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HIKE HIKE .
TERRI SUTOR, who has finished the HPS
JERRY SCHAD is going to lead a hike to Mt list 4 times, was honored with the John Backus
Gower Open Space Preserve on Sunday, Mar 6, . Leadership award at the recent HPS banquet.

at 8 am for theSierra Club. 448-8131. Those of us who knew John recognize this as a
very high honor indeed. Congratulations, Terri.

SAN DIEGO FPEAKS CcLUR

Reprinted below are the new outings by Carl Johnson 448-8542, as reported in the latest mailing of
his "Baja list".

New Adventures

The following are some of the outings | have planned, some of which will be Sierra Club outings

written up in the High Sierran. To help me plan the outings, let me know if you are interested.
Usually my trips fill up quickly.

February 17-21, 1994, MEXICO CITY ADVENTURE

Take advantage of the low airfares between San Diego (non-stop) and Mexico City, $160.00
round-trip/person, including taxes. Leave Thursday evening, return Monday morning,
President's Day weekend. In and around Mexico City, see the sights!!! Cost - your cost. What a
deal! Call for additional information.

February 26,1994, UPPER SAN DIEGO RIVER CANYON AND WATERFALLS

High Sierran. my seventh, Sierra Club, somewhat annual, strenuous, full day+ hike, to one of
the most remote, least hiked, major canyons, in this part of San Diego county. As a added
bonus, ¥ we ever gei rain again, it has e “bigyesi® major waieriails and poois in the county. A
beautitul place. Call for reservations. :

March 12, 1994, COWLES MOUNTAIN, PRIMITIVE NORTH SIDE HALF-DAYHIKE
High Sierran, my usual Cowles Mountain hike gxcept, returning to the trailhead by way of an
abandoned gold mine and new trails on the north-east side of the mountain and instead of my
usual moderate pace - an "easy” pace, but still with pienty of boulder hopping and bush dodging.
Call for directions and start time or look in the High Sierran.

March 18-20, 1994, LOWER COLORADO RIVER CANOE OUTING

April 8-10, 1994, LOWER COLORADO RIVER CANOE OUTING

High Sierran, two somewhat annual canoe trips on the lower Colorado River, from Walter's
Camp, near Blythe, California to Martinez Lake, near Yuma, Arizona, on two different dates, due
to popular demand and because | like canoeing on the river. Thirty-five miles on the river in
two days. Leaving in the late afternoon on Friday, returning Sunday evening. Guided by EI Coyote
Peldn, no rapids, beautiful barren desert mountains, lush river vegetation, national wildlife
refuge, isolation, and historical-mining landmarks. You must be able to paddle 35 miles or
learn quickly! Limited to 16 persons, two persons per canoe. Cost - $85.00, which includes
camping fees, canoe-lifejacket-paddle rental, car shuttling, and to and from “gas” costs. Food is
not included, pot luck dinner Saturday night. $25 deposit. Call for reservations.

April 23, 1994, THREE SISTERS WATERFALLS DAYHIKE
High Sierran, three miles, surprisingly strenuous, moderately paced dayhike to a set of three
waterfalls that are the "best” and "largest™ bathtub falls in San Diego county. R.S.V.P.



