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Chapter 1

SOMETHING LOST BEHIND THE RANGES

The big black words were burned into a cedar plank way up on the wall

of the mess hall,

Something hiddgn. Go and find it,

Go and look behind the Ranges ==

Something lost behind the Ranges.

Lost and waiting for you. Go!

After supper the first night the camp director, Mr. Walsh, stoad under
the plank and told how we could spend the main part of the week.

We could go on the Cruise and row Navy cutters along Hood Canal,
exploring bays, camping on beachss, fishing and swimming.

Or we could take the Three Rivers Hike. The first day was up the Big
Quilcene River and the Poopout Drag (the guys on the camp staff groaned) to
Camp Mystery (a long time ago somebody disappeared there and never was
found). The second day was over Marmot Pass and through headwaters of the
Dunganess River to Home Lake (swimming was gr2at if you didn't mind icebergs).
The third day was up to Constance Pass and the top of Del Monte Ridge
(some Scouts marked the trail there once with empty Del Monte vagetablse
cans) and then down Sunnybrook (th= staff guys moancd, nobody ever has been

able to count all the switchbacks, there are just too many) to the

Dosewallips River and out to the road at Caonstance Cre=k.
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It's sort of funny I didn't pick the Cruise. My plan was to get into
Sea Scouts when I was old enough and someday sail my own boat around the
world,

Camp Parsons was terrific if you loved the water. There were tuwo
swimming periods a day and a free time in afternoon when you could sign
out a rowboat and go off by yourself. I joined the Royal Order of the
Raw Oyster, which only a dozen of us had the nerve for. Initiation was on
the beach at low tide. You found an oyster in the rocks, opened it with
your Scout knife, and swallowed the slippery gray mess. The other Quys
laughed at the agony on your face. If you didn't keep it down they let
you try again. Some kids had to swallow their oysters five or six times.
If you finally made it stay down you could paint your name on the shell
and nail it to a rafter of the boathouse. After that everybody who came
to Parsons would see it.

The problem was, Parsons also was right at the foot of the Olympic
Mountains. You couldn't ever forget it. The Mariners lived in a shack on
the pier and the Rahgers had a lodge up on the hill. (You had to be 14
and have been at Parsons twice before to get in those.) Except for that,
though, the troops were all named for plages in the Olympics. Mt.
Constance was on a bluff above the Swimming Cove. Mt. Olympus was on
Campfire Point, where everybody got together at night to sing songs.
Skokomish was down in the maple trees near the boathouse. My troop, Copper
City, was close to the parade ground. Each troeop had a fancy cabin for the
-staff and four plain ones with four double-decker bunks apiece for the

patrols. The patrol cabins were open on the sides so you actually were
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sleeping out-of-doors. All night you smelled the saltwater. But you
smelled the mountains too. 1 was really torn,.
The Navy cutters were exciting as heck. I had saltwater in my blood

and was crazy about boats. Dad had been in the Navy on the battleship

New Mexico and before that on the SEREtest Constitution. Just swabbing

decks there, of course, to ksep it clean for the tourists. His grandfather
was captain of a Nova Scotia fishing schoonsr and traded salt cod in the

West Indies for rum. Dad and Mother met at a bonfire on Puget Sound while
the Mex was laid up in the yards at Bremerton. Mother sailed from Seattle

to Los Angeles on the H.F. Alexander to be with Dad while he was waiting

for his enlistmesnt to be up. 1 couldn't really count that as my first ocsean
trip because I wasn't born yet and wasn't until they got back to Seattle.
When I was little we lived on Bainbridge Island and were always riding the
ferry to Seattle and going out in rowboats. 1I'd even been on a lumber
schooner that used to carry lumber to Europe and mew was moored at Port

Blakelpy. A couple years ago I'd spent a night with Dad on the Standard

Service while it was docked in Seattle before the next trip to Alaska.

I read books by John Masefield and Josiah Slocum and He;man Melville and
lots of others and could name evary spar and sail on a clipper ship and a
brig. My main hobby was hiuddwiws making model ships. I spent a lot of time
drawing pictures of the flatty I was going to build, or maybe a catboat, for
learning how to sail ﬁn Puget Sound, and also the ketch for my voyage
around the world.

But ever since I could remember we'd been going in the mountains, too.

My folks loved to fish and we went camping on the Olympic P=zninsula and




up the Snogualmie and Stillaguiz;ish Rivers in the Cascades. Mt. Rainier
was our favorite. Thanksgiving of 1930, after turkey dinner at Longmire
Inn, we hiked way above Paradise. When I started school next year I wrote
a story telling how we climbed Mt. Rainier. Teacher said we probably
didn't go clear to the top. I was sore. My folks said we did., Later on
1 realizéd she was right, my folks were kidding me.

We hadn't gone camping much since the bepression. Dad finally had a
steady job but he needed our car to get to work in Seattls and couldn't
afford to wear it out on camping trips. That was ons reason 1'd joined the
Scouts last fall. But nobody slse wanted to use their car either and our
troop only went to the mountains three times, and then gust to Cascades
foothills.

I1'd learned a lot about woodcraft, though, even if our hikes mostly
were through the woods to beaches % near home. To make Tenderfoot I'd
learned to tie nine knots and also memorized the Scout Oath and Law and
the History of the flag. 1In February I1'd made Second Class. There were
. 12 tests. You had to be a Tenderfoot for a month, earn a dollar and put
it in a bank, and get your folks and the scoutmastcr to say you'd baen
living by the Scout Oath and Law. That was easy and so were tracking,

practice
safsty, using a knife, and boxing the compass. It took sy to learn first
aid, the semaphore code with signal flags, and Scout's Pace, which was 50
steps running and 50 steps walking, doing a mile in 12 minutes. You
flunked on 15 minutes or 1U minutses, it had to be 12.
Firebuilding was tough. 1I'd built plenty of fires but always with

newspapers and cedar kindling in our fireplace and kitchen stovs. For the



they o","; [t You I’.t‘"'.c,,.—
test : two matches. Before you lit them you had to find dry

tinder, like slivers from the bottom of a big log, and shave it small, and
which ' s
then look for seasoned wood. Squaw wood,Athe dead branches on standing
trees, was best. If the day was windy or rainy you'd flunk sure as heck.
Cooking was sort of fun. You couldn't use any pots or pans. The idea was
to stab a green stick through chunks of meat and potatoes and roast them
until the examiner bslieved you when you said they were done. The worst
part was he made you eat the kabob, which always was charcoal aon the outside
and raw on the inside.

Just before camp I'd gons to the Court of Honor and got my First Class
badge. For this you had to have 2 months in as Second Class, still be
obeying the Oath and Law, bank some more money, learn some more first aid,
swim 50 yards, chop down a tree, and send and receive messages in semaphora.
Judging heights and distances and weights, and also reading maps, took
practice. For nature study you had to describe ten trees or plants, six
birds or animals, and find the North Star and three constellations. For
cdaking I made hunter's stew, which was potatoes and carrots and onions
and meat. 1 also-made twist, which was dough wrapped around a stick and
baked over coals. The big problem was finding two forked sticks and jamming
them in the ground so they'd wiasewms hold up the twist stick and the
crossbar you hung the stew pot on. The stéw was great but the twist was
almost as bad as the kabob. 1 gusss there could be disasters wex where
you'd have to live on that kind of garbage, so they were goocd to know.

The lé4-mile hike held me up a while. Nobody in our troop had taken

one for a couple years, which was why it was that long since anybody made
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First Class. 1 think they were scared. The trip had to be overnight with
only one buddy. Well, I'd camped so much with my folks I wag used to
sleeping on the ground and had seen wild animals and wasn't afraid of them,
or the dark either if somebody was around. But I had a heck of a time
lining up a buddy., Thz best I could do was Filthy, who never took a bath
and smelled horribie. He wasn't scared, though. The hike was easy and a
lot of fun. We hiked back roads 7 miles bmeughothuweeds to a beach a
couple miles north of the Edmonds ferry dock. There was no creek handy but
a nice farmsr let us use his pump. Building a fire with driftwood is
simple, especially if you cheat a little by bringing newspapers so you don't
have to fool around whittling tinder. For supper I boiled a stew aof
noodles and hamburger and tomato sauce in a coffee can, which was Mother's

recipe and way bettsr than any in the Boy Scout Handbook. The tide came in

so far we had to sleep next to the railroad tracks. Every couple hours I'd
have a terrible nightmare and wake up with a freight train thundering by

my head. For breakfast I fried bacon and 8ggs, which would have been fine
except Filthy brought the eggs. They were fertile and not fresh and hadn't
been kept cool and there were little tiny chicken heads on the yolks. I was

too polite to say anything but darn near threuw up.

I guess I'm lying a little. Even before I got to camp and listened to
Mr. Walsh I wass pretty sure I'd take the Hike. Nobody from Troop 324 had
been to Parsons so all 1 knew about the place was the bulletins Seattle
Headquarters sent out. They said Parsons was 330 écres of forest and beach

and you could do more Scouting there in a week than in a year anywhere else,
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That was why I had to go. The thing was, they mentioned the Cruise but
always played up the Hike.

At first I did think mostly about the Cruise. Those Navy cutters
inspired me all winter and spring while I was buying a 25¢ Parsons stamp
every week at troop meeting and pasting it in my Parsons savings book.

I neaded sbme inspiration. Buying those stamps was no cinch. 1 made
S50¢ every Saturday, mowing Dr. Brown's lawn, weeding Mrs. Brown's flowers,
raking leaves and trimming shrubs and doing anything else they wanted until
I'd put in 4 or 5 hours. That wasn't bad. Mothsr worked like a fool all
day Saturday cleaning up their hous= and got a dollar. The Browns were the
only people in the neighborhood with any money and they didn't throw it
around.

My Shopping News route paid better, 75¢ a delivery, Wednesdays after

school and Saturdays befors starting at the Browns. The paper was free so
I had to deliver to every house 3 miles along Aurora Highway and a keifswiks
quarter-mile into the woods on hboth sides, as far as anybody lived. My route
cogered 175 houses and was 12 miles long and with the load of papers took
2% hours of hard pedalling. When ths bottom went out of the roads during
a thaw I had to walk my bike a lot of the way and it s took 5 hours,’a real
nightmare on a winter night with the rain pouring down and 175 dogs chewing
on my legs.

1 earned quite a bit, arocund §9 every month and a lot more in summer,
when I picked wild blackberries and sold them and dug ditches and did other

hea|+*d
odd jobs. Mothsr was my problem. Just let me build up a wwwa ‘bank balance
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and she'd decide I had to have new overalls for school or get my shoes

soled. If it wasn't her it was my darn bike, wearing out a tire or the

chain busting. Une time I was complaining to Dad how it seemed you never

could get ahead of the game. He said I wasn't the first guy to notice
was

that. 1 @ ashamed for sounding like a crybaby. I remembered how sad hs

was when he had to buy the two-by-fours and shiplap and roofing paper to

™

build our privy. He looked discouraged for wseks when our 1929 Plymouth
broke down for good and he had to borrow money to buy the '33.

Saving up 8 for a week at camp was bad enough but that wag only part
of the Parsons expenses. 1 already had my uniform, of course. I didn't buy
the official hat and shoes and whistle and other fancy stuff that wasn't
required. tven so the regulation khaki socks and shorts and belt and shirt
and the red-and-blus neckerchief (those wsre the North Shore District colors)
and the emblems wiped out $5.

Headguarters wouldn't let you go to camp with blankets, they said
you'd freeze in the mountains, so 1 had to buy a wool sleeping bag (kapok
was cheaper but they said it was no good) and that was §6 ét one shot.

owned
Like sverybody who lived in the country 1 s boots but Headquarters said
the soles had to be nailed or you'd fall off the mountains. U0ad took my
boots to a shoemaker he knew who worked mostly on loggsrs' boots but also
was an expert on hiking. He put in slivers, w¥eE® which were sgaare chunks
of iron, and hobs, which wsre rounded, and rossbuds, whi&ch were like
Sharp

hobs only squashed on top for batter traction, andAcaulks in the instep for

good grip on logs. The #® boots were beautiful, nobody in 3% 324 ever had



seen anything like them, and he did it all for a dollar.

My packboard was an even bigger bargain. Dad borrowed Uncle Qill's
Trapper Nelson which he took desr hunting and used it as a pattern to make
one for me. He worked on it after supper for weeks, steaming oak slats for
the horizontezl pieces and putting them in a press to gat the right curve to
fit my back, screwing the slats to the two fir verticals, rigging the canvas
that rides against your back, and riveting on the shoulder straps.
Everything cams to about a dollar. In a store it would've cost $5.

In July I finally pasted in th2 32nd stamp and chacked off everything
on the Parsons equipment list. The week bafore I left was a mad scramble.
I had to train Filthy to sub%}tute on my paper route., I had to do the
Browns' yard sarly and pick the ripe blackberries in my secrat patches
and the raspberries in our garden or they'd go to seed. I had to mow our
own lawn, and split enough wood for the kitchen stove for a Qeek, and clean
out the chicken house and get everything orqanized so Mother would Just
have to feed my chickens twice a day and collect the eggs, and give the
corn and peas and potatoes and onions and beans and carrots and radishes
a good weeding and hoeing so all Mother would have to do was let the hose
run in my irrigation ditches an hour every night.

In the morning my folks drove me the 10 miles south on Aurora Highway
to town and down the Elliott Bay watetfront to the dock. The place was
Jumping, 5U or so Scouts from all over King County. They were all strangers
to me but I knew thay were the cream of the crop. Ewessieg Everybody in the

Seattle Area Council knew Parsons Scouts were the first team.

‘e
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We boarded the Tyes Scout, and that was a thrill. It was one of those
little passenger and fresight boats that before roads were built everywbbre,
and even when we lived on Bainbridge Island, made up what they called the
mosquito fleet. e pulled out from the dock, yelling and waving, and
steamed out around Magnolia Bluff, north along Puget Sound past Richmond
Beach and Edmonds,.west through Admiralty Inlet, which is between the
Kitsap Peninsula and Whidbey Island, then went around Foulwsather Bluff at
the tip of the peninsula and headed south on Hood Canal to Dabob Bay.

Late in the afternoon we pulled into Jackson Cove and tied up at the
Parsons pier. This was the greatest boat trip of my whole life and the

week was only starting.

The third morning the 25 of ué who'd picked the Hike piled into the
Big Red Truck and drove north on ths Olympic Highway, yelling and laughing.
We were the best of the best, we hadn't besen chicken and gon= on the Cruise.
At the RuiteSwmR Quilcene Fish Hatchery the truck turned off on a narrow
and twisty dirt road and started Qrinding up steep hills through the forest.

I had a good idea what to expect. We'd hike a trail to the highway at
Marmot Pass, then another trail to the highway at Constance Fass. The
assistant leader asked if we'd brought money for candy and pop at Marmot
Pass. Some of the kids believed him but I knew he was joking. A lony time
ago I'd becn to Snoqualmie Pass in the Cascades and there was no store there
or anything else, just the highway crossing the mountains.

The road ended at Bark Shanty &mem Shelter, which was 1500 feet

above sealevel., Until the CCC built ths road a couple years ago it was
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quite a hike from Hood Canal. We hoisted packs and fell in line behind the
leader. 1In a half-hour he called the first halt. I whipped out my notebook
gnd pencil and wrote down the exact time we‘rested and how long. To be a
Silver Marmot you had to name the major peaks and rivers of the Ulympics,
go on a Parsons/Hgke, get a rating of Satisfactory, and keep a hike log.
Back at camp you wore your clothes backwards one whole day and every time
you met a Silver Marmot you fell down and rubbed your nose in the dirt and
yelled, "Hail to thee, o mighty Silver Marmot!" That night at Retreat

Mr. walsh called you out in front of formation and pinned the silver
insignia to your uniform and from then on you were respected all over the
Seattle Arza Council. Only thres of us were trying for it.

1 also made nature study notes. The trail climbed through a dark old
forest of big firs and hemlocks and cedars. It wasn't like the second
growth around our house, it reminded me of Rainier. You couldn't take a
step off the trail because of the sticker bushes and ferns and devils club
and all sorts of gr=en junk, a real jungla.

At 01d Trail Shelter we stopped for lunch. UWhat a feed! We each got
a circle of Sailor Boy pilot bread, a chunk of cheesa, a slab of chocolate,
and a handful of raisins. Better than a party. I washad it all down with
a cup of cold mountain water that really hit tha spot.

Then disaster struck. At the first rest after lunch I realized 1'd
forgot my cup. I told the leader and he looked at me like I was a
Tenderfoot and said that was too bad but he wasn't going to hold up the
party. I dropped my pack and ran down the trail to the shelter, found my

cup, and ran up the trail to my pack. Everybody was long gone. 1 had to
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completsly unpack to put the cup away. The pack bag that went with the
Trapper Nelson was too expensive for me to buy and too complicated for Dad
to make so I carried my gesar by rolling it in my sleeping bag and lashing
the bag to the board. While I was unlashing the bag and unrolling it and
rolling it up and lashing it on again the gang was hiking. Maybe I'd
never catch up. I was sure thay all were faster than me. I'd just turned
13 but was swx sort of short for my age. Gtverybody was tallsr. Most of
the guys were 14 or 15 and some were even 16. The leader and assistant
leader were grown men, in college.

I hiked like craiy and couldn't get my breath and had a stitch in my
side. 1 was about to almost die when suddenly there was the assistant
leader! He was resting with a couple kids. I thanked him for waiting and
he laughed and said, "Waiting is my job. I'm the rearguard.”" After a good
rest we started out together. 1 happened to be #m& in front and seat as
stiff a pace as I could. After a while I looked back and nobody was there.
Where did they go? I was worrying that I'd somehow got on the wrong trail.
Then I saw a kid resting by himself. He Just watched me go by. Then thers
was another kid, and then two more. The gang had broken up and evcrybody
was going at their own paca. The great news was that my pace wasn't the
slowest. 1 might have a real chance to make Silver Marmot.

Some big guys were soaking their feet in the river at the Sheltar Reck
lean-to. There was a huge boulder there that had fallen off the mountain
and had an overhang people used to camp under before the lean-to was built.
1 flopped on my stomach in the soft moss and stuck my face in the river.

I could'va gulped down a gallon, it was so cold and delicious, but you

weren't supposed to drink too much.
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Shelter Rock was wonderful. Cool and peaceful. Six miles from
Bark Shanty and only 2 miles from Camp Mystery. It was 3600 fest up sa the
tress were a lot smaller now and so was the river; 1 was very happy.

Too happy, I guess, becauss when the big guys wsfe leaving one of them said,
"Enjoy yourself, son. All you have left is the Poopout Orag!" That
wiped the smile off my face.

I lifted the Trapper Nelson. Funny, it was heavier thap befcre. I
tried to keep up with the big guys but couldn't. Funny, even my feet felt
heavy.

The trail went straight up a ek patch of brush, a kind of slot in
the forest. At the top I climbed out of woods onto & rockslide. The sun
hit me like a club. My mouth was dry as dust. Therz were no creeks and I
had no canteen. In camp that morning the leader made us spread our gear
on the ground and went around kicking out all our extra clothes and other
stuff. "We go light at Parsons," he said. "That's how we make miles."
When he got through you had practically nothing left but your sleeping bag
anﬂ cup and spoon. Then he handed out shares of food to carry. If you
were lucky he said "You have just bsen elected to the Camp Parsons Mapching
Band" and gave you a Number Ten Can. You tied it outside your pack and when
you walked it rattled and clanked.

My Tan Can was making darn slow music. The sun was blazing and sweat
was pouring in my eyes and the air had a smell of hot brush that made me
sick. My breathing was noisy and sbunded like "poop out, poop out, poop out."

I came to three kids resting ih a tsrrib;e pile of hot rocks with na

shade, worse than a furnace. I was: amazed anybody would stop thers. Then
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I noticed they had nothing on their packboards. The big guys had taken
their loads. Th2y'd pooped out. Poor kids. They couldn't sven look
me in the eye.

I kept struggling up the brush patches and rockslides. There wers
scary brown cliffs above the trail. Across ths valley was a line of paaks
as sharp as knives. The mountainside was so stecp that if you fell off the
trail you might nevar stop rolling until you hit the river. The x#® river
was a heck of a way down. The water wasn't roaring, just sort of whispering.
A little while ago I'd been drinking that water and wished I was nouw.

The handbook said if you sucked a stone you wouldn't be thirsty. That's
a lot of baloney.
k«rély -

1 was dewRdy moving but still was passing W& kids, some with empty
packboards. I didn't know how much longer I could go on. The worst part
was wondering how far it was to camp. The Poopout Drag went on and on
forever. You couldn't see any end to it. I quit writing in my log. 1
was going to poop out anyhow and along with forgetting my cup that would
9et :;San Unsatisfactory rating and I'd never make Silver Marmot.

Suddenly I smelled smoke and heard laughing. I put everything I had
left into chugging up the rockslide # to the trees. It was Camp Mystery!
I hadn't pooped out on the Poopout Drag!

The leader and the big guys had a half-dozen Ten Cans hanging over the
fire on a wire strung between two poles held up with piles of rocks. After
I dropped my pack and washed the glus down my throat I went te the fire,
acting like I wasn't at all pooped. The leader handed me a stirring stick

and said, "Congratulations! You've just been elected to the Camp Mystery

Kitchsn Crew!"
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Cooking rice at 5400 feet takes forever. You stir and stir so it
won't boil over the top or stick to the bottom. You gulp smoke and cry
your eyes out for hours. I didn't care. I felt sorry for the poopouts
dragging in with their empty packboards.

Finally the assistant leader showed up. He had a mountain of sleeping
bags on his back and sang, "Hail, hail, the gang's all here!" The leader
said, "We batter eat this beast of a supper before it gsts up on its hind
legs and eats us." He opened cans of salmon and dumped them in the Ten
Cans. Everybody lined up with cups and got one slop apisce. The assistant
leader took a spoonful and pretended to puke and then yelled, "But good!
But good!" The rice was black on the outside and hard on the inside. It
was like wating burned sand. The chunks of salmon mére delicious, though.

Ons of the Ten Cans was full of chocolate pudding and we got a dab of
that, also burned and full of black lumps. Then a cup of tea tasting of
salmon and chocolate and charcoal and that was supper.

1 was still hungry. But also a little sick. Mr. Walsh had warned
about this. UWe were a mile abovs sealevel and the air was thin, which vas
why it took so long to cook rice. Also it gave you mountain sickness,
which wouldn't kill you hare, the way it might 2 or 3 miles above sealevel,
like on Mt. Rainier, but could make you poop out.

I was hungry and sick and tired. Cold, tooc. Ths sun had dropped below
the ridge and the campfire was out buacause Mystery is a ragular stop on
Parscns hikes and we couldn't waste wood. I was wearing all the clothes
they'd let me bring and was practically naked. Boots and two pairs of

wool socks k2pt my feet warm. Cotton shorts did nothing for my legs and the
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sleeveless cotton shirt and light cotton windbreaker and wool watch cap not
much for the rest of me. Mother wanted me to take wool underwear and long
pants and a sweater but everybody would'vs laughed and thz leader wouldn't
have let me anyway. Well, it wasn't all fun discovering the North Pole,

either.

bu+ +he

It was only 7 o'clock,MM

poupouts alrsady had crawled in their bags and were shivering. Off whers

they couldn't hear him the leader said, "There's no way you can stay warm

in a wool bag up hsre. The best bet is making the nights short. Keep

moving untij it's too dark to sse and gat up at first light and hit the trail."

He and the big guys ran out of camp to climb Iron Mountain. That was
way more than I could handle, the 8 miles and 40U0 faet of elevation to
Mystery bad wrecked me, but I couldn't stand s around shivering, I walked
up the trail through scrubby forsst, going just fast enough to keep warm
and stopping a lot to look at the view. The peaks were still sunny., The
valley was all shadows. I wondered what happened to that man who disappeared
here. They were still looking for his bones.,

Suddenly I walked out of the forest on a big green lawn with a million
flowers all over, red and white and yellow and blue, and little Christmas
trees scaltered around on knolls. I wasn't tired anymore!

Ever since I was 9 1I'd been mowing Ur. Brown's darn lawn and wceding
Mrs. Brown's darn flowers and trimming their darn shrubs. I hated grass
and flowers and shrubs. But this wasn't a garden grown-ups invented to
torture boys. VYou'd never havs to mow these lawns or trim these shrubs.

Up here even the weeds were flowers.,
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Everything was strange. But sverything looked familiar, too. 1I'd
seaen thii&:czhousand times. I don't mean because of our trips to Nf. Rainier.
I used to think the rangers did the gardening there. 1 knew now that
wasn't so but somehow Paradise wasn't at all like this. Where I saw thess
meadows before was in storybooks. They wers thé kind princes ride through
on the way to save princesses from goblins,

1 left the trail and followed the creek uphill. UWay below in the
valley it turned into a river. Here I could stand with one foot an wx 2ach
side and look down at water splashing over rocks and making little breezes
that kept the flowers waving,

I came to a boulder. Above the boulder there wasn't any craeek. I'd
found the source of the Big Quilcene River! I wouldn't get famous, like
I'd found the source of the Nile, but it was a thrill anyway. This was the
first river 1 ever knew from one end to the ather.

What a day! Beach in the morning, then big old trees at lunch, spindly
trees in the afternocon, and now alpine meadows. 1 put my face where the
water jumped out from under th= bouldser and for a second caught the whole
Yuilcene River in my mouth!

Meadows stretched up toward Marmot Pass. Behind the pass the sky was
pink. I felt soft and relaxed, the way you do after spending all day
bucking logs into stove lengths or digging a ditch in hardpan. I was too

tired to move a muscle but it didn't take any strength to walk. I sort of

floatnd through the flowers.



1'd hiked right into my favorite old book of fairy s tales, which
had on my beckshelf. _
I didn't rsad anymore but still wemeskesmse-/Nothing was messy or baring.

Everything was neat and perfect. You could belisve in fairies, almost.

I couldn't heip thinking about God. Actually He was always on my mind
nowadays.

When I was little I mostly thought about the Devil. In the first
grade 1 wet my pants and the teacher found the puddle and asked who did it
and I kept my mouth shut and another kid got the blame, Once a guy made me
so mad I called him a red-assed baboon. Wwhen big kids told dirty stories
about grown-ups 1 didn't run away like I should. Once I tried to kiss a
girl I was in love with. %MK Because of all those things and a lot more

I had awful nightmares about the Devil coming out of the furnace in a house

we usaed to live in and chasing me around the basement. seewelerom=rrreertmEg

Well, even if I dreamed about him I didn't really believe in the Devil
anymore. That didn't mean there wasn't some kind of Hell, though. And I
was really sirining now. Somatimes I talked back to Dad and once I shouted
at him and ran off in the woods and didn't come mmsir home until dark. 1
couldn't help letting Mother know sore I was at her for spending my money
on clothés I didn't need. I pretsnded to be like everybody else but on the
inside 1 was stuck-up about being tha smartest kid at Ronald Grade School and

Captain of the Schoolboy Patrol. Th2 worst thing was that & girl in
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7th 8th
the wesemk® grade. I was in pumialk and didn't even know her but all year

I'd been having dreams about her. I just hoped that now I'd be going to
Lincoln High School in Seattle and not sezing her akiEssasswicesm thce dreams
would stop.

I did my best not to sin. I read the Bible and tried not to break
Commandments. I never used swear words. 1 said the Lord's Prayer every
night and confessed about tne girl and evsrything. I went to Sunday School
at the Ronald Methodist Cheorch and that sure was proof how hard I was trying.
I hated drassing up. I hated wasting half of the best day of the week, the
only day that wasn't all school and chores and earning money. My folks didn't
go and I didn't think that was fair but they said they'd gone when they were
kids. You sat on a hard bench with a bunch of stiff old people. Thc jwem
hymn books had a rottsen smell and the hymns wsre stupid and an ugly old
woman banged on a piano and nobody could sing right. I always put a dima in
the collection plate and that was more than I spent on candy in a coupls
weeks. The minister put us to sleep and then I went upstairs to a room in
the attic with a bunch of kids I didn't know or want to and a poor old lady
witﬁ terribls grammar talked about the Holy Land. Church was a pain in
the neck. It didn't seem to me the sort of place God would ever be but
I couldn't afford to take chances.

Actually Jismbemisk most of the time I felt I was doing a pratty good job

+o0 much
and wasn't sowk worriquabout Hell. Th» problem was, sometimes a; night
I1'd look up into billions and billions of stars and break out in a sweat,

thinking about infinity. In bed I'd start thinking about aternity and

couldn't go to sleep. Wwhat would Heaven be like? After you'd done
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everything there was to do and dore it a billion trillion decillion times?
Think of the biggest number you can and that's Just the start of eternity.
How could you stand it? If an angel got bored could he go to sleep for a
billion years? That wouldn't help. UWhen you woke up there'd be just as
much eternity és before.

I wasn't just praying to God, I was talking to Him, asking Him to tell
me Heaven was nothing to be scéred of. I didn't need a big sermon, just

Him
a sign. It would anly take/é sacond.

There weren't any more Christmas trees or lawns, just rockslides with
patchas of short grass and bunches of little flowers. The HerOEE. sky got
bigger and biggsr, swefirilynam.auasswhess, A signpost held up with
rocks said "Marmot Pass, 6000 feet."

Rocks and flowers and grass dropped off steep on the other side to
shadows and then to trees that were just a blur. ufeysemmberwrmrmsisnes:

The Dungeness River was way below, so far off you could baraely hsar the roar.
Down there it mm was already night. That was amazing, night and day at the
same time, so close togethsar.

I felt weird being so high above the valley. It was like standing on
a beach where the ocean was full of air instead of water. Off west were
a bunch of peaks called Mt. Mystery, fit. Deception, and The Needles. The sun

out there
had set and they were purec black.xwsmssek The skbqras purple and red and

orange and yellow and blue and green. I never knew the s«y could be green.



close
It was like a painting except if you uatchei4it kept changing.

Therec wasn't any highway at Marmot Pass. This was the second pass
I'd been to and it was sure different from Snoqualmie. Suddenly I realized
there wasn't a road anywhere out there. This was what they meant by
wilderness. 1I'd thought all the wilderness was in Africa and South Amsrica
and-places # like that. I didn't know there was any just 30 miles from
our house.

at

I looked &¥@mx the trail we'd be hiking tomorrow. It crossed a
snowfield! In the morning we'd walk on snow! In the middle of summer!
The trail went toward Mt. Constance, which was a huge mess of cliffs and
snowfields with a sunset color. Someplace under those cliffs was Home
Lake, where we'd camp tomorrow night. Above it was Del Monte Ridge,
practically a mountain, and day after tomorrow we'd climb clear to the top.
On the other side were all those Sunnybrook switchbacks down to the
Dosewallips River, but they'd be a cinch aftep the Poopout Drag. Then it
wasn't far to Constance Creek, where the Big Red Truck would take us back
to Parsons. Gosh, those were going to be terrific days!

I was all by myself. There wasn't any sound at all except for the

Fonns,

river. No wind either. The flowers looked cwm=s. So did the rocks and

grass. tverything was colored by the sky. The night was coming up from

the valley. The colors got brighter, evarything was on fire.

Tt

I'd never really looked at a

RS T

sunset before. 1 frlt like somebody else, some character in a fairy tale,

under some kind of spell.
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Chapter 2

THE WIND SHE BLEW A LIVING GALE

I decided not to sail a ketch around the world. Instead I'd make the
first ascent of Mt. Everest. Actually I hoped Mallory had got to the top
and I'd find the proof up there. But if he hadn't it might as well be me.

.5060
Lincoln High was exciting, a genuine city sbhool with more—then-2000-

students,gég'times the size of hayseed Ronald. 1 began making good
friends. It was sort of a shock discovering I wasn't the smartest kid
that ever lived but having guys like Bill and Bob and Hal and Al to horse
around with was worth it. Also, riding the school bus 7 miles in from the
sticks every morning, and home at night, kids I'd never really known at
Ronald bescame friends, especially Arild.

Seattle was exeiting, too. Once a week I didn't go home on the school
bus but toock a streetcar 3 miles to the middle of the city and wandered
around all afternoon. Dad picked me up on his way home from work. I'd
never been downtown without my folks and had a great time. 1 sxplored
buildings and learned if you prowled top floors trying unmarked doors thers
almost always was a stairway to the roof. I climbed a lot of the highest

buildings in S-:attle and looked down at tiny people on the street and west

across Elliott Bay to the Olympics and south to Mt. Rainier.
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I always stopped at Scout Headquarters to pick up Troop 324 magl.
That really was just an excuse. Usually some of the Parsons leaders wers
hanging around
ig/fha office and we'd talk about camp.

At the Seattle Public Library I'd check out a week's worth of books.
1 traveled all over Tibet with Sven Hedin and the Arctic with Vilhjalmur
Stefansson. 0dell made me feel I was with him watching Mallory and Irvine
disappear forever in the cloud on the Northeast Ridge that day in 1924,

I read every book in the library on mountains. I wanted to go to
McKinley and the Andes and Téerra del Fueqgo and the Alps and the Mountains
of the Moon and the Himalaya and the South Pole,

Until I was old enough for that, Parsons was the place to live.
Summer was too far away so I signed up for Winter Camp, which only cost
$3, an unbelievable bargain. The reason was we did the dishwashing and
other work. After Christmas about 30 of us from everywhere in the Seattle
Area Council rode the Jyee Scout through a wonderful mm&k storm, the water
- 80 rough we had a heck of a time tying up at the Pier. There was plenty
of fun, like climbing Mt. Walker, actually just a foothill but with a great
view of Hood Canal, and running down to the Swémming Cove on a dare and
tearing off your clothes and jumping in the breakers and turning blue.
Mainly, though, Winter Camp was for leadership training. I took the
Patrol Leader Course and the Song Lsader Course.

Headquarters issued my Patrol Leader Warrant in January and‘the
scoutmaster appointed me Leader of the Flying Eagle Patrol. I recruited neuw
members and in no time they were Second Class. Kids who'd been Second

Class for a couple years got in the @ spirit and made First. 1 earned my



fifth merit badge (I had First Aid, Personal Health, Public Health, Civics,
and Stamp Collecting) and at the April Court of Honor was promoted to Star
\a‘ohq back roads and dheon &

Scout. Us Flying Eagles took day hikes, sometimes 2 milas%ﬁhrough the mJﬁﬂt
woods to Richmond Beach, where we went skiing down the gravel pit on barrel
stavas, and once, on bikes, 10 miles elong=back=roTdtd to Brouwn's Bay. The
troep began going out more, still only to beaches or # the Tolt River,
in the foothills of the Cascades, but better than nothing.

In July I was off to Parsons again, this time to climb Mt. Anderson, ,

mess \@luﬂmlouc.r

7312 feet high and with one of the biggest bunses of glaciers in the\zange.
1'd never been on a glagier. The first day we hiked 12 miles from the road-end
at Constance Creek up the West Fork Dosewallips River to Camp Siberia, at
Anderson Pass. After supper ws went in the woods and found strong poles
for alpenstocks, which we'd need on the mountain. Next morning we s4Sitad-

‘Fﬂ1q'1
ipthe=daric-and switchbacked out of trees ints\alpine meadows. The sun

broke dhroveh
-aaasqag-as we reached the Anderson Glacier. We put on dark glasses and
rolled down our pajama pants. That's one of the famous Parsons tricks,
wearing pajamas under your shorts to keep your legs from getting horribly
synburned on sSnow.

Ualking’onto a glacier was a tremsndous thrill. Everywhere you looked,
white white white! And gray-brown cliffs shooting up to peaks as sharp as
saw teeth. us headad for Flypaper Pass, a narrow?;;;hbetueen two peaks.

On the other side was the Eel Glacier which we'd climb to the summit of
Anderson. The leader showed us how to kick steps by swinging our boots

into the snow hard and how to use our alpenstocks to stand up straight,

not leaning into the slope, which mads you slip out of your steps.
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The snow got steeper and steeper, way steeper than any hill I'd ever

You feel
sledded., That's why they call it Flypaper Pass, because Seswbs—took like AQ

,§¥£11 on a dangling strip of flypaper. Kids were slipping. Some were
scared half to death. 1 was a little nervous myself. The leader decided
we'd bstter switch to the rock. That sounded like a good idea. Only it

was steepesr than it looked and you had to hang on with both hands. This was
the first time I1'd done real rock climbing. Kids began throwing away their
alpenstocks and finally I did too.

Suddenly there was yelling up above and I heard rocks smashing down the
cliff and a kid next to me screamed. He'd got conked in the head. You
nevar saw so much blood! Some guys almost puked. We stood on ledges
wwitimrg while the leader wiped off the bluod and bandaged him up. Swetybouset
LaumrTseTr-shakinmg-andnybedy«ose-ealidtngs The lsader decided it was too
dangerous to go on. Well, I was just as glad.

We turned ground to go down and my heart jumped up in my throat. Holy
cow! All this time I'd been looking up to Flypaper Pass. Now I was
looking down. Gosh-a-mighty! The glacier was miles below!

The leader said it's always harder to climb down rock than up, we'd
have to go back to the snow. He said, "Watch me and do what I de." He
kicked stsps out on the snow, which was practically vertical. He sat

 he was shd ot oF A cannon,
down. He was off liké\gmannknt..(You couldn't even see him. There was just
this white cloud going like crazy. Finally it stopped and there he was on
the glacier, so far away he looked like an ant. You could barely hear him
yell, "Come on! It's safel"

Oh yeah? This wasn't his first glissade, which is what they call

sliding down steep snow on your bottom. Also he still had his alpenstock

to dig in the slope and slow himself down. What about us?



I1'd done some pretty good sledding but this was a hundred times longer
A.\A ho 5’((1 .
than any run I'd made.A If there'd been a chance to think I'd have been

[tke Go

paralyzed. There wasn't. Before I knew it I was going e-mile--a-minuts,
wind h£;:£;;% by my ears, a cleud of snow flying in my face. It took an
hour to climb up there. It took a second to slide down. UWhen 1 realized
I hadn't been kilied I stood up and hollered and laughed. Kids wecre
shooting down and some had their feet in front, the right way, and some
were sliding headfirst and some were doing somersaults. It was a miracle
nobody was killed.

So we didn't m;ke Mt. Adderson. Mt., Lalrosss, sither. The next day
was a scorcher and up on the bone-dry ridge I thought I was going to faint.
Kids were dropping like flies and we had to quit.

But it was a great hike anyway and when I got home from camp, terrific
news! Troop 324 had held a raffls to raise money and the prize for the
Scout who sold the most tickets was a week at Parsons. Dad had sold so
many of my tickets whers he worked that I wan! What luck! Two Olympic
hikes in one summer!

1 signed up for Royal Basin. Mr. Walsh said it was one of the most
beautiful spots in the Olympics, right under Mt. Deception and Mt. Mystery
and The Needles, which I'd seen from Marmot Pass last year. Also there was
no trail and only Scouts knew about it.

The first day we hiked 10 miles up the East Fork Dosewallips River to
Camp Marion. Next merning we left our packs in camp and followed a cresk
up forests into meadows way apove the valley. It was pure cross-country,

the second time I'd been off a trail. Finally we scrambled over boulders

through a ravine where the creek was one loud waterfall. A couple feet
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to our left the cliffs of Mt. Deception, 7772 fest, second-highest peak

in thse range, shot straight up, and abcouple feet to our right started the

cliffs of Mt. Mystery. The creek leveled out and got less noisy and
walleed vt o€ +he ‘va;n(‘___‘l_ﬂ_"l

suddenly we weme-stt ‘Deception Basin. ~

Vow! It was a huge circle, a half-mile across, brown rockslides and
cliffs all around,.and the floor a tremendous flat meadow with the creek
babbling through grass and flowers. The Mystery Glacier came clear down
into the basin. The upper end was clean white snow but the bottom end
was dirty ice chopped up with crevasses, which is what they call cracks
in a glacier. The ice pushed out into a lake full of icebergs. The water
was gray because it was loaded with rock milk, which is rocks ground up
by ice, There was a big hill of boulders and gravel pushed up by the
glacier. This is called a moraine and I climbed to ths top. A£ the head
of the basin I saw a knoll decorated with little alpine trees. A couple

T+ wae a }acrfu‘* ,rrd* Lor o castle.
years ago I'd have dreamed about building my castle thera./\The ravine at
the basin outlet was the kind of place where a few guys could stand off
an army.

We didn't ha, &8 time to climb over the ridge to Royal Basin, which the
leader said was sven better. Next day we left our packs at Marion again
and followed the vallay tfail 5 miles to Dos2 Meadows and 3 miles mors to
Hayden Pass. On every boulder was a marmot, a furry brown and black animal
the sizg of a small dog. When you tried to get clese they whistled like mad
and dove in holes dug in the meadows. T here was 5o much """;’H';"? the
valley was  one big orchestra.

Back at Marion we had dinner and then hoisted packs and hiked 7 milas

out to Dose Forks. That made a 23-mile day and the last 2 hours were in
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the dark. We had no flashlights and walked by feeling the trail with our
boots. Twice I went to sleep on my feet but woke up before I fell off the
trail and crashed in the brush, the way sems kids did.

It was a terrific summer. I even bhad an interesting trip with 324,
One of the assistant scoutmasters invited five of us older guys to explore
the upper Tolt River. The troop often had hiked the 2 miles to the forks,
a pretty place with the stream running through giant firs and cedars. The
map showed a trail going miles past there to Red Mountain, which we planned
to climb. But when we forded the North Fork and scrambled up the bank we
busted out of trees into an old logging show.

What a mess! The country was clearcut as far as you could see. Not a
tree left, just snags and brush. No trail, sither. We hiked for hours
along the bed of the old logging railroad, the sun beating down, no shade,
all the creeks drised up.

It-bzgg; gotting dark. We had to find water or die and climbed a hill

cahqon
to look around. Water! Right below us at the bottom of a ol was the
Séuth Fork! We lowered ourselves down the cliff on bushes and camped
on a gravel bar just big enough for four sleeping bags. Tuwo guys slept
on a ledge in the cliff. Next morning we said the heck with the loggers

Capvjon
and followed the niwer down to the forks, partly on gravel bars and partly

The Cascades werend
wading. ii:ﬂnﬂﬂﬁ%flike the Olympics, where they don't log in the mountains.
Seeing what had happened to the forest made me sick. But the trip was sort
of fun anyway.

I went to Winter Camp for the Senier Patrol Leader Course, which Mr.

Walsh taught himself., I also took the Mountaineering Course from Grant,
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a regular memberof the Parsons staff. He'd done quite a bit of climbing
and aedwaddy had been almost to the top of Mt. Rainier E:i:r: storm made
the party turn back. The leader was Ome Daiber, the most famous climber
in Seattle. He'd climbed Rainier dozens of times and once had been to the
Arctic. Grant was planning to try Rainier again. (He called it The
Mountain.) That sort of stuff was way past us Scouts and Grant didn't
go much into genuine climbing. He did teach us plenty, though, about
hiking of f the trail on snow and steep rock. He showed us his boots, which
had tricounis instead of slivers. A tricouni is an iron gadget consisting
of a plate that nails to the sole and a big blade with three teeth to grip
ice and rock. Tricounis obviously were a lot better than slivers, which kﬂ’?
BBt falling out. After every Parsons hike I had to soak my boot soles in
water until they were soft and ®lem pound in more slivers. M My soles were
so full of holes they leaked like a sieve,.

In January the scoutmaster promoted me to Senior Patrol Leader, which
meant I was in charge of all the patrols and practically ran the troop.
Old ®% 324 began getting hotter than a firecracker. We didn't just play
bassball at troop meetings anymore, we worked. One of my two Flying Eagle
assistant leaders took over the patrol and the other got the Beaver Patrol
and they both drove their kidsvas hard as I had. The troop had so many
new membsrs we organized the Bear Patrol, and also the Explorer Patrol
for the guys 15 years old who'd graduated from the ragular patrols.

ié;gsed to be I was the enly 324 Scout who ewem went to Courtg of
Honor. Now at the North Shore Courts.we always wen the blue pannant for
the most kids making rank and merit badges. At the RIMW=E Seattle Afea

Anv“u| in Yhe Up'-vfn.‘fq of “""l‘;"f}"" Pavilian
Council Boy Scout Circus,ue used to be just ushers but this winter we

A
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were ass%ﬂged a stunt. One of the most spectacular, too, making fire by
friction. In the old days when we went to the Spring Camporall of the
mess
North Shore District our patrol camps were a ek <imgrszce and the Judges
gave us hardly any points. But this spring our Flying Eagles won the
pennant for first place and our Beavers came in second and our Explorers
took first in the senior division. We were the top troop in the NestR
e District.

Times weren't as tough as they'd been and Dad could afford to take our
car in ths mountains now. So could other fathers. Liqgghg up enough cars
to adw® haul the whole troop wasn't t:t big problem anymore. We couldn't
get to the Olympics, the ferry fare mads them too expensive. But there were
high mountains in the Cggcades, too, and I began agitating to go someplace
besides ths darned old Tolt. Came summer and by golly we did, three times.
On one trip we climbed Mt. Pilchuck, which is a mile high and alirgganite
on top. It has a fire lookout and a trail but even so was a big event,
the first mountain 324 ever climbed. Me too if you didn't count Del Monte
Ridge and Mt. Walker.

This summer I'd saved $16 for a full 2-week period at Parsons. Money
~ewx® was gatting easier to come b;; Parfiy that was because more people
had some cash to spare. I had three lawns now and each paid 50¢. Partly
it was because 1 was gstting my growth and could work faster. When I .
started my Shopping News route it took me 2% hours swew on a goaod day,ﬁ;;;a-

and Mae waskbaard pot byl op, the wey i+ dotr when  dhe ,NJ,,JL/,—/W\";\

the roads weww hard and dryy, Gradually I got i% down to 2 hours, then
/\ \'!l"_-f yene

1%, and finally 1%. My record was 1 hour and 5 minutes. Boy, I was really

flying! That's fast pedalling for 12 miles even without throwing out a

l’u vt Lun avguend

‘p"' a (uwr/r

mln'/l\r'
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storm of 175 papers. When I went that fagt I was making almost 75¢ an
hour, a lot more than Dad made at work. If I could've gotten a coupls
more routes I'd have been rich.

The one bad thing about going for a 2-week period instead of two

| = weeckers
single-weeks was it meant only one hike, because the first week was spent

in gamp. VWell, I Qas crazy about mountains but 1'd never got my fill of

camp, there were lots of things I wanted to do there.

I had the age and rank and experience to be a Rapger, which was
'lspecially great because Grant was the Ranger Scoutmaster. He was in
college but never treated you like a boy, the way same leaders|£;ii He
made you feel we were all men.

We'd gotten to know each other at Winter Camp and at Headquarters.
The first afternoon, after we'd carried our packs up the hill threugh the
fir trees and rhododendrons to the Ranger Lodge, Grant called assembly and
read off our assignments. He appointed me Third Assistant Scoutmaster!

I was sitting on tep of the world. But then he said, "Everybody who
doesn't have Swimming and Lifesaving Merit Badges hold up your hands."
Along with some other guys I held up my hand. He wrote down our names and

’av(}'e;{/' !
aﬁ&f; "You'll get them now. You're signed up for the Course."
I just about melted into the floor.
Last October I'd got my 1l0th merit badge. To the five I had already

1'd added Cooking, Reading, Scholarship, Safety, and Pioneering. Pioneering

was hard work. I'd been weeks cutting down trees and splitting cedar shakes
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14 bovght for S50¢ and -
.fa bonebh of (ornﬁlaku
\bex hesr

from &mep fence posts of an old farm to build a lean-to in the woods

near our house. Anyway, with the 10 I'd made Life Scout. Since then I'd

\

got Pathfinding, Camping, Physical Development, Poultry Keeping, and \

Hiking. Hiking was exciting because my examiner was Ome Daiber. It was a
thrill just being in the same room with such a famous guy. I was planning
to get forestry this wesek at camp. Next fall I'd do Interpreting and
Gardening, which would be a cinch becausg I'd taken Spanish at Lincoln
5 )

and had been raising vagetab;eé,ﬂ-i’years. I was well on my way to Bird

\_4_ bird bosk £rom +he librarqand -
Study. For months 1'd Been going out Uiﬁﬁ&fieldglasses;fﬁalémhéudxbuok-
CesEbasd eyt 1 had 32 birds and was sure to get my 50 by winter.

With all those merit badges I'd only need Swimming and Lifesaving to

Scovt

make Eagle. But right from the start 1'd faced up te the fact Lifﬁnwas as
. qosh

high as I was ever going. When I was little I had a mastoid and th%‘darn

ear nsver had cempletely cleared up. The docteor made me wear an ear plug
for swimming and told me not to get my head under water. So I wasn't
much of a swimmer.

The Lifaesaving Course at Parsons was famous for being really rough.
You s hardly ever got your head above water. They did everything but
actually drown you., But how could 1 tell Grant I couldn't take the Course?
Everybody would think I was chicksn. How would that lock for the Third
Assistant Scoutmaster?

Boy, what a grim week! Oh, there was fun, too. UWe didn't go down to
Campfire Point at night to sing songs with the young kids, We'd build our
own fire in the Lodge fireplace and sit around reasting oystars and

listening to Grant tell stories about Olygpic hikes. We élways stayed up
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S
an hour or f{wd after Taps. One night Grant decided we needed a midnight
ac‘vLVA /,01
snack and appointsd me leader of the raiding party. Well,, the cooks knew
on /ocl’ﬂ'J /\

we were coming and M left the kitchen windew ggmw and put out some
cookies and a bucket of cherry Kool Ade. Anyway we were heroszs when
we brought the loot bzck to the Lodge.

But twice a day I had to go down to the Swimming Cove. Tuwice a day
for the whole week I nearly drowned. The tests for Swimming were bad
enough. In one you had te jump off the north point of the cove with your
clothes on, take them off while treading water and threw them up on the
rocks, swim 50 i::ﬁ;'to the south point, and without resting swim 50 ymews
yards back. I'd never swum more than 50 gé;i;-in my life. It took me so
long to do 100 the tide came in and floated my clathes away.

Then we had to swim 250 yards, from the north peint out around the
south point and clear across the bay to the Pier. That was impossible.
I'd have to go back to the Lodge and admit I was a poopout. But of course
I had to try. Maybe I'd drown and wouldn't have to face the Rangers.

all +he others were

Before I got to the south point eveaybedywwae out of sight on the far
side. When I got around it inte the bay some guys were already at the Pier.
When I was halfway across the bay nobody but me was still in the water.
Everybody else had sither made it or been pulled into a rowboat by the
2w lifeguards. Finally only one x@® rowboat was left. The guards kept
trying to pull me in. I was too tired to talk but kept pushing the boat

bestde
away. They were so disgusted they rowed along hehind me making wisecracks.
When I pulled myself 065%3; float at the Pier they rowed off to the

Boathouse without even waiting to see if I could stand up. I just barely

could. Every muscle in my body ached.
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Those tests were for Swimming. Lifesaving was worse, UWe were paired
of f for the week and took turns being the drowner and the rescuer. The
first time my buddy was the drowner hs grabbed me in a bearhug, the way a
drowner does, and we went down like a rock. After that he splashed water

+u -C;o' 'H'r lr‘a‘.‘;rut"nr”’
fer—a—good—shew but kept his hands off me. When I was the drowner he

appreached me from the rear just azgﬁ:+;nd cupped his hand under my chin
and towed me around the cove a mile a minute. When I was doing the chin
carry on him I'd be thrashing with my free arm and would look back and
his head would be under water. 1I'd lift his face out and he'd open his
eyes and go "AW-AW-AWP!™ gulping in air., He'd only get one gulp becausse
by then my head was under water. All week I halfway drownsd him every
morning and every afternoon but he never griped. He was a heck of a nice
guy. One word from him and ¥g® I'd have been out.

I thought the instructor would wash me out anyway. 1 was amazed at
the end of the week when he signed my M Boek for both merit badges. 1

couldn't believe it! My folks came to camp on Visitors Day and I told them

I was going to be an Eagle Scout!

So it turned out to be my best week ever at Parsons. And now ® came
the hike! Not one of the regular# hikes, either, but the 5-day Rangsr Hike.
Nights by the fireplace Grant daescribed the trip he'd planned. UWe'd hike
15 miles to Dose Meadows, climb a steep mile to Lost Pass and aati:a&wm-
to the top of Lost Ridge. There we'd leave the trail and run ths ridge crest
to the Lillian Glacier, 7 miles from Lost Pass. We'd glissade down the

Ppt;'\+.
glacier and climb Lillian Ridge and run the crest 8 miles to Obstruction Rwak.
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We'd slesp there aone afternoon and that night run Grand Ridge by moonlight
8 miles to Deer Park, where the Big Red Truck would pieck us up. We'd

on the way,
climb four or five mountainiﬂ Since we'd be camping above timberlins
a couple nights, to get rsady we made fire bombs. To dao this you roll up
newspapers very tight, wmsmm wrap the rolls with wire, mw saw them inte
4-inch lengths, and scak the bombs overnight in melted paraffine.

The first day was a breeze. Wa were all.ld or older (I was just a
week short of 15) and had besn on s at least two Parsons hikes. No
poopouts in this bunch. We practically flew to Dose Meadows, 4500 feet,
and had so much poop left we ran areund the meadows after supper chasing
a tame deer we named Cynthia. Twe guys said they wers going to ride her
like a bucking bronco but of course they never caught her,

I wvent birdwatching. During the week at camp I'd ae:Z a bush tit,
russet-backed thrush, Oregon chickades, chestnut-backed chickades, Northwest
blue heron, Pacific nighthawk, and western tanager, which brought me up te
39. DOn the trail 1'd seen a winter wren and a pine grosbeak. Now, down
by the river, I got number 42, the water ouzel. It was a funny bird,
flying along an inch from the water and when it stopt?%ﬁ’; rock always
iﬂpﬁ!ﬁg; dipping up and down at the knees, which is th it's also called

he
’:365552r.

The second morning we switchbacked up te Lost Pass, 5500 fest, and
swung through headwaters of the Lost River to meadows under Lost Peak.

We rested at Three Sons Camp, in a clump of alpine trees. Grant said the

creek there was our last sure water until the end of the day but we weren't

thirsty enough to drink much.
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A hen grouse (number 43) kept cluck-cluck-clucking around, trying to
decoy us away from her chicks hidden in the grasé. We were laughing at
the grouse and at hew the chicks wouldn't stay hidden but kept dashing eut,
practically giving her a heart attack,-lzgs a guy yselled "Hey!l Look!"

He was pointing up on the side of Lost Ridge at a herd of elk! We counted
about 70, There was another yell and above the elk we saw a bear! Another
yell and clear on top eof the ridge we saw two wolves! Or maybe coyotes.

We couldn't tell for sure. This was really wilderness. Sitting in one
place 1 saw more wild animals than in my whole life.

We climbed -meadews—ant rockslides to the top of Lost Ridge, 6500 feet
up, way above any trees and with only a few fleowers growing in the bare
shale. There hadn't been any trail to spsak of since Lost Pass. Hardly
anybody ever hiked here. Finally a sign pointed off the ridge down into
headwaters of Cameron Creek and from then on there was no trail at all.

We were on our own.

Grant was wrong, a pool melted from a snowbank gave us a gosd drink.
WQ stopped for lunch. UWhat a spot! -We—were—en—tep-—ef-the-pidge—eard R
every direction wee nothing but mountains, mountains, mountains! Off west
was Mt. Olympus, 7954 feet,highest peak in the Olympicg and so white with
glaciers it looked like pictures of Alaska. Some clouds were keeping it in
shadows and we laughed at how aur First Assistant Scoutmaster must be
freezing. He hadn't coma with us, he'd gone on the Olympus Climb, the
greatest adventure there is at Parsons. The guys were given ice axeé and

had to tie into a rope to make the summit. It was only schedulad once a
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summer and you had to be 15 to sign up and have plenty of experience. Next
ysar that was the trip for me.

In the middle of the afternoon we came to where the Lillian Glacier
drops off the ridge. Grant showed us the famous Parsons technique of
Trapper Nelson glissading. , You take off your pack and ride it et

Wead €irstg sTCCTINg - by draggieg o it

like a sled,A.IF you get going too fast you dig in the Trapper horns for
brakes. Some guys hit bumps and lost their packs and went flying threugh
the air, which gave us a laugh. 1In nothing flat we were in the meadows.

This was my best camp ever. Ue were 23 miles and two passes and a
glacier from the read and 5 miles from any trail. We hadn't seen another
soul except a couple fishermen en the lower Dose. We were at 5800 feet,
down in shadows, but it didn't seem cold because the sun was still on the

SrlasheJ
peaks. Little icewater creeks babhted out from under the glacier, meandered
around the green meadows, and ran together to make the start of the Lillian
River, which fell off below us into forests. On one side of the basin was
McCartney Peak. We'd climb thaét first thing in the morning. On the other
side was Lillian Ridge. We'd climb that afterwardsx and run 14 +» 0L44nu¢§n
on PO'”+.

At dark I crawled in my slseping bag g% a patch of soft grass and =~ e

looked up at the stars and realized this was the happiest day of my life.

