is the response 
	Privately I’m wondering about the Fang.  Not leas
	Later my misgivings dissolve.  I watch Raphael lead the Fang.  His climbing is deliberate and cautious but his mouth is in a league of its own.  On a difficult lead some climbers become locked in silent concentration, barely breathing.  Raphael is not on
	Welcome to Vail.
	The Rigid Designator is the large flow just to the left of the trees.  On the far right is the Fang and behind it, to the left, not quite touching down is the Thang.
	Jim leads the Rigid Designator in fine form and w
	Next to the Fang is the Thang.  An interesting lo
	***
	In anticipation of large Saturday crowds Jim and 
	Jim sets a top rope and I belay while another par
	Toward the top my ropes are caught under a mass of chandeliered ice on the cliff side of the pillar.  I traverse around but the steeper ice leaves me pumped and I peel.  After freeing the ropes an extra tight belay helps drag me to the top.  Poor form bu
	Four years dissolves with a hug.  Four years in w
	We meet Pemba, a Nepali with a compact, powerful 
	�
	Jim belays Pemba on the dry tool start to the Thang.
	Pemba climbs cautiously over the rock start to the Thang.  He uses small, delicate moves, gently matching tools on tiny ledges and oozing crampons into divots and onto nubbins.  He is smooth and flowing, always in balance.  It takes six moves before his
	It’s a little different on the Fang.  Angela is n
	Her Fang climb would be every bit as good.  Half 
	“We’ve been through this before” I shouted back. 
	Later Angela told me that a few weeks earlier she
	“What was he thinking?” she asks me.
	Tenacity and will power help Angela inch slowly t
	Angela stretched out on the Fang.  The horizontal fracture is visible at the top.
	Jim had carefully memorized each of Pemba’s early
	Ever helpful Jim patiently explains each rock move.  The standard start feels awkward.  Screw that.  Fully stretched I start from the second position and with a series of dynamic lunges skip most of the next six moves, transferring to the ice early.  The
	***
	After a slow start to our final day Jim and I are
	“They’re here” I call to Jim.  Far below two figu
	________________________________________________________________________________________________________
	Twin Peaks Bivouac
	Foreword:
	Ken, Joe and I would like to thank all those who participated in the search.  We are somewhat awed that such man, woman and dog power was exerted on our behalf.  Our primary regret is that we were unable to communicate our situation in a timely fashion a
	Preparation:
	In 1989 a groundbreaking television series aired and for 29 quirky episodes a Northwest full of mystery and secret relationships was presented with Snoqualmie Falls and an imposingly cliffed mountain as backdrop.  Readily viewable from North Bend, Mount
	Net searching for trip reports proved fruitless so the weekend before our climb Shiloh (my Malamute mountain dog) and I supplemented Lake Philippa contour plots with a reconnaissance trip.  The Sunday Creek approach was moated by a foot-and-a-half of w
	With a near-week of stable weather an opening pre
	The climb: \(Map details coincide to #’s in pare
	We met at 5:30 AM at the North Bend park-and-ride and were at our trailhead by 6:30 (1).  The mountain bike ride was done in the dark.  Joe and Ken had headlamps, but I opted for a small Maglight flashlight.  In the breaking dawn the treed massif broad
	Perhaps a half a mile up this tread, we hit a creek (3) that headed directly uphill (easterly).  This gully offered a break in the trees/brush and seemed as good a spot as any to attack the slope.  During our climb we encountered many steep waterways
	Gully – a trench worn in the earth by running wat
	Ravine – a small narrow steep-sided valley that i
	Gorge –a narrow steep walled canyon
	This first gully steepened and turned into a rock climb.  To avoid delays, we exited up the steep northern slope and into the brush.  This portion was onto unconsolidated dirt and loose rock and required continual self belay using readily available brush
	A brief respite from the brush was realized when we hit another overgrown logging road (4).  I presume this road is a switchback of the road we were previously on, but it was not on our map so I cannot be certain.  We caught our breath on the road now 
	Since no prominent ridge presented itself we began re-ascent of the west face by merely picking our way up the angle of least brush and most obvious passage.  Joe although carrying our primary climbing rope was obviously the strongest of the three and ch
	This nurturing character was evident when we hit a section of class five brush on perhaps a 60 degrees angle.  As in steep unconsolidated snow climbing, advance in this type of foliage required a swimming motion with feet only sporadically hitting the gr
	Shortly, we broke through and were treated to serendipitous steep mixed brush and snow climbing.  The route was necessarily circuitous to best take advantage of the snow, but it was of a constancy and grade perfect for step kicking.  As trailer, I was tr
	Eventually Joe and Ken topped the ridge \(5\).�
	I considered dropping my pack and retrieving it upon descent, but debate had already ensued as to alternative descent routes.  The ridge climb was a welcome relief from the brush and we hit an initial rocky promontory worthy of picture and light snack.