June 18-25, 1994, SIERRA TARAHUMARA, "COPPER CANYON", BASKET MAKING
August 13-20, 1994, SIERRA TARAHUMARA, " COPPER CANYON", TARAHUMARAS
High Sierran, two different 9 day, 8 night trips to see these beautiful mountains. Fly from
Tijuana to Los Mochis, take the train up into the mountains as far as Creel. Overnight stops and
side trips to many unique and personal places. Rivers, waterfalls, unique forests, "jungles",
Tarahumara Indians, cave paintings, historical villages, missions, some hiking or no hiking
and more. Nancy and | feel comfortable with the area and know enough local peopie to see sights
that most people would never have a chance to see. Summer is hot in Los Mochis, but the hotel
and train is normally air conditioned. The mountains are not normally too hot - very pleasant
In August it is usually a little cooler and greener, due to afternoon thundershowers. Hotels are
all very good, with the hot2i in Cerocahui very charming and rustic(kerosene lanterns) and the
Posada Barranca Miradorz Jownright breathtaking. Breakfast and dinner are included in Creel.
In addition to seeing the sxshts, in June, | have a Tarahumara woman lined up to teach us to
make baskets as long as we don't go into competition with her. In August | have some visits with
the Tarahumara Indians lined up. Costs - | have put together a package that includes everything,
including air, train, transfers, tips, airport taxes, and hotels for $850.00. Not included are
meals, except Creel, breakfast and dinner(we encourage bringing and buying food to prepare and
eating in inexpensive small family restaurants), side trips(usually no more than $25.00 to
$50.00/person) and baskets. This is not a commercial tour. This is a small, personal,
private, economical trip. If you are interested in one of these trips, let me know before it fills
up. Minimum 12 persons, maximum 14 persons.

October 8-10, 1994, GRAND CANYON RUN

Run or fast hike from the Norifv Rim 10 the South Rim, fiy to and from Las Vegas, drive to and
from the canyon, stay in motels. Cost - about $150.00 to $200.00. Twenty to thirty-five
people. Let me know if you are interested or if you know of anyone else who would be interested.

November 4-5, 1994, NEW YORK MARATHON
Run the big one! Now is the time to apply for a number and if you are prompt and lucky,
actually you have a pretty good chance of getting in the race. Then all you need to do is run it!

I hope to see you C‘I\L/_ El Coyote Pelon

P S If you are not on my computer mailing list ("Baja List") and you would like to be. senn i«
$2.00 to help cover postage.

Cerocahui
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SURVIVOR ADVENTURES

TOP OF THE WESTERN WORLD:
Survivors Climb To The Summit

" By Douglas Kari

On February 17, 1993, five members o;” Desert Survivors
reached the summit of Aconcagua, higheft mountain in the
Western Hemisphere. Survivors genera! counsel and co-

founder Doug Kari helped organize the expedition. This
-is his accounl

Part I of Two Parts el

Our quest to climb Aconcagua started from widely-
scattered points on the continent. Me and my wife,
former Survivors director Eurcka Kari-Espanol, left
Hollywood on February 4, 1993. At the L.A. airport we
met Survivors member Steve Smith, who had travelled
down from Ridgecrest, where he is Chicf of Resources in
the local Burcau of Land Management office. Former
Survivors president Donald Falk, now a lawyer in
Washington, D.C., departed from there. Norbert Riedy. a
Senior Policy Analyst with The Wilderness Society, also
began the journcy from the nation’s capitol. Nobby, who
is based in San Francisco. had been sent 1o Capiioi Hill to
lobby for the California Desert Protection Act. Survivors
Direct-at-Large Morgan Irby left from his home on the
flanks of Mt. Diablo two weeks before the rest of us. He
set out early to dc advance preparation for the expedition.
The rest of us aimed to rcndczvous wnh hlm on the
approach to Aconcagua.

About t{'.e Mountain

Aconcagua stands at latitude 33° in the Argentine Andes,
85 miles west of the Pacific Ocean. The trans-Andean
highway connecting Santiago, Chile with Mendoza,
Argentina provides ready access tc trails that lead to the
base of the mountain. At 22,834 feet. Aconcagua reigns
as the highest mountain in the world outside of Asia.

Because of its height and location near the Pacific Ocean, .

Aconcagua is often battered by storms and beset with
howling winds. However, during the South American
summer season from late December throagh early March,
much of the snow melts away, and the weather stabilizes

- long enough to allow cllmbcrs a wmdow of opportumly to
reach the summit. :

The first successful climb of Aconcagua culxmnated on

January 14, 1897 followmg a herolc effort by the Swiss

... attempts that left his compamons exhausted and unable to
- continue, he reachcd the summit alone. - Since then ,

Aconcagua has been t:llmbed by hundreds of expeditions ._
following various routes. \" The publications repeatedly

- warned us, however, that the high altitude and unstable

weather make it a mountam that must be taken seriously.