We'd made a lot of hard miles so 1 dropped right off to sleep and slept so

deep 1 never even shivered.

TRTEXY
ENTEXEREX NS
npigt"

Wwhat was that?
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"pPatt"
Some noise on my bag.
"Pitterpat!"
I poked my head out. No stars. The blackest night I sver saw. A
raindrop went "splat!" in my face.
I pulled my head in and tried to sleep. It never rains on Parsons
—everybody sa,d +he » lt7 ”

hikes. Neterdy-enyweys It was July 10 and)SHE<acaP
svnny in July,

ey art

Naturally we had no tents. Tents are no good. Troop 324 had spent
a winter making tents, follewing the instruction sheets from Headquarters.,
Th?’looked spiffy at Camporalls but in the mountains did nothing but break
raindrops into a spray. You didn't get seaked quits as fast but you still

am‘ +“\f‘1 don'*)l .
got soaked. Anyway, sven if tants worked,they weigh a ton. At Parsons
ws travelfed light.
CE

I couldn't sleep. The rain was too loud, a regular rattle, and I felt
cold water on my skin. I poked my head out and it was dawn. The worst darn
dawn I ever saw. The whole world wags dark gray. I could barely see ths
glacier a couple hundred yards away.

Lverybody was getting up. I crawled out and put on my boots and

soal<ed

stuffed my soaked sleeping bag in mznpackbag, which I'd bagght for the

Trapper last winter.

Smoke—weo—drifting=—Foem é&clump of alpine firs at the sdge of the

War fmm‘m},
meadowy. Grant had a smoldery fire going. It didn't keep us warm, theres

were 20 of us, too many to get close, but the smoke was sort of chesrful.

Compiéged to everything else, anyway.
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We stood under branches trying to dodge drips. I kept thinking the
rain was bound to stop pretty soon. Everyonce in a whils somgbody would
Smoke Just wakes Hoq loock bright ./
say, "It's getting brightar'" But it uasn}t/A Finally Grant said, "well
guys, 1 guess thess clouds over Ulympus yesterday weren't kidding. This
looks like an honast-ta-gosh 3-day blow. Wwelse<in=—Ffgr—it."
mess Around

It was no morning to stemRd-hy-e—fise stirring ocatmeal, or even boiling
cocoa. Grant dumped aut the prunes he'd been soaking overnight in a Ten
Can. Then he had us get all the food from our packs and pile it on the
ground. He pickzd out esnough stuff for ons lunch and one suppser and one
breakfast and said, "Dig in, guys! Eat anythipg you want for breakfast
and as much as you want. UWhat g:s don't sat the squirrels and bears will."

That was when I knew we ware in real trouble. We must be if he'd
throw away a fortune in food to lighten our packs. Boy, I wished 1 had
it all at home. Oatmeal and farina and cocoa and sugar and powdered milk
and dried apricots. Rice and macaroni and pudding and tea and salt and
cans of salmon apd tuna. Even pilot bread and cheess and chotolate and
raisins. We were always starving to death on Parsons hikes and any other
time would haye had a feast. Not this morning. Nobody was hungry.

We hoisted packs and left the trees., It was like walking omt intec a
showerbath, The meadows sure weren't pretty now. Grant decided the glacier
would be too grim so we headed up rockslides we could hardly ses in the fog.
The slope got steeper and steep:r until we were doing real rock climbing.
Suddenly we were on tep of something. It turned out to be McCartney Peak,

A 6722 feet. Wmwwk We'd climbgd it just like we plunned. Wsll, neot exactly

like we planned., Actually only Grant went to the very top. He disappeared
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in the fog and whan he came back he yelled, "We're hung up! Can't gst
off the peak onto the ridge!"

We had to drop clear back to the basin we'd left an hour ago and
climb the mix glacier after all, What a slog! 1 had my windbreaker
zipped up and my watch cap pulled over my sars and even had my pajama pants
rolled down. I wés soaked to the skin and my feet were sloshing in my boots,
so cold I couldn't feel my toes.

I could see dim rocks up above. I said to myself, "The worst is over.
No more glacier freezjng my feet. No more climbing, just ridge-running.”

Hah! Se I thought the glacier was bad? There the rain was falling
straight down. On top of the ridge it was partly :::2: and was blasting
sideways a mile a minute. You could hardly stand up in tha gale and
couldn't hear yourself think.

Nobody stopped eyen a second. Yeu had te keep moving or die. But
you couldn't walk fast enough to get warm., I was shivering so hard I

| into preces,
thought 1I'd Fly\aggggﬂ My teeth were chattering so bad I was afraid they'd

bust, \
brexics

Yesterday wg'd seen mountains everyuwherse feom=tizte=wridge. Now there
was nothing but clouds racing k= so fast they made you dizzy. I couldn't
even see the guys at the frant end of the line or the back end.

We plugged along with nobody saying a word, just staring at the ground.
I'd never seen such unhappy faces. Everybody had their pajama pants rolled

down, soaking wet and sticking te their legs. The bright colors and fancy

designs looked weird.
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decided
Finally I seaidesd I was as miserable as a person can get. And I

hadn't died from it. The pajamas began striking me funny. I couldn't help
it, I started singing at the top of my veice.

71 want to wake up in the mountains,

Where the mountain breczes blouw,
Smell the flapjacks fryin' and the socks a'dryin'
'Round the campfire's ruddy glow.”

The guy ahead yelled, "Shut up, Manning!"

I laughed like mad. "Remember the Ninth Law, 'A Scout is cheerful!'"

A guy behind me laughed and I started another seng and he joined in.

Z1'm forever climbing mountains,

Shaggy mountains one by one,

They go so high, almost touch the sky,
I'11 ajways climb them 'til I die.

Oh, mountain lakes and ridges

All appeal to me,

And so I'm going back to Parsons,
More Ulympics I must sea.

Lots of guys were cussing and calling us namss and I yelled, "The
Feurth Law is 'A Scout is friendlyE'l! The Fifth Law is 'A Scout is
courteous'!"

The madder they got the funnier it was. A third guy saw the joke and
the three of us fell to the rear of the lins and hiked together, thinking
up ways to make everybody soree.

There's a Parsons chant-type song where the leader recites verses of
a story about a terrible storm at sea and all serys of disasters. He

+that

fingshes each verse with a line wbdedh cuss the audience to come in with
reponsc +ervible

the eherus. UWhenever a specigqlly ‘bewbe&l gust hit the ridge one of the

three of us weuld yell out the leader's cue line:

"And thes wind she blew a LIVING GALE1"
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’ Fesgronse
And all three of us would yell the chg;us, "w00-00-00-00!"

We must've done our "WO0-00!" a hundred or a thousand times. Hours

went by and the ridge seemed like it would never end. The three of us

PR - e Fr;{n qul"\’v , L—(.' brt‘ﬂ"‘" 2’
and 4"“g7\<“" were so poopsqﬂwé csu&d-hardlemalk but the glummer everybody slse looked
v ov+’7'u the loudsr we sang.

A%hen up spoke the captain of our gallant ship,
And a right goed captain was he,

e M1 left me a wife in Boston town

And tonight a widew she'll be.”

Oh the ocean wayes they roll,

And the stormy winds thay blow,

And the three jolly sailors go tripping to the top

While the landlubbers lie down below, below, below,

While the landlubbers lie down below.?

At Lost Pass we dropped out of the wind and cleuds and stopped for

Us

our first rest of the day. e three jolly Rangers quit singing. There
was no way we could make the gang mad now. Dose Meadows was minutes below

of easy downh il +rail
and in 6 mileiqwe'd be building bonfires in the woods at Camp Marion.

+U"'<f‘1 with
Temorrow night, Parsens and the famous hike-end biy-ehieken dinner amd pie
for dessert.
It's funny, but sitting therse at Lost Pass, my mouth shut for the first
time in hours, suddenly I felt a leot like I had at Marmot Pass., 1 realized
the storm had been as beautiful as that sunset. 0h, not the same way.

- hea
Marmet Pass, Deception Basin, places like that are soF;a’Et_La\nq/;i;z you
h u'i_

ne ,
almost feel like crying. The storm wasn't pretty or wiee, you didn't want
» a rral Lu”‘/'
to cry, you wanted to blubber, it was mean and cruel and nasty)/\But they
were beth part of the same thing. I wouldn't have missed the storm for

a million dollars.
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Actually, even Marmot Pass had been no tea party. It was the sweating
so.i retty.
on the Poopout Drag that made the sunset colors=besl;iaatnlsuarzthuaud*d~
And it was being deathly scared on Flypapser Pass:that made it so much fun
to have a snowball war on the Anderson Glacier afterwards. But nothing
ctould touch the 3-day ble on Lost Ridge. That was real suffering,
real adventuriﬁg, th%Atgzéggﬁgﬁhiqg that separates the men from the boys.
All the Rangers were great guys, really tough guys, and I liked them
all a let. But only three ef us had been laughing. Actually you ceuld

part of
say we wers part of what made the 17 others miserabls, we waragga:baduas_

the storm: anc.pepbmefeeptt—
It wasn't so ridiculous te think about Rainier and the Mountains of

the Moon and Everest.
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Chapter 3

BLACK SOUND

No mohntains for a ysar.

That's what the doctor said. Live a perfectly normal life but don't
go hiking for a year. Normal life, hah! You might as well tsll a guy to
do anything he wants except breathe.

It started on the way out from Marien. 1'd sat tooc hard on a rock,

I thought. Bruised my hip. But it didn't go away. Not that summer. Not
that fall. Some days were worse than others. I never let anybody, esven my
folks, catch me limping. Ever since I could remember life had been one
darn thing after another. I was sick of being sick.

A sore hip sure wasn't going to change my plans. That winter a kid at
Lincoln I knew from Parsons managed to join the Mountaineers, the club all
the climbers in Seattle belong to. Come spring hs was going to take their
Climbing Course, where they teach how to use the ice ax and rope, how to
get up cliffs and glaciers. In July they actually take you to the top of
Mt. Rainier.

He said he had pull and could get me in the club -- you have to be
sponsored by two members over 21. 1 kept asking if he had my sponsors lined

up yet., He kept putting me off. Finally I realized he wasn't about to



share the glory. He was going to be a hot shot and lord it over us plain
hikers. The heck with him. The heck with that bunch of snobs. I'd learn
climbing without them. Somehow, somaday.

Meanwhile there was plenty of hiking to keep me busy. Grant said I was
a cinch to make the Parsons staff. A whols summer at camp, doing-é;;gt or
J;iﬁe hikes! But there was a catch. The first year you wash dishes or do
other flunky work and get only room and board, no pay. 1 couldn't afford it.
Anyhow I'd go for a 2-week period and climb Mt. Olympus. And probably also
a l-weeker for a second hiks.

There'd be trips from home, toc. 1'd heard a lot about Lake Dorothy,
in the Cascadas. Every Scout I'd met at Lincoln had been there. I was
interested in seeing why. So, to start off 1941 with a bang, one Saturday
morning in early April the scoutmaster, Dad, the leader of the Bsar Patrol,
and I hiked 7 miles up the Miller River to the lake and 2 miles through
snog/patches along the shore to the old log cabin. The lake was at 3000
fest., In the afternoon, while the others tried to catch fish, I plowed a
trench 2 miles to the top of the ridge above the lake. The altitude there
was 4000 feet, the trees practically alpine, and the snow was 4 feet deep,
like winter.

A tremendous day. A terrible night. My hip caught fire and in the
morning they had to help me out of the bunk. They took my pack and found
me a staff for a cane. How many steps in 9 miles? Maybe 25,0007 Everj;ne
was a red-hot dagger.

In a couple days the pain was down to mormal and I told my folks it

was all gone. Of course, they didn't know there'd been pain before.
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scovtmasters
At school I began talking up a big June hike with no Sesub—leeders, no

fathers, just us guys. From Lake Dofothy wé'd strike off cross-country
up the inlet stream to the headwaters, climb Big Snow Mountain, and drop
into headwaters of the Foss River. Ws'd explore all the alpine lakes --
Chetwoot, Angeline, Big Heart, Little Heart,. Copper, and Malachite. At
the end we'd hike out the Foss trail to the road.

well, Hal and Bob and Sully took that hike. Not me., For no reason at

all the pain exploded -- and in the other hip! And then in a thigh. And

then the other thigh. Not all at once. It moved around. But was always
;ne place’or apother. Some days 1 couldn't go to school. The cat was out
of the bag. No way now to fodl my folks, avocid the doctor.

| Nothing serious, he said. Just growing pains. They'll go away.

Get an electric heating pad. Eat aspirin. Wait. Stay out of the mountains
a year.

My whole iife was changed.

No Parsons, no mountains. Without them the Scouts were pointless. 1I'd
made Eagle and been promoted to Junior Assistant Scoutmaster, really only an
honorary post because the new Senior Patrol Leader ran the show. 1 drifted
out of the troop. 1 couldn't get into my uniform anymore anyway. 1 was
growing. And it hurt.

1 quit my Shopping News route. I was tired of seseing those 175

I CﬂU“ m"cc ("owrl! Mor'('c/ rnowuc’ /awn,.'
stumprancher shacks twice a week, fighting off those 175 mutts;a fFor quite

a while 1'd been taking every excuse to skip Sunday School. Now a couple
Sundays in a row I couldn't walk the half-mile. When 1 could, 1 didn't,
ever again. My folks didn't object. The church was so crummy I was

positive God didn't either.



I dreaded the end of spring semester. All my best friends except
Arild lived in the city and I wouldn't sse them until fall. There was also
I girl I wouldn't see. Nut that she cared, or even knew I cared. But
seeing her was something to look forward to. A summer without her,

Without the gang. Without mountains.

I didn't want school to end. But after being a brain 7 ysars in grade
school and 3 years in high scheool, suddenly 1 didn't feel like studying.
There was too much on my mind. I kept up with s®weidww Lit and History
because 1 liked them. The Physics teacher put ms to sleep. 1 detested the
Solid Geometry teacher. When he thought nobedy was watching he stared at
girls' bshinds with his tongue practically hanging out. To make it even,
he didn't like me. His classroom had tables and chairs instead of desks.

1 was always leaning my chair back on two legs and every few days would go
accused me of dom
too far and crash to the floor. He bhesgRt—i=did/it on purposa.
When spring grades came out the gang showed rsport cards around as usual.

Hal looked at mine and went white in the face. "B in Physics!" he cried.

"And C in Solid Geometry!" The other guys acted embarrassed. Nobody in our

bunch got anything but A's. Only Bill, who had the best brain of == all,
saw it as a joke, which it was. I couldn't have cared less. What the heck
do grades matter? Mountains are important. And friendship. And, of course,
your folks and God and things like that. Grades are nonsense.

Fain is important too. Healthy people are so gosh darn proud of being
healthy. If you're sick you're a freak. I wasn't proud of the pain, it

made me febl like a stranger. But becausas of it I saw things about life



my friends didn't. The stupidity of grades, to start with.

Thera was a lot of stupidity in school. Teachers who were boring or
sex fiends. And the Boys' Advisor, he took the cake! I went to him for
help in lining up a fulltime summsr Job. What a so and so! His big
inspiration was for me to join the CCC. The darn fool. I was only 15,

The champion blithering idiot was our new busdriver. He wore what
looked like a deputy sheriff's hat -- actually, that was his ambition, toc be

covn"'q C[own.
a depubyest®pifify He certainly was dumb enough for it. Wwhen he took over

W the Fall .
a$*thcmo¢aa$woﬁw%hew7uug/he made a speech telling us he was going to run a
tight ship.

Well, the Ronald bus always had bsen the tamest of the three country
busses. We were dead quiet alongside the Haller lLake kids. We were saints
compared to the Maple Leaf hoodlums. They broke windows and tore sbuffing
out of the seats and built fires in the aisle.

Our driver just plain asked for it. And got it. He was terrible at
shifting gears.> He'd double-clutch and shove the stick with all his might
and tharé'd be a grind-grind-grind. He'd ;ry again -- grind-grind-grind.
We'd shout encouragemsnt and when‘he finally made it, the tnird or fourth
try, would clap and cheer. His eyes would flick up to the rear~view mirror
to spot the troublemaksrs. We'd freeze. Every few days he'd get so sore
and frustrated he'd stop the bus and make a speech,; saying if we didn't
shape up he was going to start expelling guys, Frem—bHoubUS

I don't know why he finally picked on me. Whenever he looked in the
mirror 1 had a big grin on my face, but so did everybody else. 1 guess my

grin was the biggest, which is what comes of having a huge mouth and horse

teeth.



One spring night as I was getting off at my stop he said, "HE-
“Nanning, you are off the bus!"

I couldn't believe he meant it. That particular night I'd been feeling
gloomy and was reading a book all the way out from Lincoln. So in the
morning I walked to the stop on Aurora Highway as usual and followed the
other kids up the stsps. And he camse charging gut of his seat and threw

oy
me down the steps! Boy, he was a deputy sheriff type,—e&&-righ%!iﬁﬂs I
was falling my hand just happened to fly out and grqp“ﬁéfiﬁafl;)
C:é;ﬂe'let oﬁt a bellow li;;méwQ;QAABd buffalo and ran down the steps, altsz
T8¢ | sailed his fancy hat off in the brush. He dove in and found it.
But when he got back to the bus, Arild had shut the door and locked it!
The idiot pounded on the door, roaring and screaming. I was yellipg what
I thought of him. The guys inside were cheering. Finally smmai;lg;y girl
let him on. I hitchhiked to Lincoln,

To get back on the bus I had to have a tridl by the Ronald School Board
and say I was sorry. I sure as heck wasn't. From then on I was a rummy.
But the driver decided he didn't care to mess with me again. Even when I
was the ringleader he expelled somebody else. 0One time or other practically
all the guys wera kicked off.

Came the last day of school. This was the day the Maple Leaf:kids
would wreck their bus, like they did every year. Our driver must've
figured we had a revolution planned. Heck. 1 was too depressed to start
anything.

ARs we boarded the bus the dumb driver told Arild to sit in the front

seat, where he could keep an eye on him. Arild, of all people! He was a
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typical square-jawed Norwegian, so quiet that in grade school 1 never heard
him say a word. He'd loosened up a lot at Lincoln but still was no loudmouthe.
It was being my friend that made him a suspicious character.

I wouldn't let Arild sit in the front seat. 1 was behind him and pushed
him up the aisle. UWe sat in the third seat. Ths busdriver hollered.
Arild tried to move -- even if he did have red hair he didn't want to lead
a revolution. Me and the other guys stuck our legs in the aisle and
wouldn't let him by,

The driver said, "This bus doesn't go anyplace until he's in the front
seat!" We cheered and clapped. He sat in the driver's seat glaring straight
ahead, arms folded, ears red hot. The Haller Lake bus pulled away and then
the Maple Leaf bus, what was lsft of it. The hoodlums leaned out their
broken windows, cheering us on. L
hippy

After an hour the girls got off in a bunch, making sme®&y remarks, and
started walking home, Girls! WNone of the guys budged. The busdriver got
off and disappeared. UWas he walking home? What a laugh!

| No. He came back. With a policeman. Not a deputy sheriff. A city
cop, which is almost the same thing as a human being.

The cop stuck his thumbs in his gun belt and gave us a once over and
asked, "What's tha trouble here?"

Dummy busdriver peinted at Arild and said, "He won't sit in the front
seat."

The cop almost busted out laughing. He said to Arild, "well, son, the
front seat looks pretty comfortable tb me. You wouldn't mind riding there,

would you?"
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"No sir," said Arild, moving up front. UWe headed for the country,
stopping on the way to pick up the girls. The busdriver was so rattled
he set a new record for clashing gears. UWe clapped until our hahds hurt
and cheered until our voices cracked. £Everybody except Arild, who sat quist

as a mouse. A grinning Norwegian mouse.

,onty) ’onf
So, the endiess summer. The lowlands summer.

Té;;gt my mind of f my problems Mother taught me to drive. In July I
turned 16 and Dad took me downtown to State Patrol headquarters for the test.
It was a heck of a place for a test, cars and trucks whizzing by on Westlake
Avenue. 1'd learned to drive on country roads where you never saw another
car.

For some reason the examiner didn't ride with me like he was supposed
to but stayed on the sidewalk with Dad. He told me to go a block up the
street, make a U turn, come back and make another U turn. UwWell, I knew
the hand signal for a right turn and a left turn but not for a U turn. So
1 didn't signal. The first turn went okay. 1 was just finishing the second
mme when a motorcycle razzed out of nowhers and smashed into my bumper.

1 stopped the car and sat there sweating. My first solo and I've
killed somebody! But the guy picked himself off the pavement and sdamkinege
started checking his motorcycle and yelling at me. Now I thought I was
going to get killed. B%% Dad came dashing into the street cussing a blus

streak. He scared the guy so bad he got on his wheel and razzed away.

well, I'd flunked. But when I parked in front of headquarters the examiner
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wasn't therse! He'd been called inside for a phone call. He came out and
asked Dad, "How did it go?" Dad said, "Just finet"

I got my license. Then I got a ear! It was mainly my folks' idea.
They found a 1930 Model A Ford coupe in terrific shape -- solid body, great
motor, and with the small-diameter ford V-8 whbels instead of the high old
wagon wheels that come with the A, The price was steep -- §75. Model A's
in running condition were going, for as little as $25, Arild had bought
one last winter for $5. Not running, of cousse, but he was a sharp
mechanic and after a few months of tinkering and about $10 in parts from
the wrecking yards had it humming.

My A paid for itself in a hurry. I quit mowing poor peoplss' lawns
at 50¢ ame a crack and went into business with my cousin, the same age as
me. He'd also j#st bought a Model A and we knocked on doors of fancy estates
in Blue Ridge, on Puget Sound halfway between his home in the city and mine
in the country, and lined up a job with a rich family. Ue wamsasubesRmmede
iq;n:awunnkx told the guy we were expsrienced gardeners and our rate was
40¢ an hour each and he didn't ai::t an eye., We worked there 3 days a week,
really coining the dough.

0f course, 1 needed more money than before. 1 had to pay Dad back -
the $40 I1'd borrowed to buy the car. And gas wasn't fres. Dad was right.
He was always grousing about being a blank blank slave to a blank blank
car. The day I got the A he tocld ms, "Well my boy, welcome to the club.
From now on you'll never have to worry about where to put your spare cash.
It'11l all go into that tank."

Tha A was important becauss next summer it would open up ths mountains.

Not this summer. On hot days Mothsr would pack a picnic supper and when
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Dad goﬁ home from work we'd drive to Richmond Beach, take a quick dip in
the i;;:Luid;water, eat, and lay on the beach until the evening cocol. It
drove me out of my mind looking across the water to the Olympics. Only

30 miles off. Might as well be a million.

Actually, I'd been restless all year, wanting to go exploring, and
since fall had been taking long walks Sundays it didn't hurt too much.
we moved there when

1'd prowled the woods around our house since /I was 8>and knew them like the
back of my hand. No chance of new adventures there. So I began wandering
in Garbage Dump Valley, which had a sort of fascination because it was
off-limits to us kids when we wers little. Our folks said degenerates from
the city lurked in the bushes. Well, I never saw a degenerate but did
discover a lot of grown-over roads winqbing through the woods. The valley
and the ridge above were interesting. ODepressing, though. The county road
was solid garbage on both sides. And the woods roads were lovers lanes.

1 tried to ignore the beer bottles and safetiss and ladies' underwear

but it made me sick to think of wssf what went on Saturday nights.

Because of my paper route ; knew the country for miles and by spring

had explored everyﬁlace in walkina distance of our houss, $haé-wae—werth—
~exploring. Except one. For years 1'd heard about Hidden Lake, 1'd never
been thrilled because I figured it was just one more boring lowland lake,
like all the mudholes and peat bogs north of Seattle. Kids said it was
great for trout -- if you didn't get shot by the carstaker -- but I'd

never caught my folks' fever for fishing. However, when I ran completely
out of unknown territory I asked Arild, one of the reqular poachers, where

the lake was. He showed me. From then on I never went exploézgng

anywhere else,
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ot ,o"f
All &he emdlsss summer without mountains Hidden Lake was my escape.

And all fall, too, when school got so complicated I couldn't stand it.

Senior year. The last year. Afterwardsy college, jobs, golly knous
what. The world was ending. Some guys acted more serious. Some laughed
it up more. I was serious at Hidden Lake. Not in school.

Every day was a constant uproar. The Ronald bus only ran once in
the morning, reaching Lincoln at 7:30, so us country kids were in the
7:45 Period. I had a study hall and always signed into our EIScG=eF=Eo4P~
advisor's room, since she had no class that period. My city friends, who
started school at 8:45 with First Period, drifted in at<f B or so and use

P'q,cd han‘ymm and qcnerqﬂq“
‘horsed around. o

A

We were together again Second Period, in Mathana}ysis. The other guys
worked hard on t38 trig and calculus because we were all planning to be
engineers. Howaver, the teacher was the ssme sex fiend I'd had for Solid
Géometry. ] stsddswtbk tilted my chair back and %82 crashed to the floor
about twice a week.

Lunch was a riot. We ate at the same table every day and pulled stunts

and poper Sacks

with milk straws and salt shakers and hard-bailed aggi«that would've gotten
anybody else booted out of the lunchroom. The monitor let us alone because
we were the Brains. Hal and Al and Bill were straight A and Bob and I not
much balow. More than half the Top Twenty seniors were at our table. Also
we were in Lynx Club, wearing our fancy red-and-black sweaters which meant

forty
we were among the 8ig kislmy of the 700 or so I junior-senior boys.
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Goys’ Health

Fourth Period the gang was in Pessapsi=Hygiene, snickering at the

as he
Boys' Advisor, that fool,Atold us to take baths and brush our teeth and

be careful with girls. Fifth Period we were all in Chemistry. Arild and
I were lab partners and mapaged about one explesion a week.
Ever since I was a freshman 1'd stayed over for Sixth Periodg(Phough

) +o +ﬂk?
because of the 7:45 class 1 didn't have to) -Sixbba~Reried-was Debate, Bob

and Bill and I were on the first team now, thh:;h actually none of us could
debate worth a hoot. Our main problem was that when one of us was at the
podium telling the audience "“How to Obtain Human Happiness," or "The Best
Form of City Government for Seattls," or whatever the city-wide topic was
that §emester, the other two would be sitting in the front row making faces
and silently breaking up at every dramatic climax.

Once Golden Throat, the tsam star, came down with laryngitis and at
the last minute I had to substitute as the finishing speaker. I'd never
besen in the wind-up spot before_ and was shaking like a leaf. “My-mouthr—wes
wiioky=dsya The depate was away from home, at Garfield, and they had a

v also
reqgular stage and speakers' table,,a new experience for me., Sitting at the

oy mevkh vy shideys s

table waiting my turﬁ§p£==:$ng==npuum%ﬂmi had to have water or die. I picked

up the weews pitcher, filled a glass, and drank it. —featbe-aid:- The
audience busted out in hysterical laughter. The kid at the podium went red
in the face and stopped dead. He thought evérybody was laughing at him,

So did I. Until the second speaker was on and I took another drink and again
the audience was fractured. Suddenly I realized no eyss wers on speakers at
the podium, every eye was on me at the table. Just move a hand toward the

pitcher and all heck broke loose. What's so darn funny about a drink of
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and
water? Jfair-ovix figure that ouedl'd be right up there with Jack Benny

and Bob Hope and Red Skelton. The real shock was that even our coach

was laughing so hard he was crying. It makes you wonder about yourself.

Anyway, somehow I had the reputation of being a clown, maype because
chubby psople are suppossd to be jolly, and was appointed to the Pep
Committes, which staged Pep Assemblies before First Period the Friday mornings
of football games. for the final game of the season, with Ballard, the
committee chairman put me in charge. B8ob and Bill and I wrote a melodrama
and recruited buddies as actors.

Jc:nq

The play opened with violinists from the Lincoln Orchestra pswese

"Hearts and Flowers" and Bill, the narrator, explaining that the villainous
Commercial

Olaf Ballardson (Ballard was home port for fﬁ& fishermesn, mostly
Scandinavians) was foreclosing on the mortgage.

my cords rolled vp o my knees vnderneadt
The curtain rose on me, in a Frlght wig and one of Mother's old dressesjﬂ

i;czzzglng under the sneers of 0laf (George), who was twisting his mustaches
and saying, "Pay off the mortgage or you are mine, my pretty!" The
Lincoln Yell Team ran out from the wings and led the audience, better than
a thousand students and teachers, in a cheer, "Ballard! Ballard! B@6!"
Olaf exited and my old Grandmother (Frank, in a shawl, sitting in a rocking
chair) yelled in a cracked voice, "If only Abe Lincoln was herg!"

£d, who is way over 6 feet, entered on the run. InTz falsetto I cried,
"Bless you for hearing our prayers, Mr. Lincoln!" 1In his booming boice
he said, "Oh ma'am, I'm not Abe Lincoln. I'm his press agent. But here
comes Abe Lincoln an!" He pointed at the wings. According to the script,
quide o b

Bob, who is. sy under_ﬁ feet, was supposed to charge out in his Lynx Club

sweater.,
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noticed _ q
Well, while waiting for his cue Bob swemsmmxms a rope hanging from b

ra-F‘l‘c s __l—}!_¢l{o~‘-§ uned stepladder.

W“WM%!“ 8 SEERERE RN FEWR X E T
~dMpasun¥ So we were expecting him to walk on but he came swinging through the
air like Tarzan! The audience was stunned,«ibir-owepeists S0 wers us
actors. So was Bob when he let go of the rope and crashed to the stagse.
Ed had to pick him'up and steady his legs until he recovered., Fortunately
Abe Lincoln had no speaking lines) ,H{s Press Agent did all the talking.
The Yell Team ran ocut and;led a cheer, "Lincoln! Lincoln! Rah! Rah!
Rah!"
Things went on from there. At ths end Olaf Ballardson was sawing me
in half and I was screaming and Grandmother was rocking like mad and
whimpering. The Press Agent ran out and chasad 0laf around the stage while
Abe Lincoln shadow-boxed and the Yell Team led a cheer, "Give 'em the ax,
the ax, the ax{!" O0laf slunk off snarling, "Curses! Foiled again!" I
jumped up in the Press Agent's arms and Abe Lincoln took -bows and thse
Yell Team lad the Lincoln fight song.
It was the gmash hit of the football season. Better than the game,
which we leost. But during First Period the principal called the whole

ta1d
Pep Committee out of class into his office and %edd~we we should be

what we'd done
ashamed of being disrespectful to our martyred president,/ﬁ& was

practically sacrileg%ﬂﬁa.

You could almost turn superstitious. Somehow thers weren't asx many
big igw laughs after that., I can't remember such a dark and gloomy winter.

Life got grimmer and grimmer.
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Not because of the war, especially. It was a shock that Sunday

afterncon when I was returning from a long walk and Mother ran out of the
Lattacking

house yelling, "The Japs are‘bemsian Pearl Harbor!" War was weird, okay,
with radio stations going off the air at sunset and making the house so
quist, and with the blackout, and the air raid drills at school, and
convoys of Army trucks roaring up and down Aurora Highway, and anti-aircraft
guns and barrage bélloons in city parks and golf coursss. War seemed to
make everybedy stupid and hysterical. Sure, Jap submarines had shelled
the coast. But never in a million years could their fleet steam into
Puget Sound. Uar was sort of interesting but thousands of miles away and
none of my business. I wouldn't be 18 for a’couple years and esven then
they'd draft the women and children before me.

I was never going to be healthy. Just as 1 thought the pain was gone

heel

for good my darn sokde suddenly swelled up like a huge blister.’ I had to
o ;(-Fo vd 5

wear a sponge-rubber contraption that wouldn't fit in my regular shs®s.
I bought new ones three sizes too big and looked like I belonged in a circuse.

If I wasn't going to be healthy I didn't want to be an engineesr. Yeah,
Dad was always reménding me that even # in the worst of the Depression, when
he was lucky to get a pick-and-shovel job, the engineers never were out 6F
work and always made good money. What appealed to me, though, was building
bridges and highways in South America, which was why I'd taken Spanish.
But there'd be no fun hobbling around the Andes and ¥®& Tierra del Fuego
on crutches. I didn't want to build pridges anywhere slss. That sex fiend
had permanently soured me on math.

How could I afford college anyway? Sure, times were easier. e had

an inside toilet and an oil range in the kitchen and Dad had traded up
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to a '37 Plymbuth. But my folks nemded all their money. 1I'd have to earn
my way, and the $3 I made Saturdays at the Blue Ridge estdﬁb paid for
gas and other expenses but I could hardly save a nickel. Next year I'd nsed
5100 for tuition and another $100 for textbooks and a slide rule and drawing
set and so on. A fortune,

Yeah, and girls. None of our bunch went out with girls = or paid
them any attention. But everywhere you looked, there they were. And maybe
it was my imagination but two or three acted like I wasn't a fat and ugly
loudmouth. Th2re was a little dark-haired girl in Comp. Everywhere I
went in the balls I ran into her. She'd begun saying "Hi!" So I was
'saying "Hi!" Nothing else. What if I said more and she busted out laughing?
Sometime I was going to have to take a chance. She was driving me crazy.

Problems, problems, probg#ems. School was a mess.

One morning near the end of February the sun came up. I mean, it
dakk uml
came up. You get so used to rain and clouds you don't notice ho%Agray the
world is. But when you see the sun for the first time in wesks you notice.

The sky was clean blue. 1I'd forgotten the sky could be blue. Teachers

opened classroom windows and balmy L %mrdmpedsies breoezes sesped in, -cModd-ieg

Well, what actually made up my mind was pagsing the girl in the hall
after Fifth Period and for a change being first to say "Hi!" And she

didn't answer. Maybe she was busy talking to that other girl and didn't
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see me. But maybe 1 was wrong about how she felt. I wouldn't have a chance
to try another "Hi!" until tomorrow. I couldn't stick around the rest of
the day. I skipped Sixth Period and tock the 2:10 bus.

I was home by 3 o'clock and stopped off just long enough to change
clothes and tell Mother 1 might be late for dinner and ask her to feed the
chickens if I was;

I walkad out our driveway to 165th Street and followed it west to
Fremont Avenue, than down our neighborhood sledding hill.. A few pussy
willows were putting out their first liptle balls of gray fur. At the
bottom of the hill I turned north on th; valley road. A half-mils from
home was the secret place. 1 dropped off the road into the gully, careful
to lsave no tracks that could show a snoopy stranger this was where the
route started. Up in the trees on the far slope the poachers' path began,
climbing the hillside, detouring around blowdowns and a mucky spot where
skunk cabbage leaves were sprouting.

A half-mile from the road the path leveled out and intersected the
Pipeline Trail running from the Highlands on the south to Hidden Creek oﬁ
the north. Here 1 kept my eyes peeled. The Highlands is where the
Seattle millionaires live, fat and sassy behind thézr Cyclone Fence
patrollad by armed guards. Rich kids ride horses on the trail and if you
run into those snots you'd better duck sm in the brush and be invisible
because their idea of sport is to sic the deputy sheriffs on you.

Toéru, >

‘As always, 1 was amazed by the trail. All the country north of Seattle
was logged off years ago. The ws sacond-growth around our house was

He
getting sizeable -- some of the Douglas firs were 30 or 58 feet high --
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but it wasn't virgin forest. This was. The Douglas firs were tall and

huge and old, just like in the Olympics. The salad wasn't up to your knees,
it was over your head. And the forest smelled different. I1've never
figured out how, exactly, but if you led me into a forest blindfolded 1
could tell by my nose whether it was virgin or second-growth.

I1'd never gotfen over the shock, that first time with Arild, of
discovering virgin forest here, 10 miles from downtown Seattle. For B years
1'd lived a half-hour away and ncver suspected it was here. 1'd thought
the Highlands was in these trees. After all, even the valley road seemed
to belong to the millionaires. Once I'd been stopped tmews by a aaf county
clown in a prowler car and grilled. He #m was a mean so-and-so and 3;;5’7
smows ran me in on suspicion of burglary, or stealing golf balls from the

o (‘f‘u"’ way one of Ars'lJ; S"‘un"‘!! b}
Highlands golf course,'or maybe just for walking the valley road in Crummiy

/
feguan clothes.

Why was a virgin forest here? It seems that before Boeing made
airplanes he was a logger and whacked down the trees all along Pugst Sound,
‘including the area that became Blue Ridge and the Highlands, but saved
one spot for his private picnic ground. What a picnic ground!

In a half-mile the trail switchbacked gyés, switchbacked! /Zﬁst like
in the mountains!) down into a ravine choked with giant sword ferns and
thimbl:berry and salmonberry bushes and even genuine devils club. At the
bottom a creek rippled over smooth bright stones, a 5-foot-wide reme cOrﬁdvr
through the jungle., As always, I felt that by some sort of magic 1'd
walked right into the middle of Olympic National Park.

La!)‘
#n summer I usually follosed the creek down to the lake. I loved the

‘) oo+d’

clean yellowimh sand of the inlet delta and often took off my shoss and
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squished it in my toes. But now, after months of steady raiq, the creek
Sﬁuuhq
path was ankle-deep black muck. Alsoc the brush was still smaicing wet from
yesterday's rain. So I took the Danger Way, warily climbing the trail on
the far side of the ravine. A little upstream was a big brick cistern,
intake for the pipeline carrying water south to the Highlands. Nearby was
the caretaker's house and if he spotted a kid he came running and hollering
with his shotgun. But he never stirred far from the house or cistern so the
dangsr area was only a few hundred feet,

The trail jué;gé a grown-over single-lane road that cars hadn't driven
since before the Depression, when Boeing went broke and lost his airplane
company and didn't feel like picnicking anymors. A half-mile down the road
a trail turned off, leading ¥® a couple hundred feet south to the outlet
of Hidden Lake.

Here ] was again! At my lake., Not a huge lakse, about 10 acres,
ringed with shrubby vine maple and tall Douglas firs, MGssy logs sticking
out from the shors into the quiet water. Not a natural lake. Boeing dammed
up a marshy place to maks a private fishing hole -- which he finally
abandoned to the poachers.

fir

1 sprawled by the outlet in a soft bed of almost-dry/needles. The
mallard ducks that live year-round on the lake weren't scared of me but to
play it safe quacked a few quacks and swam to the other end. The sun had
stirred up the birds and the forest was full of music. I1'd never had much

luck identifying songs but knew robins and sparrows and wrens were part of

the chorus.
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In trail shadows the air had been chilly, still winter. Here in the
sun it was warm as true spring. I listeded to the waterfall é:;;-the little
concrete dam, 6 feet high, and smelled the plants that were sprouting
leavaes and soon would be blooming. Not long-em% ung;llthe yellow violets

Td

were out. And white @& trillium. Sometime TfEKhave to get a library book
were
and learn more about flowers, find out where all the smells e®e coming from.
The smells had been even richer last summer, when I made my major
pnvc:41404ln
explorations, nxnban@~pract1cally every square foot of my wilderness. First
the lake. I'd circled the shore on the poachers' path and poled a poachers'
raft all over, except where mushy masses of water weeds were growing nearly
to the surfacs. Actuallyx the lakse was on the way to becoming a peat bog.
But that would take years and years.
broshy old -
North of the lake I'd found a braeh—%eﬁgéeé‘trall climbing the hillside
to a high plateau and the end of virgin forest. From here it was legeed=off
vines and bradsen Leen .
<gwem pure alder and willow and blackberry cncat:yxgall the way north to
£rom e (ou«4q voad
Richmond Beach. Our Scout trail to the beach descendeﬁpfhrough there.
n
&%es the plateau in an open grove of maples and madronas I'd been surprised
to discover an old picnic shelter with a falling-down roof and rotting tables
and bsenches. It was spooky to think of people picnicking1ﬁere, children
racketing around in these woods, now so quiet. Those children would be
grown up now. Probably living in the Highlands. Snotty millionaires.
Near the end of summer there was only one chunk of territory I didn't
know -- the area between Hidden Lake on the north, the Pipeline Trail on
the sast, the Highlands on the south, and Pugst Sound on the west. Uns
day I'd decided to fill in the White Space on my map and set out from the

Pipeléms Trail heading due wast for the beach, which I guessed was about 2

g mileg away.
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'ca+%erq evergreen leaves
6"!4 4‘nuql\ wiry brnndwr "“’f,/'/

The going was roughser than iIﬂ heck. I crashed-£ﬁf6ugﬁﬂsalal,.climbed
over and crauled under logs, slithered down inte black-mucky ravinas, fought
ripping-slashing thorns and devils club. It was as mean a mess as any in
Olympic National Park.

A funny thing about Olympic National Park. Until recently I'd thought
it was always there, like Mt. Rainier National Park, which was created back
in the 1800s. Then I learned that when I crossed the boundary in 1938, on
the trail from Marmot Pass to Home Lake, the park was just a month old!

Now, of courss, it was going on 4 years. And I hadn't been there for 13
years, almost half its life. Well, I'd return someday. Meanwhile 1 had
Manning National Psrk.

Never as during that day in the White Space had I been so excited by
my wilderness. I had a fantasy of stumbling into a secret basin, a
miniature Deception Basin, with a little tiny glacier. That was scientifically

\m porti ble, .
-absusge . “Thore hadn't been glaciers here since the Ice Age. But struggling

and sweating
/ﬁthrough the Wnhite Space I could imagine that just out of sight the meadows
began, that I was at the foot of peaks I couldn't quite see.

Hours and hours 1 battled up hills and down ravines. My wilderness
was bigger than I'd dreamed. I kept thinking 1 smelled salt air but
always thnre was another hill to climb ovser.

Sudder%{ 1 broke out anto a wide trail! My gosh, what new world of
wonders méﬁgt it lead to? 1 had new raspect for Manning National Park.

Then I had a queer feeling the trail looked familiar. Yes. Ths

Pipeline Trail -- and a dozen feet from where I'd left it 4 hours earlier!
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b my amegemain

Well, the salt air hadpbeen for—paxdk,..” While making the giant circls
(or maybe a series of figure eights) I had got near the Sound. So even if
I was lost all afternoon I filled in the White Space. And there was a good
chance 1 was the first human being who ever did.

Lying by the lake this wonderful false-spring day, half-asleep in the
sun, I remembsered évery minute of my explorations of my jungle, in the
middle of which was a hole to let in the sky, and at the bottom of the hole

Tneredible,
a little piece of calm water. An hour from home’A Less than 2 hours from

4 ., . . . ’ .
all my Pfct!\::’;in(: " Fvezedbbley T hey didwt exigt here. Lincoln Jdidat exist,

' A N i . ~
Fhe whole world wasr wolderness. And T war Hhr only perren th it

Wilderness wasn't all I explored last summer. 1 spent days trying to
contact God. O0Oh, not by talking anymore. My idea of Him had grown. I
realized the Bible was junk, really an insult to Him. You couldn't put

st
God into a human body, or into a church, or into words. All thasﬂwas as
bad as the mumbo jumbo of African savages. No, you could never see God
with your eyes or talk to Him with your mind. You had to feel Him.
With your soul,

My feelings were sharp enough for it now. On those bad spring days
I1'd sit in a chair not reading, not listening to the radio, not thinking,
just feeling pain. I tried to use willpower to push it ocut of my mind, the
way Hindus do walking on red-hot coals. No chance. Pain hurts. So I'd
dive right into the fire, pretending I liked it. I'd join in the pulse of

the pain and get my soul swinging in the rhythm, burning in the flamss.

It still hurt.
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qvgq Pooped
Then, just like that, it would &kepe I'd be sweaty and exhewebed but

Feel
would hewe this tremendous semssmef peace,emdesdews 1'd look out the window
and holy cow how grsen the trees were! 1'd go out in the yard and houw
dehciovs - swveed peas
swest flother's pansies smelled! ,
that
By summer the fires were burnt out. But nov\l wasn't feeling pain
intensely I g felt sverything intensely, as if the flames had burnad the
skin away from my nerves.
I'd lay on my back by the outlet weserfadd of Hidden Lake and leok up
to sunlight on green crowns of the firs and white clouds in the blus skye.
+he - ol
I1'd smell fir needles and leaf mold. I'd heaEAwatefﬁand bird songs. 1'd
block all thoughts from my mind and just feel. God was here, He was in
perfeetly

all this. 1I'd layAstill and strain my soul. Sometimes I felt I was

leaving my body, was entering Him. That's what Heaven is.

Well, I never quite made it.

But I knew Hs was there. He had to be. If He wasn't, if there was
a nothing that was etermal and infinite -- too horrible, too horrible!
It would be Hell.

That was ancther of my big problems this winter.

I1'd been slespy but the remembering woke me up. I decidad I had to
ses the Sound, the Olympics, which I hadn't for weeks. It was 5 o'clock,
awful late to go clear to the beach, I'd have to hustle, but with War Time
it wouldn't be dark until 7.

lownsFream -Fvvn;_ o

A bit bedew the lake, at the little hatchery where Bosing used to raise

his trout, the road turned into trail. The way was steep now, making the
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final drop to sealevel -- 500 feet bselow the elevation of our house. The
creek ha TEIVEC S eryeineedd e @di G irtdmOd-dyena me éhlaéhed ovaer mossy logs
in a series of wabsrfalls.

The trail crossed the creek on an 8-foot-high timber-and-dirt dam.
Inside a shack a toy turbine was buzzing away, generating a dab of
alectricity for some fool in the Highlands. The beach was only a couple
hundred feet off. A guy could follow the creek down if he didn't mind a
fright of logs and brush and treacherous clay banks. I did. The only
time I tried it I was nearly killed.

Anyhow there was an easier way. But not exactly a cinch. Across the
dam was that darn Cyclone Fence that complstely circles the Highlands.
However, next to the Reessewaex fence was a power pole fitted with foot
irons. You climbed the irons, stepped down on the three strands of barbed
wire, and jumped to the ground. A few feet away was the road that runs from
the Highlands to the bsach.

The hard part was coming back&; Climbing the Cyclone Fence from the
Highlands side was tricky. A single false move and you were bleeding. Once

G‘V‘()‘IA 0‘1‘ Lq +‘6kl”’ﬂ o T a,r.-;L.fJ =
1 decided to teies the civilized way home, ssd fedlawed the dirt road up the

A
steep bluff to the top, where it became blacktop and entered what looked liks
a city park except for the enormous houses, practically palaces. Guys in
the shrubbery -- gardeners, butlers, chaufé@eurs, golly knows what -- glared
at me., I realized 1'd made a terrible mistake emd~E5¥Rocebeels A car
came wheeling around a corner and screeched to a stop. 1 was under arrest!

No, it was the guy with the paper route. He recognized a fellow outsider

when he saw one. He @ laughed and said, "Bett<r ride with me, Jekex kid."
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1 understood why when we reached the gate and I saw the guards with their

ugly pistols and faces. No sir, you can sneak in the back door of the

snealk
Higblands but to g&& out the front door you'd need a tank.
! r(l\)rn (‘"me pea e

tlme today to worry about g!ttzagx the/Fence. Because a minute

after jumping down from the barbed wire I was across the railroad tracks
and on the bsach! .Homa!

1 walked by the water practically laughing out loud, hearing the waves
slapping the sand, looking at the clean-washad pebbles. I love the

c haos w'H‘ Secret
cpafueten of a virgin forest, -wbm-escreey—ef—hidden nooks, e hundreds of
shades of green and brown and black, ®e smells of trees and muck. But also
bk
w

I love the neatness of the baach,Athe simple gray of sand and blue of water
and white of breakers, the tang of gk salt breezes, the wideness of the
horizon and thc sky. Forests give you privacy, beaches give you freedom.

Almost I could have been at Parsons. From the beach the railroad

and blee cla», )

was invisible. The bluff of glacial gravel and till was so high, so thick
with alders and maples, the Highlands didn't exist. For miles south the
bluff kept houses far back from the shore. 1 could hardly tell Ssattle was

TM‘ 5’~or(' J-—-H-v her“s was even wilder — the whele
st AL ELY kg awepive 2 miles to Richmond Beagh

there.
there weren't any houses or roads for a mile or so inland.

I walked out on tH: Highlands dock, still in fair shape even though
steamers of the mwswwkw#x®X mosquito fleet probably made their last calls
here a dozen years ago. Of course, what they used to call the Puget Sound
water road was busy as ever. Several freighters were out there now. Also
a fighting ship, maybe a heavy cruiser, headed south to the Bremerton Navy

Yards. It lookad pretty w2 shot up. Two tugs were lashed alongsids.
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I sat on the end of the dock, legs dangling over desp water where
drifting
Jjellyfish were il and bullheads darting. Time to enjoy the main show.
ke pedes tlabr of e abeve b'ue-qn"m
The Olympic skyline was crispy whlte,/xSmack in the center was the 4;Hu+n
7173%- Loot /
rugged summit of the third-highest peak in the range, Mt. Constance, whlch

A

1'd walked most of the way around on the Three Rivers Hike. North were

rounded ridgss of Marmot Pass country. South was the wide valley of the
Dosswallips, one fork leading to Mt. Anderson, the other to Deception Basin,'ko
the hundreds of marmots hibernating under the snow below Hayden Pass -- and

to Lost Pass., South of the valley rose Mt. Jupiter, then the Brothers,

which I1'd seen that morning we climbed from derk—gray- fog at Home Lake to
sunshine on Del Monte Ridge and gazed out to rocky brown islands floating

in a sea of shining white clouds. 1 wanted to rsach out and hug it all.

Suddenly the sun dipped into wispy clouds I hadn't even noticed. Our
weather comes from the Olympics. Rain tomorrou, -erd-fer-gesksto-cones.
Better make the most of today.

The clouds turned pink, the sky behind them s milky blue. Valleys
wers darkening, snowfields dimming.

The colors got wilder. 1 didn't know their g names. You say the
clouds are rose and orange and scarlet and crimson and purple, the sky is
yellow and gold and green, but those aren't #ks right -—emse. I don't think
there are words for these colors. They stretched from one end of the
jagged skyline to the other, fierce as the sun. There couldn't be colors
this violent without noise. There should be earthquakes, volcanors popping
like firecrackers on the Fourth of July., But the only sounds were little

waves splashing, cold breezes whispering.
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This was the place. This was the ‘s moment.
So what happened? Nothing. The band of color narrowed and faded and
was gong) /Bﬁly a strip of pale blue outlining the black peaks. Twilight

on the water. I was shivaring.

1 stood up and faced the forest. Good gosh! While I was watching the

end of day in the west, night had snuck up on me from the east. ¥ lSe-

SRR A"

I was in for it. With no flashlight I nadn't a ghost of a chance of
walking the trail. The Highlands route led straight to jail. Unly ons
way home -- 2 miles along the railroad tracks to Richmand Beach, then 3 miles
of roads.

Night swallowad the Olympics, and then the Sound except for starlight
on the waves.

Something was weird. 1'd often walked the beach after dark but this

? __up and dpwn_/ .

night was diffarent. UWhat was wrong. 1 looked "wwen tne Sound and it hit
me. No lights anywhere -- not a single light. Cities and touns were out
there -- or were before the sun went down. All gons now. The whole world
was black. Blacksd out. Tha Sound probably nadn't been this dark sincs the
white man came a hundred years ago. Or longer, becauss for thousands of
years the Indians built fires on these shores. Maybe this was the blackest
thg Sound had been in 10,000 years. Spooky. Maybe I was the only
person left in the world.

I was passing the gravel pit where we used to ski on barrel staves

when suddenly I was blinded. A flashlight flicked on, flicked off,
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But there was time to glimpse uniforms and rifles. The soldiers asksd me
all sorts of questions before they decided I wasn't a Jap come to sabotags

the gravel pit.

On the main street of Richmond Beach I couldn't see my hand in front
ln\HS'l,a)f
of my face. SuddeanAbodies were pushing and shoving me. I thought 1

was going to be mufdered for a Jap. No. ,It was just town kids who mistook
T explened T wasat. .
me for one of the jgﬁﬁqAﬂTmy apologized. I got home at 9:30,

WC(‘IT.Y

I was asdemgmtime figuring out 4te—meewdme-ef all the things that

happened that afternoon and night, and @ the thing that didn't heesseen.
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Chapter 4

LONELY AS A CLOUD

Deckhands cast off hawsers, bells rang and whistle blasted and engine

labored, shuddsring deck set my legs a-dancing. Screws churned cloud-gray
bubbles

waves to a turmoil of lime-green water and white ﬁmg%hf’pushing the dock

away, away, away. The oil-smooth lane between lines of lingering foam marked

the path from land, land, land over the sea, the sea, the sea,

Leaning on the upper-deck railing I looked down to the boiling water
stew (plunge basin of a mountain waterfall) and out the lengthening waks.
Ferry slip grew smallsr. Goodbye, little village of Edmonds. And goodbye,
too, big city of Seattls.

Where will 1 unroll my slesping bag tonight? Who cares? Not I. The
day is as plan-free as my life, what's left of it. This moment I know, the
coming 2 hours to Port Ludlow I can predict from memory. Tonight is a
mystery, tomorrow a formless void, next uéek does not exist. Better so.
Distant goals lead a roamer astray. Keep moving. Better not to know whers.

Three hours ago 1'd ne notion how or where I'd spend the empty week
between Spring Quarter finals and the start of Summer Quarter. In my
basement room I listened to 80 feet pounding the other side of my ceiling,
girls‘carrying lugyage to taxis and parents' cars. By evening the ceiling

would be silent, my bslow-ground cave still as a tomb.
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Tomorrow, if I walked under the boughs of Greek Row horse-chestnut
tress the half-block from Kappa Dslta down 17th Avenue to 45th Street and
crossed to the campus, I'd see no lovely lasses in the grasses. Squirrels
and robins. And if I walked the two blocks down 45th to University Way, 1'd
see no Avenue sidewalks crowded with gorgeous girls, no restaurant-booth
coveys of lemon-coke sippers. Elderly shoppers.

Abruptly I was in the Model A headed home. My folks' home, that is.
You can't go home again, not with time and the river flowing. The world was
my home now. Here and there 1 paused to camp. As at Kappa Dslta.

And as, last fall, in the Geology Department. Dad accepted it after
I convinced him geologists also had been fat and happy during the Depression,
running transits with the engineers. He was content and I was reasonably
so; if I had to make a living, rocks and glaciers were more congenial than
crector Sets. Howevaer, in dark and fearful Winter Quarter I envisioned
the coming years (if any) with eye screwed to microscope and knew my love
for raw wildland could not submerge my loathing for fossil worms.

Vincent Sheshan stesred me on a new course, to my folks' chagrin. I
decided to be a foreign correspondent, traveling remote mountains between
affairs with exotic Eurasian beauties. But my Spring Quarter camp in the
Journalism Department was brief, The advisor wore a bow tie. The Daily
Shack girls were alien but not exotic. I found no glamor, only flash,

The Univarsity says everybody has got to be someplace. 1 moved to
General Studies, where the advisor was as satisfied as I to look no farther
than Summer Quarter. No need to follow the balanced diet of a prescribed

curriculum. No need to grimly chew what's good for you. I could pick



and chooss from the smorgasbord at my whim. In spring I'd tasted tnglish
Comp, Poli Sci, and Psych. 1In summer I'd sample Econ, Soc, and 17th-18th
Century English Lit. Fall? If I lived so long, maybe 19th Century English
Lit, MOCTCTAprrod TatTon Philosophy. Perhaps I'd take piano lessons.

Yes, 1 was free of the chains of life plans (and nearly of life).
Good, Planning shrinks dreams. Planless dreams are infinite -~ if not
eternal, 1It's the difference between hiking a beaten trail and wandering
cross-country, half-lost, as on my expeditions in Manning National Park.

A half-hour from Kappa Delta I turned off Aurora Highway on 165th
Street, to home. Former{home. Melancholy Familiar, the 10 years vivid.
Yet after 3 months of Sunday dinners only, strange-remote as childhoad.

I stopped just long enough to pick up mountain gear. No explanations
required. ‘Nobody home. Mother was in Seattle repairing electric shavars,
womanning the home front while GI Joe was away, earning so much that she
and Dad had given up hagpburger for black-market steaks (well, gray market)
and would pay off the haouse in a year rather than squeezing out monthly
instalments to unimaginably distant 1958. 0Dad was safe from the draft
unless the Japs landed in Elliobt Bay. Because of that, though in peacetime
the Disston policy demanded a college degree as the ticket out of the
proletariat, he'd escaped the shipping room and truck, was wearing the white
collar he'd lost in the Depression -- and was selling ten times more saws
and knives to lumber mills than the drafted college boy he replaced.

My folks were reolling in dough, easily could pay my way through the U
if I wanted. 1 didn't. They thought me stupid to abandon free room and

board in a cozy country home to live in a mildew-dismal basement and
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waste 2 hours a day waiting table and washing dishes for 40 fancy females,
Yes, they thought me stupid. But yes, they understood. Dad was my

age when, after graduating from Lowell High at 15 and spending a year in

commercial school, he'd one day walked away from his desk at the bank and

razzed off on his motorcycle to Boston to Join the Navy and see the world.

And Mother was my age when, after graduating from Lincoln and being assigned

by elder brother to serve as youngasst-daughter housekeeper to their aged

accepted
widowed mother, she met the wise-guy gob with the funny accent and €5=n£
his offer oF -Frce_Jom.