	This pitch led to a false summit so we pushed on.  The climb to the next false summit (6) was invigorating with snow, steep and soft enough for secure toeholds.  At this crest the views north were expansive.  Glacier, Baker, and multitudes of unnamable
	We still felt good and desired new terrain instead of the monotony of the path on which we had arose.  The map suggested manageable slope down to Lake Philippa and the opportunity for this looping captured us all.  The route was inviting offering easy pl
	Like an artery the gully fed into a ravine.  At this point escape was much steeper and prolonged, but doable.  Gravity was working for us and we were relishing the terrain.  Sporadic rappels became necessary, but we were descending quickly and felt we ha
	Consistently the walls were steepening, the rappels becoming more frequent and the day slipped away.  At some moment in time we acknowledged our gully was now a ravine and we must either commit to it or bale.  We committed.
	As a full-fledged ravine rappel became the norm and we advanced a half rope length at a time.  Slings and perlons began disappearing at an alarming rate.  We continued.  Dusk turned to darkness.  Lamps were employed.  Ice began to form and Joe missed his
	Eventually down to two lights, Ken forward-shined
	My god it was beautiful.  The walls ominous and ugly held us.  The water serenaded us and the moonlight eerily crept up the gorge to meet us.  We could see the bottom and it tempted us.  Crap, I probably could have thrown a baseball down to the doorway.
	The south ridge was cliff and cliffed out.  The north ridge was 45-60 degree brush that cliffed out.  It was 8 or 9 PM and the situation was stagnating.  With three on rappel, there was a lot of standing around so we still had energy, but we were afraid
	It was a beautific night.  A stary stary night, with only a slight tempered breeze and a snowmelt lullaby.  Joe captured the site in sketch (see attached) (7).  A multi-tiered amphitheatre with drying racks and balcony seating was created with life g
	The women.  We knew they were plotting and at some point repercussions would be necessary.  We carried one cell phone, but at this point I could piss a better signal.
	Ken slept like a baby.  Joe was more fitful and cold.  He crammed dry brush and hugged a space blanket.  Even after I donated dry socks and a paper thin windbreak I sensed his discomfort and felt guilt about pre-climb advice to leave a backup wrap in fav
	I slept little, tended the fire and enjoyed the s
	At 6 AM I started to let the fire die down and the youths began to rise.  24 hours had past since we had started to climb, much rough terrain was behind but not one disconcerting word had passed between us.  In fact, we were giddy smothering the fire, re
	Then it began to sprinkle.  Not good man, if our ridge turned to mud we would long for the days of gully/gorge.  Our luck held though and at 7:15 we attacked the dry ridge.  At first, Joe, feeling the weight of leadership and the hangover of pitch-dark c
	That’s about the time we heard the siren.  Man it
	Finally we got high enough where ravines were gullies and traverse was easy.  Perhaps feeling the strain of protracted leadership, Joe offered up the rope on two more occasions, but on these Ken and I feigned protection and took lead in succession.  We h
	Somewhere around 11 AM we got to the bikes.  We pedaled about 200 feet before two rescue vehicles flagged us from behind.  Humbled and repentant for our actions and misact ions humanity took us in.  At that point we had nothing but heartfelt praise for o
	We offer the following as lessons learned.