: _ Scores of mountameexs have penshcd on ns slop&s

Planmng for lhc expedmon bt.g.m more lhan ayear befor
we departed. Although I handled many of the logistics, it
was understood that Steve -- who has climbed more than
700 mountains — was the climbing leader. Survivor

- member Alise Benjamin also helped with logistics, as did
* Steve’s wife, Debbie Smith. Most of the decisions made
" ~in the planning phase tumed out to be good ones. The
" _ choice of which route to attempt was especially opportune.

Several of us wanted o try the Polish Glacier route, which

- ascends the isolated eastern side of thc mouniain and
o offers the molmtameer some te hmcal glacxer chmbmg

' Steve however msxsted 'that we suck to thc North or
" Normal Route, the one first scaled by Zarbriggen.

Although rcg'\rdcd as less aesthetic by some mouhtaineers
because of the lack of technical chalicnges, the route
would also involve less time and equipment -- and less
risk. As it tuned out, difficult snow and ice conditions

' - defeated nearly all attempts to climb the Pohsh Clacier
route dunng the 1993 summer season

" But we made one sxgmﬁcam mxstake ‘Based on our
-research, Sieve and [ thoughi that February wevld be the

wayrmest, driest month for the tip. In mid-January 15932,
while we rushed atout making final preparations, climbers
on the Normal Route enjoyed long stretches of favorable

- weather. By the time we departed the United States at the
- beginning of February, storms began to form over the

Pacific, earlier than usual presagmg the end of the
summer season. .

Snow And Wmd

‘ The tnp staned smoothly :E'In’fact we got a head start

because of Morgan's advance work. By the time the rest
of us arrived in Santiago, he had already found a van and

 driver to take us into the Andes, arranged lodging at Los

Penitentes, hired mules to haul our gear to basc camp. and
secured climbing permits from the Argentine gov=rnment.

-~ Promptly at 9:30 am. on Saturday February 6, a ten-
passenger van pulled up to our hotel in Santiago.
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~the 30° cold, that I shook uncontrollably.
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Somehow the driver managed to pile all of our duffle bags.'

on the luggage rack and we all chmbed msrde N

A two- Iane road broughl us out of the city and into gmssy' B

countryside similar to California’s Central Valley. Then
the road began to ascend into the mountains. = The

landscape became more arid, appearing much like the

desert ranges east of the Sierra Nevada. The scale of the
setting, ~though, was something new and rather

intimidating. Even as we reached a pass at over 10,000

feet, huge peaks loomed thousands of feet above us. Mt.

Whitney, which at 14,495 feet is the highest point in the '
~continental United States, would be a foothill in this

setting. We crossed the border into Argentina with only

* a modest bureaucratic delay. By late afternoon the van -

delivered us to a rustic lodge at Los Penitentes, our home
for the next two nights.

arrival. The weather, however, caused us concern. Snow
fell intermittently from a dark, brooding sky.

The next day, Sunday February 7, we took a walk around
town and visited the cemetery to pay our respects. A chill
wind blew as I read the headstones of climbers from all
over the world. That night it snowed again, and I fell
aslecp feeling depressed and pessimistic.

A Wretched Approach

The next moming -- Monday, February 8 -- the sun shone
brightly. Nancy. the muleteer's assistant, shuttled us to
the trailhead in her battered Peugeot. In good spirits we
began the approach hike. The mules would depart later in

“the day with our equipment and meet us at camp that
evening. The hike took us into the desolately beautiful
Horcones Valley, along a muddy and chuming river of

glacial melt. At the far end of the valley. nearly thirty
miles away, loomed the snow-flanked slopes of
Aconcagua. ;

~ -

By late afternoon we reached the camp known as.