ARl it G

I didn't have to explain. Dad and Mother understood how it was far me
nights in the quiet country, sitting at the same desk as in grade school,
gazing out my bedroom window south to the distant sky-glow. They understood

city days were tantalizing, that I yearned for city nights, for the Big Party.

Edmonds shrank to a smidgen in blue-breen distance of mainland forests.

I walked the open deck :; the ferry front (no true stern or stem on these
double~engers) and looked down to the blunt prow cleaving the waves.
Travéling the water road at a steady-throbbing 10 knots, we were leading
Puget Sound, entering Admiralty Inlet. To starboard lay Whidbey Island,

the wave-cut cliffs of glacial till rising vertically from beach to green
forest. To larboard lay the Kitsap Peninsula, tha lighthouss-marked sand
spit of Point No Point jutting from green forest. Ahead was Faulweather

Bluff, concealing the openings to Hood Canal and Port Ludlow. The Olympics

were cloud-smothered. No matter. Clouds are temporary, even as I.
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Below on tha vehicle deck was the Jaunty royal-blue Model A, the sole
car, not counting several routine tWucks whose routine drivers were ih the
restaurant routinely coffeeing up. Where, this minute, were those thousands
of'jiggly-fleshed coeds? If they were smart they'd be here with me. But
I was the solitary adventurer.

Always the water road had been the route to adventure. Ever since the

mosquite — ffeet |
/q_Iyee Scout and Carlyls II and Virginia V carried me to Parsons. And long

before that, when the Saturday-night ferry from Bainbridge Island to
Seattle meant feasts in restaurants (two desserts if I wanted) and the
Arabian Nights palaces where we saw America's top vaudeville acts and
Hollywood's L;i;;t-moviesj inclqun, +he new Falkies.

Yet never was a voyage so exciting as this. Partly becauss I was, for
the first time in my life,_glgﬂg.' Partly because I neither knew nor cared
where I was going. Partly because when I awoke in the basement cave 6 hours
ago I hadn't dreamed I'd now be sniffing cold salt wind, watching qulls 7obLlf

' rerfavrant
agyahhbaﬂaaﬁxbarbage tossed overboard, spotting a seal poke its dog-like
face eugzgf the water to marvel at the huge noisy sea beast.

I was as excited as on the Tuesday morning a year ago March when my

threw

term of lowland exile i ended and Arild and 1 pwswd gear in his Model A
and headed for a name on the map, Monte Cristo, reputed to be a ghost town
in the heart of the Cascades. Ue fell short, blocked by snow on the new-built
road following the bed of the old mining railroad. So what? We camped
beside the South Fork Stillaguamish River, then climbed 2 stesp milas to
Heather Lake, 3800 feet above sealevai, 10 feet deep in snow, a mile deep

c'ovJs,,f

in £fsz Romping in white snow and white fog, all the universe white but

Arild and me, I glanced at my watch and realized our buddies were now in
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Chemistry, doubtless baffled by the unexplained absence of the two rummy
bombers. (No mystery, really. We worked weekends, forwwmoiay, To take
a mountain ;rip we had to skip school.)

We laughed like maniacs, hearing invisible avalanches thunder down
invisible cliffs, thinking of our friends dfowsing in a warm classroom while
we held a snowball fight that ended in a wrestling match, rolling over and
over down a slope of soft avalanche snow. Part of my laugh, the bitter
part, was for the little dark-haired girl,

The afternogn of a winter day I'd just happened to drive my Model A to
Lincoln she just happened to miss the Maple Leaf bus and it zsummwka somehow
came to pass that I gave her a ride home. And a night soon thereafter we
were in the darkness of a theater and as I sat paralyzed by her nearness she
sighed and dropped her head on my shoubder and I gasped at the close smell
of female hair. But on our date last Friday night, when 1 told her I loved
her, she flinched and wouldn't let me put my arm around her.

I'd considered pulling a Mallory -- not on Eversst, on Mt. Rainier.
Iﬁ the winter of 1936 a youth seeking to build enough of a reputation to
earn an invitation on ths next American expedition to the Himalaya climbed
alone to the summit of The Mountain. On the descent he slipped and died and
for days was all over tha front pages. Recalling his example, I wrote
suicide notes that wrung my heart. But where was the pleasurs in killing
myself if I couldn't be around afterward to enjoy her remorse? More fun
to skip with Arild, let her wonder for 2 days where I was.

Arild and I spent many a spring evening together. He'd drop by the

house in his A and we'd drivs to the beach, gather beer bottles from passion
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pits, toss them in the waves, and throw rocxspunt@&-%hﬁy»u@ee—bu@%ﬁdvv

were bo:‘!{'-/ .

When uﬁ:saa~eu£=n£=tl-g-i: bottle%Awe'd walk edome by the water looking

across to the Olympics and I'd tell of places we could hike come summer.

As weeks passed and I lost faith in God and capitalism and the little
dark-haired bitch, who wouldn't even go out with me anymore, we flew the
coop again, again'aiming for Monte Cristo but by a different route. Us
drove the North Fork Skykomish River road, where loggers were ripping into
the forest, and turned up Silver Creek, where virgin forest was unmolested,
A washout stopped the A and we hauled packs 3 miles to Mineral City, 2000
feet. Some city! A cabin and twe obaregs sheds. We camped in the cabin

Cl’f}’f

Tuesday night and weabuemed far into the spooky mine. Wednesday we plowed
sno%rﬁiles up Silver Creek, exploring more abapdoned log cabins, more old
mines. At 3500 feet, sinking in snow to our knees and the slope steepéning
for the final rise to 4500-foot Silver Lake, beyond which lay the fabulous
Monte Crista, we quit. Another failure? No, another victory. During the
Tuesday-wWednesday wF wildsrness I forgot the doom hanging over Thoosday-
Ffiday‘ Lincoln,

On our third flight to sanity we were joined by Al, whose folks!
summer‘zzas’on the Miller River provided snug quarters. Next day we hiked
7 miles to the outlet of Lake Dorothy. UWhy Dorothy again? Not for the
beauty. Because it had put ths hex on me and had to be confronted. The
whole 7 miles out, free of cane and pain, I laughed. No longer haunted,
in a few weeks I'd return in triumph to the high hills. 1I'd show Arild,

who'd never been in the mountains at all before Heather Laka, some high

times.
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I didn't. A week after graduation he asked me to drive him downtown
to the train station. Why? He'd enlisted in thz damn Navy! Uithout a
word of warning. 1'd supposed his springtime glooms and frenzies were
purely sympathetic. Engrossed in my own ordeal it hadn't occurred toc me
that he, a ysar and some months older than I, was draft bait the moment
the principal handed him h:rcﬁploma. There was a worse shock. He'd not
Just joined the Navy, he'd volunteered %= as gunner on a torpedo plane.
God! The nation was still mourning Torpedo Squadron 8, wiped out at Midway.
 For adults only,

He'd gone mad. When he boarded the train the war was no longer Swjekes—

I knew I'd never again see the square-jawed, red-headed Norwegian fool,

Port Ludlow, decades ago a noisy, smoky sawmill town, harbor jammed
with lumber schooners, whorehouses and saloons roaring with sin, now was
a cluster of rain-bleached, moss-grown frame buildings decaying into the
silence of second-growth forest. Only a falling-down coffee shop-tavern
rétained a glimmer of life. The Model A rattled over ferry-slip planks ¥
onto the dock, the land -- not Seattle-land, Olympic-land, a short seagull
flight from the city yet well-defended from casual approach by the

+he

infrequency and slowness of ferries andﬂexorbitant fares charged by the
pirates who owned the Black Ball Line.

I stopped at a gas station and bought 4 gallons, an A stamp's worth, a
week's ration. The grease monkey took my B80¢ but -- unused to the rules

after 6 months -- forgot to collect a stamp. Ffour free gallons, 80

free miles! Omens were good.



The junction with the peninsulagicircling Olympic Highway. A decision:

right or 1eft? A purely random twist of the wheel turned me right, toward
range.
the Strait of Juan de Fuca and the north slope of the scliesing..

The Model A settléd into the comfortable long-distance pace of 2B miles
per hour. At 35, a fun speed on city streets, the nimble-quick steering
demanded close attention. At 45, good sport on country washboard, the
stiff-sprung begst bucked and‘pitched like a rodeo bronco. At 55, to which
I'd onca floorboarded it in the mandatory ritual of "seeing what she'll do,"
1 was more in the air than on the seat, only by a tight grip of the wheel
kept from flying out the cloth-and-tar roof. At 28 the A drove itself.

I could relax and simply ride. And think.

Why had reflexes turned me right? Because right was unknown. Left was
down Hood Canal, past familiar side-roads to the Quilcene, Parsans, the Dose.
My want today was for something other than a sentimental return.

I1'd made the return last years Dad and I drove the Dose road to the
end at Constance Creek, scrambled up rock cliffs and tree-root ladderways
the vertical 2 miles, gaining 4000 feet, to Lake Constanca. Camped by
the sﬁore in alpine firs were two other hikers. Well, not hikers --
Mountain Troopers, all in khaki, with odd packs and queer boots, carrying
ropes and ice axes. They were taking a "holiday" from training on Mt.
Rainier for campaigns against Nazis in Norway and the Alps, concaivably
the Japs in Alaska.

Sunday wa climbed from the little cirque lake up a talus of limestonés

t)g ;\(’q""‘

matamorphoseﬁﬂinto pastel pinks and greens, then through portals of



4-10

ascended 4be 4 lacial

Dead Man Canyon. Two miles we Fe&&owed—%hqutf6U§H’SE;eﬁ—aﬁeéent-g*ucier-

between serrate summit ridges of Constance's sast and west peaks, séumbizing.
Y
over moraines and rockslides, Paeddre walls of pillow lava, bizarrs
formations resulting from hot basalt erupting under the sea. At the
canyon head we ate lunch by a rock-strewn scrap of bare ice, a 3-acre
ancient
remnant of the glaciser that once flowed all the way into thiqDolb Glacier.

Dad was my lone companion of the summer. Arild was gone. Hal and Al

were brushing trails and fighting fires for the Skykomish Ranger District

. of the Forest Service, Bob was putting in 6 and 7 days a week at the

shipyards. Bill, never a hiker anyway, had moved to Kansas with his family.
The Clympic return was superb. Little less so were two investigations

of the Cascédes, mountains closer to home but for me mostly a White Space

on the map, my knowledge of them mainly derived from trail descriptions in

Dad's copy of the Ben Paris Fishing Guide.

Une weckend we attained (a year late) some of the Foss Lakes -~ Malachite,

Copper, Little Heart, Big Heart, and Angeling —-- filling tiny and enormous
cirques scooped by Ice Age glaciers. Did I like the Cascades? 1 reserved
my verdict. Thz country was grandly alpine yet not quite "home." Rather
than Olympic shales and slates spiced with bgsalts, the rock was monotonaous
granite., Rather than rising brown and naked from screes, thse cliffs were
gray and patched by hanging Jungles of scrubby trees. Rather than grass,
the meadows were heather.

Another weekend we hiked up Surprise Creek, a tributary of the
Skykomish River (as were the Miller, the Foss), to Surprise and Glacier

Lakes. Then we followed the trail through granite barrens to the
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heather-covered summit of Surprise Mountain, 6500 feet. Across the deep
valley of Deception Creek stood a dead ringer for Mt. Olympus -- snow-gleaming
Mt. Daniel, 7986 feet, highest peak in King County. Ffar south, dim in

summer haze, was 14,408-foot Mt. Rainier. Far north was 10,700-foct Mt.
Baker. And to my amazement, northeast was a third ice~white volcano I

hadn't known existed, 10,500-foot Glacier Peak., Ohne "“;h*' very wel|
learn  + like ke ascades.

Tha Summer of the Return was a fulfilment. Yet without the anchor of
those three weekends -- the days themselves and the remembering -- I wonder

have often disqueting
whare I might p# drifted thoss Pighbmane months.

The day after graduation I walked into thes warshouse of Washington Egg
and Poultry%f Cooperative, on Elliott Bay, hit the foreman up for a job, and
Just like that was pushing a handtruck. What was the pay? He said 71¢ an
hour. Did I hear him right? VYes. Not so incredible, actually. Bob was
making 95¢ at the shipyards. And avery Montana sheepharder had abandoned
the woollies, and every Okie the Dust Bowl, and every Arkie the 0Ozark
stills, and they all were at Boeing getting 60¢ es—Begitmer—mwechamics
bQilding Flying Fortresses. It wasn't real money, of course. It was
wartime counterfeit, -eur-ewe American ersatz. By summer's end I was up to
89¢ and with ovartime often took homs $40 mRe® a week. In less than a month
I saved enough for a University year and by September had stuffed my bank
account embarrassingly full. I couldn't think houw to spend such wealth.
War was a good deal if you didn't have to fight,

The flood of money was obscene. So was the making of it. From a

distance I worshipped the proletariat, heroes and heroines of WPA postoffice

murals, and dreamed of leading the masses to the barricades. But face to
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+

face in the warehouse, my noge recoiling from the reek of rum and Coca Cola,
I had serious doubts they'd ever be sober enough to overthrow the
government. Certainly exhorting them to revolt would be tough, wherbegcede
as it way

their vocabulary limiteq/Go profanity and obscenity and blasphemy. To be
sure, I no longer winced to hear the nams of the Lord taken in vain. And
I realized man was an animal and "fuck" a synonym for "love." Still, much
of the wérehouse language -- words I'd never heard bekese or sven seen on
toilet walls, words whose meanings I didn't at first grasp -- upset my
stomach.

If they weren't drinking and swearing they were screwing, and though
1 supported free expression of animal instincts and yearned to express my
own, proletarian sex was repulsive. U0ne morning a raw-poned broad-assed
Wyoming cowgal detoured through the warbhouse on the way to her job in the

orqe rose¢.,

cannery. She winked at me and my aicwuuh—%srnodv I wasn't so innocent
I didn't understand the meaning of that jerk of the thumb. An answering
wink Msmw and -- at 6:30 in the morningx for Godsake! -- she'd run behind
tﬁe stacked cases of Lynden Twistee Noodle Dinner and flop on her back.
Offered the chance to get rid of my virginity, I almost thresw up. Fuck was
not an exact synonym for love.

Manual labor was hot ennobling. Yet there were worse degradations, as

in fall

I learned/ét J.C. Penngy,imellak clerking Saturdays and Monday evenings
with other students, boys and girls., Every month the department manager
fired and replaced three-quarters of his staff of several dozen clerks.

I was puzzlsd to survive every purge, and puzzled too by how the managsr

knew so precisely which of the kids were stealing, which in his absence
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were hiding from customers, being too busy trying to make out. Revelation
came in January when he offered me a dime more an hour to be an informer.

1 was shocked by this flagrant example of capitalistic treachery, shocked

to find many of my fellow clerks wesx had sold out to the bosses, and shocked

}5{‘00”6.
most of all 1 should seem a worthy candidate for fIrms I quit.

Sunset on Sequim Bay. Can of pork and beans heated on the fire and
eaten with bread and margarine and a cup of milk. Sleeping bag spread under
the firs. “ew I sat on the dock end, legs dangling over pilingét;lapping
waves, the atmosphere suffused with pink.

I'd never been here before, had no intention of being here until I saw
the sign marking the turnoff for Seqéim Bay State Park, had no idea whare
I'd be tomorrow.

All was new. The highway (the A virtually sdewss the sole user) had
climbed over rolling hills of second growth, wound along creek valleys by
cdws grazing bottomland pastures, descended to saltuwater again at Part

close  wmder evtermost
Discoveﬁf\a%m=u==ﬁu-b-eﬁ the feemet iugh ridge of the Olympics, climbed
another hill, the road bordered by white-and-pink bloussoms of wild
rhododendron, and dropped to Sequim Bay.

All was new. But old, famjliar. Marmot Pass, Highlands dock, Richmond

(S summers with dhe lenglh o8 & long winters I
Beach -~ in these past 5 yeariﬁl'd seen (and felt) many an Olympic sunset,
The Ulympics are the Sunset Mountains. 1If they now were hidden behind me,

if the view was out to the Strait of Juan de Fuca and faraway Vancouvsr

Island, still it was another Olympic sunset.
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Yet nothing was old, familiar. Because:

"Nobody knows where I am!"

At Heathar Lake and Mineral City, Arild knew where I was., Even on
explorations of Hidden Lake wilderness my folks knew approximately where I
was. Should I be wanted now (except for my folks, by whom might that be?)
there'd be no clue where to look.

Alone in Sequim Bay State Park. Alone in the world. For the first time
in my life, truly alons. Not that it was entirely my choice.

I hadn't abandoned God. He abandoned me. He lost his right to exist
by failing to acknowledge that I existed. Ah, with what cold, fierce glee,
a year ago spring, I raced through the closing pages of Mark Twain's The

Mysterious Strangsr! With what exaltation I said aloud, "THERE IS NO GOD!"

Christ it was thrilling. To be sure, I called myself a freethinker,
shrinking from that word, that terrible scary lightning-inviting word, until

the warehouse summer and H.L. Mencken's Trsatise on the Gods. Then I at last

unloaded excess baggage, embraced the cosmic loneliness, with dreadful
pfide accepted the name of atheist.,

I hadn't abandoned Americanism. Americanism abandoned me. Mather's
family had always been Republican because her father remembered a day in his
early childhood when a rider galloped down the Pennsylvania road yelling,
"They've murdered Lincoln!" Grandfather ran in the house and hid under the
bed, knowing that now the Democrats had got Lincoln they'd be coming after
him. Dad's family had always beeanepublican because in Massachusetts anly
Catholics are Democrats. 1'd bsen for Hoover in 1932 (and a little Lowell

Mick damn near killed me for saying so), had worn the Landon sunflower in
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'36,me% the Win With willkie button in '40. But a year ago spring I'd
begun to understand the meaning of our family history, starting on
Bainbridge Island, my earliest remembered home, through the uprocting move
to Seattle, the desperate week-long drive across the continent to Lowell,
where Dad's father was tight with the bosses and eble to get him a job,

the bloody year-long battle of strikers and strikebreakers, and the
despairing retreat acrass the continent to a shack in the country among the
stumpranchers. When everyone I knew was poor, the only visible wealth in
movies, my patriotism was staunch. But when I mowed lawns of the Blue Ridge
estate and saw the Highlands mansions behind the Cyclone Fence I was
enraged. A shift from Republican to Democrat would not suffice. All
Roosevelt had done was presarve capitalism from the necessary revolution.

I read Bertrand Russell's Propossd Roads to Freedom and rencunced

Americanism altogether,
I hadn't abandoned the Revelution. The Revolution abandoned me.

Sheehan's Personal History of the Chinese Revolution converted me to

Communism, a faith confirmed by Edgar Snow's Red Star Over China. Louis

Fischer's Men and Politics modified my convictions to anti-Stalinism. Last

spring I nad high hopes for the Trotskyites and eagerly attended meetings of
the Socialist Workers Party. (It is quite possible to despise the proletariat
but s#2T work for liguidation of the capitalists; they have it coming.)
However, during discussiup periods my evesry questign was answered by a
patronizing, "To got into that subject you must first study the dialectic."
Finally I pinned down the star agitator and asked, "what the hell is

dialectic?" He sold me a steck of pamphlets explaining the Lenin-Trotsky



line. I tried to swallow it. And decided if Marxism isn't bullshit there's
no way to tell the difference with your eyes closed. 1 pretended an
intersst a while longer for the sake of three ravishing Trotskyite girls,
confident that as revolutionary comrades we would practice free love,

When I found the witches wers married to &wee agitators in thz Merchant
Marine and had no free love for me 1 became a philosophical anarchist.

I hadn't abandoned my fiiends. They abandoned me. First, they stayed
hodmivigme healthy. Second, they remained on Lower Campus, pursuing their
Tinker Toy engineering, rather than following me to Upper Campus for a
genuine education. 1 couldn't blame them too much. They lived in fear,
were feeding their brains into a meat-grinder to obtain security. No
security for me. The next Depression wasn't my worry, anymore than tha war.
The world is dangerous and there is no security. Last winter, briefly, the
pain again. The cheerful campus doctor listened to my heart and gave me
sulfa pills and told me always to wear a hat in the hot sun and go slow up
steps. 1 staggered zembiembike~aemd wobbly-kneed from the Health Center into
thg/Bigckest bleakest gwismw®®t night since Creation, knowing 1'd soon learn
tHe truth about eternity the hard way. I sat by Frosh Pond staring at

raindrop-dancing water, staring inte the face of Death.

Sun warming the bag. Awake! Savor salt breszes off the bay. UWhat

aromas
fdauome will there be in the winds of tonight?

moccasins,
Crawl out. Pull on wermsxiwsx Stand up. What is that "crunch"?

Must've got a twig in the mwemS®e® moccasin. Take it off, look for twig =~
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and ses the ruins of my glasses, placed there last night for saf ekeeping.
Hell!

Blindness was no hindrance walking to the Model A. But the highway
was a blur. Yes, I could safely follow the fuzzy ysellow line, but only in
rainbows do yellow lines lead to pots of gold. Whatever my day's destination
might be, the route there certainly would be on narrow, twisty, dirt roads
I'd damn well better be able to see.

Thirty cautious miles I followed the yellow line over the Sequim

dairy - ranchers’ [omber - mill
Prairie, through th%Aham@yt of Sequim, onward to Port Angeles, a mer€4villags
but sven so the metropolis of the Peninsula. The dime store clerk was

) down"f“:att‘d bo )

fascinated by a soeooee&y—beeeedﬁg;d groping through the stock of glasses =~
only poor old farm ladies buy dime store glasses. Apparently because poor
old farm ladies go blind in a different manner from boys. I tried every
pair in the stors. None brought the world in focus. Very well. Not anly
do I not know my goal, when I get there I smm won't see it. There's
adventure for you, Thomas Wolfe, phere's bravery for you, Mr. Heminguway.

I studied the map. Within a highway hour or so were side-roads up
valleys -- Dungeness, Elwha, Soleduck. Valleys obviously were the sane
choics for June 12, the peaks wir deep in winter. Yet there were two
tempting roads (the only two in the entire range) climbing to high country.
One led from the Elwha to Hurricane Ridge and Cbstruction Point (a day's
hard hike from the Lillian Glacier had not the 3-day blow blown in). That
was well west of Port Angeles. The second, closer, led to Deer Park (where
we'd have met the Big Red Truck). For the hell of it, why not try?

Retreat to a valley was always open. I had a week.
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The gravel road ran south from the highway over the flatland of
Sequim Prairie, in a couple miles passing the last farm, promptly harrouing
and roughening, and entering a small valley winding through second-growth-
coyered foothills. In another mile?}a lonesome stumpranch, a shack and a
decrepit barn and 2 acres of cresk~bottom pasture, my speesdometer telling
me Oeer Park was 12 pmz@ miles away, the up-and-down track tilted upward
for good. 1 shifted down to second gear and blindly crept around blind
corners, squinting to make surs the road wasn't washed out or windfall-blocked
and that I was turning the A the same way as the road. Three creeping miles
from the stumpranch was a sign, "Olympic National Park. Dangerous road.
Proceed at own risk."

Wisps of steam curles from the radiator. Stop. Listen to water boil.
Once quiet, resume the grind. Again stop. Wait. Narrower the road, now on
a sidehill, spindly trees to the right barely masking the plunge to blurry
depths of Maiden Creek valley. My own risk! Steadily steeper the road;

a

10 miles of constant spcon%lig;m the stumpranch, 2 miles from the map-marked
road-end, double-clutch down to low.

Stop again, this time by a waterfall. ig#x Water is Jjust what I need.
A—clJuH- hand thrdtle 45 7 jmpcin o
“Aeave tha motor-fﬁnﬁtﬁg‘ wrap a hand in a rag and spin off the radiator cap,
stand back from the geyser. Slowly add cold mountain water to the brim,
idle the motor a while before shutting it off. Mustn't crack the block.

The road was scarcely wider than the A. Fir trees on the rocky

abovf

precipiciﬂFo the left were skinny and short and scattersd. No tress guarded
the brink on thr right. There would've been a view if I could've seen it.

Vaguely amid clouds to the west I made out Grand Ridge, north-side gullies

full of snow. I took pictures so later I could see what 1 was looking at.
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Whadt lay ahead, above? Rccording to the speedometer, a final mile.
I'd not expected to come this near. B8ut up in é:g; gray-white cloud, was
that a pure white? Grind upward in low -- and yes, it was snow, a solid
bank sloping from the cliff on the left out over th» road, and in a hundred
‘yards pushing to the brink. End of the line. Damn! I'd have been amazed
to reach Deer Park on June 12, yet it was a shame to come so close and miss.
So I'd retreat to valley adventures. First, though, I might as well
Ranger
see (that is, point eyes and camera at) our/goal of of 3 summers ago.
I walked the road a quarter-mile up to a shoulder. On the far side would be
the arctic landscape of the Olympics in winter.

Have I gone totally blind? So blind that snow looks green? No! On the

far side of the shoulder, a vast meadouw. Fog-dimmgd and cloud—darkenedx

but green! 0On June 12! v Q“W arc _foreed +h |rr:a¢4c

Stupid of me not to suspect. I knew the boast of Sequim ég;;-t hat \{R
becavse
/\annual precipitation on their prairie is a meager 17 inches, contrastad to
3@ inches in Seattle and 2@ a deluge of 200 inches on windward slopes of
the Olympics 35 miles west. But I'd thought the painshadow a lowland
phenomenon, was unaware so little snow falls on the northsast Clympics that
summer begins a month earlier than on Olympus.
Yell, to call the scene "summer" was an exaggeration. e Instead say
early spring. Conceivably 4 could make a tolerable camp in those
énou—Flecked, fog-swept meadows. However, that would require hoisting pack,

Can be said 4‘0 have
leaving the A, and without that faithful friend (if man, a machlne, WeEs a7

‘4tkm any .
soul, so does the A) haaaﬁg:ﬂn.ally against the lurking menace of this
cold wilderness 12 miles from the nearest other human being. I descended,

glad to at least have glimpsed the land of faery, even if it presently
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was' too spooky for aught but goblins.

AR curious thing I'd not seen before, all fuzzy-eyed. A shoval in the
snowbank. Left by whom? For what? UWhan? Busissnsmmmaliruxizsres Curious.
Even weird. 1 studied the shovel. Studied the 20 feet of srnow-blocked road.
Hell, I could try. I had a week.

In an hour I‘shoveled a lane nearly as wide as the Model A. But, of
course, the farther inward I dug the deeper the snow. By the end of the
second hour the distance between brink and snow equalled the width of the
A plus a foot. 1I'd prefer 2 fset. But that would take until nightfall.
Hell, take a chance. No need for the A in the approaching oblivion.

Start her up, go slouw, slow, snubbing the left front tire against the
snow wall, praying (to what?) the meltwater-mushy brink wouldn't collapse
under the right tires, wondering if I'd have time to leap clear.

Past! And over the shoulder into meadows! Three years late the Lone
Ranger has arrivad!

Trembling with fear and Jjoy I spotted a cabin on a spur road. Curiouser
and curiouser. Well, no shivering meadow camp for me, exposed to evil
spirits of night and fog. I parked the R, opened the door of the closed-in
porch, noted with satisfaction the pile of dry firewood.,

The cabin door opened. My hair stocd on end. A creature leaned out,
picked ® up a chunk of wood, and shut the door. Christ! So close I could
hear her breathe and she didn't even see me. Am I invisible? Without
noticing, did I die? Am I a ghost? Or is she?

I fled to the A. Footsbeps followed. Hdir again on end. I turned --
and was greeted by an indisput<ble human being, male, and eager to talk

to a stranger after a snow-trapped winter with nis wife. They were
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skywatchers. Jap bombers from a task force off the coast would have to
half‘ )‘\o UD‘IJ'
cross the Olympics. The watchers would radio a fummcair s inebee wvarning

to Boeing and the shipyards and the remnants of the Pacific Fleet being
repaired at Bremerton.

The shovel was explained, He'd taken it down to the snowbank yesterday
to dig a way through for his car (which I'd not seen in the closed pwenwss
garage) but decided thetmebborceliwphoperwewsee ho wasn't in that much of
a hurry to get to Port Angeles. He'd left the shovel, though. He laughed,

"I sort of thought somebody like you might show up."

Alone in the night. Burrowed deep in clouds. Behind me, the interior
cee the rood
of the Xmewew lean-to -- a trail shelter until tasﬁﬁaad:uas pusheiﬁup here
some 8 years ago. Beyond tha campfire, flickering-lit by flames, the edge
of grassy meadows greening up for summer, Christmas tree alpine firs, white
snowpatch, drifting Fog.

I was not completely alone. 3@ Qutside the shelter was the A. UOther
friends around me. On my body the garments of many trails, wool watch cap
and shirt and pants (no cotton by God and no shorts —- I'd learned my lesson
on Lost Ridge). Trapper Nelson and wool slesping bag. Coffee can in which
I'd heated (for old times' sake) a jar of Lynden Chicken Raviola. Tin cup
and spoon. 0On the fire the Ten Can holding coffee boiled black as a woman's
heart. (Yes, 1'd yielded to the svils of coffee. I'd drink beer and wine
and whiskey and rum, too, if ever I could get my hands on any. 1 was smoking
a cigarette from the pack impulsively bought in Edmonds. What had it got

me, being a clean-living boy? In my time remaining I'd have to rush
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gvery
to sample miwkwiee adult viced.)

Best friends of all, my boots, the Bone Drys. Extending high enough
above the ankles to slosh through puddles and cresks and muck all day and
never dampen my wool socks. 1 fondled the spike-studded soles. When I
bought the boots last July I'd wanted tricounis. All gone to war. No
slivers to be found either. Damned if 1'd mess with caulks; Dad had the
sharp little daggers in his soles and on trails had to stop every few
minutes to pull off impaled lesves and bits of wood. But as I told the
guy in the sporting goods shop, I couldn't climb the vertical trail to
Lake Constance on smooth leather. He agreed (he had a German accent and
seemed mountain-wise) and suggested golfers' spikes. A mountain climber
would sneer,gg;nifﬂi had to be careful climbing steps I sure as hell
wouldn't be climbing mountains. For a hiker the spikes work=ad fine.

Not gquite alone. Some old friends along. Where were the others?
Arild was c/b Fleet Post Office, San Francisco -- but not, thank God,
riding shotgun on a suicide plane. The malocclusion of that square
Norwegian jaw saved him from his idiocy. He'd written, "Dammit, I didn't
enlist to bite the Japs!" But the Navy said if you couldn't crack walnuts
between your te=th you couldn't fly and had made him a floating weatherman.
Bob was in an Army camp, yanked out of the University last spring. Bill,
in Kansas, was awaiting "Greetings!" from President Roosevelt. Hal and Al
were still in school, sweating out quarter-by-quarter engineers' deferments.
Until Spring Quarter we gathered for lunch in Bagley Hall on Lower Campus.
Now at noon 1 waited table and washsed dishes. Tha last vestige of our

cozy Lincoln society, 4 pears ek in the building, had been destroyed.

Chi;%ood had ended.
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Yet does childhood ever end? Does one ever escape the phantoms?

ARlone in silence of night. No river roar this high in meadows, no
babble from the meltwater trickle of my water supply, no wind whisper in
slow-drifting fog. Alone in darkness of night more deepened than dispelled
by flames. I'd never been alone k=fmwe in a mountain night,

Try to avoid memories of the 0ld Man of the Mountains, that Sax Robmer

Saturday Evening Post monster beside whom the unspeakable Or. Fu Manchu was

Santa Claus. Caught by night on a country road, I'd hear the patter of tiny
feet behind me and know it was Them -- the hashish fiends, crazed dwarfs
bodies :
drugged since birth by the 0ld Man, ek stunted, minds enslaved Bt
to know only dope and murder. 1'd break into a run and so would they and
I1'd hear their nasty hoarse panting and the swishing of their little
scimitars and I'd scream "MOTHER! MOTHER!" and in the nick of time she'd
open the front door.

Hark! What is that "thump!" in blackness beyond firelight? Muscles
tense. Scalp prickles. Heart pounds. f};ggléifaining +Rbe—nieht see only
shifting shadows concealing hashish fiends.

Dear Lord! Two balls of hellish green fire burning in blackness!

The 01d Man hims&gjﬂ M TS

Demon eyes float closer. 1 stand up to die on my fest. And the deer

bounds off in night and fog, thumping, thumping, thumping.

Slouwly, obeying the doctor, I climbed from the mile~high shelf of
Deer Park toward the cloud-lost summit of 6000-foot Blue Mountain. Boots

crushed new-sprouting grass sparkling with fog-dreps, avoided white
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blossoms, yellouw blossoms, whose faces I knew if not the names. Meadows
swelled in mounds, dipped to swales, the lush curving flesh of a great
green woman,

How does one make love to a mountain?

For that matter, how does one makse love to a girl? Last fall the
YMCA-YWCA offered a Preparation for Marriage course and I'd heard guys in
class sniggering about the Ten Basic Positions. Ten! What M gymnastics
do Christian lovers perform ise=tre®? I could visualize thrsee or four --
certain of the less obviously deranged drawings on toilet walls scemed
plausible. But ten! Were there still others for atheists?

Not that knowledge of mechanics would have done me any good. An arm
around the shoulder had been my farthest advance with the three Lincoln
girls I'd dated and now one had laft town, one had pledged a sorority and
was forbidden to go out with white-jacketed houseboys, and the third was
the 1little dark-haired girl, may she E:ngin Hell. Of the thousands of soft
bodies in the District, 40 under the same roof as I, none was mine,

For a moment I thought they all were mine. As I was walking down the
Avenue my first night at the Big Party, a girl walking up the Avenue smiled.
Someone I knew from Lincoln, surely. I smiled, trying through myopia to
make out her face. But when she came in focus I saw she was a total
stranger. Cold-white with shock, x#E red-hot with shama, I stalked by
with eyes straight forward. And as we passsd she rammed an elbow in my
ribs. Propar punishment for a masher. When the truth hit me and I turned

she was a dozen feet away and not looking back. Should I run after, tap her

on the shoulder? What then? UWhat are the words?
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I hadn't thought about the words so she got away. No matter. If
this happensd my very first night in the District it was going to be one
hell of a Party. I didn't expect love, of course, not with a stranger.
R doomed 17-year-old atheist Red would settle for a screw. You bet. Night
after night, week after week, I walkad the Rvenue rehearsing the words and
that was the only élbou, the only smile, ever,

Crap on girls. 1'd love a mountain.

Meadows crested on the top of Blue Mountain, my first Olympic summit

vnaqlc
since Lost Ridge, and this -ehetddaRy morning lying in the front lines of

!
pattle
the war between sun and storm. Below to the north, Sequim Prairie and
Sequim Bay and Dungensss Spit were warm-bright, and Port Angeles and f£diz
Hook, and the Strait of Juan de Fueca and Vancouver Island. Below to south
and west, fog filled valleys of the Graywolf River and tributaries. Above
5 ulfJ
the dark sea, skeleton-white peaks dodged in and out of black—héiﬁmed clouds.
shapped
I swek photos in which I might later see The Needles and Mt. Deception south,
mountain

Grand Ridge and Obstruction Point and Lillian Ridge west. Though all the/
world was a blurred twilight gloom, I could feel if not see how beautiful
it was,

R cold ghost of cloud swirled me off in gray void. No Green Waman

iris

now, no forests and peaks, no saltwater and campus, no uiaan and war, no

past and future, no life and death. The universe was destroyed or not

yet created and I was alone in a cloud.
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June 1946

Chapter 5

0 g(/l L{ AGAIN THE LAND OF LOST

A

7 nr’%’ "\

j’Lj ,-«‘i’* \

Constance Creek a snouwmelt storm, its glacier-icy wind sweeping the
roads The Model A the sole machine this dark June Monday morning. Monday?
No. Tuesday. Saeems Monday because not since Sunday have I entered bed.

That bed! Shudder. Must walk. Escape. Before other cars come. Beforse
they come.

Hoist Trapper Nelson. Crushing heavy. Full of cans pulled in blind
haste from shelves of the Quilcene Market. Did I buy anything but pork and
beans? Nervous from the wary-watching storekeeper. Suspicion in her
sleep-heavy eyes. Reluctant she was to unlock the door. 1Is the mark of Cain

on my forehead? whyWEIHCﬁighthauks ive from darkness into headlights of

the A? Rsason says a hatch of flying bugs along the road. Why then the

hatred of barpy eyes inches from my face, only the thin windshield protecting

from rending-tearing claws?

Trapper a sisyphian stone. Legs leaden with rancid beer, with
walking-walking-walking night-empty city streets, ambushful streets. No
safety from pursuit in haunted streets. The ferry left them behind. But
there are other ferries. I may have just a 2-hour start. Must walk-walk~walk.,
Booming cataracts of Dose Falls. 1In 1938 a road climbed from

Constance Creek to the top. Now the scree of pastel limestonse and pillow
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lava has narrowed the way to trail again. Thds much have these temporary

mountains crumbled in 8 years. And thés much I.

Entropy, Entropy, and Entropy!
'Thinketh He dwelleth i' the cold o' the moon.

1945 was the year of man's ultimate crime, and mine. Always now he
will be pursued, and I. Evil is here at Dose Falls because I am here. No
more is the wildernsss innocent for I am not. Vengeance is mine, sayeth
Entropy.

Chill sullen alder grove of Camp Muscott. Gray flood of the Dose,
somber with rock milk, ground bones of mountains. ’No bootprints in gray
silt of trail. Pockmarks of raindrops only. N%nggts this year, befors
~memG~, No ambushss ahead, then.,

Trail climbs from swollen river through aged firs. Trapper buckles kness.
Must rest. Sit in rain-soaked duff, feel the cold of hostile tarth seep

into ass.

'Tis bitter Bold,
And I am sick at heart.

Tomb-dark forsst., Yet I did not, after all, die young, and am now so

soon old. Two summers ago, in wotthehell desperation climbing trails from
Aatzl:‘nq
the Carbon River to Burroughs Mountain (Rainier skwmwirm in sun), to Spray
Park (fog-dim), and to Mystic Lake (rain-snouw slashing meadows) 1 proved
the doctor wrong. I may survive to a doddering 30. Had I known in 1943,
5]4‘?‘I’J Jowh

would I have -endured the fossil worms? 1 might now be mapping mountains
of Alaska for the U.S5. Geological Survey, safe as Galahad.

I have lived long enough. My way of life
Is fallen into the sear, the yellow leaf.
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(Motion! I am not alone. There -- a tiny white flower. Wwild-dancing

in a wind.

To me the meanest flower that blows can give
Thoughts that do often lie too deap for tears.

And too deep for screams of terror -- for there is no wind! My Fingers

by the flower Feel not the softest breeze. VYet the flower feels. I am
surrounded byﬁthe Cosmic storm. It is lsaking through unseen walls. It
may burst out and blow me as it blows.the Flower;‘ Walk‘gn; wélk on.

Fresh tracks! Be still my heart. Not boots in the black muck. No
boots here since fall.

o
There! Dipping snouts in ooze of the Mineral Spring. Stop! Six elk.

T tons of mvscle, +no dozen heavy hooves,
Huge cowst If they stampeded... They amble uptrail, around the corner.

Walk through tha spring, under the rock wall. Eyes! There -- standing
guard atop the wall =-- the bull! If I reached out I could touch his horrid
nose. If he reached out... Enormous brown eyes glare. ODon't look him in
the eye. Humbly lower head, walk on. Listen. Does he pursue? No.

Resume breathing.

The wilderness is not empty. It is inhabited. By creatures which do
not want mz among them. The bull lets me pass because I'm a mosquite not
uorté:tiapping. But I am hated. To be hated is to feel pain. To hate is
to cause pain. I have hated, thus am hated.

The old blowdown. I remember this opening in the forest on a balmy

summer day, parfumed by orange blossoms on tree-creeping vines. No perfume

in sodden jackstraw noﬁ. The cold stench of winter's rot.

Dose Forks junction. The Wast Fork trail drops to the river. That way
to the Anderson Glacier -- to July of 1939, 1 stay high for the East Fork =--

for August of 1839, July of 1940.



Légs lightsr. Beer flushed ott. Yet head full of feathers. How long
since I've slept? Dared not nap at Edmonds lest a car foar onto the dock.
Nor on the ferry lest a speedboat race from shore.

Junction with the Suppybrook trail. Down those switchbacks we came
running rubber-legged in 1938, exalted py the above-the-cloudsea morning
of Del Monte Ridge.’ No top to clouds today. The very Sun has been
edtinquished,

ARcross the Dose, the tributary valley of Silt Creek. Fed by the Esl
Glacier. Which I didn't see because we failed to reach Flypaper Pass.

Deep ravine of Deception Creek, a torrent of Rzmisk foam, a torrent of
wind from the Mystery Glacier. 1 am haunted by the glad boy.

Climb from violent ravine to still Forestt. Walk from gloom into
gray day of bleached logs and snags, silver skeletons of trees burned a
half-century ago. A new forest sprouting, little firs naksd to the low
ceiling of clouds.

I have been -- and not been -- here before. The burn is not as I
remember. The summer trail crossed dry gravel of an alluvial fan. Now
winter is barely yielding to rough spring and meltwater in a dozen random

A dizen rivers 4o Lard.
channels floods the young Forest./\llg_zggﬁfif}y. The elk told me. The

flood I was not supposed to ses tells me. I'm not wanted.

Y

No safety in thes city. }No safety either in raw unfinished wildernsss. .

rareas

e
. Ak Sk,

I heard among the solitary hills

Low breathings coming after me, and sounds
O0f undistinguishable motion, steps

Rlmost as silent as the turf they trod.

S ;
S

Through the burn into premature twilight of tall, ancient trees, air

TN

Nine mile

chilled by patches of needle-littered snow from Constance Creek,




sowmx 1000 feet abova the sea from which we slimy-slid these millions of
cra w't({/

years past, 1 hav= eecpﬁ/ZSDD feet closer to the unseen sky.

Camp Marion. UWhere we Rangers crowded around bonfires drying (or at
least warming) wool sleeping bags soaked by the 3-day blow. Another return.

éne

But nothing is the same. Nor ever will be again. Not twice can yam drink
from the same river. Entropy, Entropy, and Entropy.

Reason says they will not pursue. Reason says there is no "they."

Even so tizgmmeis no escape. No escape from myself. No escape fraom the

horror of self.

Camp Marion. My home 2 nights in 1939, one night in 1940. What other
mountain homes since Deer Park in 19437

Al's cabin on the Miller River, a half-dozen weekends. Piling into
Model A's with Al and Hal and Jim and miscellaneous engineers, and Bob when
home on furlough. Away from campus to shadows of forest and rhythms of
river, to fireplace blazse and evening-long poker games, three chips for a
penny, the climax pots a staggering 15g. Candlalight explorations of the

Crctdol‘nq e
ghostic-pteen dapths of the Silver Dollar Mine.

Lean-to shelter at the confluence of Cataract Creek and the Carbon
River, 3 nights with Al. Days in sunlight and storm of Rainier highlands.
Each night the mice staged footraces up Al's sleeping bag, the first to

ﬂfgs ca s
scamper ovrr his rewarded by a flurry of curses and flailing arms.
R nameless pond in heather meadows somewhere north of Stevens Pass,

ajone, when I missad the trail to Lake Valhalla and wandered half-lost until

nightfall,
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‘Eﬁug/babih at Barcleg; Lake, with Al and Jim, under the mile-high north
o as seen
face of Mt. Baring, a precipice grim enougﬁAnext day from the cloud-washed
summit of Mt. Townsend to send Byron into a rhyming fit.

Grand Valley, 3 nights with Dr. Phillips. From Deer Park we hiked high
tundra of Grand Ridge to Obstruction Point (at last!), then Lillian Ridge
(ditto!), and down to lake-sparkling parkland. One day we scrambled up a
no-name 6700-foot peak at the valley head, ate lunch on lichen-covered rocks
swarming with a million ladybugs, and looked out to Lost Ridge, to Mt. Olympus.

And a soggy patch of bare ground between a snowbank and Lena Creek, a
month ago with Bob, azgéi;ed from the Army for good. We trudged in snow to
Upper Lena Lake and a winter storm, then descended to bright springtime in
the Hamma Hamma valley.

Too few mountain homes for 3 ysars. Almost I forgot. Only now, in the
worst trouble of my life, guilty of crimes one dares not name, did I
remember.

How could I forget? How could mountains so dwindle in my dreams? Not
Fof lack of companions, since no law bars solitary roamings. WNot because of
gas rationing, the end of which last fall meeely eliminated the small
inconvenience of bumming W& black-market stamps from friends. No. Because
in the excitement of city adventures I had little need or leisure for
mountains,

Adventures in a thousand poems and novels and plays, symphonies and
quartets, paintings and watarcotors, a realm of truth and beauty so various,

<o
so beautiful, so new,Aeuer-inviting to a scholar-gypsy following the Gleam.



Adventures supported by the counterfeit wartime currency easily earned
from jobs washing dishes, jobs stacking junk lumber at Sand Point Naval Air
Station and sorting mail at the Post Office Terminal Annex, jobs in the
English Department and Philosophy Departmsnt grading bluebooks and in the
Art Department as custodian of Henry Art Gallery, the job at Burke's Millwork
feeding planks thrdugh a planer, plywood sheets through a shaper.

Adventures from a basecamp moved by gypsy whim from the basement of
Kappa Delta to the basement of Alpha Chi Omega to the dilapidated shack on
Pasadena Place shared by Jim and Jack, formerly of the basement of Alpha
Epsilon Phi. We furnished our three-room $20-a-month Houseboys' Retreat
with bunks and blankets, desks and chairs, lamps and rugs, kitchenware and
canned goods stolen from sororities during our unannounced midnight departurss.
We fired the kitchen range with midnight—stolen | fuel-yard coal. Ue

: my apple pies so . . :
supplemented home cooking (é~w~dA;sue?’de11c1ous appiecpies byt Jim wanted
to marry me) with meals stolen from Avenue restaurants where cashiers were
too careless to make sure checks were paid. |

| Adventures with ﬁeu friends. Don, out of the Army on a psycho discharge
(scarcely any young males on campus except psychos like Don and 4-F's like
me and daferred engineers and Navy V-12's marching to class in cadence
Bcfha’ 21 he was on my own .
count), S -wb=P4 . able to teach me (what I could not learn-hy—m;aa#ﬁf iy
blonde and pale and at 18 too unshaped by vice to convince any bartender
1 was more than 15) the great truth that

Malt does more than Milton can
To justify God's ways to man.

Also the grape. We'd met when recruited by a professor for bit parts

as preachers in The Bishop's Bed,‘a trifling farce playing at thz Tryout




Theater on the Avenue. One night Don brought to our dressing room a fifth
our first entrance an hour away,
oF/Bﬁrgundy. Costumes and makeup on,/he pulled th=z cork.

0 for a draught of vintage! that hath been

Cooled a long age in the deep-delvéd earth,

Tasting of Flora and the country green,

Dance, and Provengal song, and sunburnt mirth!

Tart swallow of blude-reid wing, fire ignited in belly, sudden sharpness
of insight, profundity of philosophy, hilarity of wit. To think I wastad
18 years f##® sober! WNever did we perform our Act One scens so brilliantly.
But returned to the dressing room to await our next entrance, in Act Three,

we found the bottle empty. A lad can't fly on one wing.

1 say -~ the future is a serious matter —-
And so -- for God's sake -- hock and soda-water!

OUr at least more wine., But the University campus is protected from

corruption by a half-mile dry zone. No sweat, we've all of Act Two for an
Sprint.
expedition across the desert to an oasis. et »’in June twilight up
the Avenue to the Model R, parked on Greek Row. Why are Avenue strollers
staring, jaws agape? Haye they never seen two young preachers in clerics!
' P{ rhnﬁ{_/

collars and suits of godly black? ¥ that -~ but not gaudy with lipstick
and mascara and powder and rouge. Two young painted preachers running. And
then two self-aware young painted preachers running and giggling. How was
church attendance the next Sunday?

Our Act Three scene concluded in a blackout. The entire cast was

crowded on the tiny stage and when the lights went out all (but one)

commenced the weil-reheassed orderly procession to the wings. UWhen the

lights went out I toppled, and no logger around to yell "Timber!" i

How did this wall come so near my nose? No wall -- the floor! In

total darkness I crept about on hands and knees. Hands discovared ankles.
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Hero cursed. Heroine shrieked. Orderly procession disintegrated im blindly-

milling mob. More ankles, even a calf or two. [More cursing shrieking.
Gvessing the joke 1t covldn’t yee, screamed and howled.

“the audience cREagwesomeweiruiceuns  So

the wmthmda end of my theatrical career.
hic

Whan Don disappeared from campus, Houseboy Jim (met througqﬂfellow—
angineer Al) supgliad California grapefruit juice and Mexican gin.

1 wake the world from sleep

as i caper # and sing and leap

when i sing my wild free tuns

wotthehell wotthehell

under the blear eyed moon

i am pelted with cast off shoon

but wotthehell wotthehell

One midnight I led him on an ascent of the roof of Parrington Hall, my
favorite vantage for views of city lights. 1I'd not done the climb before it
in rain. The topmost slope of steesp wet shingles was more thrilling than
ever. Tragically so. Jim lost footing and slid to his death. Except just
short of the final plunge his fall was stopped by a & flat part-roof.

Body all aching and racked with pain, he moaned, "More gin!" And more there
was.

Then 1 saw the morning sky --

Heigho, the tale was all a lie;

The world, it was the old world yet,

I was I, my things were wet.

Once bitten, though, no remedy like tha hair of the dog. Whan Jim
gradeated and went off to California to seek his fortune, I sought to sola.
Thrown out of the Rainbow. Thrown out of the Blus Moon. Sporadic narvous
successes at the Red Robin. Finally the security of the Eastlake Gardens,

each of the two bgrtenders swmmsewex somehouw convinced ths other had checked

my driver's licensse.
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My thirst to staunch, I fill my paunch
With jolly good ale and old.

Adventures with beauty and truth and booze. And the wartime ratio on
Upper Campus being 30 females for every male, no need to be handsaome and
athletic. So those adventurss too. Toward the consummation devoutly to

be wished., Toward the sin for which ther2 is no absolution.

Long is the twilight of June. Yet inevitable is night. In the day
ane forgets.

Dank dripping winter-saturated forest. Wet wood resists entropy. Blow
sick smdex coals to healthy flame, and blow blow blow again. Lay soggy

Enovrmovs

branches on the pile to steam, to smoke, perchance to burn./‘)ﬁght rings my
tiny island of light. Fire lowers and blackness presses in. Blow blow
blow and high-leaping flames repulse the enemy. Back and forth surgse

battle lines.

Night is not empty. At the edge of my circle of light Semething waits.

No companion to guard my rear from attack. Ceaselessly look around, around,

e

and over shégidé;:wm'm>
Listen! Hear Its voice in the river., A Sergeant bellows, "HUP hoo
hee har, HUP hoo hee hor." What Legions in the river? As They march They
whisper. "Manning..." I can't make out the rest. ODiscus:ions of my crim=s?
"Manning..." Why that borrid chuckle?
Pile on more wood, blow blow blow pale flames to bright loud-crackling
eruptions, drown the voices. Yet dancing flames bring the Vanguard close,

shadows dancing, whispering, cackling. 1 dare not speak aloud lest
T [ ) S

e ™
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Something answer. And in the river the Sergeant counts cadsence for the

e e——— e
approaching legions.

What labors occupied God before He made Heaven and Earth?
He was preparing Hell for those who pry into mysterles.
Thus sayeth St. Augustine.

Four years ago ¢#ms@me God died and the cosmos was simplified to a
machine, each wheel and lever material and palpable. UWhat I oncse called '
God was merely the sum of the unknown, which steadily retreats from the
advance of science. Yet 2% years ago I too retreated from Science, abandoned
this second blind faith. During my Introductionm to Philosophy by Dr.
Phillips I pondered the Fcrms of Plato, the Malignant Deceiver of Descartes,
the Billiard Balls of Hume, Russell's 0Oilcan on the Other Side of the Moon.
My rejection of the two-level reality of supernaturalism was confirmed. But
now I also rejected naive materialism and mechanism. Where is the materiality
of a Shakespeare play? Where ths mechanism of a Beethoven quartet? I became
a naturalist. With visions that cannot be weighed and measured, with
--sgmehow -- a soul, mortal yet real. Living in a cosmos that containsg -- in
néture, not apart -~ entities invisible except to the soul.

There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio,
Than are dreamt of in our philesophy.

Especially in the night. The nighthawks warned me, the storm-blown

flower warned me, the bull elk warned me, the random-flooding meltwater in

o
. I
o, e e £ S 4
e e i

the burn warned me. I —

.

~Unchained -
WJhen I killed t™safewe Cod and wrecked the Machine ? sernoctheloneemin..
Ay
S hErCTsSmOS—~t e i ntﬁqtrh-p tha 01d Ones.,

- ! .
o, o
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I am not wanted here. 1In the selectric city ;tl!l I forgot the;ﬁéﬁéﬁe

$F country roads at night, the fear that drove Neanderthal man into caves.

Now I have entersd alone a Fofﬁidden land and the 0l1d Ones have come to

demand the penalty.

No sleep will be safe until dawn dissolves shadows, stills voices.

I did sleep, briefly. Exhausted by the last tears (which must be the
last for I can withstand no more) and beesr and city streets and over-water
flight and 9 miles of trail, I heaped wcod on the fire and crawled in the
bag.

And awoke to thudding feet and a Pursuer by the blazing fire! And
instantly awoke again to absolute silent blackness!

shothered .

Shaking with terror blow ash-ehsked coals to a glow, add fire-dried
twigs, blow to a Flame{ drive back the night. No more sleep.

To sleep, perchance to dream.

The first awakening was just a dream. Just a dream! The second
gwakening was rz3al. Or will therz be a third?

Voices mock. T;;;%;;;;‘;;;\;;;I;-;;;;Z_;;_;laim me, can enjoy Their
sport at leisurs., In whispers and cackles They repeat the memories of
lovely girls, of flirting in corridors of Parrington Hall, of lemon cokes
in Aveznue restaurants, of movies and concerts and hockey games, of romping

on campus lawns and Puget Sound beaches. All the gorgeous girls and ] a

larking lad in love with all. And at last a girl who was not a girl.
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Be very wary

0f the fairy =--
Her syes

Are lies.

re fe-l’n +ron Un
Not a girl, a woman, and after my mep=tado®n of the' Original <{wcivwee-
K. ety R Siny demanding I be no more a boy. But I'm not ready to be a man!
I flee and she pursues and catches. I flee again, and again, and am caught,

am caught.

My last run. And in the Dream she caught me.

Yes, a third awakening, but in full morning. Yes, in desolate gray
e
dawn I did at last sleep. Now new-built fire boils water in Ten Can. Throw
in a % handful of coffee. Boil the shit out of it. A dash of cold water
to settle the grounds. Pour a steaming cup. Scald mouth, horrify throat,
Jolt guts. I live! Toast a slice of bread on a stick, spread it with
| peanut butter. Yes, in my Quilcene daze I did buy something other than

cans of beans. Another cup of coffee. Caffeine surges through muscles,

Joy through soul. The 0ld Ones are dead. City and woman lie far bsyond the

gulf of JeoeEeigievere yesterday. 1 am truly alone and snug-safe in

wilderness and the eeesbssws clouds are brightening.
Complete winter

m~—

Leave Traprer and bag and food in camp. Qﬂﬂﬂﬁiﬁﬁﬂﬁﬁnhere mean “serdak | :
ne pessible heme there’ -

saam not far up the trail)A Stuff in pockets a couple candybars (no longser
sling

gone to war with Lucky Strike Green), Meapw camera over shoulder, and up

up and away!

Out of old forest into new meadow. Fresh green stalks and leaves

thrusting from the brown mat of last year's fall-killed, wintsr-crushed
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edge.
growth. Yellow lilies at snowfiel$« A myriad tiny snowflake blossoms.

In the meadow a weathsr-beaten, scarcely-legible sign, "Graywol@ Pass."
No side-trail into greenery. Just a sign pointing toward a brown-rocky,
'white—snomy ridge near the base of the clouds. UWhat lies beyond the pass?
Remote Graywolf Ridge, the mysterious NWNeedles, and bzyond them legendary
Royal Basin, and beyond another ridge my old 1938 home of Home Lake bzlow
Del Monte Ridge, under cliffs of Mt. Constance. Good dreams for the socon-
coming summer! |

Views across the valley to slopes of Wellesley Peak, rising 3000 steep
feet from the Dose to the 6750-foot summit. Un our climb to Deception Basin

and waterfalls

those cliffs/seemed the definition of inaccessibility. And do now.

Views down the valley to Mt. Mystery and the gateway to Deception Bas@n.
One might still build a castle there. One might still, with a band of
comrades, stand off the world. Even one might still save é princess from

a nut-brewn mard, .

ogres -- for despite all I still belisve ig«a damsel with a dulcimer, ¥ a
Deidre sowawtwrs in a Land of Youth. As I believe I might still be
sélf-forgiven and becoms a prince again if I go on pilgrimage

The hooly blisful martir for to seke,
That hem hath holpen whan that they were seeke. .

steaming .
Sun breaking through clouds. Green plants eed*enb, Flowers shining.