	Things we could have done better:
	This was a protracted winter climb.  Although we had studied the route and were prepared for the challenge we should have been clearer with our loved ones on potential outcomes and exactly when and how to seek backup.
	A backup cell phone, hand held radio or even a portable ham radio (as one of our rescuers suggested) would have allowed us to alert crews earlier.
	We had a signal mirror, but a whistle and knowledge of codes that could have been tweaked out would have helped cut a signal through the dense brush.
	I should not have forgone a headlamp for the lighter less durable hand light
	I should have kept the iodine pellets in a drop proof condition
	Things we did right:
	Took appropriate gear, food and water
	Double checked all knots and anchors as darkness and fatigue descended
	We were familiar with the route/terrain and always left ourselves an out
	We shared supplies as needed to optimize each individuals comfort
	We shifted leaders as the need dictated.
	I’m sure the astute reader can come up with more 
	Scribe:  Doug McCarville
	��
	Sahale in winter
	At 6400 feet the conversation shifted to waste disposal and personal hygiene.  The values inherent in holding, hiding, burying, bagging and smearing were all debated and quickly disposed of.  Cleansing was more troublesome.  As if members of an encounter
	It hadn’t helped though.  I’d tempted nature by g
	So that’s where my climb ended and the true story
	Syberg, Torben - Team Leader, 2/24/03, 3:00PM:
	Fellow mountain enthusiasts,
	The following is my best plan to take advantage of the amazing winter snow/weather situation in the north cascades.  Rarely is the snow level high enough to open up the access roads to the heart of the NCNP this time of year.  I spoke with a ranger at th
	Destination:Sahale Pk (8680')
	Camp:Sahale Arm (at the base of Sahale Glacier)
	Friday, we head north on I-5 to Arlington, then hwy 530 to Darrington and then Rockport, where we take Hwy 20 to Marblemount.  We can drive up the Cascade River road out of Marblemount for about 20 miles, where the winter gate is closed.  From there, we
	Saturday, we ascend the glacier to the base of the rock summit pyramid.  The summit pyramid is small and exposed, especially on the north side.
	Paul, Jonathan - at 26 Team Youth, 2/24/03, 3:39PM:
	Sure... why the hell not?  I'll climb it again.
	When I climbed Sahale in 2001, I was able to scramble to the summit... I'd describe it as class 4 (very exposed, but don't need a rope). and I remember one small class 5 move.  The rock was rather crappy.  That kind of all goes out the window though fo
	This'll be a pretty extreme trip!  I remember it being quite a strenuous hike up to the Sahale Glacier, and that was on dry trail.
	Marshall, Joseph the IV – Recent Boealps Graduate
	To ease the nerves of loved ones (Marcy).  I was wondering if everyone could send me a contact number.  The Ranger Station Number for Sedro-Woolley is 360-856-5700.
	Harrison, Ken – Newlywed and ex-flatlander, 1/13/
	I see what Debbie's plan is for Doug.  She's going to load him up with so much emergency gear he won't be able to get more than 2 miles from any trailhead, then bivi for the night and return home.  Maybe we could attempt Little Si in August?  :-)
	Whether it was from pissing around with me, or because the rest of the team was fagged from step kicking in knee-deep snow for 4,000 vertical feet and somewhere around 8 linear miles, we camped on the shoulder.  Torben was right.  The views blew us away.
	Five’s an awkward number to climb and camp with. 
	At this point gentle reader you may say game over take me home.  How can I read the rest of this guys blithering.  After all he stayed at camp while men with broad shoulders, men with limitless endurance, athletes in their prime made the summit attempt.
	But damn, I had a nice fine view for it.  Laying 
	My hooky was invaded by Jonathan checking in.
	“CCCkkk CCkk, Doug you okay.”
	“Yeah man, but this cheese is a bit frozen and th
	“CCCkk  CCkk, we’re at the base of the pyramid an
	“Hey the winds starting to pick up down here and 
	“CCCkk, It’s hotter than hell up here.  We’ll tur
	What the hell, I thought.  4 o’clock are they cra
	“CCKK, K, make that one the altitude must be gett
	Silence for about an hour and a few ticks before the anointed departure time Jonathan came back on in a bit of a tiff.