Confluencia, where two rivers come together. At dusk the
mules trotted into camp carrying our gear and bringing
food for dinner. I ate heartily -- and apparently poisoned
myself in the process. Within a few hours I fell ill with
uncontrollable retching and diarrhea. The cramping got so
bad that I doubled up and moaned with pain. By early
morning I had spent so much time outside, being sick in

I began to
worry that I might really be in trouble. ‘ S

Steve, a veteran of many expeditidns. had scen this sort of g
 thing before, and he offered kind words of gssurance.

i

Morgan greeted us upon our

Eureka bundled me up in my sleeping bag. By the ume‘ '

the sun hit the camp on Tuesday February 9, the illness '

" had subsided somewhat, althou h 1 sull felt tembly

nauseous and uuerly dramed X

Nonetheless we had to move on. I crawled oul of the tent

§ox

“while the others ate breakfast and broke camp. Nobby
‘silently assumed my tasks helprng Eureka fold the tent
‘and pack my belongmgs “When it came time to leave 1

.~ dragged myself to my fee! and forced myself to move up
- the trail. -“Each step was a battle against nausea and

fatigue. "
" fifteen miles to the next camp. Most of this distance came

“It took me until late in the day to cover the

_in crossing the desolate Playa Ancha, a wmdswcpt plain

“ flanked by jagged summits.
savage beauty of the sunoundxngs left me awestruck

TS

'managed to eat two crackers for breakfast.

"Despite my condition, the
“'. & v>. % ..}."0..,_" \

The next mommg. Wednesday February 10 I felt much
better. I could hold down sips of water, and even
) My self-
confidence, however, was shot. I had this nagging fear
that my body would faxl me before we reached the

summrt. vl

%

il'he Basest Cam'p. oy

Wednesday's hike brought us out of the Horcones Valley

and onto the flanks of the mountain. By early afternoon
we reached the plateau at 14,500 feet known as Plaza de

*."Mulas. the traditional base camp for the Normal Route.

. mountain.
were achieving the summit, and the other half were not.

Plaza de Mulas appeared like a Wild West mining camp.
I counted more than 40 tents of various sizes and shapes -
- including one lopsxdcd place where liquor could be
bought. . A 'number of -colorfully dressed

.lnoumainecrs, mostly European, milled about. Bcfore long

wc began hearing stories of successes and failures on the
We leamned that about half of the climbers

Then somcone came running into camp with bad news.
At Camp [, a place 2,000 feet higher up the mountain
called Plaza Canada, a climber had been stricken with
pulmonary edema, an illness related to altitude. The poor

- fellow was coughing up a lot of blood. Some Argentine

mountain rangers grabbed equipment and rushed off to try
to help him. T knew on an intellectual level that a climb

like this entailed a certain degree of danger. Now, for the * .= -

first time, I felt this on an emotional level as well. My

“body had already betmyed me once. "‘Would I be the next

stzmSuc“' g 45 o
e .- cqnmuwd next page. -



Top ol‘ the Western World - contmued

Onto The Mountam C

On Thursday February ll we bid farewell to Eureka and

embarked on the first leg of the Normal Route. She
would wait for us at the Hotel Refugio, a panially
completed "hotel" (more like a military barracks) set in a
- spectacular location about a half-mile. from base camp.
Our objective was Camp I at Plaza Canada, 16,500 feet,
where the climber had been smcken the day before

We shouldered our 60 pound packs and set off on the A

well-defined trail leading up the broad lower slopes. My
body felt fairly strong, although I still had little confidence
in myself. But my worries subsided for the time being as
I settled into a routine: one breath per step for a "fast”

pace, two or three breaths per step when the going got
steeper.

With patience we made brogress despite the thin air.

After a few hours we arrived at Plaza Canada, where a
rock shelf provides flat places suitable for pitching tents.

We found a large blood stained sheet, apparently a

remnant from the stricken climber, but never leamed of
his fate.

We stashed a load of food, fuel and equipment and tnen
started back down to base camp. We planned to return
the following day to occupy Camp I; after that we would
carry a load to Camp 11, then return to Camp I. Then we
would move up to Camp II, and so on.