If there are night and evil in the universe there also are sun and flowers-
+here are alve
and the One that remains while the Many change and pass. And the battle beat

of Beowulf, the lullaby of Spenser, the reverberations of Shakespeare.
)durmq +he +ime T exr){ric’cj o die Yevng
Une morning in Parrlngton Library, I rsad the elegy for Kseats who died

young, written by Shelley who died young, Tez@-by—me—whe~srpaetiat-to—siampatrngs
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1 weep for Adonais -~ he is dead!
0h, weep for Adonais! though our tears
Thaw not the frost which binds so dear a head!

Librarian and othsr students vanished. My eyes dampened. 1 wept for

Adonais and for me.

Peace, peace! he is not dead, he doth not sleep =--
He hath awakened from the dream of life --

'Tis we, who lost in stormy visions, keep

With phantoms an unprofitable strife.

Above walls of books, small high windows of the library framed cumulus
billows of 4 purest Platonic Whiteness rushing through sky of fresh-washsad

Blueness.

Hz is made one with Nature: there is heard
His voice in all her music, from the moan
8f thunder, to the song of night's sweet bird.

%'OWI;
The oo®8 clean wind of spring dadmdng away the winter storm ripped me

from library, from tarth, flung me high intc billows of Whiteness, toward
Blueness.

My spirit's bark is driven
Far from the shore, far from the trembling throng
Whose sails were never to the tempest given;
The massy earth and spherdd skies are riven!
I am borne darkly, fearfully, afar;
Whilst, burning through the inmost veil of Heaven,
The scul of Adonais, like a star,
Beacons from the abode where the Eternal are.
lqvvns
1 left the library and walked Jshe campu§APithin wind and clouds and

sky, and they within me, remembering the twilight of the Highlands dock and

the 3-day blow of Lost Ridge and the sunset of Marmot Pass.

Along the gently-climbing trail I stride, cloud-dodging sun dispelling

from bones the last damp chill of night, flooding the wilderness with joy.
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The world has been too much with me, late and soon;
Orinking and screwing I've laid waste my powers,

I should have come to the wilderness more often these past 3 years, to
be purified, to refresh my vision of the Grail. But there is still time for
a boy to be purged of sin, to be a boy again.

Fair seed-time had my soul, and I grew up
Fostered alike by beauty and by fear.

A flurry of tiny wings. A brood of chicks commanded # by momma grouse
oot feathers,)
to dive in the grass and freeze. She fluffs ngaﬁn'ﬁimiéra partridge eager
to be roasted on a spit and cluck-cluck-clucks a slow decoy route up the
path, away from the chicks. Just as at Three Sons Camp, 6 years ago, whan
we also saw elk and bear and wolﬁ/coyote.
Fear me not, little mother. CEven as you, I am a child of wildlands.

No need for the decoy game. 1'll detour far around your hiding babies.

Nature never did betray
The heart that loved her.

I leave ths trail for a wide swing through the meadow. Jesus Christ!
An explosion of wings! She climbs up my body, clawing and scratching, and
wings pummel my face!

What did I do? Inadvertently detour precisely into the hiding place?
Mea culpa! Forgive!

hot with

No forgiveness., Beady little eyes inches from mine are Rubissf hate.
I fight her off and run. Yes run!

Be the haté;::@g creature ever so puny itowmwemom is lethal to Jjoy.

I've seen that hatr=d before. In the syes of the bull elk. In the eyes of

the nighthawks. 1I'd thought all the hatred was behind me in yesterday, ¥
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I1'd thought to find love today. Clouds catch sun and swallow it up. Sudden
icy wind chills the fear sweat on my forehead. Shiver.

No more sun. No more snowpatched meadows. Solid snow from one valley
wall to the other. VYet the trail continues. A deep trench is beaten in
the snow. Beaten by whom?

Eyes! Therev—- in a clump of bushes a hundred yards upslope from the
trench. A massive mound of black. A bear. Staring. Don't anger by
staring back. Be humbly polite. Walk on, walk on.

Eyes again. Another hillside bear. Staring. Walk on, walk on.

forest,

Stop! Appearing from -GegEawesofrSEEtsfirs, another bear. Christ, are

the ®=3wk bastards holding a convention? Too damn many bears to be

coincidence. Dear God! This one is in the trench!

and
Toward me shambles the great black beast, head hanging douﬁﬁ\Flopping

loose, eyes 3n paws. Two hundred feet away, a hundred. 1 stand paralyzed.
It's hig:,:r';ﬁch. 1'11 happily yield the right of way. But it's his ( therr)
valley, too. No use to leave the trench, flounder out in trackless SNoW.

I'd be a trespasser there as well.

R dozen yards. He hears my pounding heart. Stops. Looks up. Stares
me in the eye. I wilt under the intensity of his hate, of all the hate in
this unforgiving wilderness.

One long minute he glowers. And withﬁa shrug of contempt turns and
slowly retraces steps up the trench into treess. Not from fear does he

shun a meeting. My stink disgusts his nose, he miu disdains to bloody his

claws on me,
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Or -- is he off to prepare &% ambush? Or going for more bears? God

knows how many are in the valley. And retreat is hopeless. The first two

have cut of f my mesresx escape. walk on, walk on.
in +he forest, .
No mese visible baarsA “But after the thres, aFter the grouse, 1 feel

4;rev0f
,Egooky, alien. Clouds darkening. The su?Alost.
drea ry

The trench enters Dose Meadows, dwe—wide lmﬁ&eeﬁNWhlteness broken only
by buddling alpine firs, a few bits of bare ground with no new grass yet
poking from brown earth, no flowers blooming.

And no birds sing.

Five miles from Camp Marion, 4500 feet above the sea, I sit on a rock
outcrop above ths river frothing between wweswwwit snow walls. FEat a
candybar. See a flash of gray wings. The dipper again. Conceivably the

. same one as, b years ago,.old. Number 42 in _my Blrd‘Study iggbook’

In that long-ago July the Green Woman liued here. No hint of her

existence in this arctic June. Sterile white valley leads to the base of

and lq'z}cltn

6828-foot Mt. Claywood, around the corner to Hayden Pass. There I won't go.
, 44 _Teo fate /\

Turn back? Sudden shudder )\I remember. It's too late in the day to
run the 15 miles to the Model A. There'll be another night at Marion.

Try to forget. Walk on, walk on. The steep trail to Lost Pass ascends
a partly-bare south~-facing slope. Climb on, climb an.

Stop. A date carved in a tree. The numbers obscure, the wound nzarly
closed by healing bark, 1925. UWho was the carver? What was that year
to him? Where is he now?

crvel

1925, VYear of my birth. Too much of a coincidence. A fdwmrant
— —

taunt by the 0l1d Ones, mitEiftitesadeiimeime; They want me to ask myself,
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gven here, "Well Manning, what havs you done with your almost 21 years?"

Gypsied through the University until last summer, when the powers
reminded me the rules of the game demand a goal. Counted wide-scattered
credits and saw it had to be English Literature. So last October received
my B.A., magna cum laude, @ik Phi Bota Kappa, God's in his Heaven, dinner's
at seven. Where next? Where but the Ph.D.? Spring Quarter I took a leave
from Graduate School to ses where I was, worked in the maelstrom of the
lumber mill. Cnough of that crap. Professors never get blisters on their
hands, aches in their backs, ringing deafness in their ears. And professors,
even Enylish professors, always had jobs in the Oepression,

Trail flattens, emerges from forest and disappears in snow untrenched
by bears. Plunge and wallow in over-the-knees mwek white muck to the top,

5500 feet. To Lost Pass again,

Crawl out of snow onto a gray buttress smoothed and plucked by
Pleistocene ice. Sit. Eat a candybar. UWash it down with a mouthful of
fluffy snow. Shiver, Pull watch cap over ears.

Un one side of the pass rises Mt, Claywood, on the other Lost Peak.
Below is the dark valley of the Lost River. Night-black clouds are lowering
onto cold moonscape of Lost Ridge, as grim=-lovely today as in the 3-day blow.
Despite entropy wilderness endures.

As the man-molested world does not. Here, in Olympic National Park,
on2 would never know the Boeing family recouped its fortune by_clearcutﬁing

Manning National Park. Newspapers chortled over the anachronism of
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19+h century
LFdeneday logging next door to the city, a virgin forest shoved down the

skidroad to saltwater, rafted to:messEyes nearby mills. I went back onceg --

once only =-- and Sewsgppwonsdisapsiritvweprrecswadihesm saw Hidden Lake was,
in +he sup-blasted slashs
aﬁggm;a&&7\merely a mudhole. WNo, you can't go home again -- except in a

genuine, not make~believe, National Park. And even in a Park there is no
forgetting that other horror of 1945 -- the breath-stopping August headline
announcing man had created Hell on Earth.

Lost Pass again. During the sleepness city night I didn't know I'd
raturn, thought no farther than the ferry. At Port Ludlow I thought no
farther than the Dose. At Constance Creek no farther than Dose Forks. At
Dose Forks no farther than Camp Mapion. At Marion no Farther than Dgse '

, ex;lornnq
Meadows. The story of my life. The reason I'm not now a geologist.prowiking..
asownd Alaska.

Here 1 was a boy in pajama pants singing in the storm, unaware of the

B sl sttt TS L
..coming pain, fear, confusion, sin. Had I known, would ever I have left

camp below
the/Lillian Glacier?

But the route down from Lost Pass in 1940 was not inevitable, not the

whole of it. There werse forks. A far different, far better journey it
q:rh? '
would have been had 1 loved mountains more and wemeR less,

Lost Pass again. Can I, this time, find a way home? -Can I ever again
be worthy of the Green Woman?

—F/y /‘n my ":‘4('{,
tdoudzenuwraps ~mm, Snouf lakes meld—afmBy~ehasices:







July 1946
Chapter 6

DARK WINGS OVER THE GRAYWOLF

(Ten fingers clawing and two heels gouging and ass muscles trying

to grip snow in the creas€...)

Three weeks had passed, 23 days with the strength of 23 blazing suns,
and the sudden summer had driven from Camp Marion svery memory of the long
mountain winter and brief mountain spring. Powder-dry wood exploded at
the touch of a match, quickly boiling our hoosh of noodles and tomate sauce
and hamburger -- the hamburger being (not counting a couple onions) our last
fresh food gf for a week. A week! My longest wilderness exploration ever.
Deep-needled duff under tall firs mage a snuggly mattress for sleeping. Mild
night air carried no voices but those of man.

Of many men. On all my Parsons hikes together I saw only a half-dozen
non-Scouts. Now the trail was solid fishermen the whole 9 miles from
Constance Cresk and three other campfires clouded the Marion forest with
smoke. Expelled from the Dose turnpike by swarming humanity were tﬁe
hostile 4w ayes of June, the wicked murmurs. Gas rationing was over, 6-day
defsnée—plan?::g;ks were over, and Johnny had come marching homs,

And Arild, too -- still looking at trees as if he'd never seen ons

before, a part of him still sailing the Pacific on the Missouri, monotony
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relieved by an occasional typhoon or kamikaze, by eating ice cream, by
reading V-mail (including the running saga of a 4-F at the University) and
eventually by surrender ceremonies in Tokyo Bay.

(Roaring of wind in ears and hissing-scraping-thudding of hurtling

flesh...)
There'd been no question about the destination. The sign I'd seen
3 weeks ago was, for me, the finger of fate, and whatever the mountainkman
said was okay by the sailor. Not since 1942 had ﬁe left sealevel -~ except
when looking at snapshots I'd sent, reading tales of my alpine exploits.
The sign pointed into pathless meadows sloping steeply up from the
Dose valley. I couldn't make out the exact location on the skyline of
Graywolf Pass but the Mt. Censtance quadrangle said it was 3000 feet =m
above. Sky was spotlegs, sun brilliant, meadow hip-deep in blue lupen,
pink Indian paintbrush, white daisy, orange tiger lily, red-yellow columbins,
o'F \)V"VHOW"P
and a dozen flowers uhto7‘names,i:dtdaé¢=hHQUs On this Tuesday morning of

July 23 in the first summer of peace 1 led Arild up up up to adventure.

(Bouncing high in air and slamming down on concrete snow...)

It was the sun that done me wrong -- the sun and the 50-pound stons,
The one got hotter and the’othar heavier and they emptied my hsad of aught
but the thought of paying the price of freedom, the 3000 fest, all in a
rush. The map didn't show the trail but I knew if we climbed straight up
the treeless mountainside we'd intersect or ses tread once above lush
low-valley gresnery. A gully gave a welcome drink from a snowpatch trickle

s0 looking neither left nor right I stuck with it in hopes of another.



The gully ran inte a cliff,. Now I took out the map and now I looked
left and right‘and Dow I realized the damn trail didn't go straight up but
apparently made a long zag downvalley before switchbacking to Graywolf Pass.
We were a halfmile too far west. Shitl Betwsen us and pass wers cliffs
forbidding a traverss. We'd have to give up a hard-won thousand feet,
waste a gallon of sweat.

"Crap on that," said Mountain Man. The ridge crest was close and the
gully sliced enticingly upward through the cliff.

Not a word said Sailor, barely getting land legs after years of decks.

(Snow and sky and peaks flashing by eyes in a merry-go-round whirlees)

The gully seemed a simple staircase. But each step # proved longer
than the last, more treacherously littsred with loose rock. I decided we'd
rbetter waste that gallon of sweat. And turned to go down and beneath boots
saw the tiny thread of the Dosswallips River.

Vertigo spun head. Gully blurred. Handholds crumbled. Fumbling fest
kicked off boulders in a crashing—smé%hing cannonade.

(This glissade isn't what I planned but I'd gladly keep it up alli day

considering what's going to happen at the end of SNOWe es)

On top! When heart stopped pounding, chest heaving, eyes swimming, we
saw we were on the 7000-foot summit of Graywolf Pup. Gloryosky!

Look west: over headwaters of Cameron Creek to Lost Ridge of 1940,
Lillian Ridge of 1945, and psak upon peak to blue-icy Olympus. Look south:
giddily down down down to the Dose, across the broad valley gulf to

Wellesley Psak whose summit seémed unattainably high 3 weeks ago and now



was not so high as we, to Anderson of 1939, to The Brothers. Look east:
over Graywolf Pass, 500 feet below, to craggy lava masses of The Needles
and Decpption, Mystery, Constance. Look north: 1500 feet down to the
headwater basin of the Graywolf River, sun-guarded by Graywolf Pup and thus
winter-snowy, and out to brown round ridges, among them Blue Mountain of
.1943, standing above the Strait of Juan de Fuca.

There'd besn no recriminations from Arild in the gully. Not once had
#% he unclenched grim-set square Jaw. It was typically thoughtful and nice
of him, now, to anticipats my apnlogy by wswimmy saying, "This is a lot
better view than we'd have got.from the pass. We'd have walked up hsre
anyway."

While filling our eyes we filled a Ten Can with snow from a cornice
remnant and soon ceuld drain off cupsful of icewater to accompany a
traditional Parsons 1uﬁch of cheese and chocolate and raisins. No Sailor
Bay pilot bread for the gailar, however; the Navy had it all packed away
in liferaft rations. We made do witHvryetack, good fare for a redheaded
Nofuegianx and a blond vnonqrel.

"What do you make of the weather, wsatherman?" I asked.

Arild studied the blue-forever sky and said, "No typhoon today."

Plenty of time for leisurely inspection of the wilderness panorama.
The descent to the basin, to a little green obvious-campsite casis of
alpine trees amid the white glare, would be a half-hour stroll.

Eagerly I surveyed the beginnings of the route of the coming week, the
proud line I'd drawn on the map. For Arild'é homecoming I'd planned not

only his but my most swk ambitious expleration, even surpassing the Ranger




Hike to the Lillian Glacier, our way entirsly cross~country until next
Sunday, navigation solely by map and compass and Silver Marmot canniness.
Thers, 2 crow miles away, was our pass through The Needles to Royal Basin.
From that land of ehchantment, unseen now, we'd cross a ridge to Deception
Basin (1939), another ridge to Heather Basin, and climb to Dsl Monte Ridge
(1938), only there joining trail for the return to the Dose.

(A_dozen heartbeats more and bones will be snapping and flesh crunching

and blaod spattering an acre of mountainside...)

The call of the basin -~ of soaking heads in cold creek and lolling
in soft grass ;- grew loud. A final eye-swing of horizons and we shouldered
packs and boulder-hopped the ridge crest eastward toward Graywolf Pass.

Stop. The brink of a hundred-foot cliff. Arild was wrong. From the
pass we never in hell could've climbed the Pup.

Screw the pass, then. We dropped directly toward the basin, slithering
down loose-rock gullies and rubble-covered slabs.

Stop. Brink of a cliff with no bottom but the basin floor.

Jittering brain summed up: Cliffs barred us from the basin. Cliffs
barred us from the pass. Blurred gully on the Dose side of the ridge
barred retreat, .Trapped!

(I_know how it'll feel -- like the winter night I was cornered in the

schoolyard and put up my fists and was hit betwsen the ayes by a runaway

truck, like the time in Lowell when I was 7 years old and the masked men

and women armed with knives strapped me to a table and gassed MB...)

., Fight back panic. Avoid accusation in glum-jawed Sailor's eyes:

the Japs didn't kill him but his old buddy would.



Not so! A boulevard of cedar shrubs allowed an ape-swinging traverse
a hundred yards east to a finger of snow poking high in the cliffs, the
&OWN

white lane leading pretty as you plaasiﬂto the basin.

Arild didn't share my joy. From the boulevard end he looked at the

snow, unclamped jaw for the first time since »sewmy the éummit, and spoke:

M"Long damn way down. Auwful damn steep."

"Oh hell," said I, "On Parsens hikes we glissaded slopes like this all
the time. Nothing to it. Just do everything I do."

I explained the Silver Marmot pack-sled-brake technique. To be sure,
we weren't carrying Trapper Nelsons, but rafher e steel-frame, conveniently
many-pocketed Mountain Trooper Bergaﬁi a $25 value selling in surplus stores
for a re ridiculous 50¢. However, I was confident Bergans would serve ths
purpose beautifully.

Between cedar thicket and snow was a deep moat, awkward to climb down in
and out again. I'd take the more elegant alternative -- lsap the moat, then
unsling Bergan and assume sledding position.

(Death is here,

Death is therse,
Death is busy evsrywhere.)

I land on my feet as neat as a cat., And realize I've madé a terrible
mistake. In afterncon shadows the noon-slushy snow has frozen hard and slick.
Boots skate up in the air and just-like-that I'm whizzing toward the basin
on my rear.,

Embarrassing! Arild's teeth must be fusing together. I'l1 calm his

fears by demonstrating the Silver Marmot recovery. Dig in heels and sharp
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metal of tricouni nails bites the slope. Glad I am that trikes returned to

the civilian market in time to install them en the new Bone Drys I bought

last week. |
Boots slow. But! No nails in my ass! Its speed does nat decrease and

therefore it swings into the lead. The first lam of mountaineering is nevsr

lead with your ass. Lift heels, scramble to get boots downhill. With

brakes off 1 accelerate. Never fear. Most Parsons glissades were thrilling
but snow aluways flattens‘aventually, sooner or later stﬁpping is automatic.
At this pace I'l1l be at the green oasis in a minute, raving from exhilaration
of my best run since Flypaper Pass.

But! What's that between me and sasis? Something non-whits. Something
sinister gray. Lord! Boots are aimed at a patch of scree melted from
the snow!

Dig in heels =- bbots slow and ass pivots forward. Lift heels and
kick and grab to reverse the pivot -- speed increases. Dig in fingers -=-
they begin eroding off toward elbows. Faster, faster. Bouneing Bergan
batters skull.

What I saw in Frosh Pond that dark night of January 1943, what I'd
foréotten in following years of meountain wanders and city romps...

Here come the rocks.

Dear Geod, 1 didn't know I could die in the mountains.

Keep beots in front.

Mind abandons body, observes ths turmeil from an outer calm. Clinically
I observe, sentimentally I treasure, these final microseconds on Earth.

Boots meet rocks. Goodbys.
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The Bomb explodes. I am within tﬁe mushroom cloud.

Gracefully I rise fEssms into headfirst flight, arms spread wide, and
soar through soft silent air, flapping wings. Out of dust cloud I fly inte
clean clear air. What a marveleus afternoon for learning how to fly.

Another Bomb, another cloud.

I somersault. I cartwheel. Amazing. As a clumsy kid I never could
do these stunts. Now I'm agile as an acrobat.

I've stopped. No more loud noiseg. No‘morarviolant motion,

I've died and it didn't hurt a bit.

No, not quite deéd. ‘See the dome of Blueness arching over the picket
fence of peaks which for 8 years have guarded the heart of my dreams. Hear
heavenly water music. Savor snow-pure air. Merge inte the One that remains
while the Many change and pass.

A voice. Far far'away, on the Other Side. Poor Arild. I'm Crossing
Over, am safe. He must still endure. From high in cliffs hé's watching
ne dies Wish I could tell him it's okay, he'll like it.

The machine is a wreck and the matter shortly will be feeding beetles

Biiefly
and flowers. -Gre-fisedcamomnst the Me lingers in this perfect moment, the

last of life for which the first was mads. Then spid;into sleep.

How do you like yeur blue-eyed boy, Mister Death?

Awake. Still here? Yes -- and the moment is lost. Damn! 1 can't
die happy until I take a piss,.
That requires, for opsners, use of the right hande Give the order.

The message races frem brain. Fingers wiggle. Send other messages. UWrist

flexes, and elbow, and shoulder. The left assembly? It too obeys. Legs?
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That ankle checks out, and the connected knee and hip. Also the other set.
Surely the neck is broken? No, the head wobbles. The spine? I can sit
up. I can stand up! Careful, sit back down. Almost spun out again.

An ugly scane. Scratches and gashes and abrasions. Doubtless concealed
bruises and contusions and internal injuries.

There was blood on the rocks and bleod on the snow,

The body was bloedy from head to tes,

Oh pity this hiker all covered with gore,

He'll never ge roaming the wildlands ne mors.

But I will! The machine. works!

From this hour forward each breath of life is gravy.

Again a voice from far above. Arild. I forgot Arild. I didn't kill
myself but I've killed Arild. Well, nothing I can do but await his fall,
inspect the broken body, and carry back to the city the tragic neuws.

A dozen yards away in the scree is my pack, unwounded. Not surprising =-
the Army designed these Bergans to withstand the shock of battle while
rousting Hitler from his Alpine Redoubt.

.

Down to greén casis and at 5500 feet above sealevel collapse in

flowers, lift eyes to see the sailer boy dis.

Arild, however, was not cut out to be a star. 1 watched him disappear
in moat and reappear on snow. That took a half-hour. Thsn he slouwly
kicked steps across the snowfinger to gentler slopes, kicked steps downward.
That teok an hour. I'd come dewn in less than a minuts.

" As he approached I yslled éngrily, "I told you to do everything I did!"
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"Bugger you!" he said.

He saw crusted blood on my hands and face and was alarmed. 1 assured
him it was all in a day's work for a Silver Marmot.

"I thought se at first," he said. "You looked damn good on the snow.
I was mad as hell -~ the showoff son-of-a~bitch expects me to do that?"

1t was the best camp of my life, even surpassing the meadow below the
Lillian Glacier.. From our snow-ringed island of Christmas trees and
heather clumps and spring flowers we admired the massive menace of Graywolf
Pup, close above us but behind us, and jeered the small-balls pussyfooting
a%omy the Dose turnpike. We'd crossed the divide to brighter blossoms,
wetter water. Ashes on the knell, flattened and leached by snows of many
winters, told us nobady had camped here since before the war. UWe owned a
whole valley., Houw rich can two guys gét? Weunds began to ache -- 1
exulted in the pulse of pain, of lifa.

Se recently nearly an angel, I rejoiced in the returnbto bestiality.
Arild had brought home from the Navy an enriched vocabulary, particularly
distinguished by a repertoireof belches that by variation of volume and pitch
and timbre expressed appeesp=tat® opinions on everything from beauty of the
écenery to filthiness of my jokes. Bowels being greatly gassy from a
high-carbehydrate mountain diet, I answered belchss with equally elequent
farfs. Was this the first conversation eof Neanderthals? Pleasures of the
wilderness animal are largely alimentary, and so too his language. I
remembered wise words on the headstone of an l8th~-century grave in a

Lowsell cametery:
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Wheraever you are let your wind blow free
For helding it in was the death of me.

We set te work building our kitchen, delighting in exercise of brutish

ingenuity. Arild scavenged the pasis knoll for silver-bleached sticks and

Sk4r+ ?+re+¢k__

logs, filled Ten Cans from the fewwfesd of creek running out from snow and

‘'under again. I restored the rock fire xds ring, chese a sturdy pole fer

the dinglestick and balanced the fulcrum on a boulder and with another
boulder aﬁchored the outside end. From its over-fire end I suspended one
Ten Can for boiling up a thick soup of dried split peas and a fresh onion
(to flavor the soup and fuel the evening convaersation) and Spam, and im a
second can for 3 constantly-stirred chocolate pudding.
Supper over, Ten Cans and cups and spoons scrubbed clean with sand,
we sprawled in grass by our tiny inferno of entropy burning bright and hot_
within icebox chill of black wilderness. How clever of us to invent fire!
Ten Can of coffee on dinglestick boiled steadily blacker bitterer better.
What was the year? 19467 Nonsepse. 1942, of course. Thers'd never
been a 1943 or 1944 or 1945. 1t was just last year we bedeviled the idiot
busdriver, only a month ago we tied balloons to Chemistry classroom air jets
and when they began exploding ran out in the hall yelling "The Japs‘are here!™
Belches and farts lagged. Eyelids sagged. We crawled in bags spread
on soft turf. I was happier even than when I lay me down belew the Lillian
Glacier. And much warmer, snuggled in a down mummy bag, formerly the garment
of nabobs, now $§5 at any surplus store and bringing # coziness within the

grasp of every pauper.
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No dreams broke my peace. Except... Once & I awoke in a convulsion
of arms and legs, saw stars, and before sinking back to sleep remembsred

the numbing shock of boots hitting rock.

In joyous sunshine of Wednssday morning, breaRfasting on cocoa, stswed
prunes, and oatmeal with brown sugar and canned milk, we'd no reason to
suspect the coming night would be less carefras than the nights of Tussday,
Nonday. We Hoisted Bergans, now lighter by 2 days' food, and set out trom
the oasis to follow my mapQIine. The plan was to plug steps up gentle
snow from our branch of the Graywolf to a 6000-foot saddle, drép to the
branch heading at 7772-foot Decsption, ascend to the foot of The Needles,
and traverse under them to the 7000-foot pass through the crags to Royal
Basin, our next home.

How could I have guessed the savagery of the gorge bensath The Needles?
That the way down into it was a convek snowfield, the bottom unseeable?
At the 6000-foot saddle my balls shrank. I drew a new line on the map .«
We'd take the long way around, detoufing dowﬁ "oasis creek" to ;:::ggaehiuar
R, the cfeek heading at the pass to Royal Basin.

Why didn't I have sense enough to retreat all the way to the ocasis?

Why did I try a shortcut? Another white brink. And a chill in the center

_of my soul -- because now at last I remembered.

I remembered how it really was on Flypaper Pass, the Lillian Glacief -
not exhilarating but terrifying. I remembered the pack-sled-brake never

had worked, there wasn't any Parsons glissading technique, all my slides
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had been jump-off-and-pray. Never having been killed convinced me I was an
expert. Until yesterday.

In reality the shortcut snowfield was neither very steep nor very long,
and actually the slide down was short and safe. But it didn't fesl safe.
.I knew I'd nevar.feel.safe on snow again, would always see ths sinisﬁer
gray scree rushing to meet my boots, the broad-daylight embodiment of
the nightmare from which I so often as a child woke up screaming.

We descended below snowline to forest trail. Trail. UWe wersn't supposed
to be on trail until Sunday. No boots had besen here in years, yat boofs
bhad been here, and baeots could pussyfoot along the umtiilical cord from the
city. The integrity of the wildness was m blemished. I was sad -- but
glad -- and ashamed. At the 4500-foot junction ef "oasis creek" and
"Needles creek" we stopped for a somber lunch; afterward we must leave

' didnty 1f we
loathed-loved trail and I couldn't help thinking that if w%qfollowed the
trail downvallex>we could entirely shirk adventurs.

No shirking, not yet. An esasy f;rest ascent led to "Royal Basin pass
creek," which by luck we intersected exactly at a 5200-foot lakelet, a
mere widg spot in the creek but with a spacious inlst delta ideal for
camping. We were supposed to camp in Royal Basin. But I'd had enough for
today. I needed time for my balls to grow back teo size. Thursday thoughts
were put out of mind by the routine of gathering wood, rigging dinglestick,
and boiling Kraft Dinner, the new miracle macaroni (with cheese) that at
this elevation didn't cook in the advertised 9 minutes but was edible in
a half-hour, a sufficient triumph for technolegy.

Dark night. Dark tomorrow to coms. Atop Blue Mountain twinkled the

light of the fire-lookeut cabin. Ssvsn crow miles away someone was secure,
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Not us. Tomorrow we must ascend the creek. We couldn't see the 7000-foot
pass but above trees loomed black precipices of The Needles; impossible

to believe they'd let us through. I studied the map and saw, as I hadn't
in the city, that contour lines ran tegether at the pass in a ghastly smear
of brown ink. No campfire cenversation. Early to bed, Arild in the trees,
I on the delta.

Graywolf. Synonym for fear. The Olympic wolf was said to be 10 or
20 years sxtinct. But wers ﬁhosa wolﬁes I saw on Lost Ridge 6 years ago?
Were wolves here now?

Bits of charcoal on the delta said somebody had camped here long, leng
ago. Did they escape?

I lay in my bag looking into and beyond piercing-bright stars. I
remembered my childhood horrer of the night sky, my dread of infinity and
sternity. The child was not extinct.

A Blacknass obliterated a million stars. I lept to my feet -~ or
trieds Bag-trapped body managed only’ a fit. I shouted -- or tried.
Fear-tight throat let out only a whimper. Arild silent., Did It get Arild?
Am I now alone, as at Camp Marion 3 weeks age?

Reason said it was an owl. VYeah, an owl as huge as a million stars...

Baats hit rock and 1 awoke.

Blue sky walled @ off the outar wilderness of stars never to bs solved.
Yet.the Thoosday sun was no Savior. We remained within a wilderness that
could swallow.m us as irrevocably as on the beach at Parsons I gulped the

raw oyster. How long did the slime live before drowning in stemach juices?

Was the Graywolf to me as I was to the oyster?
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That was no ouwl.

We must escape. But net via the doomful 7000-foot pass. How, then?
Dear Lord, how? The map showed a pass at the end of The Needles, a mile or
so distant. It also showed, however, dense brown ink between us and pass.

Silently sppon farina and sip cocoa, sildntly shoulder Bergans, and
gilently climb steep forest -~ and shout! Laugh as we'd not since the
oasis! Because there was a way through the brown ink on a #seed shelf of
shale sptiwbepe sprinkled with tiny flowers, oh such gorgeous flowers.

Back thers was the 7000-foot paés, a place of death but not ours. Back
there too, receding in memory, was Graywolf Pup and the white wall and boots
-hitting rock. We were frees of all that! Free to lope arocund the end of
brutal basalt Needles to gentle humps of sedimentary Graywolf Ridge, to
hop-jump~-run down to a small cirque lake, half-frozen, and scramble to
6400-foot "safety pass.”

Fill Ten Can with snow, Bat rystack-cheese-chocolate-raisins, belch and
fart and enjoy Thoughtloose Thursday Views of Woebegone Wednesday, Terrible
Tuesday, the bad Graywolf days now gone forever. At the bottom of a simple
2500 feet of scree and meadows ran bright waters of Royal Creek. ODown there
was a trail. We were ready for a trail. UWe yearned for a trail. Wilderness
contaminated by a thread of civilizatign was nice enough and would suffice.

Bergans on backs we lept and skidded down a scree-filled gully, Royal
Creek louder by the leap.

Stop. Again a brink. Oh God! Hear the Uld Ones of the Graywolf
cackle! They'd reached over the divide and just at ths point we were safe

had set another trap. Between us and meadows was a 40~-foot cliff.
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Reasen said to return up the gully, find a better route. Panic said
not to take a singls step back toward clutches of the Pursuers, to somshow,
anyhow, force a passage of the cliff, by sheer force of hope gain peace and
safety of Royal Cresk.

Was there a way? A dezen yards across the slab which formed the brink
of the cliff was a tributary gully, an obvious staircase down.

"That looks good," I saids "Why don't you give it a try?"

Surprise in s Sailer's eyes, then embarrassment to see Mountain Man

as 4v yreld dhe post of honor and dvty.

brought so lowx/\ln a sitting position he crab-squirmed sideways over thses slab
and scrambled down the staircase. Delighted to be alive he began to laugh -
a laugh cut shoit.

Halfway over the slab my buttocks lost grip and I slid to the brink.
Wwith the clinical detachment of Tuesday I studied the boulder, 40 feet below,
on which my head would shatter like a ripe watsrmelen.

Te the brink. Not quite over. Friction of hands and ass held me to
Earth. But at evsry sideways move'th; Bergan pushed me a half-inch claser.
I warned Arild the pack and I were separatings The Norwegian fool who
volunteered for a glory ride on a suicide plane thrust out maloccluded jaw
at the 50-pound bomb, made a beautiful midair catch -- and the twe of them
tumbled down the gully.

Both survived. So did I. Really? No. On every Parsons hike we had
a scare or two, that was part of the fun. Arild and I had faced three deaths

in 48 hours, twe by rock and one by snow. The joke had gone tm far, wasn't

funny anymore.
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When @¥ beots touched the Rpyal Cresk trail my gleeful giggles barely

covered tears. When baoots took us in 2 fast upvalley miles to 5100-foot

47'\"4 -FcH"
Royal Lake, #iRged=dy subalpine trees and fields of flowsrs, I L% expragcod

ne joy at being a half-hour stroll from the Royal Basin of Parsens legend.
Twilight was a bedlam of mosquitees, our first bugs of the trip. Back
and forth, this way and that, around and around, I half-ran through temsr

meaJowS‘
panikband, seeking and not finding escaps. There is no sscape from the

_Wilderness s

malice -ef-wiltdermees. . Semse not intended for man, it abhors man, and
says so sometimes with the epeswwrotw¥¥Cy™uf storm er precipice, sﬁmetimes
with the-dieboltcei—teresement~of mosquitoss. They wanted my bloed, they
wanted my sanity, they wanted my surfender. They got them. In their
maddening whine I heard the Old Ones, felt the hatred I'd seen in eyes ef
the bull elk and the grouse and the bear, the ultimatum of the rocks
awaiting my fragile flesh,

This was to have besn my finest exploration. With such a partner as
Arild there wers no limits to horizens of the Silver Marmot. Shit! 1'd
not even been able to find Graywolf Pass, much less brave a passage of The
Needles. Since leaving the Dese trail my progress through the wildernsss
had been one damn stumbling blunder after another. The Graywelf did me in,
Dead, finally dead, was the glad boy who on Lost Ridge Jeined his voice with
~thatesf the 3-day blow. My city-drawn map-line crossed the ridge (steep snow,
steep rock) from Royal Basin to Decéption Basin, crossed the ridge (steep
snow, steeﬁ rock) to Heather Basin, traversed God knew what to Dsl Monte

Ridge. I hated it. Hated wilderness.
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There once was a hiker with no balls at all,
No balls at all, no balls at all,

A very short pecker and no balls at all,

NO balls AT ALL.

The Silver Marmof spoke not in Friday mornihg sunshine and mosquitoes.
hd FAK'SVJ

Nor did the Sailor. UWe gulped esc bug-infested oatmeal and cocoa and
slunk down the valley, away from long-dreamed-of Royal Basin, left unseen.
I didn't want to see the fairyland. It would taunt me with memories of
Deception Basin. We descended B safe miles of trail to Royal Creek's
2700-foot Junction with tge Dungeness River, then ascended the river trail
9 safe miles to 5000-foot Boulder Shelter.

The day gave small pleasures. (Small pleasures for small balls.)
We'd last been in a low valley Tuesday morning and I'd forgotten trees
could be so tall, brush seo lush, rivers so roaring. And ﬁhen we again
climbed from deep woods to parkland ] saw new colors in alpiné blossoms, a
new widgness of highland sky. And pounding 17 miles to the clanking of the
Ten Can Band proved that chickens on snow and rock could be tigers on trail.
And for me, 21 plus a week, there was poignahce in recalling the lad of
barely 13 who came here still radiant from the Marmot Pass sunset.

Heroism meekly forsaken, there should have besn serenity in the night.
But once the knife is in the vitals it must be twisted. In twilight we
Jerked alert, hearing a moan in shadows of small firs. A moan —- a mweakE
choked scream -- a hoarse growl. It was here -- now there -- circling the
Firé. Naive Arild probably thought it was nothing worse than a grumpy bear,

a crazed elk, a rabid cougar. We slept, or tried, in the shelter,
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open on one side to the night and thus no real protection.

A deer with a bad coeugh. In Saturday morning sun we saw the wrecker
of our sleep and laughed. Oh yes, in the day you can laugh. But laugh not
too merrily)for night will fall. Yes, in the day believe if you can that
what we heard was a sick deer, what I saw Wednesday night was an owl, that
there is no wilderness-wide, cosmos-wide, infinite and eternal conspiracy.

But remember, no matter how bright the day, night will fall.

In 2 groggy trail hours we dropped Bergans at 5400-foot Home Lake.
Dull eyes dismissed splendors, wanted enly to close. We crept under alpine
firs to escape the heavy sun -- and I tﬁ escape consciousness. Brave I'd
been atop Graywolf Pup despite the.frightening gully, and brave still at
the oasis despite boots hitting rock, -and not quite an utter coward at
Safety No-Safgty Pass. Royal Lake? Renouncing Reyal Basin? 1'd left the
Dose a rambunctious ridgs-runner, wouid return tomorrow a craven trail-tramper.

Vielent
Asepnpaaupdrsiwersef cursing woke me. Arild was sitting up, wide awake

and jaw hanging open. Not he cursing. Who? Me! Cursing Arild! Or so
he thought. My mouth shut tight. Then, seeing his wide-eyed stunned
mortification, I laughed hysterically. Until he alse laughed, understanding
it wasn't him I hated.

He slipped back to sleep. As did I, after a while. This time to
peaceful sleep. Peaceful? Yes, for the dream was an sche ef the Camp
Marion dream, was not of the Graywolf but eof the city. Yet after the

Graywolf erdeal what was there in ths city te fear, to hate? Each man
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hates the thing he hurts but now that hate was going, would seon be gone.
with recurring memory y of ths moment
Gone, with much else,/when boots hit rocks.

A second awakening. Praise the Lord! Just see where we are! Besids
Home Lake, a sparkling droplet of snowmslt beneath up-up-up~thrusting
towers of mighty Constance, high above tranquil ferests of the Dungeness.

Sun a-blazing and snowfields lu-huagznguiu a-shining and lake

blu( Jcan: anJ/
a-rippling. UWe tore off boots and sacksvwmool shirts pesicpants and cotton :
skivvies, dashed through flowers to the g shore, jumped in, screamed and
howled, flailed to a rock island at the absolute limit of streny T
icewater-paralyzed legs and arms. We baked until limbs regained mobility
and swam to shore to bake again. Then again to the island, To the shore.
And again., fer varisty, sit bare-ass in a snowbank and glissade to a
splashing start.

The sun fell behind the ridge and swimming ended, firebuilding began,
bodies all-gver tingling and trembling. Let simpering saints be satisfied
with pleasures of the spirit. We wild animals find our best pleasures in
mgjucieex our bodies -- gobbling a Ten Can hoosh, gulping foam fram’a creek,

. ahJ— ,(qu
blowing nose with finger an nostri%,\snot flyssg of f in the wind, taking
a healthy crap, belching and farting. In wilderness the whole man lives,
the whele man speaks.

As 1 cooked Krap Dinner I demanstrated to Arild the gestures and jigging
with which 1 led songs at troop meetings. The tunes had changed.

One night while in O'Reilly's Bar,

Listening to tales of blood and slaughter,

- Came a thought into my mind --
Why not shag 0'Reilly's daughter?
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Diddly-aye~se, diddly-aye-o,
Diddly-aye-ee for the One Ball Fbilly,
Rig-a-jig~-jig, BALLS AND ALL!
Rub~a~dub-dub shag on!

No rest for us on the Seventh Day. With feather-light Bergans on
backs we swiftly climbed gaudy meadows to Constance Pass, ran the naked
crest to the 6500-foot summit of Del Monte Ridge.

No cleudsea this morning, as in that dawn when I canceled plans to sail
a ketch areund the world, ne clouds marred hard-blue sky. Rough north wind
had flushed summer haze from deep~-green valleys and frem heorizons near and
far, sharpening teo crystal clarity views west to the Olympic wilderness we'd
finally escaped, north to the Strait of Juan de Fuca and snow-flecked
mountains of Vancouver Island, sast over Puget Sound to the line of
ice-cream-cons volcanoes from Baker te Rainier to Adams and S5t. Helens.

Look west to Mystery and Decsptjon, hiding the valley of dark wings.
Howl defiance: #=f¥ Nya-a, nya-a, you didn't catch me! 0Only half of
Time is night. For every wildland terror thare's a wildland ecstasy.

Shale
A hollering hour we scampered over wind-lou%qplataau)¢£=oha%unsp&énbo’e

andehamidars, then shouldered packs, faced Sunnybrook Maadows and far-below
Dose, and commenced the plunge. Down we thundered through hundred—perEEEmed
gardens, down through resin-reeking forest, down down down. We'd labored

to gain-this elevation but didn't need it anymore, were ready for slothful
lowlands, for eating at tables and crapping on toilets and sleeping in beds.

Yet we'd be animals still, would bring to city the crudeness of wilderness.
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When we hit (with a thump) the Dose trail our knees were rag-doll
floppy and mouths desert-dusty yet we ran by cresks loaded with delicious
water taking nary a gip.

We tore off sweat-stinking clothes and dove in Constancs Creek,
shouting as foam shocked legs and froze balls, boiled over belly and backside,
flooded nose and eyes and ears. But we did not drink, were careful te
preserve the great thirst. Then, clean-dressed, we sprawled by the
torrent and withdrew from waterfall the bottles that had awaited us these
7 days and flipped off caps.

Bubbles ticqu}gose and explode in parched throat, cold hop juice
stuns mmplky empty stemach, alcohﬁl shoots through dehydrated blood and
churns &im brain.

Seven days.wild, twice nearly killad, nerves shot to hell. Sniveling
cowards? Of course, but alive, and better than fhat, drunk!

I'd walked

idux-dtewdt 7 days in sun and wind, flowers and trees, I'd slept 6
nights on duff and grass and gravel, With hard work I'd sweated poisons
from mind, with dangsr I'd purged bile from soul, with fear I'd paid for
sins, I'd been tortured and cleansed and would return to the city as pure
as the boy who ran down Sunnybreok in 1938.

Built by Henry Ford in 1930, bought by me in 1941, the Model A was —-
like Arild and me -- only entering its prime. Down the Dese road we beunced
and jounced, t;ailing a storm of dust, swinging cormers with rear wheels

skidding séseweys, honking horn crazily, chasing picnic~bound Sunday drivers

toward the ditch, maybe into the ditch =- who kept scorae?



6-23

I drove in the style of my famous Graywolf glissade, of the kamikazes

who attacked Arild in the Pacific.

Rattling over planks of ths ferry slip at Port Ludlew for the hﬁ;
voyage across the waters to a future both smaller and larger than a week
ago, I annoyed tourists and embarrassed Arild singing:

I have been to Ludlow Fair

And left my necktie God knows where
And carried halfway home, or near,
Pints and quarts of Ludlow beer.
Then the world seemed none so bad,
AAd I, myself, a sterling lad.



August 1946
Chapter 7

TOUJOURS GAI, TOUJOURS GAI

Acceptance of limits, that's wisdom. Contentment with the possible,
that's happiness. No more would I beard the 0Old Ones., I'd stay home

And as my wealth increaseth, so incloss
Infinite riches in a littls room.

Little? Home was large, home was virtually the whole wild world. Only
were excluded (lesson of Camp Nariqn in June) the night alone and (lessen
of the Graywolff) stesp rock and snow.

Therefore am I still %

A lover of the meadows and the woods,

And mountains; and of all that we behold

From this green Earth. -

The Green Woman welcomed me home from the wars -~ and at Deer Park
whers 1'd first consciously known her. Actually, I went this time neot for
my ewn therapy but that of a girl 1'd !ﬂlg been in love with -- until recently --
to a defree varying betwsen a half and a tenth. A summer ago such a night
on Blue Mountain amid the heaven of stars must inevitably have led to
complications; now, howsver, we'd both been inoculated against passion
by soured affairs. 1 saw, not felt, the lushness of her tits. Introducing
a city=-bound soul to highlands was a brotherly kindnsss, repayment for
sistérly lowland suppers.

Though my purpose was to show another the way to peace, I refound it

for myself. 1 saw headwaters of the Graywelf and shuddered. And gaw
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dips and swells of Grand Ridge and Lillian Ridge walked last summer and
smiled. No terror thsre. Unmixed bliss.

Emerald meadows of the High Divide, in the western Olympips where I'd
never been befers, re-proved that variations on old themes could be as
stirring as new ones. UWhy suffer the cacaphony of $k Schoenberg when there
.were quartets of Mozagpt and symphonies of Mahler not yet heard? UWhy endure
the scribbles of Picasso when Renoir and Van Gogh were as yet # mersly
ékimmed?

Dad and Bob and I climbed the trail to the top of Bogachiel Psak and
looked down down down to the Hoh River, flowing through the rain forasst at
an elevation of 1000 feet, and aéross the broad emptiness of the valley up
up up the 7008-foot rise of green mountainside to sprawling glaciers of
Clympus. Uell, I never would put boots on that Alaska-cold mass but fram a
safe trail could admiré the remnant of the Ice Age it nourished. We looked
westward over 35 miles of wooded foothills to the ocean. well, I'd nevar
sail a ketch on the sea but from a safe beach could view the far edgs of
infinity, feel the rhythm of eternity.

Home was expanding. Last winter I'd first seen the Pacific Ocean and
now recurrently itched to hear its melanchely, long, withdrawing roar. In

“+he other preacher ,
July demon-pursued Doqvfeappeared oomstedmiblow in the District and he with the
gas money and I with the car drove the Oregon coast halfway to California.
Each noon we'd find an empty beach, strip off clothes, and tumble about
in the breakers -- thundering operas after Puget Sound songs. Each night

we'q carry sbeepims bags into sand dunes, ghostly moenlight white, and am

w S/eef wirth svrf m our dreams,

3
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Sophocles leng ago

Heard it on the Aegsean, and it brought
Into his mind the turbid ebb and flow
Of human misery; we

Find also in the sound a thought,
Hearing it by this distant northern sea.

Columbus was an idiot, damfool iucky not to fall off the edge onthe
‘world, not to be caught at night by the myriad lurking Its and wWhats == yhich,
however, would not come ashore so long as the full moon shone.

Someday home might even encompass the Cascades. Since seeing the
4%rawa7
ckinipmmt white mound from Surprise Mountain in 1942 I'd been curious about
"the volcano nobody knows," Glacier Peak. Now, on a trip with my folks, I
made a close approach. From our camp by the Suiattle River Dad and I
switchbacked and sweated up the Sulphur Meuntain trail. After lunch in a

encroached o 5«1
very Cascade-like nook of fiwwmiskwm granite blocks slowly being servertedste——

and converhd b green
heather knolls, we climbed to the 6000-feot ridge crest for scenery --
mainly clouds. Enough of Glacier could be seen, though, to prove it a fit
companion for Baker and Rainier and Adams and St. Helens. I knew ths

"

Cascade Crest Trail, the famous path extending from Canada to the Columbia
River, traversed the slopss of the velcana. Somsething to be kept in hind.

More exciting because unexpected wag the view across the Sulphur Creek
valley. The Glacier Peak weswsx quadrangle, surveyed in 1897-99, showed
no trails the?e and only twe named peaks, Spire and Dome, 8220 and 8860 fest --
devoutly'to be avoided if the glaciarfézzgxénd cliff footings were faithful
evidenceg of what was hidden by clouds. But also partly visible and safely
removed from fearsome ice and precipice was Green Mountain, a sweep of

) " {nstead
meadows not the least Cascade-like)hat exceedingly Olympic-like, the very
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on
embodiment of the Green Woman. Keep.that, too, in mind because dmss the
fl‘ L]
Suiattle road we'd passed a aﬁ%@, "Green Mountain Trail."
If ever in a long life of ridge-running 1 exhaustad the Olympics, there

was an entire second mountain range awaiting,

'

Never was a summer solparfectly footloose. I was free of school for the
first time in 4 years, fres of work for the first time since I was old
enough to split wood and hoe corn and feed chickens, free of foreign
entanglements for the first time in montﬁs beyond remembering and, better
than that, free of the urgent X=y longing for the first time since the onset
of puberty, Nothing to do and the whole summer te do it.

'Tis better to have loafed and lost
Than never to haye loafed at all.

I was free to gorge myself on mountains. How could I have been so dull,
as recently as last summer, to think l'd be like a child given free run of
a candy store, soon glutted and sick? The more I hiked the more raveneous
my appetite, the healthier my body and mind.

Still, I found it desirabls to sgparate highland rambles with short
spaces of lowléna days. The city was merely a placs te wash socks and
grease boots and patch pants and reload Trapper Nelson with food and draw

lines on maps and recruit partners. However, wilderness gave all tiie more

;F one “‘nk +vmf out Fpr__/ I'nhrrw’J ‘
susgenance Gea-iut-nvuts-af digestion, for memente of close-up study of
civilization, '

~ During the Perseid Meteor Shower I sat on the roof of Parrington Hall

sneering -— .
galiugﬁ%t electric glare of vacant-syed Seattla -- how unaware and trivial



and impotent it was under the bombardment from outer space. Enwekwissd
While mankind slept in sealevel night, I watched dawn pinken summit snows
of 14,408-foot Rainier, 65 miles southeast, and then the nuclear fireball
explode from the Cascades, the Sunrise Mountains, 3% miles sast ~- how
.incredible, with fraedoéxggehand, that all these people u;m- should tamely

submit to life imprisonment in the city, that they should not arise as

&g in morning and escaps.

My basecamp was on Northlake Avenue. Last winter, driven from the
University District by the first wave ci=tursf3aew of vets, G.I.-Bill
wealthy and bidding the rents of basements and attics and garages and
houseboats beyond rsach of the sub-proletariat, I'd migrated down the hill
and over the railroad tracks to the shore of Lake Union and a pocket slum
as sordid as any in Seattle outside the Skidroad.

A yaaf earlisr during our H-unii‘Houseboys' Exodus we'd scouted
Northlake and before finding the shack on Pasadena Place, a couple blocks

rundown
uphill from the railroad tracks in a sheirisy but respectable working-class
neighborhood, innocently had tried (amid amused consternation of kimon8-clad
women) to rent rooms in what we belatedly realized was a mhwx whorehouse.
(Some months later the establishment gained newspaper attention by burning
down and very nearly inflicting heavy casualties on our Armed Forces.)

Alone now 1 returned and surveyed the wretched scene. East along the

lakeshore, toward the University, were marinas and boat-repair yards. West

were a concrete plant, furnace-oil depot, and the city gasworks. In a
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several-block gap between workaday world of 1946 east and west rotted a

dead but unburied scrap of the 19th century. 0On the shore were ruins of
Commcrcm/

a lumber mill, faced acrogs Northlake Avenue by a false-Fronsqrow bearing

faded signs of businesses decades gone. Une lingered, the foul and filthy

Northlake Tavern, reeking with piss of drooling Social- -Security winos.

' the jomble of

In the half-block betwsen lake and railroad embankment xw=--:¥’one-t1me

shops and warshouses, ®ke decrepit shanties, all the garbage buildings,

were squalid dens of garbage peopls, several dozen aged, shabby men and

a scattering of women tottering about wes avenue and side-streets sodden

- vorwm- brin

drunk or)on the) trembling\ sewm /of delirium.

Lacking comrades I quailed, I fled. But at the edge of the dungheap,
paused. In a tumbledown three-story frame building was a ground-floor shop,
windows hung with cedar birdhouses and feeding trays, announced by letters
neatly burned in a cedar plank over the door as the headquarters of "Tinker
Tim,"

The birdhouses were palaces compared to those I'd made for my merlt
badge. I admired the craftsmanship, wondersd where the hell I could put
a birdhouse., A wrinkled-old but brightly-alive relic looked up from his
workbsnch and waved a greeting.

Here was ons human being recognizably human. With a last burst of
courage I entered the shop and asked if there happened to be a room for rent.

(JOUE‘HCJ‘S‘ o~
FE Tinker Tim R du?(Funded ‘g8 was too polite to show it. He a4,
continued nailing together a birdhouse, explaining he had a big ordesr to get
out .for the Audubon ladies. After a balf-hour of seemiﬁgly idle conversation

about birds he apparently was satisfied, allowed as how nobody was using

0ld Red‘s Toom.
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rim

7 .

Tim led the way up creaking, zii-gy staircases to the top floor. The
bathroom was shared with the one other top-floor occupant, Cousin Johnny.
That was his firewood stacked in the hall. 0ld Red's room was barely large
enough for the bed (where they found 0ld Red a while back), table and chair,

1
cardboard wardrobe in a corner, and a—nénutz wood-coal stove, tIbwdwewsie
' space .
enough z-uu was left to squeeze in my recordplayer and albums and somse
Sgu"{'h ward
orange-crate bookcases. The view from the single window waﬁonar Lake Union
to downtown Seattle,

Had it not been for Tim I couldn't have stomached a move to Northlake,

where I was the only resident younger -- at a guess -- than 70 pew@®, Byt

a while he workel
he was pw sprightly as G bird¢‘an€AI often sat on a cedar butt in his shop

and listened to stories of his youth, ssewtrivhagshertaiked-wascnatnfasmin -

Hefd come from Corﬁwall as a boy and grown up in this building, erected
by his father as a combination of tamily home, shops, and rooms to let. 1;;%
kept a sailboat a halfmile east on Lake Washington and on after-school and
Sunday voyages explored the lake Frdgiis:;;nd,ﬁiiillw$nn. " Dut of school
he'd become a gypsy mechanic roving the -‘Msxm® Northwest, working at one
lumber mill until he'd seen enough of that part of the country, then moving
to another. Eventually he'd settled into a Job repairing machinery for the
city street department, married, built a house, raised a family. Ten years
ago, xwhiwes pensionad off, children grown, wife newly dead, he'd sold the
house and raturned‘to his childhood home and become a birdhouse carpenter.

But a decade had been enough. Northlake was a place of death. Tim wasn't

ready. He was in the midst of plans to buy a pickup truck, build a
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workshop-cabin on the back, and resume his gypsying where he'd left aff
40-o0dd years age.
My second friesnd was Cousin Johnny, a chipmunk-spry gnome several

inches under 5 feet and like Tim ever-sober, ever-cheerful, esver-busy. 3%
to visit his cousins
He'd come over in the '90s/and never gane home. But also like Tim he

wasn't long for Northlake. When legal loose ends of his recent inheritance

as : ;
were tied up he'd be returning to his native villagektc-buuuuc a man of

Moreover,

substance, pspteex propristor of three houses and a groc ry shop ,-sewevi—
’ once home hed marry his er cE.lJL,,J 5wee+/wnr4

after 70 bachelor years, hdﬁhannznﬁntn.onua-b-i# not seen in all these yearsJ

' +he mm}'cl« Arvanged lncj n«mnl

/\I 'd miss his tales of | Cornwall, “told on our jolnt excursions to the railroad

heapmg-Fatl little
tracks to gather ceoal jounced FrOﬂAgondolas. But I was glad jckkks Johnny

was leaving. He belonged in Cornwall with the other elves.
The fourth occupant of the building, Tim's mms#kax brother, I lmgp.

never advertured,
w#an shunned. Cobbler fred had never roamed, as eldest son had learned his

Yet in ]aru'- ‘(‘}’L/fl:!‘/\qh ind{sponsable and ‘
father's trade here and never left. he'd besen™ pa-bgﬁﬂziiw“””””wm

(,rhzen o'F +he —A‘orff)' makmﬂp_/

J-ug-n/world, b-sii&ag and repairing and caulking loggers' boots) ,Now his
ancient machines stood idle except when he was e half-scling wornout
Northlake shoss. Crippled from 60 years of standing all day on a concrete
floor, he rarely stirred from the rocking cﬁair by the pot-bellied stove,
rarely emarged from 4 boozy torpor. I avoided his shop, next to Tim's,
stopping in only to pay rent and pick up mail.