	“We’re coming down.  I’m pissed.”
	“What’s up?”
	“We’re 10 to 15 feet below the summit and it won’
	“What’s up?
	“There’s no way to get in any protection.  I want
	“What’s up?”�”Pack the tents.”
	So there you have it.  Four men 10, 30 and 50 fee
	But the North Cascades had given more than they’d
	For something like 131 incredible pictures see:
	http://www.imagestation.com/member/?name=jonathanjpaul
	Feeding the rat – the need to get out, to flush o
	Scribe:  Doug McCarville
	___________________________________________________________________________
	The Agris Moruss Memorial Fund
	Agris Moruss was born in Latvia in 1941, the scene of bitter battles between German and Russian troops during World War II. He spent his early years in a displaced persons camp in Germany before coming to Longview, Washington with his family in 1949. He
	He took the Boealps Basic Climbing Class in 1964. Not only was he by far the strongest student, but also one of the most popular, both with his fellow students and his instructors. His quiet manner, his willingness to always do far more than his share an
	After the class ended, he climbed virtually every weekend, with instructors, classmates, and others. While he quickly demonstrated his ability to successfully climb at ever-higher levels, he seemed equally happy being on modest routes with companions of
	Less than two years after finishing the Basic Class, he was invited to join some of his instructors and other veteran climbers on a climb of Mt. McKinley. Though he had only a fraction of the experience of the other party members, he pulled the heaviest
	Agris began instructing the Boealps Basic Climbing Class in 1977, generously sharing his energy and enthusiasm with students and fellow instructors alike. Unlike some of the other instructors, he would patiently follow the slowest students down from the
	On May 8th, 1980 eight teams from the Basic Class set out from Narada Falls and Longmire aiming at virtually all of the Tatoosh Range summits. When Mt. Saint Helens erupted that morning, the sky suddenly turned black, as did the ash-covered snow. All the
	In 1982 Agris decided to take a sabbatical from teaching to accomplish some other goals. One of these was to run the Boston Marathon, his first ever marathon. His goals were to finish in less than four hours and within the first two thousand. He accompli
	A few days later more than a thousand of those who had been privileged to have known Agris gathered for a memorial service. Not only were there hundreds of climbers, but also his skiing friend, his bicycling companions, his fellow workers from Boeing, an
	Over the years the fund has grown, through additional donations and through appreciation. Each year applications are considered for a grant or grants from the fund. Those applications which best exemplify the spirit in which Agris climbed, and where such
	March BOALP Board Meeting Minutes,  compliments of Terry Hill
	Thursday, March 13, at Rob James’s house.
	Marty, Scott W, Chris G, Terry H, Kathleen, Vicky, Len, Rob J,  Neils
	Agris Moruss Memorial Fund – Applications due Jun
	Equipment: Marty wants a list and condition of all club equipment, to get an idea of what we need.  Need more avalanche beacons.
	Web Site: Might have a problem with phone number 
	Tried to come up with 3-4 key elements and let Rob revamp the web site.  We will try and make it faster and more user friendly over the next several months.  So look out, change is a coming.
	Campouts: Spring/Summer is weekend of June 28th or July 12th.  Talked of moving the fall campout somewhere else other than Leavenworth.
	�
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	Just receiving a note like that makes the whole experience worthwhile.
	Realizations
	Epilog
	Thanks
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	Thank you for your interest. We look forward to hearing from you. Basic Application Requirements

	NOTE: Please don't hesitate to begin your inquiry into joining TMRU if you don't meet these requirements. Courses are readily available. Visit the links above to find out more.
	
	
	
	
	
	�







	ACONCAGUA
	MENDOZA
	BEEF IS KING
	THE ECONOMY
	THE SIESTA
	APPROACH TO ACONCAGUA #1
	TREATMENT OF MULES ON ACONCAGUA
	APPROACH TO ACONCAGUA #2
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	Course IV classes by pre-registration ONLY
	*Trainees returning from last year must retake the last course successfully completed.*
	REQUIREMENTS FOR PARTICIPATION IN BASIC TRAINING
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