Climbing high and then descending to a lower camp to
sleep helps the body adjust to the altitude.. Shuttling loads
also becomes necessary where the climbing strategy calls
for having sufficient equipment and supplies high on the
mountain to be able to wait out bad weather -- whxch is
what we had decided to do.

Weather continued to be a dominant issue. As we

descended to Plaza de Mulas, thick clouds gathered over
the peaks, as happened most every afternoon. By the time
we reached the tents a light snow began to fall. This

definitely was not the summer weather that we had
expected

~ END OF PART ONE - See Next Survivor for Conclusion
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... in sandals made from discarded tires.

* - which Lynn and Doug salvaged from the

CO'OradO Race ’ - Leadville dump. Instead of running shorts
" In August. California Native guides - they wore their traditional costumes.

Doug Stewart and Lynn Reinecke es- . 'Victoriana Churro, a 55 year olc

- corted a team of seven Tarahumara Indi- ". ~ Tarahumara, won the race with a 40 minute

j ans from Mexico’s Copper Canyon t0  Jead. Tarahumaras Cerrildo Chacarito, 38,
i Leadville. Colorado. where they com- ,. and Manuel Luna, 30, placed second anc
peted against 294 runners from around the - ffh Churro’s winningtime was 20 hours
- two minutes and 33 seconds. = .
This was the first time these people hac
" left their native state of Chihuahua and
during the trip, they discovered a new fa-

hundred mile ultra-marathon race. - o

The annual race begins and ends at-
Leadville, in the heart of the Rocky Moun-

tains, and follows a punishing mountain vorite food: pizza. During the race, the:
course which winds through the Sawatch " kept up their energy with a more traditiona
Range, twice nsmg toan altirude of 12,600 * Tarahumara food, piriole, ground comn
feet. This years runners were t'unher bandi-

. meal rmxed wrth water
capped by cold rain. A . '
Competing against hxg,hlytmned un- 'I'he eave-dweumg Tmhumra people
ners in high-tech running shoes, the . " number around 60,000 and grow up run-
§ =y niS 3 i ning on the steep mountain trails amids'

ﬁxmeaa:sm'yc"cg;per" anyon

Four times the size of Arizona’s Granc

~ Canyon and almost 300 feet deeper. Cop

" per Canyon is located in Norther:
Mexico’s Sierra Madres.

ZIGGY By Tom Wilson
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that a brief panicky feeling came over me, llke I was
suffocating. :

As evening came, this breathlessness precipitated a
pounding headache, the worst yet. I told Steve that I
thought we should take a day to rest and acclimate before
attempting the summit. Morgan, the designated medical
person for the expedition agreed. He pointed out that we
had been moving nonstop for eight days.

Don, on the other hand, reasoned that with the unstable
weather we should not waste any opportunity. He said the
if the conditions looked favorable in the moming we
should go for it.

After extended discussion brought no consensus. Steve
made a decision. He said that in the morning, if the skies
were clear and the winds calm, we would make a bid for

the summit, rather than pass up what might prove to be
our only chance.

That evening we loaded our daypacks with the essentials
we would need for the summit attempt: extra gloves, a

parka, water. I swallowed even larger doses of aspirin
~and Diamox.

The medicines, however, had little effect. During the
night I woke repeatedly to find myself panting out of
control, a high-altitude malady known as Cheyne-Stokes
breathing. An appropriate nightmare -- such as of a

pillow smothering my face — usually accompanied these
attacks.

Meanwhile, the light snowfall ceased. The temperature
dropped below 5°F as the skies cleared. But by the wee
hours a strong wind howled through camp. Everyone
stayed huddled in their bags. Tuesday Ft,bruary 16 would
be a rest day after all.

Struggle For The Summit

At 3:30 am. on Wednesday February 17 1 awoke,
unzipped the door of the tent, and looked outside. The

stars twinkled brightly in the cold, clear, and wonderfully
still air.