Ons winter morning I woks tq see snowflakes drifting by my window, to
hear horn-honking of stalled traffic high above Lake Union on the University
Bridge. I must go wandering! Must exult in this revengs of wilderness

slut
on civilization, this sudden white purity of wsmmsa metropolis. But as



I was passing fred's shop he beckoned me in. Tha Northlake Tavern hadn't
wes
apened, the bartendsr presumablestuck someplace, and poor old Fred was in
shaking distress, out of booze. He gave me money and I hiked through
deepening snow up the hill and across the bridge to the Eastlake Gardens,
the only tavern to which I had entry, and fetched a case of stubbies. 1
sove ht '
then ueﬂlod-untp to escape; so pitiable was his gratitude, however, I
couldn't refuse the beer he insisted I drink as payment. And thus that
morning, the storm cleansing even Northlake, the beer softening my dread,
also and
I met the Others 1'd hltﬁlfearéﬁ*ﬁ?ltﬂtloathad,an-uuuhnuunﬁuult
Singly they drifted in and clustered around the stove, until were
assembled all the half-dozen cronies 1'd often seen thers. A few beers or
snorts of wine steadied hands, brightened eyes, loosened tongues, Surely,
ho’ JA G'F f‘l"or‘m
though, it was less the alcohol than the ou-u,that revived embers of life
in vmgee numb old heads. They were put in mind of the Big Snow (no year
given, all but me knew it), when every streetcar in the city was dead on the
tracks and the drifts were up to’youf'mackinaw and relisf parties were sent
ck :
out to £:=zy food to remote neighborhoods, and of ths Big Freeze (again no

S‘J“dv- b r-u'h
year), when Lake Union froze solid and one -s.niaght night the entire

mob
population of Northlake spontaneously took off in a hooting-hollering -
to skate over to Seattle.
Probably my open fascination stimulated the story-telling competition,

erils
the wmwpwye can-you-top-this anecdotes of hair-raising J:ng::inntor-v

WECIP®S in mills and logging camps from Bellingham to Hoquiam, of escapadss

on oWy timber-country skidrdadg-- ami-ncopemindidy especially em tha

nation's most notorious-glorious, the Seattls Skldroad, where a man could

the
get anything he'd/\‘belly for, and a bellyful if he didn't keep his wits.
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Aﬁ hour they were emsse again a bunch of the boys a-whooping it up.
. decades

Then, the stamina for roaring benders of youth wws gone, tongues thickened,
eyes glazed, and I left. Frequently thereafter, though, when I saw the
group was in the brisf moment.-of animation betwsen morning horrors and
w@k afternoon stupor, 1 joined the circle to hear the history of old Rq¢+ Sound,
SREEETN.

One spring wem morning 1 noticed in my comings and goings there was
no gathering by the stove, saw an unusual back-and-forth shuffling on
streets. Even Tim :ﬁshnsmiling and untalkative;, emed Johnny scurried around
with the look of a scared mouse. That svening I stopped in Fred's shop %m
for my mail. Now the group was assembled, silent. I didn't dare ask what
was wrong, merely paused to say helle. Fred Inwemtmps struggled to bring
me in focus, 4@ said they'd found Meg. |

For some days I'd not seen the gay old crone with the red-dyed hair,
the sole female of the stove circle but a full member, having knowqf@s well

2 learned. e e
as the men -- in what capacity I never W skidroad>

I'd not wondered at her absence; Northlake folk were given to periodic
a,Co;\o,yc hlberna“‘"whs.

oetTExrhtr it Only when they weren't on the street for a week did

friends invade privacy. As with 0ld Rea last fall, as this morning with
Meg.

Averted eyes said "The Student," my Northlake moniker, wasn't wanted
by the stove. 1 was welcome to share their youth, not their death. I walked
to the ruined mill, out to the end of the collapsing dock, and sat in
twilight looking over Lake Union, an industrial sewer WPt once tomCRENER.

£resh
as cidewmem and lovely amid forested hills as Hidden Laka.
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fMeg. 0ld Red. Cobbler Fred. Tinker Tim. Cousin Johnny. The messess
ofimsbee stove circle. The dozens of other Northlakers I knew only to nod to

in passing.

aqam :J V;f(]i” “;V‘ff}-" L',’....‘--v*
They came when Indians still lived in cedar’1bﬁ§hodsaS\ai-nq/the beaches.

They rode the mosquito fleet ksnicenmees uﬁ and down the water road to and
from the new towns, peetyerewesdt, They cut the Douglas fir and red cedar and

. next h/,»
hemlock atmue the beaches, skidded logs wwwm to tidewater for rafting to
mills, They followed the bull teams and logging railways inland fzuw

I

selbmmper over the lowlands. They worked in th%::;lls_ringing Lake Union
and in the hundred other mills around the Sound that loaded lumber schooners
waiting to carry the wiswn forests to far cities, far continents.

The summer of 1889, the year Washington entered the Unien, they read
the Governor's speech calling the Olympic Mountains, 35 miles away on the
sunset horizon, America's last unknown wilderness. The spring of 1890 they

.
read in the Seattle Press the journals of the Press Expedition of th%&;?::;r,
the first party to cross the Olympics. Before the "ton of gold" ship docked
in Elliot¥Bay in 1897J¢=i alert entrepensurs advertised Seattle as the
gateway to the Yuken>and the rush to the North emptied local mining camps,
they read extravagant (and false) reports of the wealth of Monts Cristo,
deep in the Cascades.

exknJln,

Thers'd been wildernessK then, wildernesiﬂfrom town outskirts to

scargs
:l..mountainﬁﬂwest and east, a vast wilderness of which I'd known a tiny

remnant at Hidden Lake -~ now also raped tame.
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It was all so long, long ago, the 19th century, when the Northlakers

were younge.

If 1T lived to their age, what memories would I have of 19467 Looking

ln .
back from the 21st century, what transformations would I see of c1ty?and
" far vp wmountain valleys 7

lF the wilderness, now pushed beeh-aaﬁa=§b!?h!uut!tﬂ§?

This is the way the world ends
Not with a bang but a whimper

I was in but not of Northlake and the ends of those around me, sad as
they were, strengthened gladness that (glven luck ‘and no more Graywelfs)

awh
my,and was so distant.

Be+w€tn ‘:il«r

/G awoke sach summer morning utterly free of responsibility or geal or
plan and set out aimlessly wandering, wondering what surprises the day might

bring.

All's well in the s whirl
For a fast-footed squirrsel. *

1'd walk up the hill to the Avenue and browse in bookstores or hole
up in a music-shop listening booth with a stack of records, or maybe run into
school friends and drink a gallon of coffee in whichever newly-opened
restaurant hadn't yst learned giving students unlimited free refills was a
fmmk quick road to bankruptcy.

1 hadvanough bucks left in the sock from my springtime job at the mill
to hold out (with the aid of an occasional unrequested but appreciated‘Fin
slipped me by my folks) until I raturned to the University payroll, and

meanwhile made myself rich by making my wants small. Rent was $6 a month
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and stove coal free. 1 ate on four bits a day, with an unvarying mesnu of a bowl
of bread and milk for breakfast, no lunch, and two ham sandwiches and a pint
of milk for supper.

Aside from mountains my biggest expense was beer. Arild would blast
down Northlake Avenue in his brilliant yellow De Soto, ordered when he
Joined the Navy and thus one of the sarliest off the postwar assembly lins,
and we'd tavern-hop through the countryside of our childhood, accumulating
a carful of old Ronaldites. Inevitably our rounds included the Highlands
Golf Course, where as a kid Arild had caddied -Reweekdm for the rich bastards,
and where now the crecked Norwegian would climb the treacherous damn
Cyclone Fence like it had an invisible stile and staél the flag from the
13th hole.

Once or twice a wesek Bob and I took in several pitchers at the Eastlaks
Gardens. UWe'd

Sit bousing at the nappy,
An' getting fou and unco happy, B

until the 1 o'clock closing, then storm up to the Avenue for hamburgers at
the Robin Hood Grill; honoring the name, we <kAvesdatrty walked out without
paying thé check. For further adventurs weﬁﬁﬁlﬂﬁi the city night like a
barbarian horde, climbing graveyard monuments and tipping ever headstones,
stealing warning lanteras from streets under repair, or prowling the
dark campus breaking into buildings, not for plunder and pillage but
simply because they were there.

One afterncon, walking down the Avenuevto meet Bob for an experiment
in Hew sensations -- drinking at a different tavern, thé Red Robin, and

getting swacked in broad daylight -~ I ran into Betty. Or better say she

“ran into (litsrally) me.
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A couple years before, when we were introduced in Parrington, I'd briefly
fallen a quarter or half in love with her, attracted by a loose eye that |
gave an intriguing air of elusiveness -~ I never was sure she was looking
at me, over my shoulder at a passerby, or both at once. To divert attention
from the wemdering eye she kept her mouth going a mile a minute; even while
1 was talking her lips were twitching.

A second engaging mipesesssx quality was clumsiness. Due to the errant
eye she lacked depth perception and stumbled on staircases and fell off
sidewalks and bumped into things; even when not stumbling she had the look
of being about te, or Be%q afrard she might.

Néntally she was as blundering as physically. Having just transferred
from Reed College in Portland, with typical Reedy snobbishness she made it
clear nothing but poverty could have driven her from the "Harvard of the
Northuwest" to mingle with the rabble of a public school."Houever, it was
a false Front,'and crumbled at our first encounter. It being well-known
among Reedies that state-university slobs never read Great Books, she theought
to put me down with a glib reference to Lucretius. CEETTwweshddMmERPes
By happenstance I was studying Lucretius, as she learned when I quoted:

The birds in tha sky

And the waves in the ocean
And you, love, and I

-_\~:Efij,i matter in motion.

R few deft probes revealed she hadn't read Lucretius, knew nothing of

him except what she'd heard in Sewweurss=of a lecture covering Stoics and
‘ shp b@,],m ovr chun'/nfn_:’r(__t_(y_/fh 2]
Cynics and Epicureans in one swift hour. .Baginasuq-uibh-bhif”ﬁféifalh<

and’
-gdpa never regained balance, not with me shoving her around.



7-15

Much as I enjoyed our occasional fencing matches (ludicrous mismatches),

10t the girl-ne girl,
matters had not progressed, mainly because with ﬂﬂh{’éﬁlﬁbbi{:p e
SpoRa¥ wrestling. Only now, staggered into by Betty on the; Avenue, did
I realize 1 hadn't seen herf: months. The explanation? She'd been home
in Portland recuperating from the operation that anchor‘ed her eye. That
iua’s what was bothering me. The sye was all wrong. She was too proud of
"being like evsrybody else" for me to say sox but the operation was a mistake,7'4"

not improving her vision, as it turned out, and destroying a good part of

her ominsbwn charm.

However,
@®6the surgeon hadn't cured the ,quivering lip or accident-on-the-way-
ﬂ\}vkwn.rulm’sr/ for the fup of 4 A Sl'nq,(’

to-happen m’and/‘l invited her along to the Robin. -EE=Siwes beer
disintegrated what passed for her mind and she began erupting words so fast
half were lost. Bob and I couldn't drink for laughing. She was delighted
to be the star of the s'how but after a while ran out of routines and asked
for a cigarestte -- a transparent ploy to occupy her mouth and thus get
TRCECSERR, of fstaga. Unfortunately, swhen 1 offered a lighted match she
misjudged the distance and scorched her eysbrows,

Bob and I began taking her boozing regularly, which we could sasily

afford because 4 she was a really cheap drunk. Aside from the comedy what

liked
I asgesadaabout -her was the total absence of threat. The coltish clown lacked
the slightest L.grown vp _with  much

bagimideowont®® hiff of sexiness fyr=MEMM Having\two/older brothers seimrkatx

I - etpected from
o trsatbjher as a little girl, she sswein every male mors of the same.

kid
-She was precisely what I wanted in a femals -- an amusing sister.
wonkish even

I'd taken my/\vows in June and couldn't now ba tempted/\by Lana Turner,

in sweater or out. Content in mmpetiesbe celibacy, henceforth I1'd screw
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around solely in the mountains, with the Green Woman, and nevermore in
bed, risking the trap of premature adulthood.

do you think that i would change
my present freedom to range

for a castle & or moated grange
wotthehell wotthehell

cage me and i d go frantic

my life is so romantic

capricious and corybantic

and i m tougours gai toujours gai
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Chapter 8

ALIENS ON THE TRAIL

We talked about -- what else? -- mountains. Not the bsauties and
exaltations, too sacred “smssr for Jukebox-raucous tavern., The miseries and
terrors, made hilarious by beer. From Boy Scout days, my ramblss of the
war years, our hikes together of spring and summer, Bob and I had no end
of harrowing memories. Even Betty made a small offering. She'd once gone
to Campfire Girl camp -- and been sent home as hopeless. Last fall,
encouraged by a sadistic Mountaineer friend, shs and énother incompetent
hiked a couple miles into storm-drenched forest, were caught in the middle
of nowhere by darkness, failed in attempts to build a fire, huddled under
a tres all night soaking up rain and nibbling raw potatoes, and at dawn
barely escaped to the highway.

That was the sum total of the addlebrain's wilderness experience. Yet
she managed to ruin the subject. Was she as artless as wek she sesmsd? 1I'd
swear there was revengsful triumph in her giggle the night she brought that
same sadistic Mountaineer to the Red Robin and introduced her by saying,
"Monie climbs mountains!"

Shit. I didn't want to hear about it. But Betty egged on the wiry

little bitch, who though only in her mid=-20s had stood atop Constance and
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The Brothsers and every other peak I knew, scores more I'd never heard of ,
and worst of all had climbed Rainisr -~ often,
For Bob the highlands were merely a playground, his ego wasn't

e e wide -cye d
threatened. He would insist)éﬂ_ifiﬂylating Monie}lwith his

————— .

fascination;&o tale after tale of blood and slaughter -- and on showing
his naivete by repeatedly asking why people climb mountains. Ask a silly
question and get a silly answer. She'd toss off Mallory's flip "because it

is there." Or taunt us with the lines of some nameless alpine poetaster:

Men can go where the clouds can go
But they must be sturdy men!

Men, yes. I'd long known why men {better say boys) climbed. The
symbolism was embarrassingly manifest to any sophisticated male -- one
climbs a peak to make it an extension of the body, a gargantuan tool for

, could be
screwing the sky. Only pubescents not yet initiated in®® shame wB8® unaware
the sport was the equivalent of walking a public street with naked prick on
high. .
What mystified me was why a female climbed. Fouled—up hormones?

Penis envy? Anyhow, that Monie was a climber, and that Betty should intrude
her into our cheerful beering, was a damn outrage. |

No rudeness of mine could drive her away. Invite Betty drinking and
the mwwimne- tag-along was inevitable. What did she want from me and Bob?
Not sex =- in her weird way she was as sisterly as Betty. Not beer -~ she'd
nurse a single glass all evening and when urged to chug-a-lug would bleat,
"gh, I'm high enough on animal spirits!"

. : . ma,..;l:{cl '°‘!___,

Something sinister lurked in those sEN@E-merry eyes beivitd glasses

thick as coke bottles, in the constant convulsions of cackling. It came
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out in the open when she suggested the four of us climb a peak called
The Tooth.

"Just a staircase, really -- but good for laughs!" Cackle.

Whose laughs? Not ours. What was her game? Castration. Aroint
thees, witch!

appeared

Surprisingly, she xwwewa not the least disappointed by the foiling of
her plot, became virtually human, began speaking less of peaks she'd climbed
with Ahe Mountaineers and more of trails she'd hiked with her folks.
Grudgingly I had to admit her knowledge of mountains far surpassed mine.
éé:“ she wasn't arrovgant in her superiority, once off her damn cliffs and
glaciers was a sincere and humble lover of the meaddws and ths woods --
"one of us," even if female. |

That's why I agreed to her second suggestion -- that we go hiking.

Foss‘cb e
Whatever doubts remained about her motives, 1 saw n?Aphysical or psychic

in
danger ss the S-day trail tramp she proposed through my beloved northeast
. .

Olympics. And there was the promise of infinite amusement in observing

the wildernsss progress of tanglefoot Betty.

Wednesday morning, September 4, under now-and-then showering clouds,
we four ferried across the waters and drove to the end of the Quilcene River

road.

Bark Shanty. Eight years since my last visit. Nothing had chapged.
The moss-grown shelter. Tall old trees. Almost I could see the Big Red

Truck, the yipping Scouts. But something certainly had chapged. Now,
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no besr for excuss, what the‘hell was I doing, going hiking with girls?
Camp Parsons phantoms jeered, "Sissy! Sissy!"

However, phantoms took the river trail; our way, new to me, lay up
a tributary, Townsend Creek.

The laughs cams on schedule. Betty placed each boot, at each step,
as if navigating a nest of rattlesnakes. I helped by warning of pebbles
she might trip over, puddles she might drown in.

Hours passed. Miles didn't. The joke wore out. Bob and I settled
into a pattern of strolling leisurely 5 minutes and waiting 20 for the females;
Monie, impelled by masochism or loyalty, stuck with the stumbling clown.
But whenever Betty -- back bent under Trapper Nelson, brows furrowed, syes
glazed, lips twitching -- saw us sprawled on the ground she kemieblessesss
collapsed in a heap; we began resting until we heard whimpsrs érbund the

steq! ';14 away
bend, then eweewemg before she came in sight.

Twilight. The forest too brush-choked and soggy and dripping to camp.
Time to g:g:;_a lightning bug. With 4 large nail Bob and I punched holes
in both ends of one side of a "ﬁ Ten Can, inserted a length of wire for a
handle, and punched a larger hole in the middle of the opposite side to
hold a candle.

Now, of course, we had to travel in a bunch, Betty in front setting the
inchworm pace, Bob or 1 at the rear with the bug, its diffused glow far
better for hiking than a flashlight. At 9 o'clock we reached Sink Lake
#® Shelter. Seven miles hiked, 1500 feet of elevation gained. In 8 hours!

Impossible to believe, secing the speed of the idiot's lips in a tavern,

her legs could go so slow.



A sandqggch supper having been saten on the trail, the females
immediately crawled ind® sleéping bags and conked out. Bob and I built a
fire and brewed a bucket of coffees. After several cups ws decided to visit
our original goal for the night, a cabin said by Monie to be just 5 minutes
distant —?-7: minutes «sumieetGketdmg boyond Betty's ability to move except
in a stretcher.

Before setting out we should've asked directions. An hour we searched
the forest. No cabin. And by now very little candle. Best make haste
back to camp by the obvious shortcut -- following Townsend Creek to Sink
Lake, then the shore to the shelter.

Before setting out we also should've looked at the map. The cresk left
forest, entered a boggy subalpine meadow, divided and redivided into a maze
of meandering wWiskskiwkemiseex channels. Expecting mw momentarily to find
the lake and thus camp, we hurried through knee-high grass and over-the-
head willows. No lake. As the map would've told us, once upon a geclogical
time theréJukssﬁ/iake. Now there was'a marsh. |

Not enough candle to retrace steps to forsst. Surrounded in moonless
starless drizzling night by infinite marsh. And by innumerable silent
sloughs -- sach of us in turn, while the other was in the rear with the
bug, plunged intoc wwimmmy pits of black water.

Soaked to tne skin up to the neck. No wood or even dry grass for a
fire, Shouts memmwewx unanswersd by i sleeping bitches. A hop and a jump
from camp, if we knew where to hop and jump, and facing the most miserable
night of our lives.

Candle guttered out. Marooned in blackness. The -lwmm shivering

began.
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A firecracker! There! In 50 stumbles we were scrambling up the bank
from marsh to forest and in 20 steps we more were at the shelter -- saved
by explosion of a gas pocket in the dying firae. Long after midnight we

were squeezing and steaming water from shirts and pants,

In wilderness the rule of laﬂf is absolute. But no commandments are
posted at fmwk trailheads, they must be learned the hard way through the
punishments that inevitably follow transgressions.

Parsons phantoms chortled, "That's what you get for going out with
girls." Yes, Bob and I had contributed to the delinquency of females, had
contaminated the purity of a male preserve. Wildernasss would show no mercy.
The B8 hours to Sink Lake were just the beginning of the penalty. And
the purgatory of the marsh, though it didn't strike me as exactly fitting
the crime, was a warning‘bheoeuaouidnbnului-s Four more days we'd pay,
and pay, and pay. '

Tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrow
Betty creeps in this petty pace...

Mark Thursday. The 3 miles and 2200 feet of selevation to 5200-foot
Windy Lakes, in headwater meadows of Townsend Creek, were properly a 2-hour
Job. Betty labored up the switchbacks from early morning to late afterncon.
It was necessary to stare intently at her several minutes to be sure she
was moving at all -- W&k and half the time she wasn't.

Mark Fridgy. A steep mile up to the tundra ridge of 6270-foot Mt.

’ abroptly
Towunsend, 4 abmsst mileﬁAdown to big trees of Copper Creek at 3300 fest,

qcn‘Hf
3 miles upstream to Copper City, 4300 feet, in subalpine forest. An
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q-”' Wv.ﬂJ(' Ll kff
easy half~day. However, thoug?dwe shouted her out of the sack at dawn to

start the climb while we slept to mid-morning, the three of us (Monie's
loyalty exhausted) were hours exploring #wk collapsing shacks and caved-in
tunnels of the old mining camp before Betty staggerad in at nightfall.

Mark Saturday. Ascend rolling meadows 2 miles to 6000-fcot Buckhorn
Pass, traverse wide-sky slopes of Mt. Buckhorn 1% miles to Marmot Pass,
descend a mile to Camp Mystery. Call it a before-luabh saunter. Or, for
Betty, a day-long grind. But then, how fast can a person travel when
every other step she falls on her face and lies so corpse-stiféxggkpanions
W8 prod her with boots to make sure she ien't truly dead?

Strange days. I was used to a kaleidoscope wilderness, scenes passing
in swift subcession, and was disoriented by the other-worldly changelessness.
This wasn't hiking, it was homesteading; But short of carrying the oafish
lump piggyback, there was naught to be done.l@® Exasperation yieggd to
resignation, impatience to eesmssd® langour.

terie days. In the land of the 8topped clock are mysteries.

The trail was spread with a faery banquet -- weewews orange-ysllow
salmonberries in wet ravines, dusty-blue and wines-purple blueberrieslin
forests and meadows, tiny red strawberries on rock outcrops. Enjoying
the feast, I felt the presence of a Host, wouldn't have been surprised
at v materialization of a benign Smile.

From afar came wild music, melod}es of Pan, Scanning meadows, atop
a boulder outlined against the sky jgéi spot a gnome in outsize boots and

baggy pants and sloppy wool shirt and red bandana. The weirdest sister,

Monie, blowing a flute.



Surely this was a dresam. Eventually I'd awake and hike. Msanwhile,
though, it was rather pleasant to float effortlassly through wildlands.

The trip had the quality of an idyllf?rUntil Saturday.

On the way from Buckhorn Pass to Marmot Pass we.took a side-trip stroll
to the 6985~foot summit of Mt. Buckhorn. Lazy Thursday-Friday clouds had
been cleaned from the caumminaiings. sky by a brisk north wind. All around
were familiar Olympic panoramas. I looked across the me® broad qulf of
the Dungeness valley to Graywolf Ridge and Safety-No Safety Pass where I
nearly died a month and a half ago, to The Needles that haunted me those
days and nights. No more. A fig for you, hard fangs. Elsewhere lies my
future -~ here in the soft and fearfree country.

Berry banquet and pagan pipings, forest and tundra and waterfalls and
tarns, campfire evenings singing old folk songs (and old Camp Parsons songs
by me and old Girl Scout songs by Moﬁle) -- with sharing of these we'd
become comrades. If Monie was weird she ‘was entertaining. If Betty was
a blundering fool she was a good sport. Hiking with sisters wasn't gil
bad.

Until the summit of Buckhorn. There Betty shattered the unity, wrecced
ISR, Stirring from her usual rest-stop swewww coma, she gaily
asked Monie to demonstrate climbing techniques. Curieous Bob>stupidly
saconded the request. The witch cackled and complied. @ne side of the
summit block was a ZU-Fdot wall lacking the slightest pfotuberance for hands

and feet -bewegedp. But she flowed up the glass-smooth rock as if on a
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ladder. Supernatural. Hateful.

Worse. Urged by Monie, Bob tried the wall and damned if he too didn't
clamber quickly to the top. Traitor.

have a qo

Monie's challenge that I evussmeebes was rejected with a brusquex
"Goddam monkeys!" But from beyond the Dungeness valley The Needles rubbed
W it in. Cowardice is sanity but cowardice still.

Later, at Marmot Pass, 1 stood again a=tiwaemest where 8 years ago I'd
first seen a sunset. Then walked again down meadows where I first felt the
beauty of a flower. And drank again frﬁm the Source of the Big Quilcene

. P40$+‘|qt\.
River. Past-in-present.Alﬂelancholy. Shame. Disgust. Never would that
promise of long agos be fulfilled. All my trails had led to this.

The jolliness of the Camp Mystery evening was not for me. These laughing
hyenas wsre noéxzriends, were aliens.

Monie rattled and gsk cackled on, telling funny stories. Such .as the
time she and her sister were practicing rappelling at home, leaping out their
second-story bedroom window, sliding down the rope howling and screeching,
then running upstairs to do it again -- until neighbors panicked and the party
was broken up by siren-wailing police cars and fire truck.

Presumably our food for the trip, planned W% and bought by the
great Mountaineer, also was a climber's jest. Her notion of breaRfast
was a pot of srswsbesp dried apricots stewed with much water but no sugar.
Nothing else. Just acid apricots. At lunchtime she passed around a cloth

bag containing a mixture of chocolate chips, raisins, and peénuts. Nothing

llii‘else. Just "squirrel food." For supper she'd brought from the
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Co-op, a place climbers buy ropes and axes and other fancy gear, a large
nnden‘h"'abk
sack of miscellaneous, dehydrated vegetables. After boiling several
/\ "9_” 3:va.”vr 5 Novthiake )

handfuls into a mess less appetizing than what I seen barf‘ed}w/\wmos o
she'd add chipped beef or slices of salami and call us to table, crying
"Delish! Nutrish! Alacazam!"

I detested her cuisine and detested her jokes. Bob's campfire
laughter was his second betrayal of the day. He should've takan my side,

Anmg cleistered

not theirs. The problem, of course, was that having been 3 years>
“AERy he was in mawew many ways as innocent as we'd both been in 1943, Even
now, after Red Robin nights and trail days, he treated the fesmales with
a politeness dangsrously near gallantry.

He was openly shocked when in the midst of Betty's inane chattering
I interrupted to declare wibrewoheNeWOR-vwee I yished to hell she had as much
mgy muscles# in her legs as in her jaws.

Not what I said did the damage. I'd been far more vicious before, ead
shwhdabmugielde It was how I said it.? In mid-babble her mouth stopped.
I'd not meant to bludgeon so savagely. After all, what was her crime?
Being a girl.

mnl:( l+ a

Too late to ssfeeEwEbOlsvasPaocsndosese joks. Fury flushed her
face. Unspoken Jeskeivews curses twitched her lips. Monie sought to raevive
normal conversation. Bob joined in. Not Betty. Not me.

Thank God we'd only M a single day remaining, a quick 8 miles down
the Poopout Drag to Bark Shanty. 1 didn't want to be here, of all places,

with, them. Any of them. I wanted to be alene.
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Chapter 9

WHAT STRANGE UTTERANCE OF THE LOUD DRY WIND

No better retreat for a stylite than a=wefimtm the top floor of a
doddering Northlake rooming house, Neighbors rigidly respected privacy,
wouldn't so much as knock on the door until you'd been dead a week. -Dutsidars
were intimidated by the stink of mortality, descended from the University
and crossed the railroad tracks reluctantly and never uninvited. Solitude
was absolufe if one wanted, and I did. Solitude for inner explorations.

Among the freedoms of spring and summer had been the relesase from a
prescribed English-literature curriculum, the leisurs to sample turmoils
of foreign souls and compare them to my 1946-America own. Particularly I
was wwewit enthralled by the pre-~Revelution Russians. What superlative
purgations! Surely none since the Elizabethans have so deeply felt the
ecstasy of gloom. Who could imagine Tom Jones, Huck Finn, Leopold Bloom,
or Jay Gatsby suffering the sort of spiritual catastrophes everyday-routine
for the heroes of Dostoavski?

Raskalnikov, now -~ thers was the guy to teach you the exaltation of

k base ohn
degradation. You can't bwidd a three-dimensional morality with good alone,
you muét know evil -- by being evil. Well, I wasn't up to skulling old

ladies but did steal cans of Vienna sausage from supsrmarkets.
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Prince Myshkin -~ there was your quintessential holy,Idiot, blessed

and damned. Would that I could share his terrifying plungss into the

"moment of eternal harmony." Would that there were s Lhamgees 2

voluntary, temporary epilepsy.

For where, in the end, does all our conventional sanity lead? Full of
years and learning, the illustrious Whitehead eventually settled for trying
to prove <k 1 plus 1 equals 2. Not &% me. I was going to become a

) WOP'I(
scholar because it was._& clean kwimg, not because 1 expected to gain from

books;ﬂaspunate&ynnrﬂnu&tlctinnia; more than a few clues to the obemad
puzzle, a few direction signs. The Truth, which some dress up as Goa,
cannot be known, must be felt. There's no long rdad, patiently cramming
ideas in your head until they achievg critical mass, methodically stripping
layers from the onion of reality. If any road exists it's a shortcut
similar to an epileptic ssizure, an instantaneous stabbing to the core.

(Hoping themmetemhdeetariTitesprepriat@y st Truth neither blows up

your brain nor makes you cry.)

Two years ago I'd though€&%$c0h0t=uas:themsurﬂ-ﬁiréiméua And Truth

\ : next
indeed was often in the wine, and gin, and beer. The pity was icerisies

morning I never could remember what it was. I took to writing down
In —Fv”awm.l_/
revelations on the spot -- and-nsgt“day’uould pull from ¢® pockets

crumpled slips of paper proclaiming the likes of: ﬁi "I am HERE in the

» (illegibls) BEER-EER-EER!III111}" Danged if I knew what that meant,

Cr75+4 /('E"_(:’__

Fer Truth of boozy moonlight melts in the sun.
Gas had seemed a possibility. Once while having a wisdom tooth

pulled (irony!) I'd died and gone to Platonic Heaven and approached the



9.3

of ecstasy, _
very throne of the Form of Forms. 1'd awakened in a Fit/’G;ggfling with +he
, l‘mr,orimL Haem t".,fl'.ve me
dentist and two nurses andfreceﬁiionis¥;%észaawtan "More gas! Mors gmx gas!"

‘—_bnf'?

No more gas. And I didn't have any more impacted wisdom tecth.
énr“’an‘"cg

I'd been intrigued by an anthropology professor's description of the
ceremoniass of the Peyote Cult, during which the Great Spirit appears to the
Indiéns and tells them to cheer up, the whife man soon will get back in his
ships and sail away over the sea and everything will be dandy again. 1I'd
wanted to try peyoté, which according to campus rumor was distributed from
- tripe to tribe all over the West, but couldn't find an Indian.

Indians. By golly, they had another way. The puberty rite., F%sting.
No special supplies needed for that. Mountaips were the proper scens, of
course, roaming milderness until a raven or salmon or coyote struck up
a conversation., Northlake, though, would do for a test run.

The first day I walked the shoras of Lake Union wondering how long it
would take to so enfesble flesh and brain that Truth would come blasting
through. Would it be a seagull, mudhen, sparrow, or rat that gave me the
Word? The second day I was too faint to leave my room and lay on the
bed impatiently waiting for vaeils to Fall from = eyes, trying to ignore
sullen accusations of stomach. That night, dizzy and fuzzy, I decided
I was too far past puberty. Screw the Truth. I dug into my supermarket

loot and gobbled a can of Vienna sausage.

Fasting made me lonesome. Unable to remsmber why I'd been mad at

Bob anyway, 1 emerged from my casbah and once mors we went a-beering.
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But with aidiFFerence. Now the calendar nagged. Freedom ®tWe was ending.
Ikwaén't quite ready to re-senter Graduate School, would delay to January
the compulsory ordsal by boredom, studying in fine detail minor poets
of the 17th and 18th centuries. Bob, howsver, after 3% years in the Army
time capsule, would resums the University grind in October.

boﬁ'k- '

Not twice can one drink from the same .riwar: Never would there be
another such summer. A fitting denouement was demanded, some notable
coup, an ending with no whimper but a hell of a bang. Inspiration came
from several pitchars of beer, yst survived ~- nay thrived -- in sobgr
daylight. UWe'd stuff sleeping bags and a loaf of bread and Jar of peanut
butter in Trapper Nelsons, stand by a highway, an& in our final 3 weeks of
Joint freedom see how far we could travel on our thumbs. And if 3 weeks

really
weren't enough -~ well, Bob didn'tAhave to start school in Uctober, nor I
in Januvary. We might spend fall and winter roving California and the
Southwest, maybe Mexico, drift north in spring to Canada, maybe up the
wartime-built Alcan Highway to Alaska.

We were all set to go when who should blow into town but Bill, bosom
buddy of Lincoln days, since then imprisoned in Army camps and friend by
mail ;fige, partner now in swilling pitcher after pitchar of Red Robin beer.
When he departed bleary-eyed for California to enter Cal Tech the moment
was lost. Bob decided he'd better, after all, get into the University
raﬁggca, Join the mob of vats running to catch up with lifs.

Far horizons lost, all the more essential were barsorker city nights.

The Brothers Raskalnikov left taverns at barmaids! urgings, feasted on
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stolen hamburgers and french fries, and stalked the campus seeking sport.
v scrawling of obscene_wisdom )
Fire extingbishars were amusing. And ui.,/mords serewliwd on blackboards.

The Anatomy Shack proved a treasqre trove. One room held dozans of
caged, howling, wailing cats. Certainly these Mshitabels dsserved a
repriesve from students' scalpels, a chance to again sing their wild free
tunes, wotthehell wotthehell. We emptied Death Row and then, between 3 and

5 a.m., arranged new homes for several pretty pussies, giving them to girls

mfum/j —~=STrrire= where
of our acquaintance who lived in-musty basements apertments. arnd=tsft windows
}'\‘l(J “'V }’)(' ,!‘F+

Aopen for ventilation,
Another night we stumbled upon the big bonanza -- the cadavers. What's

to be done with a corpse? Ingenious schemes collépsed under the weight of

ovy prize.
too too solid flesh. Unwilling to utterly abandon unc:gnqhi we hacked

off an arm with a pockethmife and delivered it through the window of a

girl's'basement,aparxmsntf Her dog had hysterics and she lept from bed

COW"”C"LC,{/
and delivered the arm right back. Not to_totally- waste labors, next day
a+ Cd‘ T‘l”c;'l:

we chopped off the hand and mailed it to Billg/wHis anguished postcard
qra“}‘l‘pga;ﬂq .
was most setisfyings So were subsequent letters, resgurting—the~journay

Pummg

emiy Bill's akenhsdxe roomy, waking

with the morning horrors, found under his pillow the Beast With Five

Fingers and climbed the wall. A gaggle of Nobel Laureates basking in
observed ng

+

adulation at a formal banquet uere -esen—te squintfqaizzically at the
bizarre table decoration.

Bill appreciated our gift -- as had not the first recipient, Betty.
She forgave us, though, just as she'd forgiven me for comparing her legs
unfavorably to her lips. And I'd forgiven her for being a girl. The

“tErd*Sf trail days and nights, during which she'd become no longer
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a total tenderfoot, had ;L::;quzgfus as something of a wildland comrade, were
’ un%;st;giger than could be broken by the Camp Mystery tempest,—Fdnhi-h-in
Ractssmicsdtheoreintiemehipy- True, sisters never could be brothers, one
must be sver alert to the dread potential, yet the tension added ;xgéiﬁatu

Brothprs are more comfortable, sisters more intriguing. Bob and I never

would've thrown a cat and an arm through each others' windows. Betty's, yes.

Nonié would've gotten a cat, and maybe the arm, if she'd lived in a
basement, spertwomds Though now working at Boeing as a mathematician, helping
#he imported Nazis make an American version of thé V-1 buzz bomb, on
weekends she contributed to our revels. Amazingly, I was beginning to
enjoy her kinks. Such as: Walking by a stucco building she'd close her
eyes, put fingers on the wall, and bust out cackling. The stucco, she said,
contained messages in Braille (which she'd learned during several years of
childhood # blindness, before an operation and Coke-bottle glasses restored
g sight). Messages from whom? From the Infinite. What did the Infinite
have to say? "0Oh gosh, I couldn't repeat it. The Infinite is a dirty
old man," Cackle.

She was perpetually hysterical at Betty's stupidity in having once
joinéd American Youth For Democaacy, possibly the sols perscn on campus
unaware it was Uncle Joe Stalin's funny-face popular-front disquise for
the old Young Communist League. Monie delighted in singing taunting

Trotskyite songs:
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AY D, AYD,
See how they run, see how they run,
They all run after the bourgeoiss
To make the world safe for democracy --
Did you ever see such hypocrisy
As the A Y D? .
B 9@ Inq
After which Betty and I (politically-ignorant Bob Bemassd) would join

her in startling the tavern throng with selections from the Wobbly Song

Book ("I Dreamt I Saw Joe Hill Last Night," "There'll Be Pie in the Sky

d =
Bye and Bye") or heart—&ggﬂﬁgkg picket-line ballads of the '30s:

I don't want your millions, mister,
I don't want your diamond rings,
All I want is food for my baby,
Give me back my job again.

Monie was fun. Also ar=tafimitely rich lode of alpine lorsto~he

One Sunday, to answer some of my questions about the

ea kK

mysterious Cascades, she led us up Red Mountain, a 5900-foot mgguhtml just

north of Snoqualmie Pass and a short and simple scramble from the Cascade
Crest Trail. The summit view was a revelation. I saw the Cascades are

two distinct and very different ranges, Snoqualmie Pass the dividing line.
Look south: UWave upon wéva of green-?ofested ridges rolled 35 miles to the
great ice cream cone in the sky, &he enormous -boitkre Rginier lording it
over humble hills -~ and over its neighbor volcanoes, Adams and St.

Helens, as well. Rainier i_kﬁew of old. But lock north! There, hidden
from Seattle by front ridges, unsuspected even from the highway, was a

vast maze of pooks savagely sculpted by Pleistocens ice, a rough

wilderness stretching a hundred miles to the distant white mass of Mt.
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as %’Ae n\acy *‘)’0’4 mne¢
Baker, aninn all that distance crossed by <mly a single road. The

Sunrise Mountains were full of surprises.

Red was a romp. But I was socon to rue the day. 0On that plkessens
relaxed hike I came to trust Monie, wasn't wisely wary the beer-befuddled
night she suggested the four of us try something“a bit “more interesting.”

"Cruiser is a cheap thrill," she said. "Good for laughs." Cackle.

Saturday mopping, Uctobsr lZ.I:Eg‘HBnked tH;mEEEHYQt Monie's house[

Cinerae J .
and she appestod-erm-bmersidoweik carrying bRe gear. Holy shit! What was

the ice ax for? And the rope?
kachr “l‘o'___g’_'_'ﬂb/

I remembered. She'd said Cruiser was no hswghet/fhan Red -~ but tga=t
3% had some "exposure." That's not what opens your eyes at the burlesqus
house. That's the climbers' euphemism for "one false step and you go
screaming through space and splatter your brains on a rockslide."
Exposure, for Chrissake, is air under your feat. Expesure is for the
birds. And that skinny string of manila rope was supposed to make us
safe? Bullpussy.

I epemembered Monie pointing out, on the drive to Snoqualmie Pass, the
shocking fang called The Tooth, and cackling as she recalled her month-ago
attempt to lure us there. How merry in victory was the weird sister now,
en route to the horror of Cruiser Peak.

The instant

Agsoon-<as 1 saw the rope I should've commanded: "Back in the
basement with that garbage, Monie. We're geing hiking."

it was

Why didn't I? Because gf October. Sumner was gone, the summer of

m
30-odd wilderness days and nights, more than tge total of the preceding



3 years. Scon the high counﬁry would be mucked up by snow, fit only for
skiing, I'd be drudging in seminar room and library and might not for

years be truly free again. The epic summer was gone, and without the fipal
bang required for a masterpisce. Many had been the luscious-soft meadouws
since the Graywolf, so many they'd become nearly humdrum. Almost I was
lonesome for the 0ld Ones, for the Pan Terror, the one sure way 1'd found
to stab the onion.

ripe +e )
So I didn't'giﬁéh about the rope. UWho could sey? I might like

walking on air -- W%X;ight g;g:éag"ﬂig Bang. And if nerve failed, there
was plenty of time before tomorrow ¥w for %g; Artful Dodger to elude the
witch,

Saturday was reassuring. We crossed Puget Sound on the Seattle-

qood old

Bremsrton ferry, not th?]Edmonds-Port Ludlow ferry-¥‘prefserett but still
part of- the Black Ball Line, cabin walls Ewrmwrmwwax deccrated with
familiar photos demonstrating.use of a life jacket, the fwmddnbzr model
being the black-haired pirate we assumed #® was MMr. Black Ball himself,
We drove south and then north around the tip of Hood Canal, turning off
the Olympic Highway up the Skokomish River. A different river, different
Fofests, different peaks, but still the familiar Olympics, though the
southernmost portion where I'd nsver hiked.

The trail was comfortable, ascending 4 forest miles to the cozy
basin of flapjack Lakes, 3900 feet. familiar too, if not so comfortable,

was the row of peaks Fhe Sawtootls,
wora-theSawteothe -sbending above the basin,,a miniature version of

But dheq were domervew's worvy.
The Needles, apt gy 5L agg&bﬁ/’ue camped on the isthmus between

huddled arouwnd Fhe
the two lakes and huﬁi;”d-gisn&-firg;ﬂn the early darkness, tha frost
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forming on gear, reminded that winter was days -- or hours -- off, The
fm ,:ra'\c/ /L'_,

full moon rose behind night-black crags; one was a perfect mous?,\ears

laid back, snout thrust up to sniff the brilliant ball of green cheese.,

An -
Sunday, wewldtve-hrap idylls#e had we ended our hike at 5000-foot

Gladys Pass, or turned left and continued to the rounded summit of little
Gladys Peak. Two miles we followed the trail, climbing from forest into
vpapidarsd fields of straw-yellow grass and wine-red huckleberry leaves
incandescent with 8 backlighting of &= low October sun. In Puget Sound
lomlands the seasons are blurred, often one awakag.in a gray-drizzling day

Pl

and must struggle to recall if it's July or January. There's no drama in
nerel
the autumn, no mournful glory in the,pageant :ofizdeath; alders and willows

N
masgedy turn leprous and the yellowing of maples and cottonwoods is vivid

only by contrast with t+#=tbeéwmwitows somber mwww evergreen firs. Not
since the fall of 1932, when before my child's eyes all New England ebeumedly.
burst into flame, had I been so overQhelmed by color. 1I'd have been
content to call this the Big Bang.

But we didn’ﬁ end our hike at the pass or atop Gladys Peak. We turned
not left but right, toward Sawtooth precipices of the sams greenish

pillow lava constituting much of Mt. Constance and sbewf the fearsome
h(’ck l’)cnc)vhq!l}, thh

Neadles. One of those lurching splinters mweay above & was Cruiser Peak ==
not sven Monie could tell which una,(iv-cﬁédﬁiénhas the jumble of E;;agy/;f

The instant she started up the rockslide I should've declared: "Go

and you go alone, Monie. This is horse shit!"
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Why didn't 17 BE® Because the Artful Dodger was too chicken to
chicken out. Or rather, tocio so first. 1 looked at Bob and he looked at
me but said nothing. Betty was s%@® gasping for breath, st® didn't know
where she was or what 4F&—@s#d was happening. She -deffF=owm should'g;ne had
sense énough to quit. But she didn't. So how could I7

The rockslide was a stroll for a person with depth perception; Betty

4 steeple.
teetered and tottered as if evary boulder wmx were a skysGzapazs The
2 h Y'"f e c‘
way PeTTuwRU=#® a vertical-walled gully and—steepened; Betty got down
moran

on hands and knees. I wanted to yell, "Give 3% up, yhwkdiet!" Butf
didn't. And she didn't. So I couldn't.

When Betty began sesessquirming on her bell;, Monie uncoiled the
rope and tied us in. I was roped up. And bless me, it didn't hurt a bit.
Why had 1 énﬁl been so scared? Despite the forbidding appearance from
below, the gully was no tougher a scramble than many in my past, wasn't
the least dangerous. I exulted in the feel of rope around waist, pretended
I was Whymper scaling the Matterhorn.

Near the top the gully was full of hard-frozen snow. Betwsen snowfield
and gullvaall, however, was a desp and commodiou;Q“moat,Jy;ts bottom a
staircase of 6-foot steps and broad iedges. tach step took Bob and ms
a few seconds, Betty many minutes. Wwhile Monie was soothing and cajaoling
anrdzholdirng the whimpering spastic es~the=wepe, I borrowsd her ice ax and

hacked at the snow, pretending I was Mallory on Everest.
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Sw{nq;nq
So this was climbing! A snap. Here l was, tied to a rope, careyimg an
LSIhg Imy haods o c)ambcu:gg{__,__/
ax, essendimg a thousand-foot "couloir” to a 600U-foot "col," and no

sweat. Too bad I didn't get into the sport ysars ago.

At the col I stopped chuckling. Through the notch roared a gale from
the North Pole, fiercely cold, alarmingly loud. UWe retreated to a protected
nook for lunch. Monie chomped. I nibbled. Betty didn't even pretend,
crouched against the rock and stared % into space, brows knitting, -

brlmm'mq . )
lips quivering, eyes badmfeier—

Not merely howling wind menaced. From the col the ridge crest rose
in a steep slab a precarious dozen feet widse, cliff to the left and cliff
to the right. And it was up that slab, into the torrent of roaring air,

' fevr
we must go. Monie entertained us with anecdotes of her tmwe previous ascents
of Cruiser. She got no laughs.

Sudden salvation! Full of squirrel food, Monie announced the summit
was beyond our grasp, that four people em-oms~reme would take forever on
the peak and we'd been too long in the gully. Betty was good for something
after all.

Eq Vd,ly .

Justr~as sudden damnation., Said Monie, "Might as well run up to the
false summit and at least see Cruiser." And she coiled thse rops, slung it
over her shoulder, and scampered up the slab, out of sight.

Aesrrv:m 4.?”/ l'f')
And mayestym be struck dead for %HEEbatrsyaly, Bob followod.
Betty and I remained. No summit for her, true or false. She gazed

down the couloir to safe meadows, doubtless wondering if she'd get back

there alive., I wondered how so miserable an incompetent had allowed
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. Qa ,0+ O'F
herself to be dragged so high. No denying it, she had,guts. Or more

likely no brains, «ftvtcir=e the same thinge The idiet should've quit at
the pass.. Nobody blames girls for being cowards.

They blame boys, though. It wasn't Monie who forced & me to risk
death -- she was a freak, irrelevant. Bob was the villain. The traitor
had followed her and thus I had no choice. I'd not sunk so low as to he
a male Betty.

From our snug nook I poked my head into the gale -- and was stunned.
Man couldn't withstand such a bludgeoning. Yet one had, and also a
scrawny woman. 1 crawled onto the slab -- a roof, the roof of the wérld,
naked to the sky.

Alone. Tuwo above, one below, none in sight, none to help. The knabby
basalt was easier than the slick shingles of Parrington Hall I'd climbed
many a campus night. But this roof was high, way high, above gardens of
Gladys Pass to the left and forests of the Hamma Hamma River to the right
and below me sverywhere was air and I'd no gin in my blood.

wailed

Wind reered by ears, deafening, unsettling. I needed one mwat hand to
. hang onto my hat, the other to hang onto my glasses. No hands for hanging
onto Earth. The next gust sewsky would hurl me into the void.

.Gkov("a /\)h+ ;

Voices! Not Bob and Monie, Not Betty, below. Kight nere.

While on the perilous ridge I hung alone,

With what strange utterance did the loud dry wind

Blow through my ear!

Nobody will see me go. Monie and Bob will return to Betty and ask,

"Where's Harvey?" And she'll answsr, "Isntt he with you?" And I'l1 be
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ac=autunre-ieet—sirosdytsbewrr halfuway to California, toy of the 0ld Ones

to be Bternally kicked around the sky.

Crap on the false summit. I retreated. Betty smiled eagerly, glad
not to be alone. 1 smiled eagerly, glad not to bs alone. Hansel and
Grete}lmnne glad to have ascaped the Qicked witch, shared a cowards!
intimacy.

The two returned from above, Monie cackling, Bob solemn, Temotes.

my %r}lﬂlq
The natural pairing was restored, despite that moment o§1baing”closer to
the sister than the brother. He and I quickly descended to the pass and
sprawled in sunset-dazzling yeddewremsreewe meadows to wait. And wait, and
wait. )

We sat in silence, I from shams, Bob for anothsr reason. At last hs
spoke.

"You ever seen a picture of Cruiser? Know what it loocks like?"

"No.,"

"It looks like hell. How long you known Monie?"

"Notamety longer than you."

"Well, there's something wrong with her. I mean really wrong. I know

het 1dea oF
it wa?Aa joke,‘mmr getting us up thers. But that kind of joke isn't

‘ ‘f'r';eJ + +‘4”< me 1nte C/';ﬂL/n/’
funny. The bitch actually suggestes—she-apd—I-tmd-time=to-olimb the

fucking thing!"

The girls arrived, we hiked to Flapjack Lakes and the road and drove
to Bremerton, to the ferry home. On the surface we wera a jolly group
returning from a happy hike, Betty's mouth was breaking the sound barrisr.
Monie was cackling about the time half a Mountaineer party, on reaching ths
falsn summit and seeing Cruiser, quit cold. Bob and I exchanged glances.

This was a dangerous female. Really dangerous.



April 1947
Chapter 10

AT SIXES AND SEVENS

A funny thing happened. Emerging from my Long-Vacation cocoon, I
found the world turned upside down. Peace, théy called it.
well,‘grandsznging old friends home was wonderful. Soyx tooy was,
buying all the gas I wanted without skulking arcund the black market, all
the cigarettes I wanted without scurrying hither and yon to stores reported
by Avepue trlegraph to be putting weekly allotments on sale, all the beer
cefter soy
1 wanted (or-eather could afford) without gulping it down lest the tayern

run dry before closing time.

Yet I missed the war. Newspapers were dull. No more excitement of

watching chessmsen march across Russia to the Caucasus and back again,

hop island by island southward from Japan and then northward from New
Guinea. .
more thelling

But was not the peace to be even betbésr, whet=REEtR our energies

from #% war games
release%Ato build a New Jerusalem in this green and pleasant land? Surely,
having stomped the Nazis and Japs we'd mm®- pick up 1930s cudgels and feeed=ey—
give what for to native fascists, the hate-mongering racists and the
capitalists who spawned depressions and wars and profiteered from both.

The hall you say. Read the fucking papers. America had blown its

idealism wad, wanted only to wallow in butter and steaks and fat-assed



Detroit automobiles. There wasn't going to be any damn revolution. Come
the next presidential election and the Democrats would wail and beat their
breasts but in the end offer us the Missouri hack who took his bourboﬁ
straight and his New Deal watered déwn toc a Fair Deal. The bubblehead
éi:‘:;;o of Uncle Jos might attempt a feat of gallantry, a la Don Quixote.

certain. s depot out
None of @ that mattered because the Republicans were swme to cenwamne-

Sevve Ameyicans right.
the Little Man on the Wedding Caks and win in a breQZe./NA pox on ‘em
all. Given a prayer of achieving international amity, economic rationality,
and social justice, I'd join tha rabblé, gxercise my <+ brandnsw
franchise. As it was I'd bast the blank ballot of the anarchist. Cfap
on America.
Fie on't! oh fie, fie! 'Tis an unweeded garden,

That grows to seed; things rank and gross in nature
Possess it merely.

The one unmixed blessing of the peacs, the gathering in of friends,
was gone in a flash. The xwwewx reunicn, then the scattering.

1942 sat ,on a wall,

1942 s@%ﬂ a great fall,

All the king's horses, all the king's men,

Couldn't put 1942 togsther again.

A féw beers in Seattle and Bill was off to Cal Tech. Hal and Al
received
eermed engineering degrses and the accompanying "Greetings!" Ironically,
after years of sweating out quarter-by-quarter student deferments, Al was
tagged 4-F; Hal was drafted to fight the peace. UWe'd taken our last hikes
together. They'd put away boots and Trapper Nelsons, Al for transit and

drawing board, Hal for Navy blues.
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#F-a—ydr
November
I didn't dream in Sesamter, when Bob and I bough54Army beavertails

for—fSemr-ontr at a surplus store and snowshoed high on the side of Mt.
Rainier, that would be our last hike. It was. Army-dormant so long, in
the University he grew like a hothouse weed, in mere wesks grew away from
me toward his own kind, that exotic new species of 22-year-old freshmen.
Nor did I dream when Arild and I trenched snowdrifts to the summit of
Home Peak, close under the -=eeswme® avalanche-swept east face of [Mt.
Constance, that would be our last hike. It was. The College of Forestry
swallowed him up. .
. ::en‘flmen""ﬂl
. Symbolism. Returning from Home Peak we took apside-trip to vt - |
{\LorJ, +he I"ﬁte wes infested with chiidren. Had T ever, 'been s0 Hfrenetic a little monk
~— " Camp Parsons./\Still on the boathouse rafter was the shell 1 nailed thsre
in 1938, my insignia of membership in the Royal Order of the QOyster.
"Ypu are old, Father William," the young man said,
"And your hair has become very whits,

And yst you incessantly stand on your head --
Do you think, at your age, it is right?"

It takes two to say goodbye. Friends drifted from me. I ran away and
hid from them. Too busy with Another.
Damned if I saw it coming. What was Betty to me, or me to Batty?

Little sister with the flapping lips. Bip brother who kicked her around.
All vnnshiads had 6eccoerd.
Until a December afternoon. —SEEEEmiswdo—ts some mysterious Fermentationﬁﬂ

Su:chlq

/\me couldn't be brother-sister anymore, must become strangers or lovers.

wreck
If I'd been clever enough to suspect the clown had a warm body fit to mrim

+he
a monk, would I have fled into strangerhood? In view of my recent

disaster, very likely.



But I wasn't and didn't and once past the shock of committing

-\Co'rr'*' (= ,u'fc“\ .
thoveondrveodegits,

incest was in love. Love at

£lin ‘ )

A last g-eg of freaedom -- a Christmas walk on ocean bsaches -~ and we
returned to the University, Betty te finish her senior year (English 1lit,

and
what else?)f\l to resume the plod to the doctorate.

I damn well knew what I was in for. That's why, having attended school
continuously from October 1942 to February 1946, 1'd taken the Long Vgcation-
_{B steel my resolve.

For openers, to earn a survival §42 a month rather than a starving
421, 1'd applied for and been granted a double readership, which meant
grading a Houble load of brain-fuddling bluebooks.

crusher was +hat
That was just to inake me s@¥k@tde punchy. ¥wwk The Py eEaPmtnihe-
: was

chepeeterdBti8sB™ (raduate School meemrito=bwimg specifically designed to
prevent ah oversupply of professors. Grim enough that after undergraduats
years communing with major poets one must submerge in drivel of minor poets
unread for centuries -- except by aspiring scholars. 1555—[;8 ultimate ‘9stWCle
EmaniomewA e DoAYt was that graduate courses were taught by the

! @aV‘V\!J
most senile members of - the faculty, reputations &eidt in 1910, now hardly

QVHI,+
able to stay awake through a 2-hour seminar, much less wtEOE two cHmeemen

consecutive intelligible sentences.
:‘,"VYJL
Not that my fellow grad students minded. A tumsys bunch they wers,
-‘:-or ‘1“ “*"v(.n— ‘Jng‘)t/ -(:n'((r and Va(an‘*‘ 6(1354
indeedy A Most were in their 30s or 4Us, had been plugging away 5 to 25

years, doggedly enduring the same seminars over and over again. m



Ohllj in G radudte Scheal d:cl men
have ereds . 1’:4 beew wrong
s beut hy‘m) and -Hherefore _s*o-lemr‘llj
e e T
-’- Even thosa in their 20s were old, burned out in kaw kindergarten and
: COYPS‘C- |Ike - .
thus with awesd yl/t:(apacity to withstand boredom. 1 once was discussing ~
a(aclcmlfc_; /lﬁ;_) '
omabe with a nswcomer to the University, a guy my own age and striking me
WOAC?AH? an vtter -Fool.
.o, as'not e«beted-eieses.
rrow“s'"‘) >
"What's your period?" he asked. ; R L :
, three ,
chief interest was America's/\distinctive art forms -- the movies and the

e

automobile and the funny papers. Not being in the School of Drama or the -
. As a "newcritic

College of Architecture, the third of these necessarily was my gaméi\m

1

I was going to du=um explicatgw

wkk Li'l Abner.
He nodded sagely and said his thesis would be on kissing. Or that's

: I’J bcen ru'k‘l' 4Lou+ ,H.n\ nf:'l"cr AI/4 Eﬂt)(r,;l
what hae seemed to say, to my delight./\l asked if he planned to focus on

garden-variety kissing or explore french kissing, ass kissing, and the like.
the perversity of [iterary
Did he think there'd been any really significant advances inApewe-rae'

e
With a pmmxdes frown he corrected me. "Not kissing, gissing."

Pray, what sse®®f debauchery is "gissing"? Not a debauchery, a noveldsy,
s'ul"‘a ble .
a Gissing. Dead and unread long enough to be & carrion/\f'or disssction,

Prior to the Long Vacation 1 could di’ssect with the best, patiently
analyz Yo decide if it

i
Wﬁsﬂzﬁ:ﬂwr"?’lacbeth/\was a tragedy of character or circumstancex-—};’-



- . nevevr were | .
lO 6 /(_- !4 "f keYOf—f‘A were ‘F‘%‘ ll‘} ‘(:"AWQJ) “ M \]
(K ' done in k“]" -7¢++“‘q l

Cor over L’”} b +rwl¢ S, ‘/

a question to be answered, of course, by determining his precise
relationship with the weird sisters, and whether or not Banquo's m¥

ghost was real.ms I could swing a cutlass, too, and smee severely wounded

,ﬂﬁﬁ_\{; nq 2"'0u_1/1-1v7
a professor of the Lost Generation by b:a#ia%quppa Hemingway was ZURsm as

weéepy
t-ngb-as Mary Pickford, 4= He didn't write tragedies, he told sad stories.

But after so many months out of the rut, what the hell did any of it
matter?

My heart's in the highlands,
My heart is not here,

My heart's in the highlands,
A-chasing the deer.

#& 1 knew wilderness summer well, wilderness spring a little, at Gladys

IQ ovuned ny Liret skis in 1432 @
Pass had tasted wilderness autumn. Wilderness winterzd/zporadically over

had

the years £ yo-yoed up and down touw hills at Snoqualmie Pass and Stevens
n

Y'OUY\J Out/
Pass, But that wasn't wilderness. Now I yearned to cempiete iy knowledge

of the cycle)eﬁﬂsaasaﬂﬁq to finish what I'd begun with the spring of
kena Lakes and Lost Pass, the summer of Sulphur Mountain and -Jue- RN
Graywolf and Deer Park and High Divide and Mt. Townsend and Red Mountain,
Fltpj-ck Lalces.
the fall of Gdedys-Hases~
=5 | went snowshoeing with Bob on Rainier. And snow-plowing with Arild

up Home Peak. And snowshoeing with Betty to Chinook Pass. Then, Wintser

' IQS‘WJ Ber— an§ v
Quarter bitter-endsd, she and I staapepd snowshoes atop Fr&apga-NeLsoas and
set out for the Ulympics, hiked 10 miles up the Graywolf River. The

and washouvts

trail was a succession of blowdouns, to be crawled over and -washowts=tn

-om detoured around; we didn't get near 58 snowline, attained a top

elevation of mersly 2200 feet. Rarely did the rain quit, never did the
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dank and dripping forest brighten to more than twilight. But we traversed

V@V’y an A'Fh‘rnronx - Jn:"’ancr/-
theAbase of Graywolf Ridgs, came within amdeowls: (summer) Luiewr of Graywolf

Basin, of Deer Park. Far far from mankind, deep deep in winéer wildland,

wERrEy soft soft was the moss bed at Three Forks Shelter.

\——'/H'?OJI““ AF"”“”"‘“ = % Never ventvre from
(anJ T’he 1v0ry tower 1mposes 1tsAorder on your mind < -

' Dionysiac +hovah
seminar room and librar)y, once hear trumpets of the realy\world,/\and the walls

come tumbling down.
wm+cr )
The Graywolf was my final ruination. 1 heard the trumpets loud. Spring

N
Quarter was pure = epilogueﬂ%h]hatever energies 1 might have mustered to

cope with Cowper and Crabbe were sxhausted by the emsmosy torrent of

vomited ~
bluebocks spewed by the horde of vets.' ' . . Ergfrsh

v e - tle a/ech L¢7 I4] rcVIS;OH o'f/:\wera#mcn'f'
C_—->Scarcely necessary was the coup de gracexwl\policw

e a7 i e PPN ATt B

@E—rumored and now~conf‘1rhed Suppose I stayed awake through the eternity

of seminars, escaped droumlng in the ocean of blusbooks, what would it get

UV“OI’? (l"“d
me? The Fire, Plus a one-way tickst out of Scattle. Formerly an entire

academic career, from B.A. to Ph.D. to lectureship to full professorship,
could be spent at the University of Washington. No more. The English

much havnted b b ]+
Department, too me the late great and obsoleTe
J. Vernon Parrington, Pulitzer Prizewihner of the 1930s, henceforth
would recruit nuow f’aculty not from its inbred own but from the Uutside.

Y'CC*"UM.
Thare I was, the horns of the witkk dilemma rammed right up my seems.

one Fine  Commencement D“yr"

To stay home for the Ph.D. was to be, a—t—-—t—he—-eﬂd—nf—the—l-xge permanently

banished. To gain eventual academic lodgment at home, the sole place
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1 ever wanted to teach, 1 must accept a several-years exile to some
Godfursaken spot like California or Michigan.

Impossible. Out=sftRe—nuesateon. 0Other pcople apparently could
in lands Le‘]ond 'H~e C_'a:aJ('J‘

survive sleswhess-In Fact 1'd met students from big-sky country who got

claustrophobia in mountain-walled Puget Sound, and #R professors from the
__barbenc masses of .
East who felt oppraessed by e -1 tha«trees on campus, by the absence of civilized

skyscraper horizons.

] ) \wcd an vn?Lf’fmmd“f _____ +he WIJ'H-» of
As for me, 1'd iﬂﬂ!ﬂsg/year in New England and,drlven twice| eceees

ad Seen +fe cr‘}'l(! and +he 'JIAIHSA
AmerlcaJANlce places to visit, wmm /kﬁthout suppesl

Meast west
wf the Sunrise Mountains and Sunset Mountains 1'd lean tisssmey or e

-ard find nothing to hold me up)and fall down »8& Taving madwems.
One afternocon I couldn't face the seminar, couldn't face the bluebooks,

couldn't face the future. Betty and I drove in the Model A along winding
Coscade foothills

roads through hid=decafin southeast of Seattls.

into
At Green River Gorge we stopped, descended the &EESf trail desp=mihinivebng
crept
canyon "Ssheceme gloom, okambeded over mossy boulders under fern-draped

cliffs
OUxkds, sat by the snowmelt-boiling stream.

Ah, love, let us be true

To one another! for the world, which ssems

To lie before us like a land of dreams,

So various, so beautiful, so new,

Hath reully neither joy, nor love, nor light,

Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain;

And we are here as on a darkling plain

Swept with confused alarms of struggle and flight,
Whera ignorant armies clash by night.

Green River Gorgs did it. We drove back to the District, straight

to the Red Robin, and this time Truth was in the beer.
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Confront the bugaboo. Demand its worst. Loss of security? Is that

all? Shit, man, security is for Depression-castrated enginecrs, Graduatse
o -"r-;i-"e - rvblzr men) '
School sissies,ﬁsouls so timid they begin thinking of retirement the day

they are denied momma's nipple. For me it's adventure -- which means risks.
Goad GQFJ 2
sEgy.if a quy is too spooked to take chances at 21, when will he ever?
Never.

Oh, 'tis jesting, dancing, drinking

Spins the heavy world around.

If young hearts were not ‘so clever,

0Oh, they would be young forevsr.

Think no more; 'tis only thinking

Lays lads underground.

Fact was, all this g pomp and circumstance about becoming a scholar-
professor was a fraud. I lacked the self-discipline, could no more gag down
fossil poets than fossil worms. I was no intellectual, I was a dilettante.

1 was no Apollonian, I was a Dionysiac. Face it, lad!

Of all the sixes born in Heaven
Never one shall equal seven.




dune 1947
Chapter 11

MENAGE A WILDLAND TROIS

I've wandered this wide world over,

And 1'l1l tell you if man ever found

A place to be peaceful and quiet,

it's here on Puget Sound.

No longer a slave of ambition,

I laugh at the world and its shams,

As I think of my happy conditiaon

Surrounded by acres of clams.

Eden is ever in the past, never the present. When hard times hit
frontier villages the 01d Settler of the ballad went down to the bezches and
dug away alongside the Indians. 1In 1947 Seattle, though, man could not live
by clams alone. There was gas to buy, there was beer, there was rent. And

[1$+le
what weeeer cash Betty and I had, savings and parental handouts, was shot to
hell by the pestwar shriveling of the dollar.

All) winter we'd ameliorated povertxAgtealing books, restaurant suppers,
and such pocketable supermarket items as cubss of butter and cans of tuna
fish. With the loss of my monthly 342X we became big-time Raskalnikovs.

Daily
Briefly, veﬁfbriefly. Occasional raids add spice to life. EmaTyny
check-beating and shoplifting givep stomach ulcers. Especially with a.

confederate who in case of pursuit would be sure to stumble and be captured

and dragged off to prison. (They Caught Rodion Remanovitch, didn't they?)
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I worried about Betty. 1 worried about me, too, the day I was almost
trapped in the A&P with a pocketful of sardines. The criminal life was too
bloody hectic. The world owed me a living but I was ready to get it honestly.

That raised an interesting question: Uhat does an English ma jor do if
he doesﬁ't professorize? What does he know? Words. Who in Seattle buys
words?

At only one redio station was I let past the reception desk. A
sympathetic memesix exescutive explained I was a couple years too late. Ths

Avad dional
unions had moved in and forbidden the sncisnt practice of hiring trainees
at skimpy apprentice wéges.

One of the thres daily nswspapers didn't chase me out ths door. At the
Seattle Star, a starveling sheet left alone by the Newspaper Guild because
paying union scale would force its closure, the city editor offered me a
trial as a copyboy-cub reporter. When could I start? "Q0h, come in tomorrow
morning." But by one of those coincidences that makes one believe there
really is a Malignancy in the Sky, tomorrow never cams for the Star, bought

,,,Cx*";qU:s ;'(J-
overnight by the other afternaoon newspaper, the Times, and summarily“-pot—ta

Okay, America, you had a chance to buy my brain and told me to screw of f,

8ametuTyou;=buddys Henceforth all you can have is my body.

Throughout the war I'd peddled my flesh and never lacked sager bidders.
Thos2 were the good old days. Now defensa plants had been dismantled, leaving
Seattle with the population of a city and the industry of a town. The mobs

of laid-off Boeing workers refused to go home to Montana and Oklahoma where
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 they belonged. More and more vets were quitting the "52-20 Club," having
run out the string on their 52 weeks of $20 unemployment checks. Compstition
was fierces.

The lumbervmill didn't want me back. Or the cannery. Or the Fost
‘Office. Or any othar place I'd ever worked. I sven returned to the
railroad Re freight sheds, during the war the reeking hangout of Skidroad
winos desperate enough to put in a day's labor to buy a week's oblivion,‘but

6 bucks & hoves of
always a cinch for <a=gertgemmy if you could tolerat%Awading in sour barf,
To be sure of making the gang of two or three dozen required to load and
unload the day's boxcars, I got there an hour before the 8 o'clock sﬁape-up -
and a hundred guys, dead sober, were already in line.

I roamed the industrial district hitting up foremen -~ scornful laughter.
I visited union hiring halls -- no vacancies in the proletariat. I studied
want ads -- nofhing but selling real estate and insurance, and I'd vowed to
give up crime. I filled out forms at employment agencies -- we'll call
if we get anything.

Then, luck. By paying tha required bribe (the money borrowed from my
folks) to a hole-in-the-wall agency (run, as I later learned, by the mother
of .one of the company's big bosses and serving no client but the company)

I was hired by Ernst Hardware to push a handtruck in a wareshouse. Ernst was
a scab outfit, déubtless allowed by the Teamsters' Union to remain such
through some corrupt deal between company bosses and union bosses. The pay
was a scabby $35 a week. Who was complaining? Fe—we—that—was—richesy

Une thing more wz needed for perfect happiness. My Northlake room

was a splendid cell for an anchorite, a crummy love nest. Betty's basement
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cave was restricted to single Femaleg} /fﬂe landlady slept with ear te floor

and at any suspicious sound, such as a male voice after 10 p.m., tip-toed

downstairs ysonhotessmsmmestdons: and busted in.
. expect to S

She was not unique. One would waenns froedom wewde Flourish in s
environs of the University, but the District was tyrannized by salacigus
old crones forever sniffing the wind for hsterosexual sin (innacently
oblivious to homosexuzl sport!), elinging to &mmEw miserable existences in
hopes of catching boy-girl in ths Act. There seemed no choice but to pay
the man the %2, or whatever a marriage license cost,

cpen .

However, though a legal document would wRi&wk the door, first the door

must be found, and that was no easier than finding"a job. The damn vets

crudding up my tranquil campus and robbing me of Beknfwiooomp all my ot jobs
-tvery inhabldable  crarnng.

also were polluting my District, jamming“Everyzhassmantvmatkisq—gatagey—aad-

tougebBat, While I pushed the handtruck,# between classes Betty prowled

the streets watching for people carrying belongings out of houses onto

sidewalks. But whenever people were carrying out, others were carrying in.
Then, luck. Tipped off by a classmate that due to a family emergency

an acquaintance was abruptly leaving town, Betty took off from campus on the

run and won the race. Thres blocks west of the Avenue, in the garrst of

a decrapit threr-story house minutely subdivided into a student warren, was

cramme J

our home, a minimally-furnished bedroom pius a closet egwipped with gas plates,

sink, and g tiny kitchen table, endwbouiMup<at8®¥® In the hall wers the

refrigorator and bathfoom shared with two other garret "apartments." Rent
S+(\‘)¢’Cl"0,n7
was a storwmdmg 435 a month; we accepted the gouge unmurmuring.
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Betty moved in. Not 1I. Never-sleeping landlady kept perpetual vigil
at the bottom of the ladder-like, infernally-squeaky staircase. Therefore,
the evening of Wednesday, May 28, Betty and I giggled through a S-minute
session in a preacher's study and he signed the document demanded by the
landlady.

Friday marning, Msmorial Bay, the three of us left on our honeymoan.,

Three?

Who was the third? Not the landlady. Monie.

Monie?
Let them titter. Let her fracture Mountaineer freaks. ("What you
they ask,
climbing Memorial Day, Monie?" = Cackleas she, '"Oh, I'11 be too busy to
climb. The Mannings and I ares going on our honeymoon!") It was a perfectly
square affair, she had no designs on either of our bodies, was (except for
climbing) a straight. Despite learning at her father's knee that femalehood
was a disaster to be overcome by willpowsr, despite adolescent Christmases
w ool K“}\‘U"',T// .

blighted by boots and peeke?/ﬁhen young heart yearned for a frilly party
dress, her sexuality hadn't been distorted (except for the climbing). Her
marriage had fallen apart last year. Within the realm of the normal. She

hadn't yet hooked up with another man. Also normal. She found Betty and

me amusing. Nothing perverse in that, surely.
had Imas‘)L/-] been oo LU-"?,.&-/
Though Mttt R O, Betty and Iﬁimmmw'f‘riends,

we weren't always grabbing at each other; Monie had continued to be a fraquent

tavern companion. Never on weekands, though, because she then was off with

the freaks, instructing at Climbing Course rock practices and snow practices,
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[ure
But she gave up trying to st us into that lunacyx and,if still

listerned veith ihterest 4o

ever-bubbling with tales of acrophilia, MW

stories of our modest Olympic adventures -- the Graywolf forest walk of
March, an April snow-plow up the Soleduck River nearly to the High Divide.
The witch wdsn't reallx dangerous, not if you were alert for pranks.

What brought us together for our first Joint hike since Cruiser was
econamics. Fforget the honeymoon Fopued crap. for me, wsxwkwwses warehouse-
pent, Memorial Day would be_one of only three long weekends the whole summer
and'was not to be frittered away in bsd, mus%—y&aid—a—beunty—eﬂ—h&gh&eﬂd
memorkee—%e—keep.mywbackmatﬁvght—ander—thpmburden“Uf*iumlands~ But our
family treasury hadn't recoversd from bribing the émployment agency, we wers
too broke to pay tribute to Mr. Black Ball, couldn't afford the Olympics.
What food for the soul was available in the cheap substitute, the Cascades?
- Monie knew. And she voluntesred to be our guide. Never mind that she
preferred to call it being our "chaperone."

"Any particular place you'd like to go?" she asked.

My knowledge of the rangs was next to nil. One spot, though, had nagged
me since 1942, when Arild and I twice tried to reach it and twice bogged down
in soft spring snow. Had Monie ever been to Monte Cristo?

"Oh, lots of times."

Any good hiking szems?

"Oh, plenty; We could take the trail to Silver Lake and Fool.around.

there

Nice little peak ebewswit —— o could climb Silvertip in a couple hours."

Hold it.
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"Well gosh, it's actually just a slog. Some stesp snow but nothing
worse than you did last month in the Soleduck. A little bit of axposed
rock at tha ﬁop but if you don't like it we don't bave to do it. Heck, if
you want to we can camp at the lake and stay in my tent the whole 3 daysi"
Cackle.

She swore on our concession to God, the Government, and the ¥R landlady
her innocence of another Cruiser-like plot. After all, it was our
hongymoon. Cacklé.

She sesmed sincere. What if she weren't? Settling the score with
Monte Cristo was worth a risk. And oddly, I sort of hankered to Feei once
more, just once, ®WE® rope around waist, ax in hand., Who could predict? I
might settle other old scores, might arrive at the "little bit of exposed
rock" and bzcome suddenly brave. If not, my escape hatch was open. The
groom's place was with the bride. Betty could be trusted to chicken out

for us both,

Through darkening forest, under thickening clouds, we drove beside
the South Fork Stillaguamish River to Big Four Inn, empty, paint-flaking,
two-story relic of a scheme to build a Cascades rival to Canada's Banff,
and Arild's and my far point on the first of our 1942 attempts. Here rough
road narrowed to a track recently bulldozed along the bed of the old
railway that carried its last ore from th2s minss early in the century and
its last sightsears to the ghost town in the iﬂEOs. The Model A rattle-banged,
bounced-and- jounced over Barlow Pass and up the South Fork Sauk River to the

road-end.
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Switech off. Ehis:%&;:%:- At an slevation of 3000 feet in a dank

hole ringed by cloud-lost peaks were rickety shacks and rusty machinery -anc
meoo-siouwp-bntiinge half-swallowed by a jungle of alder and second-growth
fir. Monte Cristo at last. Ghostly indeed in drizzling gloom. The trip
was already a success, Memorial Day =suawen memorable.

Packs oﬁ backs we trudged up the trail, meeting a parade of descending
fishermen cbﬁplaining there wasn't a drop of water showing in Silver Lake.
No whining fishermen we. Atop my Trapper Nelson-ggﬁﬁisd the coil of manila
rope. In my hand was an ice ax, rented for the weekend from the Co-op --
but how could trail strangers’guess that? I struck poses, accepted £heir
awe -- marred, to be sure, bixgzing indiscriminateély extsnded to Betty and
bher ax.

Switchbacks vanished in snow, forest faded in fog. The hi{ifgidg
rounded over‘to Pocdledog Pass, dropped a bit to the 4200-foot basin of the
lgke. Uhat lake? A plain of snow beneath white cirque cliffs leaping into
white cloud. On a knoll-tgp patch of soggy, snow-surrounded duff under
dripping hémlocks we heapad up boughs for a mattress and Monie pitched her
pup-like tent. %@ .$Sqsau wood flamed bright, melting snow in Ten Cans for
coocking supper. But there was no campfire evening; aeld-reesonematen
ome a deluge of rain drove us to the tent‘and a 1l2-hour sleep.

In W& morning the rattling of rain on tent slackened to ths splatting
of trea-drips. Out into mists we crawled, impelled hot by ambition but
boretmg _
¥ bladders. Too sluggish to build a firs we ats a osi breakfast of

canned fwmk peaches and candybars, Monie quoting the climbers' maxim,

"Though the food is cold, the inner man is hot!" Lewd cackle.
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We stared morosely over snow into fog. In Puget Sound lowlands the

thexperindxof the-nreriod-of-

year consists of two seasons —-/bold rain and/bool rain. The highlands have

dozen weeks
four true seasons; three, however, ars compressed into the S3=fonths from
late June to early Uctaber. All the rest is winter, and we were in it,
shivering.

"wWell," said cheerful Monie, "What is your pleasure, Mr. and Mrs.
Manning? Back to the sack or take a walk?"

an 1ceboy
Who but a climber would leave_e=frezsa camp smothered in clouds to go
thinking of ewem cozy qarret,
up? - But Monie was our leader and as yet had done us no harm. Gluml%_we
ptodded aftar her across the frozen lake, up a wooded ridge.

The snow steepened to an angle 1'd never attehpted except in a state of
hysteria. The ridge skinnied to an airy cleaver. The forest dwindled to
scattered clumps of stubby alpine trees, leaving us exposed to the oppressiee

QH “"OU"\C&O
infinity of ‘cloudx But I wasn't scared. I felt amazingly comfortablae,
solidly connected to slippery whiteness by ice ax stabbad deap into thwr—dsem
guts of the mountain., Far different would've been the Graywolf Ramble had
Arild and 1 possessed axes! #H We'd have dared the pass through Tha Needles
to Royal Basin, sauntered over ridges to Deception Basin, Heather Basin.
Nothing mysterious about the tool. Monie said climbers use it now and then
for chopping speeky ladderways up ice cliffs, occasionally for a variety
of arcane techniques, but mainly as a simple cane, a third leg.

Betty needed more legs than that, ideally as many as a spider. As
we paused on a bench for rest and squirrel food, she, with Fear—dry'mouth,

heard meltwater trickling and went for a drink —- and stumbled, flopped on

stomach, and sver so slowly began sliding.
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Monie and 1 watched incredulous, Gravity wasn't to blame. The snow
was flat. Betty was sliding by shesr force of virtuoso incompetencs.

Plaintively she wailed, "Help me! Help me!"

I didn't laugh. Now she was mine I was less amused by her clumsiness.
Monie didn't cackle. Who cackles at my wife cackles at me, I tried to
ignore the shameful scene but there was no denying that if she maintained
the pace -- and I wouldn't put it past her -- in a halffhour she'd slide over
the cliff a dozen fest distant. I gave her a hand, saved her life, we warned
her to be more careful when the honsymoon was over. .

started _ ;

Higher and higher we climbed, and I -b=gam taking turns step-kicking --
one of the fundamental climbing techniqu=s, Monie said. Nothing to it, not
with an ax to keep feet from getting nervous and breaking out steps. lUur
ridge merged into the summit ridge énd we clambered up a frost-riven
jumble of rocks to the 6000-Ffoot crest.

My God! We were perched on a flagpole amid a bewilderment of gray walls
and white snows slipping in and out of black clouds, spotlighted now and then
by come-and-go shafts of startling sun. We wers in Whymper's world,

Mallory's world. WNo mers hiker ever sees so grimly lovely a wilderness.
But wild on high alone. Below was Silver Creek, the route of Arild's and

my second attempt to rsach Monte Cristo. We'd hiked through virgin forest

beside a shadowed stream. Just 5 years ano. Now I looked down horrified

to a desolation of raw brown clearcuts, to a naked crerk chqksd with logging
slash. Hidden Lake had been vandailized. Now Silver Creek.

We weré in a National Forest. I'd tbought National Foressgs were the
same as National Parks, the sole differences that guns wers allowed and

rangers didn't wear fancy hats. Not so. National Forests are National
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Tree Farms where 500-year-old patriarchs are reaped like wheat. 1In a

ever foing
National Forest you can'eﬂbe sure of 1hsé=hunnnnﬁa=gn home again. Home

is safe only in Natiocnal Parks. And above timberline. A hiker must envy

a climber, whose legger-free home is so much vaster.

The summit of Silvertip lay several hundred yards away and a hundred

feet higher. "Easy half-hour," said Monie. But confronted by the "little
clovds
bit of exposed rock" floating in a sea of &% I was no Whymper, no Mallory.

As for Betty, she'd progressed from tears to catatonia; when time cams to

. " dhe invalid —
descend)MOnie had to rope us up @ so we could drag wy=@¥rids of f the rocks.

Down the sparkling crest. Monie showed us the "plunge step." Do not

+owerd the
lean timidly we-backuwesd-tegeed Farth, Face the sky and boldly step right out

into the middle of it. When boot W@ strikes snow the stiff leg pushes the hee
# into a skid that compacts a sclid platform, take-off for the next plunge.
Afraid of a toboggan ride? Never fear. Hold ax in both hands across chest
and if a platform-bii!izuamey Just stab the snow, regain balance, and plunge
on, plunge on. |
| Down down down we plunged through boiling clouds and sunshine flarcs.
Betty began to smile. I paused often to take pictures featuring rope and
axes, photo-album proof I'd been, if aonly Egr a few hourgégzoclimber.

+l1f Slolf’( (fcn'}‘/('\} el
The ridge broadened and,ws glissaded on our rumps, ax esver availablg for

A the
40 quickXy=p@ssen brakes. This was a whole other sport FroTAglissading
I1'd known, this was pure exhilaration unblemished by terror. Betty began

to laugh.
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avsed identified
we Ji:p;'ﬂ while Monie eed-resdwswb-mir pecaks dodging in and out of

clouds -- Gothic, Del Campo, Vesper, Big Four, Foggy, Cadet, Monte Cristo,
hizh '

Wilmon Spires, Columbia -- wonderful names, wondsrful to D%Aamong them,
almost their squal.
Glissade-crazed Betty grew impatient. She jumped. One moment Monie

we were
and I wers enraptured by scenery. The next wemeri-inmen flying through the

air, Betty had forgotten we w3are ropead.
Well, thought I, tumbling head over heels, hearing squeals of delight

below, at least my idiot bride is getting some fun from the honeymaon,
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Chapter 12

TERRUR OF AIR ON THE AWFUL TOOTH

The Model A skipped nimbly down the street, around the corner, out of
my life. So gleoful was the boy hippety-hopping off to frolic in the past.
So mournful was I left stranded in the present. Nevermore from haughty
heights of square-cut anachronism would 1, secure in childhood, snicker at
heavy-haunched adult frogs ihfasting postwar highways. Descended to the
pit behind the steering whezsl of a squat unlovely 1935 Ford V-8 coupe I
was on thoir level, lo@ and old and glum.

Dad and fother were right, of course. Youthful-agilé though it appeared,
the A in fact was elderly-spry, eaten to the marrow by 17 years of rust and
corrosion; since I refused to become a mechanic and couldn't afford to hire
one, in a year or less I'd be afoot. Better sell the machine (that's all it
was, don't sentimentalize) while this spoiled brat of war-wealthy parents
was willing to pay a preposterous $200 for a decrepit toy. Hhdd the money
to my folks' wedding-present $100 and buy the V-8, meticulously maintained
by the legendary little old lady, good for thousands of miles of cheap
transportation. Think how much closer the mountains are with a cruising

spaad of 42 miles an hour.
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Keep pace with America. LID9mems: The A day was over and neither by

age nor economic circumstance was I of the toy-owning class.

Grow old along with met

The best is yet to bs,

The last of lifa, for which the first was made.

Fie on it. Loss of childhood doesn't compel acceptance of adulthood.
Putting away toys doesn't mran an end of games.

We played house in the garrst, wickedly giggling at the landladx's
foolish trust in a scrap of paper, her gullible faith we wsren't sinﬁing
under her roof. N

Betty conspired against hoar mother, self—absorbed mistress of domestic
arts too pxxmfadprideful in th-ir practice to bother teaching them to a
clumsy daughter. To the liberated little girl, mock housewife, the kitchen
was as excitingly illicit as bed. She bungled Fyuaowe 3885ty about, ever in
haste lest Momma catch her dirtying the gt dishes with mud pies. Charred
potatoes taught her that boiling wator evaporatss, and stomach cramps that
not every green leaf in campus gardens is suitable for a green salad, and
nearly-broken teeth that the first step in making a cherry pie is to pit
the cheeries,

I conspired against Ernst Hardware. The warehouse was a ong-man shaguw,
a transfer boint bratween large trucks unloading kitchen appliancas and
garden supplies and smajl trucks hauling them to retail stores. My bossns

ware a mile away in downtown of fices, smoking big cigars and feeling mighty

slick to hava a stupid kid busting his gut for a lousy $35 a week. They'd
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hava rupturéd their fat heads to learn that by performing warehouse chores
not in ths normal proletarian sulk but in berserker frenzies of puffing
and sweating I stole half of every day for a self-taught course in the
history of English drama from interludes and mystery plays to thz Closing
of ths Theatres.

Thus the weekday play. Weekends we sampled the foreign Cascadas,
camping on meadow shores of cirque lakes near Snoqualmie Pass, or returned
home to the Olympics to roam $stswed tundra ridges. If Betty was slow as
sver on the trail, never mind, there's more.to mountains than hiking. Rolls
in the heather with the nut-brown maid gave the ultimate union with éhe

Green Woman,

R summer idyll. Yet something was missing, something other than the
lamented A. Not until an August Sunday did I know exactly what., That
aftarnoon as we were finishing breakfast came a knock on the door. 0Odd.
Nobody ever invaded our garret.

Monis.

Busy with games we'd scarcely noticed her post—honéymoon disappearance,

tntes

Now she burst w~mewm our sensual languor

vibrant and‘cackling, newly returned from 2 yeeks in Wyoming, "climbing a
Teton a day."

Wo comparcd summers.  Sha'd dodged a lightning storm on the summit of
the Grand Teton. UWe'd sniffad flowers at Snouw Lake. She'd rappelied by

flashlight down cliffs of Mt. "Moron." We'd swum limpid waters of Swan Lake.
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She'd climb=d Rainier again and Shuksan again and a dozen other peaks.
We'd strolled Deer Park again and the High Divide again and several aother
meadows. Suddenly I was discontent.

Summar is short. Hardly have old‘snows melted when new snouws Fly.
Here it was, August 17, winter a few weeks aSﬁs, and what was the sum of
my 19477 Measured against 1945, a lot. Against 1946, nothing. Momentum
of that splendid summer and fall had carried through wintar into spring,

stombled .
then with job and marriage stwieesed nearly to full stop. The shame of it ==
a bright August Sunday created for hill-rambling and 1 was lazying around
the garret.

Not by my desire. Given an eager companion,“or no companion, I'd have
fled the city every weekend, sunshine or storm. But Betty returned from the
easiest walk so exhausted or so blistored or so mosquito-poisoned or so
footlog-terrified she required long recuperation bufore % another ordeal.
Ordeal! Not once had I broken a good sweat, stretcﬁsd legs or nerves., For
me the summer was purely Green Woman, never a glimpse of the 0ld Unes.

I folt swwa=s® a fleeting disloyalty verging on a rogret: was Betty,
seeming a girl, in reality a woman? In hitching myself to her had I
accidentally grown up? Certainly, as I realized =m that Sunday, except for
books and bed the summer of 1947 had becn dull as middle age. Monie mada
it so, Monie with her goddamJ/tales of the Tetons, her unwitting reminders

of what -~ with a different turn or two in the maze of past years -- 1

might have bmen. Monie was the serpent in our garret garden.

lMonie recognized my symptoms, saw my guard drop -- and struck. Houw

jubilant sha was in victory. How baffled I was by my lack af resistance.
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Day by day as the next Sunday approached I’ pondered meTearTtTTTSec iy

why 1'd committed us, and to what.

Said Monie, to a staircase of buckets and doorknobs. Exposed, sﬁre,
but exposure only hurts if you fall. She wouldn't pormit it. Every pitch
was protected by a bombproof belay -- if we died of fright she could hold
us on the rope to Judgment Day. But we wouldn't be that frightened. Heck,
she'd led people up the staircase who'd never twwi@e® been near a mountain.
Heck, we'd been to the false summit of Cruiser (nearly) and the taop of
Silvertip (nearly). UWe'd waltz up.

| I wasn't fooled. Vividly I recalled her first mention of the sfaircase
a year ago, during the Red Robin plotting that eveéntually led to Cruiser.
I saw the mask slip, heard the, gquickly-swallowed beginnings of th2 witchy
cackle. She was up to her old tricks. No, she didn't plan to kill us.
Yes, she bloody well intended to scare the hnll out of us.
Why did I tamely submit? Hag I forgotten my trembling retreat from
_ of ' No.
the false summisdﬁruiser, my panicked flight from the GraywolF?A A coward
never forgets. I remembered too well. A slate needed cleaning.

R, S‘\Lr«nq(» B
But a[ﬁystery!i!y deapeg/ Someclmween ‘itch wanted scratching, Is it

possible to enjoy fear? To desire terror? Madness, madness, strictly for
the freaks. For me the Green Woman, tha Green Woman-nut-brown maid, the
sanz ecstasy.,

Suppose, tliough, that for a day a person deliberately went mad. A
single day. Seveanal unnatural hours would provide a strenuous purgation

of dormant emotions, give a zip to this slothful summer of my discontent.
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Shit, nowadays I didn't even go beering o' nights.-

After all, the danger wasn't real, as in the Graywolf., Death and
dismembarment were completely out of the picturs. Mdnie would kesp us
safe, Monie and the rope. And this was no slippsery, wind-horrified Cruiser

+his was a stalrease.

rocf And there weren't thousands of feset to endure, just hundreds. Like

A
climbing the garret steps a dozen times.

‘FI"OM :

By week's end I'd fashioned feews Monig's descriptions and my brief

highway views ‘mtw a peril-free peak, am-sreaNtGhEeRdEerbaoeTITRN o

of adventure.
pleasant tinglex Like jumping in an icewatar tarn, like riding a

rollerceoastar.

Sunday morning, August 24, we drove east in the V-8 almost to Snoqualmie
Pass, hiked the: trail to headwaters of Oenny Creek, left thz path and
ascended svhalpine
e&inbnﬁfforest and huckleberries to a e heather nook. Above loomed
2 gp=¥ precipice -- no cause for alarm.

"That's thé West Face," said Monis. "None of our business."

We scrambled up a rocky gully to a notch in Gum'Ridge. (in one side
rose modest fangs of the False Teeth. But on the other!

"Behold!" cackled Menie. "The terrific and famous Séuth Face of The
Tooth!"

WR¥" I went into shock.

Monie went into a paroxysm,é!_'lﬁi Shé'd got me, she'd finally got

me. Far away, barely audible through the roar in my rars, come her voice.

Tslling funny stbries.
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The supreme jest among th: freaks, she nem revealed, was beguiling
hikers ontg the Soutthace. Some behaved very badly -- crying, praying
aloud, going limp, wetting their pants. Others were crazed by angsr énd
vowed revenge. Thera was thz case of Limbor Jim, one of tha chief pranksters,
who during the mee war cncountered an old victim, then training as a fighter
pilot. Bygones were bygones in merriment of the far-from-home reunion and
Jim innocantly accepted the offer of a joy ride. At 10,000 feet 0ld Victim
chuckled over the intercom, "Hey Jim! Remember the South Face? Uell,

HANG ON!" That night Jim had to sleep on the floor because he kept falling
out of the bunk. '

Monie cackled. I did not smile. Monie chompsed squirrel food. I
did not eat, silently smoked a cigarette, sat in the warm sun shivsring.
Monie rejoiced to be back from the Tetons in her home hills. 1 did not
gaze at scenery, kept eyes fixed on my tennis shoes.

Bon't look at the giddy cliff rocketing upward, upward into spinning

svbstance
blue. Don't give pmmeley to the nightmare. Wake up! This can't be
happening! Impossible I'd let it happen. Evcry instinct from 10 mountain
years screams, "People don't go places like thati"

Monie had put away the squirrel food, was wweEEmg uncoiling the 120
feet of 7/16-inch manila. She was tying a bowline around my waist. For
Godsake do something! Anything! Run! Swoon! UWail! Laugh! Beg on
bended knee! Punch her in thr mouth!

Nightmare paralyzed will. Catatonic I watchod har walk from the notch

right out onto the flawlasss cliff, right out into the middle of the skye
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Walking on air, nothing beneath her tennis shoes but air, sha traversed
across the cliff, angling upmard to a cornear, and vanished, The rope, a
living snake, followed its mistress. To whera? Her head matnrializea in
the gray jumble above.

"Hello again, folks!" she cackled. "Like the man said aftervhe fell
down the elevator shaft, watch out for the first step, it's a long anet"
Her head dematerialized. She yelled, "Belay on!"

Untie the fucking bowline, that's the ticket. Fingers too feeble.
No escape from the rope.

Betty. 1I'd forgotten she was here. If I'm pétrified, what aboﬁt her?
She'll break down, she'll save us both. No. She's staring intently at
something in or bryond the sky, seems neither to know nor care where she is,
what's happening to her -- or more importantly, to ms.,

Rope tugs impatiently at.uaist. "Climb!" comsands Monie. She won't
allow me to choose dishonor. It's-got to be done. UWhy? To get it over with.
Sao 1 cén go homz and crawl in bed and pull the covers over my head,

Breathe deep. Not that deep -- too much oxygen -- dizzy. Don't breathe,

stubilize.

let head Dizzy again -- breathe. Christ, the damn carburetor
whele

is haywire, theAmachine is out of whack.

Wipe slimy palms on blue jzans. Stiffen limp knees. Whose body is this
I'm trapped in? Some robot. Some mindless helpless robot. The poor
bastard. He's got to get it over with. So he can go to the garage and get
the carburntor fixed., Order a foot forward, order hands to clutch rock.

That wasn't, after all, thin air under Monie's tennis shoes. A ledge.

With
¥wx solid knees each step would be sidewalk-easy. But knces aren't solid
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because at sach step away from the notch the cliff below lengthens.

Th= cormar. End of ledge, boundary of sky. Stop. Freeze. Try to

So me how 1(}' _o_g_i’ of Yhis, '

re-ongage brain,\ No time, the rope tugs. Peek around the corner. A
platform wide as a tennis shoe.

Gulp oemee dry terror and step around. Both tennis shoes on platform,

nose
both hands plus mkemk on cliff. Morbidly curious, look down between legs,
down to shrubs in th:» valley of Source Creek. Don't do that again! SroeE=mRct
Aem— éaJ)

I've hiked through those shrubs, they're trees a hundred feet talll!
A o wmist.

Knees jitter. Suweat-greasy fingers slip and slide. Eyes @dg®a . Look
up to formless gray. This will be no agony of hours, we'll be here all week.,
Mm% No, not a week, not even hours. In saconds I'1l die, Alone in the
void my hsart will simply quit.

Not utterly alone. A motherly face above, a gentle voice, "Take your
time. Relax. UWzs've got all day. You couldn't pull me off the mountain if
you tried, You couldn't go anyplace if you fainted."

Héw did she know I was planning to faint? Yes, faint into fostal
curl. But my fisst womb is 22 years ih the past and fainting wouldn't

I’cl not have the satisFaction of da,;;«?.
deliver me into my second'and final womb./\I'd hang like a sack of
potatoes and when I revived the shuddering gray cliff would still be here.
Monie is kind but cfuel, won't give me enough slack to retreat to the notch.
A year she's plotted, this witch-mother, she'll not relent wmem. Gnly by
trusting the umbilical cord can I escape.

Enerqgy of despair. Hapnds fumble -- and grip doorknobs. Feat stutter --
into buckets. The gray blur comes into focus as a staircase. I join Monise,

belaying on a broad shelf, and instantly sit down so she won't notice

my knecs won't hold me up.
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"You've got it whipped," she said. "Nothing above is worse than that."

"Really?" 1 giggled. "That wasn't so bad!" Liar.

Monie showed me how to belay, sitting with legs braced against ;::ﬁ;
knobs, the ropa from below passing around thc left side of my #x waist 4;£;i=;
héld in my right hand. Instructicdns: as the climber comes up, use both hands
to pull in slack, keep the line taut but_not too taut; in cass of a fall
wrap the rope around the front of the waist and e hang on tight. To make
sure, lonie sat in a second belay oPee, anchoring me.

"Belay on!" I yelled.

My own dang:r over for tho moment, I chuckled at the moans and whines
marking Betty's progress PGl along the‘iedge, the whimper-shriek
at ths corner. Pitiable face appeéred a dozen fret beneath my feet, chin
guivering, tears rolling douwn cheeks.

"What do I do nowé" she sabbed.

"Follow the rope," said I cheerily. "Walk up the steps. You can't
fall. This belay has a moneyback guérantne." Glib climber talk.

Now we were alone on the shelf. I tried to comfort my love -- but
again th: call from above, and who was to comfort me? Again knees jittered,

misted.
eyes Liwssen

However, th2 second pitch was not exposed to the Pougdlzedwse valley but
only to the bmmms shelf, and though it led to a narrow ledge, a stout tree
growing thare masked out the sky, offered a hundred handles.

Monie petted the branches. "A sweetheart, isn't it? UWe call it the

Thank God Tree. First time I met it I proposed but it said a thousand other

Mountaineers had already asked."
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There were more beautiful trees and more broad shelvas, snug harbor-homes
in the ocean-sky.. There were more gray walls, too, but now syes, hands, and

. Cooerq'('m In/
feet were. Mmy—nl’ra smooth rhythm. As I kid I'd o€ climbed &

-3 Douglas fir® near our house, and apple trees, and cherry trees, and
net much . basic

maples. Climbing cliffs was lm/dlf’f‘erent theﬂprinciples wvere the sama.
The old skills came back we=me.

One differehce w8 was the air, the enormity of air. But though I was

. E“r';;‘ A,v'!

inside the alien sky I was on the Frlmndlyy@eekiquhe rope that had seemed
a skinny string mew was a s hquser. And Monie who had seemed g
scrauwny witch =% was a sturdy Amazon. The rope and Monie were security
against flying off, off, and forever away in the éky above, the sky below,
the sky all around. An inch from death (call it 7/16 of an inch) yet

5;‘!\0 +}\UMB
gloriously, victoricusly alive! I e my fWFHT® at you, 01d Onesl!

One last gyray wallcm':‘mmlxed blue. Since we'd be descending the
easy North Ridgex the South 4 Face was nearly over -- over forever.
These thrills I'd never have to repeat.

A cozy chimney split the final wall. To obtain photographic
documentation of our once-in-a-lifetime madness I had Betty go first, she
being unable to hold a camera to take the preferable picture of me. She
wiped away tears, starad blankly at the chimney.

"Where do 1 go?"

"UP, idiot!"

Idiot erupted. Idiot, I'd learnad in recant months, didn't always‘

enjay being an idiot. The little girl with the wobbly eye had adopted
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clowning as a defense, hoping at least some s&=i®e clumsiness would be

censcioys femedy -
thought edmiwe® But shz was a big girl now and occasionally rebelled af

ByxIweds indignities, periocdically, for reasons ik that had nothing to do

_She Flong o££
with the moon or constipation;\loﬁ-nazuddﬁmuu-qp intm a 3-Day Mad. She was

..en T"N‘ TOO"B'!,/ Cq”/‘ . LCW.I";‘I:, I’Ier FY‘PJC‘CJMQ"'}' buf;__g‘_u_:i‘.lnz me /’.

in no ckeem modd‘ild:*’to b%Aan idiot. Not she™

scrambled up the chimney.
damn

I followed, dreading yet another spell of no love and camem little
conversation. But it was only a 3-Minute Mad, she'd collppsed int® her
characteristic alpine pose, a face-down coma.

No collapse for me., I had Monie take a picture of me eﬂ—%hetteémgst
R wearing the rope. UWhat a trophy for the photo album! I scampered
about the wide, flat summit raving at the vieus, especially those doun the
South Face. 1 gobbled squirrel food. 1 %& laughed at everything and
nothing.

I'd thrown such a fit on Del Monte Ridge to celebrate the Graywolf

mere
week. Now I was equally delirious from a,couple hours on The Tooth -- hours

A

of more fear, more exhilaration, than a whole summer ofltrail—pounding and

ridge-gunning.



September 1947

Chapter 13

LA BOHN THE BLACK-HEARTED

Fog and felsenmeer.

Gray wraiths raced over the peak, a once-solid granite monolith wedged
by eons of ice crystals into a jumble of granite blocks, droplets in a wave
of a stormy rock sea. Needles of gale-driven cloud stung my face. Rough
gusts buffeted my body. “

A minute was enough.‘ 1'd had to make the 6600-foot summit, had to
reach as high as possible in the savage wilderness unseen but felt all around.
Now the time had come to think home thoughts, to begin the 22-mile retreat.

| I started down. And stopped. A mountain has a single top, many bottoms.

Only onc way down led to Betty, camp, escape. Every way down looked the
same ~-- fog and felssnmser.

Lost. Be still my heart. 1In blue-sky yesterday I1'd admired the

ruthless

enormity, the pewesfed crudity of this wildernsss. Now 1 cosgectwms dreaded.
A false step and 1'd be lost forever. And thersfore also Betty, huddled
somewher= down in &M gray void, trembling like an unwanted kitten
abandoned on a country road.

Lost, by God! The trip had mounted from climax to climax, become the

best adventure of tho summer, the best since the Graywolf, and now the
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Graywolfian denouement. Wonderful! And the more splendidly frightening
because a week ago I dully expected to be nowhere this September 15th but
in the wareshouss, |

Lost? Shear self-dramatization. Hell, you could lose a tenderfoot
here, not a canny wi® Silver Marmot. No panic, no desperate downward
plunging, no hysterics of a cornered beast. Cautiously probe, recoil
from cliff brinks, watch for distinctively contorted alpine shrubs remembered
from the ascent. Artfully dodge the 0ld Ones.

shelves

Felsenmzer gentled to granite bottwsssss. 0Dimly in mist I saw g living

creature. '

"Cathy!" I yelled.

Through loud wind pierced her cry, "Heathcliff!"

Tuesday, Septumber 9, 4:30 p.m. Telephoned orders from retail stores
were written up in triplicate, the requested rafrigerators and stoves and
water heaters uncrated, bales of peatmoss and sacks of fertilizer and bundles
of garden touls parceled out. All was ready for the morning parade of
delivery trucks. The day's work was done and sweat was cooling and I was
sitting in my cubbyhole office reading.

was s‘f'anJ'ln? over

A man meteriazlizedbosids me, a purple-faced old man in g fancy suit
and nifty hat. Without a sound he'd come. He must've bren wearing crepe-
soled shons.  Without a word he was abruptly gone.

on¢ UF ‘Hw Hv‘}ar/al'/_f

I'd just witnessed 7«surprise slumming tour® of the lower depths by

the president. Excellent. He couldn't hnlp noting the tidiness of the
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warehouse, couldn't help learning from retail-store managers and traffic
tssve
manager that I ran a model opsration. Good things would ®@®e from this visit.

Wednesday, 9 a.m. The phone rang. The personn2l managar told ma.to hand
over the warehouse to my socon-arriving replacement and report downtown to
the Main Store. About time. 1I1'd been hired not as a warshouseman but as a

vrhered
management traince and was overdus for promotion. At the Main Store I was
to the basement, thence to the sub-basemsnt, lower still to a windowless
dungeon. 1 was shown a row of 55-gallon drums of linssed oil and turpcntine,
crates of empty 5-gallon jugs, told to fill the jugs from thes drums.

Some fucking promotion. 1 climbed from fowe=Fe2des dungzcn to High—and-
mighty top-floor executive suite and raquestd an explanation. Said prissy
personnel manager, yesterday's episode had demonstrated 1 was too immature
to haye responsibility for a warehouse, nesded -ssaéminge=rmeier close

£ome = £illed
supervision. In %Adungeon. Some fucking management training. Swindlers.
I told him to shove it up his ass.

Thursday, 8 a.m. to 5 p.m. The help-wanted ads were more barren than
in spring, employment agencies more supercilious, foremen mors scornful.
Rebuffed and spat upon, I remembesred the lock so common on Dad's face a
dozen years ago.

He who sells his body is granted all the dignity and security of a
whore. I preferred the physical life to the intellecbual, warehouse to
ivory tower, truckdrivers to professors. But now I understood my ready
accaptance into tha camaraderie of the proletariat derivad only partly

from shared labor of wrestling refrigerators and bales of peatmoss,

largely from shared degradation and fear. Our stink of honest sweat was
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not honored or rewarded, we were slavies of crepe-solsd old men who didn't
sweat, despised pawns of a clique of Business Administration majors, the
white-collared ruling class tightdy—rrammeee of fathers and saons, uncies and
 nephews, cousins and fraternity brothers. I could be proud, could tsll the
bastards to shove it uyp their ass. And then could go forth in the postuwar
Depression ana starva.
Dad had been right, I should've become an engineer, at least a geologist.
But I hadn't realized prosperity was an aberration of war, that Depression
was the normal state. As Dad often said, too soon old, too late #m smart.
Friday morning. I'd thought to survive in the jungle red in tcéth and
claw by pluck and luck. No chance, not amid lions” and tigers and hyenas
wearing frat rings and crepe-soled shoes. I must flee. There was a refuge.
Those who can't do, teach. Had I stuck it out in Parrington Hall I'd now
be professing freshman English to the vet-swarm. The Univarsity option was
lost. Surely, though, I could teach high school. A couple quarters endured
in the infamous College of Education, sustained perhaps by washing dishes in
boring Pubcsccn"‘: with
Avenus raestaurants, and 1'd be imtroducimp-edsigscenta—tes Idylls of tha King

™
and Silas Marnsar, mﬁé&asnaqbsummer’totally free for mountains.

The College of Education was insulted -by=my—adk

g6ityv  The College of
Educatign snesred at my baccalaureate, a scrap of paper. Not a couple
quartars did it demand but 2 solid dreary years of "methods" courses, ths
nadir of tho University whore those who can't teach, teach teachers. Two
years! If 1'd had that kind of numb-brained fortitude I'd have gotten

the Ph,D.
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Friday afternoon. Already on campus, I might as well check off the
Placement Office, not from hope, simply to satisfy myself the sole remaining
alternative was a life of crime.

So it's up th» rope I go, up I go,

So it's up th2 rope I go, up I go,

And the bastards down below,

They'll say, "Sam, we told you sol!

Yes, Sam, we told you so."

God damn their eyes,

The spic-and-span youth inspected my grade transcript and nodded,
flipped through the file of Jjob openings and shook his head.

"Do you have any -- yh -- careser in mind? I mean, an English méjor...
1 mean, do you cara what.you do?"

Shit, man, my heart's in the highlands, my heart is not here. I don't
ithﬂ
want your millions, mister, I don't want your Pweiriem. carecers, all I want is
a flow of your paychecks. I'l1 sweep your chimneys. I'll dung your stables.
I'11 kiss your ass. If it weren't too lata, I'd fill gallon jugs with
linseed oil,

He pondercd. "I see you've had Chemistry -- got an R, too., Hmm...
There is a sort of job., I mean, if you don't care... Right here on campus,
actually,"

‘ o throvgl

At Bagley Hall a wan civil servant conducted me amewrd the basement

stockroom. There the students AcessEmEsE 1inad up in the corridor cwtwivke,

kanded
here the stockroom boy simusd bea%kers and test tubes and chemicals & out

N
the window. Did I want to be the boy in the window?

The Depression was over. Ironically, I was back on the University

payroll -- and with a W handsome raise.to a pocket-bulging $190 a month,
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increasing in a year to a thumping $210. And next summer I'd have a
vacation, could again, as in 1946, take off for 50-mile highland wandsrs.,
1'd not have to wait that long! The job didn't start until Autumn

Quarter. At the end of a summer from which 1 expected nothing better than a

loose
3-day weekend, I was s for o amsie wsek!

The Sunset Mountains, chunks of summer rock and snow, slabs of winter

icex rising a vertical 1% miles from saltwater beachss, were my home. The

+s the s view
Sunrise Nountalns, ae-easn-i-u-”Seattle mainly rounded wooded rldges merely

A abevt ar much &S
a mile or less above lowland valleys, interested me lebtimemope=than the

Himalaya.

But from Red Mountain last year, The Tooth and Snow Lake and Swan Lake
an _
this year, I'd stared into weeidetasresss unsuspected wilderness. A dozen

air miles northeast of Snoqualmie Pasé stood a row of giant crags dominating
a maze of eeezmetr—tesy dramatic psaks.

- The contour maps »wises intrigued, showing alpine lakes by thea hundreds,
great smears of brown ink, and also washss of blue ink -- the closest glaciers
to Seattla‘. The names tantalized. In 1897-1902, when the Snoqualmie and

» mapped
Skykomish Quadrangles were swaseewd by the U.S. Geological Survey, somebody

AMOng
had found a land of romance. &g+ such memoriss of miners as Dutch Miller
vwas
and Iron Cap, Malachite and Copper, m@ze a whole storybook -- Rabin, Tuck,
relgn
Rebecca, Rowena, Ivanhoe, and La Bohn. What tho relevance was of the

of Richard the Lion-~Hearted I'd no idea. But I yearned to find out.

La Bohn! There was a name to conjure with,
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How to get there? I rejected the approach from Snoqualmie Pass,
following the Cascade4Crest Trail, because it dropped tbousands of fast
to the Middle Fork Snoqualmie River, which meant a strenuous climb on‘the
return‘Bhnn*!ﬂﬂiinu!tNEnntiiliﬁc I rejected the approach from the west,
up the Middle Fork from the lowlands, because (Monie had told me) sven to
reach the Cascade Crest Trail one First must walk 12 depressing miles through
second-growth forest harassed: by louts in war-surplus‘jeeps and command
cars, parody pioneers using their four-wheel-drive toys to i;ug a road along

abandened

theﬁbed of the 1920s logging railroad. I rejected the approach from.ﬁhe
north, from the Skykomish River, because the trail up the Foss River
dead-ended in Necklace Valley at the foot of a cliff. The approach from the
east was quickest ‘and best.

I'd not be spurning an old friand, the Olympics. 1'd be testing an

acquaintanceship to decide if I wished toc make a new friend of the Cascades.

Early Saturday morning, September 13, we threw packs in ths V-8 and set
out, driving the now-familiar highway to Snoqualmie Pass, descending the
gast side. Three fimes in my life, three times only, had I crossed "“ouvsr the
hump" to Eastern Washington. A foreign country it was, the rainshadow of the
Cascades. Amazing that in minutes one drove from a yearly rainfall of a
hundred inches to a dozen, from cdoud-sheltered forests to sun-seared
sagebrush wastes. Interesting. But so was Death Valley. A weird, alien
race inhabited the semi—desert, fruit ranchers with their orchards and

irrigation ditches, wheat ranchers with their enesmewse rolling fields of
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waving grain, cowboys riding herd on their cattle, and since vy
the Manhattan Project, the mad bombers who blew up Nagasaki. ;E\Sfrange e'fk
to find in my home state. 1'd always been slightly startlnd to hear them
speak English.

This day we didn't continue to sagebrush, drove east only as far as ths
open pine forests and layered lava-flow ridges surrounding the village of
Cle Elum, then turned off the highway on the Cle Elum River road and
negotiated uashﬁoard and chuckholes 25 miles northwesterly to the Waptus
River trail. At 9:30 in sun-bright morning, elevation 2400 feet, I boisted
Trapper Nelson, Betty ;;n-sutpins Bergan. The long trail and Betty's petty

¢ /l'mfna-}‘:'né

pace in mind, I'd kept our loads to the minimum, leaveRgmaome cvery
nonessential and_fully exploiting the new lightweight, fast-cooking miracle
foods -- Krap Dinner, Minute Rice, dehydrated potatoes, Lipton's dry soup
mixes.

Driving through rainshadow terrain was odd. Hiking through it was spooky.
The trees were queer, especially the Ponderosa pine whose gaudy cinnamon bark

DCAY‘ L”-J_) ) l
made me think of rattlesnakss. *:nﬁfsnakes. The west side of the Cascades

a Squirming vi_»:':_fhzh
is poison-free as Ireland but the east side is meewhwgs/dif of serpents.
Though they stayed hidden the traiﬁ ran a gantlet of fangs, of measeins
rattlings in @me bushes,. A+‘¢V¢P7 Liard I Icf+‘
Hiking through ths rainshadow summer was a misery. The trail lay asiwr
ankle-desp in powdery dust (partly dehydrated horse shit -- obviously on this
cowboy side of the mountains nobpdy ever walked) stirred by boots into a

EY'US"I

nostril-stinging cloud. Blistsring sun baked from sickly hwsss pungent
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aromas which mingled with dust and shitsmell in a throat-tightening reek.
We gasped furnace air, soaked hesads in tooc-infrequent creeks, looksd up
despairingly to never-changing vistas oéfessdess of s#ws scorched rock. r;clfe.r
sparsely sprinkled with spindly trees. We should've gone home to the Olympics.
early evening

Or so I was convinced until Jdeée-atiacnacn. and a sudden stunning wwseds
ohtrid-ag vision. I knew beforehand from the contour map the glacial trough
of the Waptus had been "ground down at the heel" by Pleistocene ice and the
excavation, 9 miles from the road,vfilled with waters of Waptus Lake, 2 miles
long and a half-mile wide. But I was not prepared ffjg the scene at the head
of the broad, flat valley. GSeeming to leap from shores of the 290U—%oot lake
was the most enormous mountain I'd ever seen, huger than Rainisr, not a
mountain of. Earth but of g deranged imagination. An impossible mountain.
Evidently there was some trick of lighting -- #% sunset rays flooding the
summit while valley and we were already in shadow. Never had I witnessed
such a spectacle -~ except in paintings by the first artists crossing the
Great Pléins to a boggling confrontation with the Rockies.