The rest day had done me some good. Although I was
still having bouts of Cheyne-Stokes breathing, at least the
headache had subsided. "Let’s go for it!" I yelled to
Steve, who was in the other tent. A chorus of voices in
response indicated that they were already awake and
thinking the same thing. '

[4

We made the mistake, though, of holding off for a while
until the skies started to lighten. We figured this would
help us to see our way through the rocks on the
mountainside above. At 6:30 a.m. -- relatively late by
mountaineering standards -- we started up.

Within a few hundred feet of camp [ already felt
breathless. I slowed to a rhythm of two to three breaths

per step and tried not to worry about how I would feel
nearly 4,000 feet higher.

An hour or so later we met up with the Condors. They
had camped in a spot beyond Berlin Camp and were also
setting out for the summit. At this point they were down
to only one guide for the ten clients. The six of us

intermingled with them as we slowly wound our way up
the mountain.

Presently we left the rocks behind and moved onto open,
snow-covered slopes. Here we stopped to don crampons.
In the distance the moming sun illuminated other high
peaks of the Andes, providing a spectacular vista.

continued next page -
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At 9:30 a.m. our two groups reached a tiny, dilapidaied A-
frame structure at 21,000 feet known as the Independencia
Hut. We appeared to be making excellent progress, and
the sun shone brightly. I decided to lighten my daypack
by leaving extra clothes in the hut, including my heavy
wool mittens.

After ascending the slope above Independencia we came
into the Gran Accereo, a huge, snow-lincd bowl. A trail
through the snow made by previous climbers traversed for
a half-mile across the top of this bowl. Us and the
Condors moved along slowly, conscious of the slope
sweeping down for thousands of feet below our feet.

At 11:00 am. we reached the far side of the Gran
Accerco. Now we faced the crux of the climb: the
notorious Canaleta, a steep gully of loose rock and snow.
Aided by crampons and ski poles, I painstakingly worked
my way upwards. My pace slowed to five breaths per
step, intermixed with 20-breath rest stops.

At this point, the altitude and exertion had me feeling like
I was climbing in a dream -- or more appropriately, a
nightmare. A vague feeling of dread spread over me as |
became more and more detached. During one rest stop [
closed my eyes and felt myself drifting off to sleep, if you
could call it that. I decided to keep my eyes open.

The Canaleta seemed to go on forever. Hours slipped by.
Meanwhile, a light snow began to fall, and. clouds
obscured the mountainside.

.

At long last I came to the ridge below the summit. Nobby
waited for me there, and we struggled together to cover
the final distance. Then we heard Wendell hollering, and
looked up to see him and Morgan reach the summit, the

" first of our group to arrive. Nobby and I linked arms

during the last few feet. At 3:12 p.m. we stood on top.

A small aluminum cross marked the highest point in the
Western Hemisphere. When 1 touched it I felt no elation,

only bone-numbing weariness and relief that the ascent
was over. ot :

Steve and Don arrived. Now all of us stood on top. As
the snow fell we unfurled an American flag and various
banners, including a Desert Survivors pendant.

I also tore open an envelope carrying tiny slips of tissue
paper bearing the names of family, friends, clients and
colleagues who have helped me in my life and career.
These 1 cast into the blustery atmosphere along with a
prayer for a bright future.

Getting Down

After the obligatory summit photos I had but one
thought: getting down. Many of the Condors had already
left, and with the storm worsening I thought we should
follow them.

In the Canaleta, the new, powdery snow made the descent
difficult. T kept stepping through onto rocks underneath
that would catch my crampons and twist my ankles.

Finally, following the example of one of the Condors, I
sat, took off my crampons, and started sliding down on
the seat of my Gortex pants. Although the rocks
underneath made for a bumpy ride, I moved much faster

“than I could on my feet.

By the time I reached the top of the bowl that is the Gran
Accareo, I could hardly see where to begin the half-mile
traverse. Visibility was poor, and down here the storm
had been thicker than up high. The steep slope had a
half-foot or more of new, loose snow, which presented an
obvious avalanche hazard. '

Back on my feet by now, I slipped and fell at one point.
The new snow rippled in a wave all around me. 1 slid
down about 20 feet before stopping myself with one of the
ski poles. I put my crampons back on and continued,
careful not to set the snow in motion again.
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I stopped to wait for the rest of the group, but where were
they? Meanwhile, the Condors disappeared across the
Gran Accareo into the snowstorm. I began to get cold,
especially my hands. During the slide, snow got inside
my waterproof outer mittens, and the two thin layers
inside became soaked. If only I had my wool mittens!