In twilight we slowly neared the surrealist fantasy, watching it gradually
dimgj finally darken to a looming black. The evening air was pleasant, no

bot Yet

longer hot y@ not cold. &8k we felt the presence of -nwasby snows in hidden
cirques as we crossed a series of xwsadeims torrents culminating in loud
rough Shovel Creek. Even at the big footlog over the Waptﬁs éetty had
quailed, earned her first "Idiot!" of the trip. Now, big-tree forest left
behind, she refused to follow my teetering dash over a limbsr alder half the

width of a boot. She waded, up to the knees, lips twitching and chin

quivering, ignoring my volley of insults.
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Abrupt end of flat valley, beginning of steep headwall. Up and up and
up, slowly slowly slowly, we climbed switchbacks by the light of benignly-

blazing stars. A porcupine waddled past us. Had there been turtles they'd
gred ' enchanted

o

have pewmed by. But hell, in ﬂnﬁh-’fhight who could curse?
At 9:30, 12 hours and 15 miles from the road, the trail leveled into a
cirque, to star-twinkling Lake Ivanhoe, 4800 feet. A quick supper of rice

and canned tuna. To bed, to sleep, in soft duff.

Wake! For the Sun, who scattered into flight

The Stars before him from the Field of Night,

Drive§ Night along with them from Heav'n and strikes

The Sultan's Turret with a Shaft of Light.

From smooth blue water and chill morning shadows the eye climbed granite
slabs and heather cushions, white talus and dark=-green gié:%;h;ffir and -meuean
hemlock, to bizesSk@BT=wf the great cliff, then up walls and gullies, ribs and
pinnacles, up and up, neck bending back and back, to the dawn-golden summit
of last evening's vision, Bears Breast. The aye climbed, not 4 boots.
According to Moniey the 7400-foot #® top hadn't besn reached until just
before the war and since then only about twice. It wasn't for me and never
would be. However, I had a feeling for it thatooogdader=treen impossible 3
weeks ago, befowectheSTEER-fee®s Formerly every precipice was an impenstrable
mystery. Now, hawing known ons cliff intimately with bands and feet, I
know something of all cliffs., The peaks had a new dimension,

Fry leisurely bacon-and-pancake breakfast, hoist packs, walk along

granite lakeshore and up through alpine treses and heather knolls. Once
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74 rbtqc-Ju rnq 1.111

beyond the lake, magnet for horseridingqfishermen, the trail narrowed, bushes
encroaching on tread, rearly—to—the mimnide, Obviously hooves were rare here,
and also boots. |

Dutch Miller Gap, 5000 feet. The Cascade Crest. Nine years ago in the
Sunset Mountains I'd learned that though scarcely a vertical half-mile apart
the lush-forested valleys and moonscape ridges are two worlds, Low and High.
Last summer on Red 1'd learned the Sunrise Mountains are two distinct ranges,
South Cascades and North. Now I saw the range is Furthér divided into East
Cascades and West. From the gap whess-—me—stsed the Waptus River drained to
the Cle Elum, the Cle Elum to the Yakima, the Yakima to the Columbia; from
alpine garden to parched pine forests to dessicated desert. From the gap the
Middle Fork Snoqualmie River drained to Puget Sound, from garden to drenched
fir-hemlock-cedar forests to misty-gresen lowlands. In the house of my
Father are many b-x rooms. |

We descended the west side, the home side, dropping 500 frot to a
meadow blue—doﬁted with huckleberries awaiting our gfeedy harvest., 0Of the six
cabins clustared here when the map was surveyed 50 years ago naught remained
but foundation squgres of rotten logs, snow-flattened ragem heaps of cadar
shakes, litters of rusty tools and tin cans and broken bottles.

No sign, only instinct, telling us where, ue turned off the meager
Cas€ade Crest Trail and found remnants of phe old miners' path shown on the

reclarimed by

map. Tread was intermittent, mostly grewR—ovepmvith heather, and vanished
altognthnr in a talus of giant granite blocks. BAut tho way was opon and
clear. A last gully g&i&sﬁ:ﬂ#@h autumn-hard snow and we stood on tha

lip of a little barren-beautiful basin,
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?BF?Tabﬁoas-deyf**ﬁatiuﬁﬁ+$zcﬁTTEVT“'
He—schordled Trrtris=—joys—

In a heather nook crying out to be a camp we threw off packs and set out
a-wandering a ﬁyriad delights crying out to be explored. Demanding first
attention were eight sun-sparkling lakelets set in granite bowls, 'some
white-rimmed by snow, some green-edged by moss and grass. Then,s separating
lakelets, were glacier-polished-and-striated granite buttresses with pockets
of quartz crystals and shiny black hormblende. Then the streak of yellow-red,
weathered iron pyrite and chalcopyrite running across ths basin, and the
miners' trash hauled here a half-century ago, and the mine, a shaft piunging
vrmkbamdlian to darkness.,

Then slowly, savoring each step, we climbed the short way to 6000-foot
La Bohn Gap and more tarns, more snowfields, more granite floors polished

'so slick we wished for roller skates., From one side of the wide gap rose the

hqmclcsr

6600-foot pile of frost-wedged granite I marked for tomorrow's conquest,
from the other talus and walls of snow-cleanad white and lichen-crusted black,
odd colors to an eye accustomad to gray-brown Olympics but becoming fondly
familiar.

Look north, down a thousand-foot waterfall te the chain of jewel lakes
in emerald-green Necklaca Valley, and out to the Skykomish River vailey and
far away to the white volcano of Mt. Baker. Look socuth to deeweirre Soars
Breast and Summit Chief on either side of Dutch Miller Gap, and beyond to the

howefis spike of 7727-faot Chimney Rock -- ascended only threc times, said
CanS‘”a n‘, l»]

Monie, deépitiﬂchallenging Mountaineers since fizet theyrbeeemo—e&imbers

30-odd years ago.

B e ety

t loeqa'! lemlm;’ gr'rqunlm‘u- P'JJ" Svmme?

\ e . e T
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entered
Except for The Needles and Mt. Constanch never had 1 wakiesmsd so

violent a country. Yet there was gentleness for a hiker, lakes and meadous,
basins and ridges, even peaks. And there was wilderness. UWe were 6 miles

64‘”’ }<new t’ww Far Frsna any other hvmans,
from Laks Ivanhoe, 21 from the V-8, ,and as alone as ever I'd been in my life.

A

"Cathy!"

"Heathcliff!"

A hug and a kiss for doomed lovsrs on fog-swept moor, then Flight. If
wise we'd have begun the run sesmess the instant I awoke in heather nook and
looked up to a low, swift ceiling of gray.

I'd not been completely surprised. In the city one goes for days with
never more than a passing glance at the sky, smugly sure it is powerless to
breach defenses of roof and walls. In the mountains, defenseless and
vulnerable, one always keeps an eye on the sky,

qorqeovs

The oudwedwd sunset, the glory of clouds crimson and gold and orange and
pink, had given me mixed pleasure. 1'd yearned for close-by trees, amid
granite and scattered shrubs felt naked to the clouds. But they'd burnt off

we'd  slept vnder
in the fury of the dying sun and Eedmoker-aagwhes pulsing stars . o

DT S et T utd skt

Then I saw the morning sky --
Heigho, the tale was all a lie.

But I couldn't be wise. We must return to the gap, roam mist-dim tarns
and grandly-bleak platSesmswesgsd-qranite -- fit lair indecd for & crusl

La Bohn. And I must have my summit.

Now we must belatedly be wise, REstilwxzsmxdws® run down from wind-roaring

gap to relative calm of heather nook, hame for one night only but home forever.
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Gray ceiling had darkened to black, lowered to envelop the basin. Mist was
drizzling. This was no feeble surge of summer clouds, probably thinning to
fog tomorrow and sunshine next day. This was the first storm of winter, a
full-scalz 3-day blow, and -~emfes we'd heard merely the overture,

Down the miniature mountain range of the talus, weaving through granite
towers, gingerly stepping over gaping chasms, carefully'placing tricouni
nails in niches and crécks of slippery slabs. Down to heather. Now we
could run.

Where's Betty? Absorbed in boulder-hoppingy i'd forgottan her.  There
she was, high in talus and cloud. I yelled, A faint whimper on the—wind.

howled., )
I ewroeds A distant explosion of sabs and curses.

The drizzle became a rain. My "waterproof" oilskin was sogg;edythrough,
and my wool shirt and blue jeans. Water sloshed in bodts. Rain poured off
brim of black hat, a waterfall now in my face, now down the back of my neck.

I brllowad commants on my br;de's spastic legs and rrtarded brain.

"Help!" She'd quit cursing iwmk, was pleading. I dropped papk and é:::eﬁ
up the rockslide, slipping and skidding and falling and bashing knees.

What is it? UWhat is it?

The goddam clown had got a goddam boot stuck in a goddam crack. But I
could g;égé'no more. Admost (not quite) I laughed. Resigned, I herded her \
down sodden talus to sodden meadows to sodden trail, up to sodden Dutch Miller

Colder +he wind. '
Gap. Blacker the mlx clouds. Harder tho rain./\Slowar her pace. Not in /

day-long twilight of storm but in twilight of day's end we descended to Lake

Ivanhos. She sank to sodden ground and lay helpless in pounding rain.

s Oe"f CnJ) IQJ' |+ Lg mﬂ—flv I M-He }wr"‘— hcch +‘an7,
( (ven & Jrra;md arkle  could be Fatal. ’/

~— i
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Trapped. Alone or with a companion like Bob or Arild I1'd have made a
dash-and-stagger the 15 miles to the V-8 and slept snug in a dry bed
tonight, Wwith Betty even the ramshackle leanto 6 miles away at Waptus Lake
was beydnd reach.

I found a tight-limbsd tres—umbrellalg:;rding a patch of dry ground.

revived
Betty crawled in her bag, ebems=d briefly to eat a spoonful of Krap Dinner,
set the cup aside and burrowed <me® in the bag. I was stubbornly determined
to enjoy my supper, my campfire, but rain fell steadily faster, the drops
larger, and the circle of dry ground eweedddny shrank. Into the bag;_snuggls
up to Betty snuggling up to the tree.

When the first drops penetrated the umbrella and splatted on bag I
flinched. But soon the splats were continuous. When the first trickle
chilled my spine 1 shivered. But soon it was trickle here, trickle there,
trickle trickle everywhere. I wished to hell I had a tent or tarp. Unable
with Betty to run 20 miles in a day, liable te be trapped by any and svery
storm, I'd have to consider buying one.

A general svbmergence.

No more trickles. —Hr=treredd-fiemy  Sky and Earth in close embrace and

damned be they caught inbstween. Down and foathers of bags collapsed. The

th +he wilderness -
only warmth demdivengerd® was of two bodies shaking as one.
Shi¥ee and drowse, drowse and shiver, Long are tiw watches of the night.
curds
Then homogeneocus blackness coagulatad in dark ksmme amid a grey whey. Traes
becqme distinguishable from clouds, trail from bushes.
— [ In. -
(Ee crept from LY RETERXEM saturated bagspgghaﬁag'saturated clothes)

pulled on séturated boots and shouldered saturated packs, first jettisoning
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saturated food. At Shovel Creek no more than Betty did I bother with the
limber alder but waded, up to the knees. Also Spade Cresk and opincla Cresk
and a dozen moae creeks that hadn't existed Saturday. At the Waptus crossing
I walked the footlog but didn't ridicule Betty for wading the river, up to the
2X® waist.

No ankle-deep dust now, ankle-deep mud. No reek of hot brush now, the
tang of cold rain -- very cold -- rifts in clouds disclosed fresh snow on Skfer

¢clese £loor.
J,é: the valle%N Some rainshadow.

The V-8! A dry cave with e dry clothes, dry matches to light dry
cigarettes. Only now, driving thes mucky road, detouring around mud puddles
that might be bottomless, did we reflect we'd not“eaten a bite since the
Krap. Dinner,

In the Cle £lum restaurant the waitress brought with the menus a plate
of bread and butter; when she returned to take our orders the plate was bare.
With the soup she brought more bread and butter; when she returned with
chicken-fried steaks and mashed potatoes and string beans the plate was bare.
With coffes she-brought more bread and butter, smiling; when she returned
with apple pie the plate was bare. With the check she brought more bread
and butter, mdm laughing -- and the cook and dishwasher and all the
customers laughing, and us too. Cle Elum is the best'place in the world for

bread and butter.




September 1947

Chapter 14

A TRICK TO CATCH THE OULD ONE

I was running, pursued. I didn't dare look over my shoulder to sees what
it was. The house was close. The door. I stumbled on the steps and fell.
I screamed. There wouldn't be time for them to open the door.

Mother was shaking me. I couldn't hear what she was saying. It was out
there in the night, pressing against the window. Mother turned on all the
lights‘and we sat in the living room. She got the cards and dealt. 1 picked
up my hand and tried to Focus;‘ Ucean~heavy blackness was crushing roof and
walls, threatening to extinguish our little flicker of electricity. UWe

4+he shuddering ceased and
played casino an hour. Gradually it ebbed. Finally ,I could go back to bed.

A

The first time I was 11%. That morning I'd had my tonsils out. Ths
nurse and doctor weren't the sort of alien-cruel men and women in masks who
strappad me down and slapped the metal cone on my face when I was 7. They
were kind and 1 trusted them and lay on my back, eyes closed, breathihg the
gas.

I was in a cylinder with smoke-fuzzy walls. The walls began spinning.

Faster. At the far end of the cylinder it was moving toward me. Ths
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faster the_ualls spun the faster it came. I struggled to escape. ] was
held. I fought loose and broke through the spinning gray walls -- into
another spinning cylinder -- not gray -- flaming red and yellow -- a cauldron
of color boiling my brain. I died. I trusted them and they killed me, just

like when I was 7.

I thought the dream was an echo of the cylinders caused by blood-lingering
residuaes of gas. But weeks later‘it came again. And months later agqin. I
woke screaming at 12, at 13, at 14 and 15 and 16, All through high sbhooll
Mother and 1 played middle-of-blackness casino. Less and less often, +meeaume,-
Nights were safe for months, then a whole year.

I was screaming., Not night pressed against windows but day. I was
nearly lé and now not even day was safe. I threw on clothes and ran out in
the spring dawn along campus paths., It was in the trees, the flowers, the
air, everywhere. People appeared on paths. They stared at the running boy
and laughed. They didn't know it was there, didn't feel it permeating the

entire world and them toco.

That was 4% ysars ago and the dream hadn't roturned. Any night it
might. Any day.

What wes it? Infinity-eternity (death)? ODevil-God (sin)? UWhy was it?
Probably a phenemenon of puberty-adolescence, symptom of a simple chemical

imbalance or a normal dread of developing sexuality. Probably I'd grown out
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of it. Yet befors thisrdream there'd been the other —- th2 Red Devil jumping
from the furnace and chasing me up ths basement stairs. That dream began the
first time they killed me, when I was 7.

However, they'd killed me again when I was 19 and no dream followed.
In fact I'd enjoyed dying. I heard the clock ticking off the final seconds and
my mind raced, seeking befare the end to solve every philosophical problem
-*amg baffling me and mankind. The clock ran out, I died -- and I saw the
Solution and approached the very foot of the Throne. I woke screaming for
the dentist to give me more gas.

Why no dream from that death? Psrhaps because at 19 I was —-- or thought
1 was -~ cleansed of childhood sins by wisdom and reborn innocent. 1 wasn't
sure anymore. I doubted thers was wisdom or innccence in anyone, anywhere.
Though i'd not had the dream sinces the spring of 1943, wide awake I'd often
felt it closs.

As on the August day of 1945, walking tha Avenus, seeing the newspaper
headline: "ATOM BOMB." Everybody in Seattle knsw about the secret factory
in Eastern Washington making explosives. I hadn't suspected it was a
dreadful néw explosive powerful enough to blow up the building blocks of

the universe.

The Sunday after our flight from La Bohn Gap the 3-day blowrhad blown
itself out, sun had dispelled premature winter, and Betty and I went
T4 anz'Cl‘H\q ! !me(’
tourist-strelting with Arild and his girl friend on Rainier paths dazzling

near the brilliant Emmons Glacier, largast in the United States. A soft day,

fit close to a soft summer.
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Summer was ending. Now the shortening days, the darkening days. Soon
the glooming of November and December.

Something had been left undone.

Whatever it was I'd never do it with Betty. with her I could know the
Green Woman exceeding well, Not the other. To know that a hiker must be
permitted by circumstances to run 20 or 25 miles in a day, to blithely skip
across a footlog, to hop a rockslide without somebody getting their damn
boot stuck.

Summer was eﬁaing. ‘Yot the sense of incompleteness would've passed,
I1'd have stoically subsided into wintsr, hoping that since she couldn't
possibly go slower maybe next year Betty would hiké a bit faster. Except
for Monis.

She drapped in the garrst almost nightly, flitting restlessly in and
out or staying for hours, talking listgessly, falling intoc silences. This
wasn't the cackling freak of tHe Tetons and The Tooth. Summer was snding.

Wednesday evening, Septembsr 25. Three in the garret, oppressed by
winter thoughts. But summer was hanging on and promised to remain through
the weekend. Action was demanded. Strenuous, desperate action. Not

AY-) UF\*‘(Y‘-
another tourist stroXl. Not a whimper but a bang.

Said I, "Sort of wish we were heading for the South Face again.”

Suddenly lively (fondly recalling old plots?), Monie cackled, "There's
always Cruiser!"

"Sure!" I laughed. "And hetkRkawwend damnation and hellfire too."

"Those ars élso good peaks," cackled sha, "But I hayen't climbed them.
Tha & Bruiser is guaranteed thrills."

"I've got a better idea. Let's get crocked and play Russian roulette."
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Cackle cackle. Laugh laugh.

Thursday Monie was back. No cackling this evening. No laughing.

"Well, why don't we climb Cruiser?" she asked. |

"Wwhy not?"

Who said that?

"Yau got to understand it's no South Face,"

Betty, goggls-eyed, lip-jittering, locked from Monie to me, me to
Monis. I was equally astounded, stared at myself from a distant place.

Frqm that place came Monie's voice.

The South Face Had been a joke. Holds were big and plentiful, bitches
short, expasure brief. )

Cruiser was no jokae., The final pitch was a hundred feet on small holds
over ;ﬁggtgé exposure. No jutting rocks to & wrap the rope around, no cracks
to pound pitons in. And no ledges to break a fall. If the leader slipped,}
wave goodbye. Further, though Monie had climbed Cruiser four timé§ she'd
never led that pitch, always had had a belay from above.

Christ, this conversation is getting morbid. Let's settle for a
hlueberry meadow.

She continued as if I'd not interrupted. On hér most recent‘ascent,

2 years ago, the party had left a fixed rope on the bad pitch to safequard

the last man down. If the rope was still thare she wouldn't be stark naked.

1 was insans.
Cruiser was not a Rainier or Constance, not a great and famous peak

I'd long humbly admired. I'd never heard of it -- except from Monie. I'd
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never seen it -- except as some indistinguishable portion of the Sawtooth
jumble above Gladys Pass. 1I'd never sven sean a photo of it. All I knew
about it was that the roof below the false summit had scared me shitless,
that the sight of the true summit had petrified Bob, that now she was

| qrinning
seriously proposing climbing itx Monie was not cackling, not emid=bng.

Insane. 4

The South Face was a once-in-a-lifetime stunt. On the summit of The
Tooth I'd raved because I'd nesver have to do that again. Yest in the
exalted delirium was something else.

I'd read poetry and philosophy, thipking to mingle with the universal
soul -- and merely come to the last lines of the ééxts. I1'd listened to
orchestras, thinking to swing in rhythms of the stars -- and concluded by

veall,
merely clapping. 1I'd drunk gin, thinking the next would justify God's
ways to man -- and merely passed out. I'd clasped woman, thinking to
penetrate the secret of life -- and mersly ejaculated.

I still loved poetry and philosophy, loved music, loved getting swacked,
loved my bride. But last year I'd found beauty and truth insufficient, this
summer had found nut-brown maid-Green Woman insufficient.

Folk of ancient times, close to the 0ld Ones, knew. The Elepsinian
Mystsries, the Egyptian, commenced not in beauty but terror, the Pan Terror,
and moved from terror ta ecstasy, the ecstasy in and of terror, the ecstasy
of the illumination impossible in bseauty, impossible in truth, impossible
in reason, impossible in sanity.

Yes, insane. Insane on the South Face, insane now.
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I'd been wrong about climbing. It's not a more intense expression of
the desire to embrace the Green Woman, has nothing to do with the ecstasy
of love. 1It's terror for the sake of a greater ecstasy.

Halplessly insane,

Batty saved me. She refused to climb Cruiser, refused to scramble to
the false summit, refused to hike to Gladys Pass.

"Well, that's it then," said Monie. "We can't go without three.iﬁ
the party."

She mumbled about the "climbing code" of the~Mountaineers. A two-man
party isn't acceptable. You need a third person so if one gets hurt there's
one to stay with the victim and one to go for rescuers.

"Or the undertaker?" I laughed. 1'd ®wwsw been willing. I'd faced
Cruiser. Not my fault Betty was yellow.

Monie left. Winter could be endured. The phone rang. Monie calling
from home. Her brother Al had agrsed to come -- not to climb, wo®®@N to fish
in Flapjack Lakes and smk sack aut in the meadows. But he'd make our venture
lagal. UWe ware going.

Friday morning. Friday afternoon. Ffriday evening. I listened to the
clock tick off the final secﬁnds.

Saturday morning, September 28, I drove Betty to the train station.
She didn't want to be alone in Seattle, wanted to be with her folks in

Portland.
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We held each other t#wmt, kissed long. To risk losing this? Insane.
"Take care of yourself," she said, eyes tear-bright.
"You too."

Sha boarded the train.

I picked up Monie and Al and we caught the ferry to Bremerton. Off the
ferry, grinding up a hill, the V-8 swk&wx stuttered, s£opped. I wasn't
surprised. Everybody said trailing a cloud of landscape-obliterating blue
smoke was normal and healthy for a V-8, that you simply bought oil by.ths
5-gallon can and paused every hour to fill the crankcase, but from the start
I1'd suspected a terminal disease. Where Betty had failed the Jjunker had
succeeded.

q+

No. Al was e# expert =& fixing V-8 gas pumps with chewing gum. Onward
a#ound Hood Canal to the Ulympic Peninsula, up the Skokomish River road,’
climber and misplaced hiker quiet, fisherman Al 9abbling.

"] don't gst you, Harvey," he said. "You seem pretty straight, except
for this. And don't say a fisherman doesn't know what it's all about. I've
got two sick sisters and a sick brather, I'm the only one who didn't catch
the family piague, I've seen it in every stage from first rash to tertiary
degeneration. It doesn't matter about our family, we're all crazy anyway.
What bugs me is how the hell did you get it?"

"Damned if I know. Anyhow, I'm not making a career of it. This one

‘last time and I'm through."
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"Yeah, that's what they all say. They start with BiEse=EI®e The Tooth,
then decide théy'll do a volcano or two, then they just have to have Rainier.
Before they know it they're as bad off as Monie."

"There are worse things," jeered Monie. "You can go around molesting
fish and turn into a degenerate.,"

"Now sistdr, leave my private life out of this. At least I don't pretend
to be something I'm not. Harvey, I suppose you've gone the standard route --
reading abﬁut Mallary on Everest and Whymper on the Matterhorn and swallowing
all those English public—schoolboy cover-ups for 4 what they were really
doing. You should watch a gang of Monie's friands fondling their pifons and
snapping thair carabiners -- it's enough to make e==mm a dirty old man blush."

"Anyway we're open about it," said Monie. "wWe don't hide in closats."

"That's right," said Al. "A bunch of children who haven't learned to
be ashamed of their games. Ashamed, hell! You flaunt it! You rig it out
with baubles and gewgaws and call it a 'blood sport' -- as if that was an
excuse! You people are emotional cripples -- as far gone as those fancy-

dressing spicks with a fetish about ths horns of the bull, or the greasy

A um l) [ 2l
Neanderthals who razz the bricks at Indianapolis. Hell, you're wese® -- you
don't get paid for it." ,

Soa‘f"l\ M(’

The trailhead. Familiar routine of lacing boots. Familia?\exercise
. /F‘A miliar ~po V‘¢$+

of hauling pack 4 miles up #hectiiXt to Flapjack Lakes. Placid waters,

The Mouse, upthrusting basalt nose anticipating the soon-to-come full moon.

All normal, all as it was a year ago. GOnly then Baob and I had just abandoned

the plan‘to hitchhike America. 0Only then Baetty was ‘omssiyx the idiot kid

sister.
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Al stopped to fish. PMonie and I continued the 2 miles to Gladys Pass,
made camp in a tiny grass-and-moss flat amid tumbled boulders, water supplied
by a cold trickle from a remnant of snow.

Atop a block of pillow lava was a litter of decayed logs and shingles,
rusty pots and pans. Some 30 or 50 years ago a prospector busted his butt
hereabouts summer after summer, sQinging pick at pockets of reddish rock,
low-grade manganese ore, scattersed through gray-grecn basalt. He probably
never lifted eyes to We=maze—of Sawtooth pinnacles. Nor did climbers until
shortly before the war, when the first party reached the summit of Cruiser.
Since then, said Monie, perhaps a half-dozsn or so ascents had been & made.

Monie rigged her tarp, a 7- by ll-foot war-surplus liferaft sail,
orange on one side fREXXEwapETaskimpxspaxmasexy and blue on the other, weighing
barely 3 pounds and the nylon coated to be absolutsly wate:proof. This was
what we'd needed at La Bohn Gap. I asked if I could get one at tha Co-op.
Not a chance, she said, at $2 apiece they'd all been snatched up, Mountaineer
camps had blossomed in gaudy mwmw orange and blue enlivening the gencral
khaki monotony of owwexr war gear. However, I could try the surplus stores,
somebody might still have a few in stock.

"I'm just putting it up now to keep out the stars,"” said Monie.

"Stars are cold.” |

Yes, there'd be stars tonight and sun tomorrow. High pressurs
blanketed the entire eastern Pacific, the nearest clouds were over Okinawa.
No more than Betty, no more than ths V-8, would thz weather intervene.

In dusk Ri arrived, fishless and soaking wet, haQing been stranded on
an island when his raft drifted away. He didn'trggge. The summer-mild
twilight was perfect for a swim, the blaze of decadss-seasaoned, white-bleached

wood quickly dried his clothss.
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They'd brought the food and for supper I glumly expected one of Monie's
revolting messes of dehydrated swill. Al, howsver, had planned the meny --
tossed green salad, steak, and fried potatoes.

Said he, "Thé condemned man deserves a decent last moal."

We sprawled by the fire eating cookies and drinking tea. Al was happy.
Temorrow would be as cg;;;;ee as today. So it could be for me. |

"I wonder what went wrong in your childhood, Harvey. I know what went
wrong in gur childhoods and don't blaﬁe Monie for being a neurotic bacause
I am too. I Just keep trying to convince her there are better therapies than
climbing."

Monie cackled, "Let's not go into your theraﬁy, brother! Not in mixed
company. Think of Harvey's tenderyé;;sand delicate feelings!"

"Well, okay, I'll take the boy in hand aftcr he's learnsed his lesson
tomorrow. It's just that he looks so damn normal I keep wishing I could
save him from you."

So did 1.

"Time for the sack," said Monie. "Got to get hoofing early:"

"That's another damn thing about climbers," said Al. "A pretty
meadow, a starry night, a‘cozy fire, and just when the conversation is

the

rolling they go to bed. Then in the middle of the night iim when/sleep is

best they get up. They'va got everything turned around."

Hardly had I sunk into soft grass and closed my eyes than it was 6:30,
I'd slept too deep to savor what delicious sleep it was, felt cheated. 1'd
been too far away to maintain the steely core of resolve, was a bowl of jello

inside.
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Al grumbled, "Hikers don't get up at dawn, hikers knouw enough to stay

ho"*‘ J-u m'lrr "H\c ﬁvw ht‘
in the sack until the sun bakes them out." However, ;

e = R R accompanied us the few yards to the pass.

"Lastvchance, Harvey," he said. "Now I ask you =~ look at Mt. Gladys
there, all those dandy meadows, and look at thoss bloody cliffs my demented
sister is nuts about -- I asgk you, which is the path of reason?"

"You pamper your neurosis your way," said Monie., "I'11 pamper mine
my way.,"

Al sat down for a smoke. He was in no hurry. His summit was a }oitering
hour above and he had‘%;;Lwhais day. Monie and I started up the talus
toward the gully.

"I'11 tell you, Harvey!“'Al called aftnr us, "You're in for a big

50 king ol Fimate
disappointmant. You're heping for the grext-orgasm but you'll be lucky
if you don't come back impotent."

Concentrate on the step-in-progress, repel thoughts of steps to come --
steps which don't have to come. Betty, Vg8, weather, Al Failed. Yet saving
possibilities remain. Appendicitis. (Is'that a twinge?) Earthquake. (Is
that a tremor? A year ago spring a jolt from a fault someplace near here

gave b best shalong in histee,.
BXXE rattled the Olympics anqASeattlgfkea.)

The notch. So socon? Without Betty the guljy was a no-rope walk. Betty.
Now I think of it, here atythe notch we fell in love. UWhare is she now?
Eating breakfast at her folks' house. Maybe they'll drive to Cannon Beach

this aftornoon and watch the breakers explode and the foam whitan the sand.

Wish I were there, or she here. 1 miss the sobbing incompetence that makes
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me seam brave and skillful -~ or in time of dire need, permits honorable
R escapeg. Any crying today will have to be dons by me.

But we don't have to go to the top. If it was too much for agiie—daring
Bob my defeat will have no sting. I don't pretend to be a freak. See Al,

~paweramd sitting down again. UWherever he is, there's where

he wants to be. Al is my kind, not Monis.

The dreaded roof, the scene of shame, that must be done. UWipe the
~ blot from the slate. Then quit?ﬂ Clench teeth, breaths deep;j
é;{?" Surprise! Thé roﬁfmiéké no-hénds stroll, I passh$y'last—year,
chicken-out point laughing. No wind today, that's one reason. The éouth
Face is the othsr. The false summit is a cinch. Therefore the true summit

stunned

will be sufferable. Naturally Bob was pstrified to see it. He'd not
climbed the South Face.,

A final step to the false summit.

I see Cruiser. 1 recognize it.

R year ago Bob's haunted eyes, horror-hushed words. Now Moni2 not so

much as looking at it, proceeding without a pause along the crest of the

ridge. Her Fifth Fime here, hex recurr;n,, m},h+m,,,~¢_

Chuing

Now I realized that under Al's bantering had baon a deep brotherly
concern. Now I remembered Betty had hinted she was worried about her old
friend, doubted the approach of wintsr was the wi®®ms problem. Now I

ccnge§SeJ.

understood that in the garret Monie herself had all but seid=ttmeutadgii,

She was going to confront it. Not caring what happened. Davnmdz T  cared.
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A yell from lower space. Al calling attention to a mountain goat on
the cliffs. One more fine day in tha hills for Al, for the goat. It pould
be for me. Just say the word. UWhy did the "NO!"™ stick in my throat?

I wasn't a hero. 1'd been a cowardly football player because I hated the

- and
collision of body wébh body, I'd been cowardly in the Graywolf because 1

hated thes collision of body a&iﬁrrook.

Why was it still standing? Flagpole-tall, reed-thin, tenuously rooted
in Earth =- ;he wind should blow it over. Wwhy hadn't it toppled at first
touch of a climber's foot?

Closer, closer, largér, larger, eveswbelming. Soon I'd scream. But
there'd be no Mother to play casinoc. There'd be n;ught to awaks to but the
long silence.

Numbly I Folloﬁed Monie along the ridge, scrambling up and down the

e@zg-“qrndnrnw"
crest, Closer, largs3r. To bypass a tnuﬁﬁ we traversed a narrow ledge,
frightfully exposed, airier than the step around the corner on the South
Face. But Monie didn't suggest we rope and my voice was gone.

Another ledge trasverse into a wide chimney filled by an snormous
chockstone, huge as a house, actually a false summit split from the crest,
blown off by the winds UWe climbed beneath, entering the mountain interior,
dank and chill as a tomb, then crawled from gloom to daylight and the base of
the summit tower,

An urgent yell from the far-bselow meadow. uhat did he say? - Sirawaes
Eam, "WAKE UPI"™ I couldn't. A stranger had got control of my body, was
throwing it away)ﬂﬁﬁt a piece of garbage.

Thus far nothing mws we'd done was beyond thez Scuth Face in difficulty.

The next step would be beyond. I couldn't see the 2% wall, mercifully

hidden around the corner. But I had seen it.
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I gulped air -- what a pleasure to breathe, we do it so often we grow
oplivious to the sweet flavor of Earth's atmosphere. My heart beat hard and
fast -- what a delight to feel blood pumping through arteries. Suweat boured
from forehead and palms and armpits -- God it's fun to sweat.

Not No! But no "NOI"

10 o'clock. Tick, tick, tick.

Monie showed me where to sit and where to plant my fest, tied a bowline
around my waist. On The Tooth I hadn't belayed+$5féader, only follower
Betty; Monie now explained a crucial differsnce in technique -~ leaveg a bit

ever dangling
of slack in the line, furcGodsake neve€4pull on the rope/from above.

“You're bombproof here," she said. Pity in her voice? Did I look as
dazed ‘
tesrified os 1 was? "Nothing could drag you off."

Nothing? "What if you fall?"

"Don't worry about it!" she cackled.

Dear Lord, why not? Why was the cackle so forlorn?

Rapidly she climbed the dozen vartical feet above my stance, swung a
leg over thes corner, aew vanished. I was alons. Utterly gnfafissen, forever
alone.

The rope payed out, slowly.

The rope stopped. I gripped it tight. Heart pounded. Ears roared.
Sweat spouted.

Faint voice. "Fixod rope off route -- on ridge -- can't reach."

Would she, when overwhelmed, scream? Than, the rope suddenly lsaping

—\ﬁ:a:'m‘f~ }h+o (1(4:#- .
like a crazy snake, would I scream? Or just pesssontocold?

e

The rope did not movae.
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WorJ 0'F
For 15 minutes by the clock the rope did not move. No,explanation.
was CIPAJ, A
No voice. It just did not move,/wuith free hand | fumbled cigarette and
Last '

matches from shirt pocket. EXBEl request befors the sword falls.
"Trying traverse to rope -- bad spot -- hang on."
My rope trembled alive. I payed out slack. Smelled a sicksning odor.

Saw cigarette burning flesh of arm. Fglt no pain.

"GoT ITI"

That was loud and clear.

"TIED INt"

That uaé a -atwemw®. merry cackle. The rope flowed out steadily, smoothiy.

"Bglay on! Climb!" | )

1 stand, blink flashing stars from eyes. 1 yell, "Up rapel!" The
slack is pulled up, the rope dr=ws tight around #% waist. "Climbing!"
The hell I am. Legs rubbery, arms limp, hands awkward as boxing gloves.

The stranger. won't let me cry out, "NO!" The stranger has accepted
the judgment, the sentencas. Up the rope I go, up 1 go.

I saw Molly in the crowd, in the crowd,

1 saw Molly in the crowd, in the crouwd,

And I hollered right out loud,

"0h Molly, ain't you proud,

Yes# Molly, ain't you proud.”

Robot stranger clambers to the ﬁorner. Pokes my head over edge. I
spin away in vnrtigo. A glass-smooth slab rising so shear I can't see the

top without falling over backward, dropping so swooningly the valley is a

greesn blur. Uorse, far worse, unimaginably worse than tho corner on the



14-17

South Face. No staircase of buckets and doorknobs here. A roller rink
tilted vertical..

Shut eyes. Try to stop the spin.

A yodel from a faraway scarcely-remembered world. Damn you Al for agreeing
to come along. Damn you for not warning me your damn sister doesn't care if
she lives or dies.

"You're okay! I've got you!" vyells unseen Monie. Yes you damn witch
you've finally got m=. You didn't die but you'll be the death of me,

I should've stayed home with Betty, should've stayed in the meadaws
with Al, should've quit at ths false summit. Now I've no choice. If I retreat
to Ail, sane Al, to Betty, beloved Betty, I'l1l never&ore know peéce. This is
how they do it in wars, this is how they get guys to jump out of % trenches
and charge machine guns., ' |

Tremble .~ skid

¥hesw 'a leg over the sdge ~- tennis shoes find nothing, ®&ax of f in thin
air. Press 5£;Z§=g guts against the edge, extend a palsied arm -- fingers
slip off round greasy bumps.

Hanging from the rope, slither onto the face. Don't look down! I know
well enough what's there -~ birds flying under me, tiny shrubs that actually
are forest giants. Knees quiver, and wrists, and (BotTy=PEsey lower lip.

Not -toes and Finggfs but merely this slendser thread of vegsetable fiber
next to mine eyes holds me to the slab, to life. I wiggle up cvil green
pillows of slick lava. Am I climbing or being roeled in like a fish?

Abruptly the rock turns reddish and feet find buckets and fingers
doorknobs and thin rope droops because Monis can't 2;;; in slack fast anough;

I pull myself over the knife-edge of the summit ridge and fall onto her

belay ledge, babbling about admirable Red Rock, hat=ful Green Rock.
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A yell from below. Al crapped out on his 5600-foot meadow summit,.
Insolent Al, pitiful Al, How languid and relaxed is the hiker. How ignorant,

_how insulated, how dead. UWe climbers are naked to reality, we live.
+cc+rrr;_] = '
We == up the blade of the knife to our 6104-foot x rock summit. Barely
Dop'+ leok dewnr .
space for two. This way, that way, cliffs plummeted.A Nothing to lean

against but sky. To lean was to fly. Sit erect, rigid.
. an
I recalled £rom—t=st=yw=r Monie's cackling tale of ene~tfminer ascentsg

with a party of nine in three teams. The first team up had to go beyond the

3

summit to make room for the others, then spend & hours straddling the ridge
was paralyzed,
awaiting their turn to descend. When the route was clear one girl/had to

be lowered like a cadaver, said not a word on hike out or drive home,
, agam
& NEvVOTRETR was seen on a mountain.

Three . ot -Flu,,,:a!c-.r;HIm/

T hours! Poor girl. Ten minuteiﬂware plenty for me. Nerves were
not recuperating, were deteriorating. This reality was too real, I wanted
insulation.

Monie saw the symptoms. "Better get off this."

The descent! Eyes are near the top of the body, ideally positioned

for climbing up. To climb down one must face .outward to see where to place
g+oml ay \-r— "Jo;S'(J ovt +he ;""oﬂw P)a+-€.'rm -ﬁak A a’t.w" )n‘)"ﬂ +’hr wq”erj,

blind fest, one must; cumfzantrswpty=skysasd But the rope was tight aon my -
waist and quickly I was down, safe.

Now began Monie's ordeal, guardsd only by the fixed rope weathersd by
as steot as your Father’s mustache.

winter ice and wind and summer sun ahaniain, frayed and bleachadJV\And on

the treacherous Lreen Rock at the bottom she lacked even that meager
—3 Throvgh the slow and hesitating cepe I shared her fear.

sansolationy’ Fr-ey-berep-atense—i=Ralt AT Siquness ,, T NOLTIEEEALian,. 893ds

J—gpippedaiheo~rope-—tigiin Yet soon sha too was around the corner, down, safa,

war 1'0‘,rdeJ' o.n"ty b"l bnﬂ*} L:chln; Lrom L“"-“‘% which ot L.;.;_~'>';;“IJA}

ik hee Fall 4o S0 Aech assommg T wernh .
ﬁﬁ_,_,h.’...,...;,:_m__ . Nig__k_’“_»yl"/(ul 'Ffawq mu J"/’ﬂ"(t“_"fo‘.y)o;h her SWannV(‘,/
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Giggling, hysterical, I wanted to hug and kiss the cackling witch.
dut that would've been anticlimactic. Linked solely by @& rope we'd bean
closer than lovers.

. : Jl}a t»»nr'eé'_,.,.~
Noon. Merely 2 hours since Monie owmag over the edge. WEEEZDIRMES.

Rll my nightmares, the Red Devil and the Pursuer together, probably didn't
add up to that many ticks of the clock. By the holy, whatever else happened

in my lifey for 2 solid hours 1'd looked over my shoulder.



PART THREE: FAUST THE FELLAH BUM



March 1948
Chapter 15

JABBERWOCKY

I fled Him, down the nights and down the days;

I fled Him, down the arches of the years;

I fled Him, down the labyrinthine ways

0f my own mind.

His book I refused to read but his idea pursued. Always part of me
was busy fMEk fending off the mutt. He said, did this sour old kraut, that
the West was Declining. Wrong, said I. The direction was up. Granted,
Germany in particular and Europe in general were done for and England was
over the hill. However, fresh-from-the-cradle America armed with the Bomb
(an ill-favored thing but our own) had a firm clutch on the future -- and

never mind the frightened Jealousy of Stalin, scowling and snarling behind

his Iron Curtain,

. ‘lhf l.r‘l;’)q
To be sure, a glance around the nation scarcely was exhi;ar&téng, indsed

gave sharp anal pains. from Detroit and Hollywood, Washington and New York,
Seattle and Olympia gushed 1ifloodsoﬁ unmitigated nonsense, and not 1920s~-naive

rC+€ndi"7
glorious nonsense. Even Thurber had stopped, laughieom.

But most of history is honsense, most assemblages of‘homo sapiens are
as inconsequential and unremembered as a hill of ants, a field of weeds, a

pile of pebbles. What makes it worth all the trouble is that here and there,

now and then, a qroup emerges from the clutter and speaks. The utterance,
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though often seemingly issuing from merely one or several men, in fact is
of and by the entire group and expresses and symbolizes the L;;a of every
member of the group from humdrum grubbing existence to thrilling lifs.
Shakespears spoke and tﬁus wé recognize the greatness of Elizabeth and
Drake -- and also of the nut-cracking groundlings at the Globe and the
~raunchy wenches at the Mermaid.
As the defeat of the Sbanish Armada‘was to tngland, so would V-ﬁ Day

and V-J Day be to America. We were pregnant with our golden age, a time.

when every groundling was a wwd golden boy and every wench a golden girl.

Bliss was it in that dawn to be alive,
But to be young was very heaven!

Spengler wanted to take it away from me. He claimed the show was over
before I bought my tickst. A pnx‘mn hiﬁ. The wWest couldn't Decline, not
yet. It wouldn't be fair.

Newly strohg from Cruiser I turned to confronf the bastard, to read
his damn book and stomp his fuekdirg Nazi bones.

Germans should stick to music and mathematics. The awful muddle of
their language forbids English-straight thinking. Nevertheless, certain of
the cloud castles puffed up by Oswald's incefwieetsts interminable blasts of
hot air were picturesque. I liked his concept of history as the creation ef
ofganic'entities with ;ilotted life spans, his separation of Mankind into
Peoples, sach of whom (those, that is, giving birth to "myths of the grand
style") shapes from its pre-history Primitive soul a distinctive Culture,
which svolves into‘a'Civilization, which aventually diés away into its

post-history. I approved his view there had been an Egyptian Culture,
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an Indian Culture, a Chiness Culturs, a,Classical or Appolinian Culture,
a Mégian'llﬂ Culture, all these and}othefs long dead, and finally the |
Western or Faustian Cﬁlture.

But I was chagrined byvhis telling me I was born a thousand years paét
the shininglgpiritual Spring of the West and was living a hundred years inte
its dreary Winter of Materialism. I wasvirritated by his saying Shaksspeare
was a failure, stunted by a slavish imitatidn of the alien Appolinians, that
our Culture ended with Beethovan; that "the last of the Faustian arts died

arroqant
in TrisFJan." I was angered by hii1solipsist declaration that "It is
Germany that is destined, as the last‘nation of the West, to crown the mighty
vedifica of Civilization," outraged by'his pompous pronouncement that the
impsrium oF'Nagalopolitan America would usher in the Faustian post-history,
flabbergasted by his prediction that thé ncxtf:zzz; of lifé belonged to
Russia and its‘a—borning Culture of the Plain.

Rubbish. Halfway through the thousand dense pages I flung the book
aside and sought to dispel the stranglimng miasma of German bullshit by
breathing clean English air. But fumes lingered, my head weuld never clear

qulped the while of him, chewed him vp, and spit him out.
until I'd-buféeﬂmhémwakxth.uovoasruads;q Fingers on nose I returned to the
volume'griﬁ&y—de%ermiﬂcﬂ—bo-uade—ib~oub.

"At the last, only the primitive blood remains, alive, but robbed of
its strongest and most promising elements. This residue is the Fellah typo."

Insqfforablel Whera did he gétvoff, calling me a "fellah"?

And yet, and yet. Moodily éi:;;r the scene, lad. UWhers bn'tha harizen

is the new Roosevelt not a wewink capitalism—rescqéﬁng sham, the new New

Deal genuinely shuffling the cards? Nowhere. Instead there's the starched-ass
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Republican Congress smugly awaiting the wwem coronatien of starched-hsad
Dewsy. Thers's the collapse of the Democratic cealition, the Confedesrates
lusting to get béck to lynching nigrahs, the michinevhacks scooping up
boodle, the bubbleheads crawling in bed with Uncle Joe, the union prolotafians
gbrging and buggering; and the chicken liberals running for cever to save
their skins from the Red Hunt. There ﬂzs ths mﬁst inglorious nonsense of

s a

all -- the Palmer Raids all ovee agaln.ﬁ Congress had -i+es House Un-Amardtan

b4 Jd have a
Activities-Committse and our state legislatur?ﬂddu} Jerkwater parody, the

5 00m $7uad
Canwell Committee, instrowent of W Eastern Washingten bumpklns and

Seattle's Downtown Gang, terrerizing the gutless Univarsity and badgering

I+J PI’"%‘F((!‘OT L
seme of ths finest teachers, 1nclud1ng my hiking partner of 1945, Er% Phillips.
—tLq*f‘ ha (l-mv,,-d sinee s

Pelitics is hell., Well, so—t%—uas—if Tudoer times #we. More dapressing
te ask by far, where is fhé stirring that promises a new Shakespears? Or
even a new Marlowe or Jenson? Nowhere. My graduate-school joke was no
Joke -- America already had made its maximum utterance in Alley Oop, Moen
Mullins, Plgo,rLi'l Abner,

"Life as sxperienced by primitive and fellaheen peeples is just the
zeolegical up-and-down, a planless happening without goal er cadenced march
in time, wheréih occué;ncas ars many, but, in the last analysis, devoid
of méaning.ﬁ | , .

Deverd?  Devord. Look whe  +he vnclean cages of our zoo "“f"""‘ See

Ahe LG HRE U pr—krievkedrali-eboub-and.what-did - I>sww?. Fellah here,
fellah there, fellah fellah everywhers,

Better gloomy-wise than cheerful-stupid. There's ne happiness in

Pollyaj%. And no grief in Gotterdammerung.
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i have had wym my ups and downs
but wetthehsll wotthehell

Relax, self-knowing fellah. Leunge on the sidelinas énd smirk at
ths mindless meaningless milling of the hlstory-ignorant Falsaly-huplng
restdval Fiinges of
fellaheen. In an age of post-historic nonsense, Tewedy shrug off the pex
Puritan work-compulsion and go hiking.
'Twas brillig, and the slithy toves
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe;:

All mimsy were the berogoves,
And the meme raths cutgrabe.

The new face in tﬁa window piqued the curiesity of sﬁudents. Unlike the
wrinkled eccentrics in stockrboms on the first, second, and third floors of
Baglsey Hall, this aqccntric in the basement was their own ags -~ they being
mainly GI-Bill ssniors and graduate students. Moreever, the book that occdpiod
him between custemers wasknot a detective novel but a pondsrous volume ef
arcane historical theory. Pelite inquiry revealed he was that eutlandish
creature, an English majer, mysterieusly transported acrasé interstsllar
space from Upper Campus te Lower. Thay were asﬁonished but rather pleased.

I gave their stinkiné headquartsrs a teuch ef cl;ss.

I liked the peeple. If the students were mostly engineers, I knew the
type of eld, thoy were mors to be pitied than censured. If the other
stockroom staffers were timessrvers, so uigg all the best fellahsen. It's
not degrading te be a fellah if one deesn't bsceme a cheating peddlar er

crafty thief rassling areund in the Horatio Alger snakepit. It's ne

tradedy te live in post-histery if one ab jures dfeams of being a Culturs
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Here. Do your harmless job, draw your moedest pay,. grow roses or ge
fishing.

N I liked the place. My heusekesping instincts were gratifisd by
ef ficiently reorganizing flasks and beakers in bins and chemicals on shelQes
te provide swift service, saving custom34%¥ time and mine, leaving the bulk
of my days for history -- and'unlika-fhe warehouse, this.canter ef higher
learning instituti@nélly condened reading. Though I returned as proletarian
rather than beurgeoisie-aspiring graduate sthd@nt, fha’campus felt oweEen
homey.

when my head was momentarily stuffed too full of Appolinians and

. refresh
Magians and Faustians I played the games devised by engineers to takethesc

minds(iég;chﬂE;nuFacture of wood pulb and detergent. Crazy Art, whose
dempsre Hell-black eyes and EREBEx chaas—scaigy‘chuckle thinlyvmasked genuine
stark staring madness, introduced me to the glass-bead cannon, a length of
glass tubing connected by rubber tubing te a'compresscd—air outlet; flip
open the air valQe and a little glass bead higsed out with a muzzle velocity
appreaching that of a .22 élug. I kept my cannen trained on the outside
door, directly across the corrider from the service window. Art and cronies
~quickly ‘wwsx became wéry of expesing their rears but many a tight-skirted
girl exiting the building flinched, threw protective hand to bitten bottam,
whirled Ja.'ﬁﬁﬁiiy'to slap an engineer -- and feund herself alens in the

corridor axcept for the stockroom béy in the distant windew, engressed in

Spengler.

We settled comfortably inte winter. Betty get her degree and was

rewarded by a part-time job as file clerk at the University Bookstore.
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th
With her $80 a menth and my $190 we were rollingﬂdough, blithely paying for

baoks and records we'd ence have concealed und,r raincoats, buying New Yerk
Cut steaks at the A&P whers we used te filch sardines, Not naxt summer weuld
we be denied the Olympics for lack of farry fare, ner on a return from
Snequalmie Pass discover eurselves a nickel shert of the two-bit fall fer the
Lake Washington Floating Bri&ge andvhave te drive clear around the lake te
get heme.

My plan for wealthy, Fdotlobse 1948 was elegant, cembining the best ef
1946 and 1947, surpassing beth. In spring Monie weuld lead Betty and me eon
; couple snow climbs like Silvertip,‘a'couple rock climbs ef a lewsr erdar
than The Teaoth (no more of that, wailed Betty). By summer we'd knouw everything

re UH’CJ
about rope and ax néeéod to da Graywntf Rambles forsver -- minus the

SthJcrnW
+tcembddrg and bleeding.

- If Betty was unlikely ever to manage a 20-mile day, I'd feund that
an otherwise yawn of a hike could be jazzed up by’a dash (a very small dash)
of Tooth-like spice. And when atrophy threatmned legs and lungs 1 always
ceuld take a soln run; Betty, no clinging vine, accepted wlth equanlmlty
the prospect of an eccasional weekend alene in the garret.

Monis enthusiastically endorsed s#w the Mannlng Plan and eagerly
outlined the'lessons she'd teach in wildland classrooms. In @ctober she did,
that is,

In November she began saying, "Well, let's wait and ses what kind of

winter it is. Can't tell where we can go until the weather gods spaak."
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In December she began turning my queriss aside by mumbling, "I'm
not sure where I'11 be in spring. Let's talk about it later."”

One black January night she quit stalling and in a brutal blurting
wmwkw destroyed 1948. "I den't think you felks eught te put all yeur eggé
in my basket. I don't think I want the respensibility.”

eomngrAM  Uhat had happened te the witch? Was it Cruiser? Or
rather, the aftermath -- the constant reminiscing by me, her own.wihter

pondsrings ef the implications?
+oh’v‘a+h4 g Aabl’/m., rcc.e-/(fﬂLmrr
In October and November she'd Listenadeieiorantdycbn my deisyodwsheck-

«impreseiens of eternity's sswe brink. But in December she'd burst‘?ut, "You
weren't reaily ;Qg£g~a#=aiif You had pothing to werry abeut! whaﬁg;gu
think a 7/16-inch repe is -~ a steel cabla? If I'd pseled off the slab the
reck yeu had your beots braced agajnst wauld've cut that manila like a'pieCl
of spaghetti. Your enly problem would've besn going foer the‘Nountaineers
and shewing them where [ splattered;"

Cheerfully she qonfirmed suspicions. As winter naarad'and anether
summer seemed impossibly distanf beyond the gulf af dark months, the ald
guestien had everwhelmed her. Betty had guessed -~ and fled to Portland.

Al had known -- and '8 coms aleng for bfotheriy farewells.
"I left it up te Cruiser. It teld me te live. I'm not going to ask

again. That was it fer me. I'm through with the Bruiser."

Swell, said I. Let's forget the Cruisers and talk abeut ths Silvertips.

She refusad. Nexsaew No more than I ceuld she forget Cruiser. She weuldn't

have gone -vt®k that fifth and final emd=neer=fgtet time had it not bean
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for me. “Responsibility” hell! It wasn't the Mannings she was werried about.

. . , . © striven
1 had been the instrument of compelling her to face her fear. Al bhad seme
wdmww not to save me frem Monie but Menie frem me.

Did I scare her? Did she leek upon me ®w as Frankenstein did his
manstef? |

SHit, I was ne monster. I wanted ne mere Cruisers, er even Tooths.

My humble desire was te be a plain, erdinary supérhiker.
The Qitch was adamant. If I wanted mere Silyertips, said the damn
transfrmed -
hypecrite, the cackling terrerist cﬂnvee%ed”fa mealy-mouthed evangelist
preachiné the gospel of "safety," I'd have to jein the Meuntaineers and take
the Climbing Ceurss.

Stabbed in the back. Bet;;yed by presbmed friend te certain foe.

Years age I'd learned all I needed te knew abeut the Mountaineers.

Since its feunding in 1906 the club had been the main shaw, practically the
whole shew, .of Northwest climbing. In 1934 it commanced‘the annual Climbing
Course that enrolled hikers right off the trails and in 4 menths had them
running up cliffs and glaciers. tvery Silver Narmét dreamed. af taking the
Cour§a and climbing Rainier and maybe, semeday, Everest. But whsan in 1940

I sought to jein the club the snabs teld me, "Get away, kid, you bether us."
After Lake Derethy I didn't care. Merely te hike again weuld suffice.
Seevweadtuliiwg,

That rsmained my pesitien, unchanged by Toeth and Cruiser stunts. And
evan had I wantod te be a climber, never sl weuld I pay the‘prica of
befouling m é%;an«ihae end in alodoreus meb -f—igéz freaks win the )

g my pendsnce in a m or @ » : )
fullness ef anarchist maturity I'd realized the hills are meant te be |
"\"_H“-f— Bc;m’ -})\r ¢ lvb mén«lbc.-r;_r/w‘(.\)
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a crome aganst netore, shrictly

S

——

leneseme, that wwek marching in regiments ig for children and seldiers.
Monie toek offense. These freaks were har frisnds. I sheuld fesl
lucky, she said, te have the Course available —- there wasn't anether such

schosl in America. Cheap, tee. Because the faculty consisted ef unpaid

bvolunteer alumni serving sn the "sach sne teach ens" principle, tuitien was

enly a dellar. Add in the §7 fer a year's husband-wifa club dues and it still

was -a sensational bargain. 'And_heck, if I ceuldn't stand it, well, it wasn't

the Army, I ceuld just walk away any eld time.

Sﬁe left ne choice. Te become a suberhiker I must endure a retten
spfing. Or part ef ene. 1In April, after we'd’mastered rope and ax, we'd
drep out ef Course and club, kiss eff the sick multitude and never look back.
Summer weuld be lensseme and Freevand lovaly, and all future summers.

Se be it. Pay the price.

On a February evening Betty and 1 morosely ascended the stairway from
Pike Strest, Seattle's "uptown skidroad," lined with jdkebox-jumping taverns
and thronged by reeling sailors on leave and Shars Patrol pairs of billyclub-
twirling Navy cops, to the clubrooms of the Mountaineers. 1 xmmm remembersd
the shabby building from 1943, when it housed the Socialist Workers Party.
Behind the spaeaker's platform hung a large portrait of the sesméed martyr,

—- - +he weapon L\ctlnq .

Leon Trotsky, assassinated in 1940 in his Mexican hideout -~ wth an ice

ax. As Monie told with cackling glee, in 1945 the Mountaineers moved in

next door and the paranoid Trotskyites moved out,
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At the top of the u stairs our progress was halted by a crﬁsh of
humanity. The Climbing Course had begun, for all the good it did outsiders
Jamming the corridor. Singly and in bunches prospective climbers gave up,
disgusted, andreventually we wera near enough the door to catch scattered
words from inside.