Finally T saw Nobby approaching. I lifted both arms and

waved to him so that he would see the route. Little did I

realize that he read my two crossed arms -- an ill-
conceived gesture by me -- as a warning to stay back.
Worse, Nobby thought that he heard my voice through the
snowstorm, “yelling to him that there had bcen an
avalanche. He decided to stay put.

Lost In The Storm

Thinking that the rest would soon follow, I set off after
the Condors, following the footsteps they left across the
steep slopes of the Gran Accareo. I needed to get back to
the Independencia Hut and retrieve my wool mittens
before I suffered frostbite on my hands.

Falling snow was already filling in the footsteps; with
some difficulty I followed them across the bowl. At last
I came to Independencia. I reached inside the tiny hut
through a gaping hole in the plywocd and pulled out my
extra clothes. Although covered with snow that had

drifted inside the hut, the wool mittens soon warmed my
hands.

Meanwhile, the rest of our group reached Nobby -at the
base of the Canaleta. A debate ensued. "There's been an
avalanche," he told Steve. "Doug said to stop here. We
need to wait for him to come back."

Steve would have none of it. "If we wait here we'll die,"
he replied bluntly, and with that he set off ori the traverse.
Nobby, in a heroic display of compassion, stayed behind
to help Don. Although Don had led the charge up much
of the mountain, he had been badly affected by the

altitude in the Canaleta and was having trouble moving
along.

I waited down at Independencia. The continued snowfall,
however, made me nervous that the trail left by the
Condors would disappear. I walked to the edge of the

slope below the hut and looked down. To my surprise I

saw the Condors stopped a short distance below.

Their remaining guide had become disoriented by the
fresh snow and poor visibility. The group fragmEnted as

the guide, himself cold and exhausted, went off in search
of the route. Although he eventually found his way back
to camp, his clients remained on the mountain.

In this chaotic circumstance, another Condor rose to the
occasion: Dale Parrish, a lawyer from Golden, Colorado.
Dale rallied six of the Condors, and I met up with them

. below Independencia. Together we started looking for the

route, but I quickly realized that I didn’t know the way.
I urged Dale to wait for the rest of my group to arrive.

Darkness began to fall. Dale and I watched the
snowflakes fall and talked about the possibility of passing
the night on the mountain. At last Steve appeared,
followed by Morgan. Heavy snow and poor visibility had
made their traverse slow and treacherous. "No one can

; find the route from here,” I told Steve in a cracked and
 hoarse voice. "We may have to bivouac.”

Steve's face looked lined and gaunt. "I might not make
it if we bivouac,” he said. "We have to find the way to
camp." Without hesitation, Steve plowed downward
through the deepening snow. The rest of us followed. As
night arrived we pressed on, searching for landmarks,
sometimes doubling back if we thought we made a wrong
turn. Finally at 9:30 p.m. we reached Berlin Camp, which
was barcly recogrizabie amid the drifts of snow. But
Nobby, Don and four Condors remained on the mountain.

At 10:30 p.m., Nobby and Don straggled into camp. Don,
thoroughly womn out and suffering from a terrible cough,
curled up in his bag. Nobby fired up a stove to melt snow
for water -- a task I should have started but just couldn’t
face. Up on the mountain, ail four missing Condors found
their way to the Independencia Hut. They huddled
together in the meager shelter for a long, cold night. With
the dawn came clear skies, and they finally made it back
down, exhausted but suffering no permanent injuries.

By the time we finished descending Aconcagua, most
climbers had abandoned base camp. Snow continued to
fall every day, and avalanches thundered down the

mountain. We had climbed the summit in the nick of
time. ' : ‘

-
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