That was enough for me. But Monie cajoled us into trying again. The
- second week we came early aﬁd were among tHe hundred to get seats. Others
squatted on the floor at the lecturer's fest ;nd stood belly-to-back in the
rear of thé hall. The cloakroom was a solid mass of students who could
hear but not see -- except those who clamberéd onto the kskxmmk hat shelf
and peered over the top of the half-wall.

The temperature shot to 90° and the hbMidity to 100 percent. The
200-0dd sweating.bodies and their coughing and wheezing and foot-shuffling
- and éhair-raftling drowned out the lecturer. He raised his voice. Windows
were opened to prevent an epidemib of Rmiwk#x fainting. Horn honks from the
street and jwkskim jukebox blare and brawlings of sailors and barfings of
winos smikmrsubmerged his ¥ shouts.: | | -

Sq this was the legendary Climbing Course. The Trotskyites put on a
better performance. >IF the Mountainsers couldn't stage a proper lecture,
how could they conquer peaks?

| But they did, routinely} no doubt about that. They'd perfected soms
mystarious formula. A dark suspicion: were thesse city hérdships delibérately
plotted as a preliminary test of fortitude? '
s Tw:+c‘\1:1¢1
I sized up my classmates, the enemies. +hers-usce. sbwendows teenagers

frash from rat-racing trails with the Scouts. Andvyouths in their 20s
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bulging with football muscles. And sinewy sprinters in their 30s and burly,
grizzled bush-apes in their 40s and 5O0s.

The mingling of peoples from 15 to 60 in the same school was uhnatural,
disturbing. So was the incredible number of females, a quqrter or third of
the snrollment. Some, like Betty, obviously were victims of lovers' ambitions
andijﬁcamfortable as if they'd wandéred into the men's can. But many,
Monie?peird, ¥ were unescorted, apparently physical-education teachers or
worse. Inspecting tHe crowd I saw naught but athletses, nary a one (except
the handful of Betty-like basket casss) I could whip,ime~fatr-fights

And the leaders! The boss of bosses, Climbing Committee Chairman
Cam, was close to 7 feet tall, lean and agile as a spidér, and took ths
clubroom confusion in easy unsweating stride, as he sdrely had countless
Tooths and Cruisers, though he appeared to be E;;quO.enaso. Among the
Facuity, attending either to lecture £ or to give moral support to alﬁa
mater ‘or simply for sociability, were.the stars of Monie's sagas, the men
wil®w who during the previous dozens@BR years had lifted Northwest alpinism
from provincial Wwwmemex bushwhacking and snow-plodding and boulder-scrambling
to international respectability. |

In after-class over-a-beer conversation, Monie identified them for
us."There was Wolf, Féunder of the Course, who'd made the first ascent
of Ptarmigén Ridge on Rainier and in:uhose Germén accent sounded hornsbof
the Alps. And Lloyd of Howser\SpifB in the Bugaboos who counted tha year

. . | set ma __iizgl”fatﬁq a hundred
lost he failed to bagl30 peaks and whose‘eyes wer? parmanent@y squintimy smbo

@ blizzard? And Ome of the Yukon and Rainier's Liberty Ridge whose face

Was SO ERMEMH kTS Wi i weather—leaﬁhered he might be anywhere from
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50 to 100. And Burge of Sir Donald wﬁo talked so fast he seemed always
sé#?ilglg for a summit but whose flashing wit suggested at least soms
climbers had minds. And Limber Jim of Forbidden, built like a monkey, grinning
impishly, as if for a prahk.he ﬁight any moment scamper up ths wall and adross
the ceiling. And George of the»Grand Teton and Jack of Challenger and Bill of
Inspiration and a dozén more. 1o be in the §ame room was to feel the chill
of bleak glacisrs and windy ¢ crags. I could nﬁimore kéep paée with such.
sﬁperman than follow Mallory into a cloud on.Evefest.

of coufse, I had no such intention. However, the first practice trip
was set for Sunday, March 21l. Then, merely to continue in the school to oQF
R April tssgeestor escape, I must demonstrate other prowess than sitting in
a chair without féinting. Among the athletes, naked to thé cold gézevof.
demigods, I'd again suffer humiliations of childhood, when I'd been the
slowest runner, lowest jumper, ball-droppingest outfieldsr and baskst-missingest
guard, I'd be revealed as the lousiest climber (but one) in the world.

No matter I.didn't intend to be a climber. The path to the heights

of supsrhikerdom led unavoidably through the vale of shame.

Sunday, March l4, I awoke sarly, restless. I couldn't lazy around e
oy over hotcakes and eggsband love sweet love. In 7 days I'd be facing
the test. I‘had to go walking to settle my nerves. Not Betty. Humiliation
was kwEwx her way of life, Mm next Sunday was no special occasion}i Today
she'd snuggle in the garret womb. |

Alone 1 drove to Nortﬁ Bend, stopped for coffee, and looked out the

restaurant window to Mount Si, the abrupt west edge of the Cascades, a
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fault scarp leaping 3700 steep feet from the broad flat valley of the
cloud-lost
Snoqualmie River. The trail to the/4190-foot summit would stretch my muscles,
gona flabby in a winter of tow~hill yo~yo skiing. )
. rlulp ﬂ"’r]('j) 1"\ Pty '
- At 9:15 by the clock on the wall (my wristwatch was busted) I left the

: , A :

restaurant and drove to the bass of the Pu peak. UWhere eetve®l yas the trail?
I hadn't thought to ésk Monie. An hour or more I probed rough and narrow
forest roads before finding what seemed to be a much-traveled footpath into
the woods,

In a few yards the track turned sharply up the scarp. Legs and lungs
settled into climbing rhythm -=- too slow a rhythm, embarrassingly slow. Who
was to care? 1 was alone, wasn't 17 No. With me were 200 loose-legged
athletes. Ivstruggled to match their paca. Lungs burned, legs dragged,
heart pounded, They raced ahead, glancing over shoulders to mock the laggard.
1 pushed soft flesh to outer limits and beyond, gasping for éir, blinded by
rivers of sweat. They left me behind. Tread disappeared in snow. Staggering-
slipping I plugged steps, hurrying to catch up. . :

onte A ml.;";"o'lh\ S"HOW'(N'O’

15’!:.&5;»1 was startled by a chéery "Hello there!™ Out of scudding fog

Lome J!j(‘(!)J(’J .
-appearsd a bony old man in short pants and tennis shoes, carrying an

alpenstock, threrevorpsmiwrareg? o 70-year-old Boy Scout. He stopped and

pesled an orangs, shoving segments in e mouth and gobbling, juice dribbling
opening his rucks.uck to raevenl a4 cornucopia of oranges.
down k% chin. "Care for an orange?" ha askod. "Got plenty," he saiq! /
"Quick energy! Nothing like smwew ofanges to get you up Si." I declined
Qith'thanks. 1 needed énergy, no mistake, but every corpuscle of my blood

screamed for oxygen and lungs couldn't mest the demand. 1 couldn't eat and

gasp at the same time.
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being

The ancient's simple joy in iuiliwg alive, his innocent unawareness of

brv‘[’ l were
the e competltlon, e depressmg. Evidently I'd climbed most of the

steep was yieldin
mountain because,scarp Wto roundgd ridge, flattening it toward
continuous ferest hed broken indn’ £ duarf 4rees

the summit, and/m.dxmkux small _clumpsAamld iced rocks. However,
I'd been many hours getting this w8 high, the darkness of the fog said |
afternoon was far along. I wir slow, o slow,
I asked the orange man if he had the t‘ime.- He pulled out a turnip of
- a pocket watch and said, "11 o'clock on the dot." Impossible, I said. He
held turnip to ear, said "It's running okay. Course, it could've taken a
leetle vacation on me." Ubv:.cxuslyé had. Winter-soft body couldn't gain

~. Five hours wos mare ke,

3000-plus feet in less than an hour. " MORESREKG-SIOUUTSs,

The amiable old fool mm-mmqg. resumed his descent,

. vpward quickly  entered .
peeling another orange. 1 resumed my/\rush and shortdy=waiXELXEREXINES a
la‘”au— crall
snowy llttle basin enclosed by dozem-footwtakt knolls. Presumably one was.
A summi

the Haystack, the sbeolwbtestep of Si.
qrm,ne.r.r JCMS‘C"‘

Or was there something mare? Why was the Sopreo-nuehudapiver in that

direction? As I stared at the black spot,—.weaée&ag; the fog thinned and

| hideour
my hair stood on end. The black spot took shape as the hesmid twin of

\Cruiser.
That was the Haystack? That was the Haystack. P s 115 S 4 ¢ e B
Dnnvh Name A ) ,
/uhy hadn't Mesie warnad me? I came for exercise, not challenga, for
.a hike, not a climb., I came, I saw; 1 was cdnquered wowitiaded,.
Apymunl/rw
Strikingly promieent at the edge of the Cascades, sisimge=toem the

main highway crossing of the range, Si is one of only two mountains (Rainier

the other) known by name to the average Seattleits. AmssBiwix When a Boy

qH(w“}‘f .
Scout troop gete~wp.tho-sbesmwto~tmy a mountain, Si is it. For years Scouts
had members of

-hawe run up and down the peak. Excapt f'or/my troop, I'd never known a Scout
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: wey & rrq_u!ar D
who'd not climbed Si. 1In summer, I'd heard, Si lﬂuﬂ‘m&&hnqs Boy Scout

Jambares.
But it was too much,fec=me:r Sure, I'd done Cruiser -- with Monie

to stowSReEctowane keep me safe. The twin, the Hajstack, eésy emowgh for

énnw&w children, was impossible for me. '

I‘C;("(‘ "J r »‘arlnol

I sat in the SNow SRR averting eyes From the gx=y tower dodging

. bty -~
in and out of mist, &= %o eSO MirRGuni e @l e serrrinee

Sﬁgnins 1'd have had the nerve to climb Si when I was a Scout certain of

immortality. Not now. TRIMMG owe TSy terpeabrses | was a hikery and

. eary _ hikers couvld
since Scout ®IPs had imsmsad learned Twsubdweomedey die, and to prevent that
even*‘ o .
sad heppoméne this day £ must quit where I was -=- as had the ancisnt, @ shown
abrvf"‘ Y

by theﬂtermination oF‘hisitracks‘ﬁgéga the overnight-fallen powder snow,
anmepked-beapand-wultrrexfrant-

I was a hiker, and forgset the prefix "super." I couldn't cwew keep vp
e with the Camp Parsons me, with the horde of children, much less the
jeering athletes atop the Haystack.

: CVUS[I("J

The bastards. Snesring that Manning had been wivwmwed by the Boy Scout
mountain. Cracking wise about what a fool I'd make of mxselz next Sunday._Hauqhiv
Chairman Cam said nothing, merely wrinkled his nose,inéi;:;;;;;

I had to try. Where tOest;rt?‘ The front of the tower was a flawlsss
precipice ssveral hundred feat high;' I plowed snow to the left (wést) side --
the smer fault scarp plunged ihto fog. I plowed snow tao the right (east) sidg --

and looked. up-up-up a white gully into fog and down-down-down the qully to the

brink of a cliff.
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I 0 ‘a e:,u’ 'f"ln‘ (c Jc Q! J ran dbtrm’ hoMf

i T

g

fadd R TR g

1S
I was back in the basin sucking a snowball, quivering. I was V:mw to

retreat. The gully was vertical and the snow loose and I ice-ax-less and

dhe establishd vules of safe and sane Lrﬁn\n.r) ‘
alone., The Climbing Code Xpecn‘lcally commanded me to quit. <CArmwkyets.

PRl ety

'ﬁélhaver‘coul_d I look Chairman Cam in the eye. He wouldn't know 1'd

flunked but I would. No point in a.ttsnding the practice next Sunday, owsewen
.:m! "'}‘V\rq

Damn Monie! I knew it would semesweuthies Only, the humiliation came

a wéek early, -swmempoctess And was the worse because not e 0ld Ones taunted

from the Haystack but bewgewgmof athletes. That's what happens to an

anarchist who strays into the bog of society.’
m Not the Ones that remain were my problem but the Many that change and

pass, the Many of the multitude that also represents the Sum of the Unknown,

omnipstent -to dare
a false god yet abbepowerfadever idiots who vemburw-smte its domain.
A CrWﬁrA.r wor‘*}:’esr, l:)un)cnww;e I.-Fe.

What have I got to lose but ilr life?  Once more to the gully., Study the
uniqve /\ I’

shape of my/\deat;h. Look down. A fisescefolsesetumynsy Sllpx and &&F toboggan

branches
through a thin screen of stunted-tress over a forested cliff. Not empty air

and claan hard rocks awaite®, no noble exposure of Tooth or Cruiser, but

Y Mlhlu 3 h
bouncmg from tree to tree, battered to mﬁrcarmon. Look up. The white

/\ $W|'F+-
wall dlssolven int® clouds --/‘clouds pairsrgby,, glvmg away their giddy motion
to the peak.

Shake head to steady the wall. Swing boot into the wall -- once, twicae,
thrice. Gingerly lift body weight to the bucket. Now the other boot -- swing,
swing, swing -~ lift -~ and the bottom falls out of the bucketl.md I'm sliding,

sliding, sliding}
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I'm‘back in the basin, smoking a cigarette, trembl}ng, remembering
the approachihg trees, the last-minute stop, at—thewbaink, //)
Well, I did stop. And actually wasn't all that close to the brlnk.J
And never was really" sliding fast. And the reason I slipped was Ivieaned into

_ the slope, my welght broke out the weak outer edge of the bucket. If I stood
V*ﬂ ;":f upright’I mouldn t break out bucketsc770amn the athletes! Damn Cam! Damn

{ wou)

A
:vaU“J"quq/ Nonlfi;:>

é pock, /,/ ( —:;,Dnce more to the gully. Kick boots Qer, deep, deep_ iwis—odbearrwivdpe-
“\ ﬂﬂ»“”ﬂ’ WOm: Bury legs to the hips, until thougéiglanding carefully vertical, belly
and chest are pressed against snow. I'm not on the white wall but in it.
Punch fists through fluff, thrust armsizs to the elbow, the shoulder,
How far am I above the brlnk;;roonzgilook down again! Slip now ahd
I'B hurtle through the puny branchss.
Steeper whits. Body is pfeciselyvvertical but snow brushes’ﬁy nose,

How the hell will I ever get down? Worry about that if I ever get up.

Chairman Cam watches, frowning. Athletes areAﬁustudr shaking with suppressed

erriment . la vehter.
Zewghber, avaiting my fall to trigger the triumphant explosion of merriwente
S/dﬂJJﬁtk descent

But if I get up they won't laugh. They'll laugh at m;\death on the wayxdowm

but I'll be past caring.

On Cruiser there was the rope from above, to swoon was not to die. Paor

. “temerent
widow Betty in the garret,4munun-b<ﬁ2:mpaad¢ng~utdouheod. Poor me.
White
‘el wall terminates in white cloud. Once more, for England and St.

Georgs! Kick—kick—kick. Punch-punch-punch. Fist suddenly is unresisted.
Some mYsterious emptiness inside the snow. Pull out arm, peer into hole.
GOD! No mountain in the hole! A cloudt . I'm nqt climbing S5i, I'm

climbing the sky!
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’ “(7‘”)'”.‘} S mashing
Frenzied % two-fisted smesbing at the cornice, beeting a gap in
reZeh Wave aﬁ‘ white

the frothy curl of the snow wave. Squirm up to straddle the airzAcres§>ﬂ$
TEERs slither to a jutting pillar of rock. Crawl on. Breathe deep to Lalf
SEEPEm whirling of e brain, Don't‘move, sit rigid, lest Humpty Oumpty’
have a great fall, Haystack and all.

A blast of wind rips away the cloud, Thousands of fest beneath my
(»(6) eav-
feet eme meanders and oxbow lakes of the Snoqualmie River, patchwork of

pastures and forests, curling smoke of lumber milis, ribbon of highway, and

the village of North Bend where I drank coffee a geological epoch ago. .
: quazr:. Gr;“a Earth with 57,

Clouds buffet the Haystack. Hang on! Rock shedderomundosme;  Don't
Bon't let the spinning start. '

panic. /Keep tight control, Rtk Pull cigarette from shirt pockest, It
shps ‘ ‘
PEEdm from numb-clumsy fingers. Now I notice that in my fright I forgot

to don mittens. Now I feel the pain of blue-white hands thawing.,
S'hlbvl_mfs.
Pain fades. Rock stamttass. I'm okay.

Where am I? On a tiny rock throne in the sk{.‘ One way a snow cornice
0\/?!"‘\&'\?;14’ +‘\<' W}\l+l wall l‘lﬂo"v +"rn('~rJ ‘:37 my Vlfk-r"?-‘;vvc‘;ﬂ’ d."CQH‘;

"dgm-e-mt./tThe other way -a—~dedshyarda-ef ice-slick slabs

‘Q«Jm'q A dezen yerds
- Ato a slightly higher rock, the absolutse top. -STIBwsite Cam wouldn't

expect me to do that. I've done plehty.

Plenty! I set out to hike and climbed a bloody mountain! Seeking
never ever -F"r'f""‘“- W""*_': never 1 Well, ’f"*r.“ Iy _ever.

mere exsrcise I met terror and didatbfit-ineh et wetcuety Ses where I

bleak . ‘
am! In swirling clouds high in cai;dwbwb.. winter, airplane-lofty abovg

AV

spi‘ingtimeﬁr—e‘gﬁlﬁ_xe&% Through holes inWbﬁillows I see,Amest over
rolling ridges, skyscrapsrs of downtown Seattle, .andi;;uth over forested
ridges, the other Mountain, Rainier. The descent remains but today &

: ‘M&W@Wﬁt I'm immortal as a Scout -- a super-Scout,

bscause though Mrbéde children may climb the M Haystack in summer, they

surely never do in winter, as have I.
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was .

) ‘ AOU L+/t'.r.r WH‘r‘c/lm,.
Mist thickened, afternocon darkened toward night. Bstty muutdrhd%un:xﬁgﬁ;

. w hite wall)
I scrambled-wallowed-swam down ths FEEEYy ran down the trail, drove to
Sight ¢ He restavrent ot my  rhomach hoveling

North Bend. Suﬁsﬂnx¥===n:nnns€ﬂl realized I'd not eaten wxtwrbe all dayy and

stopped for a hamburger and milk shake. : | . L
" ’ r(':‘hvr\:ﬂ ' l‘}' Sa-J an Hﬂ(e:‘.ﬁL 4,‘

How late was it? The clock said —- -Rewdoaken S IR R R E W gy ™

Tegts  Two o'clock? MR- The ancient's watch had been right! Soft body

) o . . 'H'nf' W"",J,
had gained more than 3000|faet in less than an hour, a pace BEE=tm aue swes
’ :upcrcﬂn'ov.r,« ' '

Chairman Cam and the Peoghty 200 -~ if they knew, which they never would, but

- 1 knew. And ax-less I'd climbed the uwhite wall, more fearful than zmy snow
of Rrwyeewrk Graywolf or Silvertip, alone I'd climbed the white wall, no

Monie reeling me in like a trout.
| 3% .
All in ieSestiwmress hours! Not even on Cruiser had I crammed so much

thrilling life into so brief a span, so vividly known the Real World.

"And hast thou slain the Jabberwock?
Come to my arms, my beamish boy! ,
0 frabjous day! Callooch!t Callay!"
He chortled in his joy.



May 1948
Chapter 16

CRUEL SCHOOL

No rebirth of Earth was promised by this vernal equinox, no sun-stirring
of‘seadgxita by this Sunday. Sane Seattleites snugéled in sacks, shrinking
from the gray gloom of gale-chased clouds and the rattle of rain bullsts
battering windows. Only abroad inkthe non~-dawn were the flesh—punishing, the

sin-expiating, the death-dreading. Cleanly-godly s tinery—of S PEar;
WS e s
Christers scurried to churches. Shabby-crummy iqfharrshirts, 01d Believers
congregated on bleak greensward of a city park.
Monitor Rock. Baffling as Stonehenge. A phallus of boulders and
concrete erectad by the inscrutable WPA in a decade when there weren't more

honest -te ~qosh
than a couple hundred,climbers in the whole Northwest.

Today nearly thg; many Mountaineers huddled at the base ¢f~Moritor in
an amorphous clot of parkas buffeted by the sideways-blasting torrent.
Atop the rack, 15 feet above wind-whipped grass, flapped several faceless
parkas presumébly containing instructors. Harrying edges of the student
flock below was a tall, skinny parka snarling and barking. It broke of f
from the numb mass of drenched sheep to attack -- what, the Mannings? No,

QY{« }LIZQ’CJ
a short, burly parka standing .inemkky beside us.
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"Why the hell don't you get things guing?" demanded the tall parka,
Chairman Cam.

"We got practically ne instrucfors,"vwhined the burly parka, leadsr
of the practice trip. "Almost everybody éxcapt the damn students had sense
enbugh to stay home."

"Weli,‘let}s do what we can with what we've got."

"Can't teach these poor shits nothing today. Look at 'em! They hardly
can stand up in thls blow, their faces are blue, they can't move their
flngeré. nght in Front of our eyes they re dying of exposurel"

"We can teach 'em not to be quitters. Gawdamit, that's whbt it's all
about. If they can't take a little rain and wind, how the hell willithey
evaer get up a péak?"

"For crysake!" wailed the trip leader. "It's the next thing to snowing!
It's gusting 50 or ﬁd! We're not supposed to kill kk® 'em in the city!
There'll be plenty of time for that when we get 'em in the mountains!"

Not the compassionéte generalbbut cowardly captains resolved the debats.
In convulsive unison the guaddire handful of instructors fled to the parking
lot, pursued by the student horde, xms rearguarded by the tall parka

Lrafe¥avty bellowing insults.

At the subsequent lecture Chairman Cam scornfully announced that
though everyone who'd gone to Monitor would receive Coursse credit in

xmm- recognition of having the bravery to get out of bed, he personally
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would lead a‘second trip next Sunday in case any of us were interested in
learning to climb.

To go or not to go? That was the question. The Chairman's snake-icy
eyes FdnCed the decision,'piCking me out of the audience, accusing.me
specifically of +he-pewer=zi betrayal.

Warm sun and soft spring breszes, Athletes as torpid last week as
Beﬁtys now pranéed and gamboled, showing off. I shouldn't have come. I'd
sthedlmy luck., Damn Cam! Particularly depressing were the Boy Scouts,
Jjigging gibbering childrgn Qnaware bone; can break, blood can spurt. My
iy Haystack heroics were no defense 2;::;5:& them -~ they'd have scampered

.up and down thg white wall unafraid, giggling at the trembling of the clumsy
old man.

Heil; even when young I'd been clumsy, coordinaticn so poof my bat
rarely connected with softball, balance so precarious I was bruised and
abraded for months uhile‘doggedlygupééﬁfﬂi%y.mastering the bicycle. Maybs
that's what attracted me to Betty -- a lightning rod to draw the mockery,
KUMALEION—rery.

But luck held., My assigned instructor was a decrepit woman of at least

five all were
35 and her figur other pupiliN wives and o sweethearts taking the Course

purely to keep hooks %n their men, werw ho compatitiod;keszickly they
succumbed to 6ne ﬁ';;;ie complaint or another and slunk off to g& guard their
catches from predatorgsﬂn-.-wsu

Her attention undivided, Teacher reviewed my textbook-studied,

home—prabticed techniques of tying single bowline, butterfly, and bowline-on-

a-bight, of setting up shoulder belay and standing and sitting hip belays, of
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hauling in and paying out slack, of coiliﬁg and uncoiling the rope. Then
she had me climb and descend and traverse walls and ledges and slabs using
-dsc pressure helds and

cling holds an%dfrictipn holds, observing the rules of "balance climbing”:
stay vertical (don't hug the'mountain); always retain three-point suspenéion
(two fest and a hand dr‘iwo hands and a foot); test every hold béfore
trusting; move smoothly and rhythmically; "Climb.with the eyes" (continuously
inspect the route mwesd and plan several mnveé ahead). Finally she
tutored me in the gravity-defying "non-balance" techniques: the bearhug on
’a rib, pressing inward with arms and knees; the layback up a crack, tennis
shoes pushing against one side, hands pulling on the other; the stemming of
various-size chimneys by pushing various combinations of feet, hands, knees,
and butt agéinst opposite walls.,

A plethora of words for very little matter. Most of the technigues
I'd learned as a tree-climbing kid and. the rest from Monie. And where was
the terror? A fall of 15 feet onto soft grass can hort but not kill, 195
feat isn't éxgosure, bouldar—scrambling is no more a blood sport than yo-yoO
Ehw=iridd.wbeiiming skiing. Exposure is the forests of Source Creek or phe
Hamma Hamma River so far bensath feet the trees lock like weeds. éégéngA
exposure Monitor Rock was dull as a gymnasium.,

Who was complaining? Not me. i'd had enough terror, my aim was

negative -- the avoidance of humiliation -- and on two trips with the club

I'd succeeded. Not Betty, of course. I was too busy all day to notice
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how she més getting along and on the drive home she refused to talk

about it.

hed

Clubroom lectures had done no permanent damage to dignity, noztcity
pafk in storm and sun. Now to be contronted was pEEwgximmesxstwRR sterner
stuff -- natural non-WPA rock, the materia of mountains.

Monie claimed Little Si proved God loved Moun&gineers. Though making
the Seattle vicinity a glacial garbage dump j;;;:s;lfor climbiL;‘;;; giviﬁg
Olympic and Cascade highlands a 9-month winter oF‘rdck—swamping,snou, He
also provided, a half-hour drive from the city, this splendid pimpls of a
roche moutonnée rising a mere 1000 fest above sealevel and thps snowfree most
of the year. Little it was,. dwarfed by 4000-foot Big Si, but plucked
steep (partly into a monstrous'overhéng) on the downstream side by ancient
ice. Said Monie, obviously our Fathsr whieh art in Heaven intended from the
beginning the?e ultimately should be a Climbing Course.,

To satisfy the tlementary Course requirement of camping overnight
on at least one practice trip, the afternoon of Saturday, April 3, Betty and
I carried:packs the scant half-mile from trai;head to dark dank xxm
rain~dripping alder grove. |

Were newspapers still censored? Were we still béing lied to by our
generals? Had we lost the war? Surely this missurable rabble of a hundred-odd

human wrecks was no encampment of victors, rather was a remnant of the

teRxgr routed, retreating Tenth Mountain Division. Blending into forest
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floor of dead alder leaves and bonas of last ysar's bracken fern was a
dreary drabnsss of khaki wool pants and shirts, khaki cotton parkas, khaki
rubbsrized ponchos, # khaki sleeping bags and tents and shelter-halvass,

& khaki knapsacks and Bergané, khaki cantesns and mess kits. As usual in
such dé%sters, demoralized troopers were apcompanied by sCavenging,_
corpse-robbing, civilian refugees, partly in khaki and partly (as wers
Betty and I) in somber blacks and bluss and greens of ski parkas and
downhill ski pants and miscellaneous garments too threadbare for city wear.
The sole gleams of cheer were the scattered orange-and-blue liferaft sails ==
including ours; my ménths of prdwling sufplus stores having been rewarded.

1 énjoyed the dismal dusk, smirking to see so many funereal faces, so

Cxpcrﬂq
few fires blazing like mine, no other Ten-Can-hung dinglesticks so nreatly

| engineered. Athletes kimyx my fellow students might be on cliffs but in camp
ﬁhqy were rank tenderféet. I enqued-the térp—patter of night rain which
last>year would've been coldly bathing my skin. I even enjoyed the tarp~
flapping-cracking in the windy-vicious Sunday dawn. th until 7 a.m. did
I stoﬁ enjoying the trip.

Into the silent camp burst a band of téachers, including the trip
leader and Chairman Cam. They‘d slept in the city but already were kmiResmaxi
ha;f—Soaked and totally resentful at having let duty drive them from ax warm
dry beds. Vindictively they sﬁouted, they screamed, they harassed the )

: black-mueky - qoirg  Thimgh \pids
soggy khaki mob out of tonts and tarps onto the traily.anklswdesp—in-black-
aveond

Masky~boside a marsh)to a rockslids,.

So Childe Harvey to the Dark Tower came. Little Si. Often viewed

from highway and oncs from 48 heights of Big Si. Harmless-seeming then.
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Now neither harmless nor little, baleful battlements dimming ot far above
in the blur of sheeting rain.

Bedragglad‘mob naused to be broken tiy the leader into xwm teams, to
uncoil ropes and tie in, b¥EeSELy cursed by instructors for numb-Fumbling'
knot incompetence. Then all teams regathered in a i:;%xlx*mass and
" stumbled up'the rockslide, dividing to funnel into the two gullies breaching
the cliffs._ Excelsior. Not ours to reason why.

Once we were ¥¥E trapped in thaaﬂ guilies thd Powers of the Tower

oo+f

attacked. Thres hundred feot slipped and slid in the trash, dislodging
Seores of

ounces pounds tons of mud pebbles boulders. <nhdiwidual. voices blended in
a contiiéus shrieking chorus: "ROCK! ROCK! ROCK!" Bullets whined,
grapeshot rattled, cannonballs wailed, shrapnel explodéd. Not on Iwo Jima,
not on the Somme, did infantry face so scathing a barragse.

No prudent bugle sounded retreat. Victory or death! Casualtieé
were bandaged, shell-shocked eﬁacuated for brief r-and-r on the rockslids,
then sent back into the lines. The walking wounded pressed upward, surged
out of the gullies, rushed the sscond line of,dafense,‘a seriaes of
brush-tangled, moss-slippery; mud=-filthy, wdter-streaming walls. Instructors
reefed on ropes, dragging'spastip students up the pitches. Now and then
a student pulled off an instructor and the body skithered-and:bouncad down

brownwand—green:ltx slabs and crashed in %M trees. A final banzai dash up

gantle slopes and the Towser was ours. . : :
Some V'f‘fb 7. /“ V)‘Olcj‘ “ i "\ }ier 7/{7!’ Iy /4 f‘(‘vov/ wt‘}"\
The summit of Little Si. ‘we'd not practlced any alpine arts "° 4‘“KL7W’
/

whatsoever except rope-encumbered_rdck-dodging and garbage-crawling. Who
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cared? Not me. I had survived, and with only minor flesh wounds. 1 was

pleaséd to note, spotting her in the distance, that Bettyy tooyx was alive

. \
and apparently as well as could be expected. ,

Teams unroped. - The last semblance of discipline disintegrated.
Individually we sought refuge from the hurricane in the lee of stunted
firs, crawled into Wwae—pramchcthickets to rub bruises and wips off mud

and blood and replace soaked band-aids. I was content. 1In a battle offering

/
no opportunity for heroism there was no chance of shame. L T

From beyond a screen of branches came voices I recognized.

"How many you think we'll get back down the mMk¥x gullies?" (Wry

chuckle of Limber Jim.)

"Does it matter?" (Bitter laugh of Chairman Cam.) "Can you imagine

what it'll be like when we get this crowd in the real mountains? Might as
Jus

well finish 'em off here. At least it'sﬂa short stretcher-carry to the

ambulances. Maybe some of the damn instructors whe promised to show up

today will pry themselves out of bed to help with that."
"Want me to run out to North Bend and alert ths Rescue Committee now?

Looks like our dauntless leader is going the whole route —- setting up the

good old traditional Little Si rappels."”

"Rappel? JToday? The bonshead! UWe better get over there. UWouldn't

put it past hih to send 'em down the damn overhang."

The voices were gonse. . And so was my sase. Learning naught about

rock climbing had been no loss -- I already knew plenty for a superhiker.'

The important thing was that betwsen me and garret lay nothing worse than

!
i
s
1
¥
i
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SR FTYONg-poas ieeirepmef being killed by Falling rock, that betwesn me and
release from the Course, from the club, lay only one more practice trip, on
snow. Again I'd’been spared humiliation. But no. Not spared.

Rappel!

Ropes were being tied to trees and loose ends thrown over cliffs.
Athletes were dancing with excitement at the impending initiation into the -
fabled birdman stunt, Everyman's notion of what mountain-climbing is.

1 didn't need it, it was no technique for a superhiker. But except for
the basket basas everyone was creeping out of storm refuges to join the
queues. It had to be dons.

1 approached ths loﬁgest of the lines and peered over the cliff edgse.
Hah! The rope dropped a simple dozen feet to a broad ledge. And Chairman
Cam was tﬁére, loudly insisting on belays. Home free. | |

But. (bammit, always a "but.i) On the fringe of the crowd I heard two
Boy Scouts haranguing a silent, blank-~faced third: '"Heck, you don't want to
do the chicken rappel! All the other guys ars trying the big onse.”

May Dan Beard roast in Hell. I now saw the long line was composed
- Ccowering
entirely of old men and mbiodng females. Some distance off a wesy short line
cbntained all the Boy Scouts, all'the athletes, including the phys-ed-teacher
Amazﬁns. I'd no choics.

Weary of myself, and sick of asking
wWhat I am, and what I ought to be...

Sick to my stomach I followed the three Scouts to the Big One. 1
didn't investigate the cliff édge, didn't want to know how big was Big.
Very big judging from the long-continuing idiot whoops of the two brave

buddies. ‘Very very big said ﬁhe white face and quivering jaw of Third Buddy
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as he relucténtly refused the belay his pals had disdained and started down,
then lost his nerve, let go of the rope, clutched the brink, and barely was
saved from certain splattering deafh by quick-helping hands of an instructor.
He slunk off in the trees,.his life saved but ruined.

"Who's next?" That would be me. Blurt it out: "Guess 1'11 take a
beléy." Instructdf nods, says "Sensine." (Synonym for "gutless."l? Screw

- said :
‘em. Screw 'em all. Like wy Dad tedd=me when I was a little kid with a

bursting bladder‘and hg made me take my piss by the side off;:;:gguay, "You'll
never ses any of‘thsse peqble ever again in your life.")

Belay rope bowline-tied to waist I turn my back on the gulf of
gale-rushing cloud between Little Si and Big Si and stand a-straddle the
rappel rope. | . . -
. . A i e mnd hy

Now. Mechanically assume the dulfersitz position remembered-from::
textbook illustration and lecture demonstration: Reach behind me and lift
rappel rope from ground, bring it from‘crotch up left buttock, across chaest,
ovér right shoulder, down back. Hold it at below-hip level with mittened
right hénd. Pussyfoot slowly backward to the brink. Look down.

DH‘GDD!‘ OH SHIT! UH‘EEEI. At least 50 feet to the lénding ledge!
Instructor in sitting-hip belay stance is watching my eyes-widen, suweat
dilute rain in my face. Is that a scarcely—concea;ed smile? Sadist bastard.
1'11 not give him the satiéfaction. Death bgfore dishonor. Kneel. Lowsr
a boot to a narrow ledge below the brink. The other boot. Stand. Stiffen
the goddam jittering knees.

Now. Do the unthinkable. Lean backward into space, lean against

+he
empty air! (Oh God, dear God. If I dis before I wake 1 mm pray my Lord




Ik et

I

16-11

my soul to taks.) Flush that stuff from brain.  0bey the Book, have faith

in manila, Place tricouni-nailed boot soles against vertical rock wall.

Keep left hand loosely on the rappel rope above chest for balance. Kaap
right hand tightly on the'rappél rope below -- by friction of hand on rope

and rope around body am I held to Earth, .
. ’ } Ahew )”K 4;'(01 Ao
Now. Do the unimaginable. Bend knees, stralghtleqnﬂﬁnabulpa&;
' _remove Ve £t hyand £o00 Pepoo A
kick the wall away and 51multaneously,loosen rlght-hand grip, on-rope.
b A

’_)'va(v(r inte ]\ﬁ/(

}_ JUMP! FALTYT. Rope slides through mitten, mcrwingrtba:muﬂj, rock wall rushss

Loopor ,
to- meet boots, kick it away agaln.’ BY JESUS EXRXR I'M FLYING!

Just-like-that boots hit bottom ledgs. "Belay of 1M 1 Joyously-
hysterically yell., (What was I yelling~howling as I fell, I flew?)
Untie belay rope, traverss ledge to gully, scramble up, stride hero-cool
past females and old men s--tﬁagﬁtrembling in the chicken queus.
. No chicken I, sir! Well, only half, ma'am. 1 did not disdain a belay,
n L}“( Yo )Ac’vﬁl' ('( 41‘«"‘1‘ .. R
1m1\1t was a de-horned bull I faced., I didn't really win. But didn't losse

£ i clamﬂ Cor rldn
gither. Crap on the MBGiteineers-—- a draw was good snough for a superhiker.

Had it not been for ths Course, for the looming disgrace sure to
haunt me years after I1'd run far from every witness but myself (still

- at rome
blushing R=xwm memory of that public pls?AZUAaﬂﬂ'years ago), the winfar—sprlng
would've ranked among the best tlmes of my life. Love in the garret was no
‘lass'sweet for gradually losing the aura of the illicit. After years of
counting nickels and dimes there still was a kick in frou-spending from a

bottomless pocket ever-replenished by paychecks. And the first summer of

superhiker romps was nearing, compensation for crueltiss of the Mountaineers.
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I1'd always considered the 40-hour week the definition of . peonage -- that
was the appeal of the scholar-professor's priest-lazy sinscure. Baglsey Hall,
however, was the very promised land. Not while chained to degree curricula
and badgered by bluebooks coﬁid I have luxu:iated in leisursly exploratioﬁs

of history, aw!!£§3$$ confirming my ;gg;i Spenglerianism (no fapatic like a

new convert). Gibbon became the second chief deity in my pantheon, his

#HE Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire the sscond core book of my
scriptures; Bitterness of the disappointed patriot-revolutionary dissolved
in chuckles and guffaws of the sardonic post-history philosopher, my
chronic newspaper-triggered nausea was permanently cured by the parallel
between antics of Appolinian-fellaheen Constantinopke and Faustian-fellaheen
America.

when a fellow fellah speculated on the fall elections, whether Democrats
conceivably ﬁould escape obliteration by Republicans, I asked, "What does
‘it matter? What's the difference betweeh_them?"

When he seriously settled into minute analysis of fine distinctions
my mind drifted back to the g;;g‘of Justinian, to the Hippodrome politics,

’ traditional
to the races between the four chariots carrying the/four colors of the
vfactions. Snorted I to fellah, "The Blues and the Greens!" /Even more
ludicrous were the posturingé of the Reds §Students for Wallace) and Whites
: cireghs

(Dixie Uber Alles), both entered in the spsetacle purely for extra gaudiness.

Bagley provided other entertainment aa well. Une day Crazy Art
brought to the stockroom window a ‘wwsksx beaker of water, bought a bit
of sodium métal, ana dropped it in. The metal sliver sizzled amswsenced
in a fury of bubbles until heat of‘the reaction permittéd hydrogep bubbles
and ambient oxygen to-smmmkmex combine -- explosively.

¢
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Tm\) i[(>5'+ }1"( 1'\(:1?+ 'l‘D ‘ 057‘-

A?Athe motorcar capbured-fosdio-heart, so ¢icd I 1o8F mine to the
sharp

little blue flame and/llttle "oop!" I went on a binge of “"pops!" and,
advancing to larger chunks of sodium, to "poops!" and even smaxl "bangs!"

! evers ‘
Uhen other Bombers found New Mexico conflnlng they sailed imto the

Pacific to blow up Blk1n¥} ,Zgléy ambition outgreu stockroom walls. I devoted
an entire afternoon to filling a large glass jar with finely~diced sadium and’
thqt evening carried it to the front of Bagley Hall and flung it in Frosh
Pond. No "bang!" Nor ewen a "boom1" A #w horrifying "KA-POW!" A hundred
feet high in the night lept a pillar of Ilame, down upon pathsfull of
students showered blobs of fire, off. into darkness quacked the resident
mallards, throughout the University District wailed sirens of police cars, and
I plunged into shrubbery to éscape prison and abandoned forever my carser
as a mad bomber, leaving that sport to the alumni of Alamogordo.

when'glass-baad cannon palled and sodium Bombs scared, Art inteoduced

. the pistolero

me to the cork pistol. To fashion this weapon mxx ‘appropriates from lab

gear two cork-hole borers of sequential sizes -- say, a #7 and a #8. The

smaller of the two hollow brass cylinders fitting =mmg snugly-loosely inside

- jammed
the larger, when a cork is xxnﬂﬁ'd in the mouth of the #B and another in
!
S‘ ane
the mouth of the #7, the #7 inserted in the rear end of the #B,Ahandles of
are its cork

both cylinderspgrasped in one hand and squeezed, the #7 thrusts/through
compresses air which
the #8 and ssmmzmsxmexaix violently ejects the cork from the mouth of the

/8.

I'd be sitting on my stool absorbed in the campaigns of Belisarius
_incomprehensible
or the/theological quarrels of the Magian Christians, Art's maniac grin



16~-14

Qould materialize in the window, a "pop!" would startle me into the 20th
century, and a cork would sting my éhéek. He'd dash off toward his lab and
I1'd grab my pistol and vault out the windou in hot pursuit; noncombafants
learned to swing wide when passing the window W lest they be knocked flat
by a hurtling stockroom boy. |

On occasion, rastless, I'a leave my post and go John-Wayne-walking
the basement, pistol in belt, seeking Art or a membsr of hiér:;g for a
fast-draw contest. Eventually nobody was bothered bf a cork in the face and
ong day when I caught &xm Art weaponless and bécked him in a corner he
giggled defiantly -- until suddenly he was blinking and coughing, clown-white

_hosc exwkivwabecsr

from chest to!Rmwxm to hair roots. In secrecy of stockroom-arsenal weapess
r-and-d I'd escaiatad the arms race by inserting a charge of ﬁalCUm.pouder
bshind the projectilevcork.

wWith Art and his cronies I played war games. With a larger group I

developed a relationéhip on another foundation. Not chemistry, which bored

" me., Not history or literature, which mystified them. Mountains.

After any sunny weskqnd (there were a few) of winter or spring Bagley
glowed with puffy-bliséered faces. In asking "Where did you get yaour
sunburn?" I discovered the building was infested with climbers and soon was
spending a good part of the workday swapping exploits -- diffidently
descrlblng my few modest ventures (Tooth, Cruiser, Big Si, plus mentions oF
Anderson, Graywolf Pup, Silvertip, and-the like), listening chilled to their
many impressive triumphs (everybody in Bagley but me seemed to have begn up

Rainier).
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One engineer was especially conspicuous. I first became aware of his
' _ ¥he brick wall of
notoriety through the foot-high letters chalked by some fan on his thesis[lab:

watls "KERMIT THE HERMIT -- FRIEND OF THE LAND."™ Inquiry rajlalad the
tribute:had been sarned the previous fall when he and a friend kzmwkiwz—
(Crabby Dick, also a climber but so cantankerous 1 kept our dealings striétly
to business) hitchhiked to Lagg Crescent on the Olyhpic Peninsula to testify
before a>Congressional qommittea ccnsidéring a tres-butchers' propoéal to

" reduce the size of Olympic National Park. Nitaculouslyx\the plot was foiled,
and max partly by the testimony of the two Bagleyites. .

Nor"‘}\w\'.f',' ";w»gmq . v Ik
Amazing to hear the emméipeteni loggers had besn thwarted,pemporarily.

+he ‘
Startling to meset in ﬂ flesh a real-life conservationist, a species I'd

g e

thought as extinct as the dodo. 1 admired (anqx of coursey pitied) his
quixotic fervor, his innocent dedication to a noble, k@l hopeless cause.
It was good to know there was somebody willing to stand up to the bulldozers
and let them run their tracks up and down his back. As for me, and svery

rea f: .\'""'-'C
other sawa child of the wilds, 1 recognized the invincibility of emx
Paul Bunyan smmexhasx and though mourning.tHe'loss of Hidden Laks, Silver Creek,

oot (.Ji'nrrf'”w e “r“'_"\,';) et
and so much else of my past, had adopted the wise wka strategy oi\ratreatlnq

pristine, unmolested ‘ out
deeper into the/wilderness, immense enough to last/ﬁl life.
tdeahi shic

If Kermit'iﬂnaiveta amused me, his juggernaut peaksTuaguering vitality
" dazzled me. Bagley was just a basecamp. The high hills wers his home,
nevor out of mind. Constantly "keeping in shapo," in thd midst of a
conversation andﬂtaik&ﬁgﬂarf“tﬂezwutiax he was likely at any moment to

do deep knee bends or toe-touching. His ﬁoice always was turned to top

4— hlan ’
valume, as if out-shouting a‘hég;rasdm He incessantly and loudly played
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Swiss yodeling records in his lab, giving an Alpine air to the entire
Bagley basement, whether it wanted it or not. Enamored of everything
Nordic excépt Nézis, he wore his blond Scandihavian hair Prussian-cut
and in discussing mountains never used an English word when he knew a
German, éubstituting "bergshteiger" for mountain-climber, "gletscher" for
glacier, "Qipfel" for peak, "schneefeld" for "snowfield." 'His favorits
exbletive was "scheiss!"

In the single climbing season of 1947 he'dvclimbed all six "majof
peaks" of Washington - thelfive Cascade volcanoes plus OlYmpus. His
goal for 1948 was a feat never before accomplished -~ climbing all Six
Ma jors on skis. (Rock bored him. If a mountain wasn't abundantly white
he wasn't interested. UWhen other Bagleyites told of piton-pounding on
iceless granite spires He disﬁissad their foolery with a sneering,
"Nein gletscher, nein gipfel.") His Faustian ambition filled me with auwe,
it was like personally knowing mhymper or.Mallory. He even dared talk of
. someday ''doing Nnktwtaj der meisterberg, WREXirkExR® McKinley," and boldly
declared he aimost wished he was an Englishman so he'd haQe a # chance for
a crack at Everest. Not since Camp Parsons had I known anyone who spoke of

Everest.aé if it were on the same planet as mere Seattls mortals.

After Little $i- the threat kwxmy of the Coursse to-my-~ego subsided.
Indeed, the peril was nearly over. April 18, on McClellan Butte, a minor
mountain betwsen North Bend and Snoqualmis Pass, ws'd master the ice ax
and flee the Mountaineers, skipping fhe second snouw practice; the final

practice of the Elemsntary Courses.
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My resblve was not weakened by getting the top grade on the written
exam concluding the Eleméntary Coursa and bsing personally congratulated by
Chairmaﬁ Cam. That the athletes were dummies was no surprise. 1I'd never been
scared of their brains, if ahy, only their muscles and guts,

Not that the student body was as uniformly impressive as it seemed in
February. Though their numbers diminisbed drastically after the ﬂonitor
Tahpast and thavBattle of Littls Si, many Bettys basides mine were hanging
gn. Just as inexplicably, many a braﬁny fobtball playsr and phys-ed-teachser

guessing '
‘Amazon had disappeared. There was no kmk¥kmg- from clubroom appearance
how a person would bqhave on a cliff, in a storm. 1I'd seen Greek gods
pale with fright at Monitor and All-American Boys whimpering at Little Si.
females .
And flabby old men and mousey wewER face gales unflinching and perform
daring acrobatiqs with a grace unflawed by tremors.

The lesson was you couldn't tell the athletes from the Bettys by the
way they sat shedr lecture-hall chairs. Bﬁt there were true athletes in
that motley mob and the smaller the ﬁﬁb, the fewer the Bettys,'the harder
for the Harveys to mmmemmixk conceal their clumsiness. Thus I was glad
to be escaping while still unexposed.

But I was not escaping, not yet. At the April 14 lecture Cam glumly
aﬁnounced it was snowing ferociously in the high country, avalanches were
thundering; and the‘NcClellan Butte practice wés poétponed. And at the

next week's lacture he grimly announced snow was piling deeper, slides

running wilder, and the trip was canceled.
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Damn! Three mora weeks, until the second, now only, snow practice,
we were prison-pent. Since we had to stick around anyway, Monie convinced
us to sign up for the Intermediate Course.>wh&eh-in¢u~$o%&dﬁédxthéﬂﬂiﬁmentnsy-
nﬂﬁﬂﬂﬂﬁﬂ!ﬂpauawfi?ées1gned for second-year students and largely devoted to
advanced fock and ice technique and other matteré of no conceivable interest
to a»éuperhiker, such subjects were treated as avalanche evasion and glacier
travel. ("You go hiking in winter when the’snow is unstable, don't you?
You've tromped around on glaciers, haven't you? Wouldn't hurt to know stuff
like khax2% that.")

Feu.beginners agreed. Attendanpe at Intermediate lectures was a third
that of our initial élementary ordeals #» and many of the students were new

!
if not unfamlllaf:néecond—year cllmbers I1'd seen serving as instructors on
enly  several dozen

practices. As one of %he-haﬂdﬁu&wwf surviving novices I felt a bit smug.

Sunday, May 2, encouraged by a brief surcease from incessant storms,
we even attended a non-threatening Intermediate rope-handling practice at
Duwamish Piers, a mmx pair of abandoned concrete pillars of unknown original

utlllty but now, conveniently located beside the Duwamlsh River just south of

7"/4 ((/l ‘ [\ ’0'#9({
Seattle, ngh}ywéete ed by climbers.

Yame <(’rr+
We practiced rappelling, whlch I found ratheewﬁun on a tewe 20-foot
cancreds
,\wall. Betty, ¥pey after a suitable amount of prellmlnary ueeplng, flew

hn V()n -C: ” .
glee~-squealing down the rope and pronounced it almost as gowd as a sitting

glissade. With us both knowing the stunt, the following week Monie, frmm
'the“ii:Lt worried by our firetrap garret, brought us an old climbing roée
to tie to the bedstead and coil by the window. Tzereaftar 1 halfway hoped
the building would burn so that while other tenants Fried)Betty and 1 could

jump blithely out the window and to the cheers of the street croud slidse

dramatically to safsety.
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Al
m ¥
The remainder of the Duwamlsh curriculum was entertalnlng but useless.,

A

~though one of my schemes for summer was to settle 1939 accounts with Mt,
Lot

Anderson, and that involved crossing two glaciers,ﬁnelther had a crevasse
large enough to hold a human body accidentally or on purpose; the inganidus
prusik kmux and bilgeri‘methods of rescuing a climber from a crevasse thus
were purely of academic interest. So was the technique brought home from the

war by Limber Jim and other Mauntain Troopers, the "dynamic belay" for

5"‘08 mq —Fn“f Lc; “a t—adpc /er{der_, an our J’uf«’rlnf*\(' T"yole:*
ho&gtng~&aau§££$a&$s1’reeﬂ%~53u~4t}\88tty never would be leading and 1'd never

be falling.

Duwamish was such a breeze 1 also 1ntanded to take in, as spectator if

+he next
not participant, ¢je-mext Buktmx Intermediate practice, deVOth to small-~hold

and friction climbing witiretormfiiF6Rles on an exceptionally-large granlte
in the woods .
erratlc/a couple miles northeast of the University District. However, the

trip didn't happen. Belatedly Course leaders discovered that since ths
or qu H"“

prev1ous year Glacier Boulder, as it was called, kud beloved of Mountaineers
/|

since 1934, had been surrounded by rows of the apple-crate houses ~ew brw

tacked Fogether all fhvomh home - zwrer
tsﬁ:ahmng/the outskirts of Seattle. The guy who inherited the legacy of the
. : snjl)J'V'Smn
. Puget Glacier, renamed Wedgewood Rock in honor of the crummy imstert~eiuom,

landscaped the base and objected to hooligans trampling his petunias.

Glocior Boulder cancelod. Duwamish Piers as vapid (Lo mo il not
new~-rappeller Betty) as a Boy Scout knot-tying contest. McClellan Butte
canceled, Little Si, except for the Big Rappel and the barrage-totiiing,
as challenging as any other mucky trudgs in a cold storm. Monitor Rock

a rehash of childhood treeQClimbing.
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As our sentence in the Course drew to an end, a single day in the snow
.posing the last threat, my dread evaporated. And my respect. This was the
Harvafd of Northwest mountaineering, the Silver Marmot's Valhalla? A fraud.

Had it not bcen for Tooth and Cruiser I'd have suspected even Monié af being

Tn
a charlatan. 7ﬂ£ﬁﬁﬁhﬂ$§?@ﬂ%r-pétehersﬂeﬁwbougyﬁ reve{gedwnyeo&&»onﬁhur for her
Co&r‘m“:v'n vr +o :cm -J,‘. mrvn—}ameer! 0Vfr' ‘l t'7¢’ ¢ 1e(‘rl’

irfo-ba systematically dxsmantlxng her revered alma mater.

The lectures, I realized once the audience thinned sufficiently so we
could hear what was being said, were mostly lousy, rarely evidencing any
prior thought. Often a demigod who was supposed-to enlighten us for an hour
mumbled for 10 minutes and sat down. Cam would‘unsmilingly'thank him and

wh.',l. vr v sav ""'ﬂ
rn "offer a few supp¢lementary remarks" -- msaﬂing he, obviocusly
dlsgruntled, would give the lecture the hero hadn't. Other times the speaker
never arrived and after we sat shuffling feet a half-hour Cam would cover
the subJect off the cuff, so disgusted he barely could unclench B teeth.

recited
S5till others, presuming us illiterate, simply readsalout the-rolevas chapters

from The Climbers' Notgbook. &wwmaﬁhadn:thewieeturoe?mwMhymnothsbavﬂtmmnuﬂ
w angd:.ceadsthes-bentboekay |

As for the practices,'even when the sun shone sach instructor had

FiVe or six students, and on rainy days up to nine or a dozen. With such
. , chance

a ratio the most brilliant and dedicated teacher had small opportunity to
teach; on our sole venture in€h houhtainous ferrain, Little Si, their efforts
want nﬁtirely.into striving tolminimizh casualtins. . What on varth would
happen when tkm began the third and climactic stage of the Course, the
"gxperience climbs," the ascaents of genuine moﬁntains? I'd been sbrt.of
pewt considering going on two of these to satisfy requirements for

Elementary Course graduation, to get (just for neatness) a diploma. Now

1 was having second thoughtse.
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As any fool could g% plainly see, so was Chairman Cam. No more was he
the‘serene unsweatinggpaximum Leader of February. #tm He'®@-Yostrbontrolrof-
the“schonlmand wa;;;;éZhing with arger~aWo frustration, steadily less able
to hide his contempt for unprepared lecturers and absent instructors and
incompetent triﬁ leaders.

Monie attempted a defensa., The weather certainly wasn't the fault of
the Mountaineers. Old-timers couldn't recall sc crummy a spring, such
'persiéént'heavy snowfalls; there was muttering 55;;£ maybe the Ice Age
was returning.

Blame the faculty shortége an thebwar. Enrollment and thus prodoctian
of new climbers -~ thch meant new fabulty --'naturally had been low for 5
years., Uﬁderstanéﬁy the "each aone teach one" system had cracked under
mountang postwar pressures, with the enrollment of 1948 double that of 1947,

el
.‘J‘ tf("
guintuple that of 1546, As a member of the Climbing Rmwwxwek Committee,

mesting weekly to review the latest disastsr, she knew better than I how bad
things were, what desperate efforts by a ka® handful of old-faithful faculty
were required to hold the school tenuously together. What the heck, maybe
I wénted my money back? What had we spent -- $7 for club dues and $4 for
Course registration fees and maybe a tutal of 83 for trip fees?

"Yegah, it's cheap. A bargain? Hah!"

"well,llike the telephone compény says whemsyothegiripe -- if you're not
satisfied with us, try the competition.”

I gfanted the Courss hadvonce been great -- Monie herself was sufficient
'gg;;:;ue. However, here as everywhere the clock of the uést was running

down, Faust bscoming a fellah. 1'd been hanging around the outfit 2% months
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and what had I learned I really needed to know? Not much except to

=x avoid mobs, avoid joining clubs -~ and exceﬁt for Monie, avoid climbers.
"Well, okay. It's been a mess so far. Give it one more chancs.

You'll enjoy Commonwealth Basin. We always have a terrific time at

Commonwealth."



May 1948
Chapter 17

SHOOTING THE CHUTE

Feu‘students, perhaps none except Betty and me, suspected the turmoil
behind the faculty facade of Olympian sangfroid. Doubtless they were better
off. Certainly our meager lingering confidence was shaken by learning
many a Climbing Committee meeting of April and May was m® stormy as £he
mountains. Monie trised to conceal the fact. 1 forced it out of her.

The Commonwealth Basin snow practice, scheduled for May 16, was
postponed. -Rtshhespreceding-iecture Chairman Cam didn't maks the
announcement orally (not trusting his voice?);bnt without a word of
explanation;;cribbled it on the blackboard (breaking the chalk twice).

I confronted Monie. "What kind of show are you peopls on the Committese
running? Why the hell do you schedule these trips if you're not going to
hold them? Aren't we sver going to get mwk this damn Course over with?"

Uneasy w=zmzidw cackle. Overtones of anguish. RAXHS¥n Painful for
her, suroly, to witnoss civil war amﬁngst thn gods. "You sound like Cam."

He had argued, she unwillingly revealed, that climbing skill is half
. toughness and smartness and half pure nerve, that the only product of

a gutleésvschool would be a bunch of pansies. His opponents, a cabal
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of former Climbing Chairmen, argued that to take innocent, trusting
,-beginnersvinto avalanche-roaring mountains was premeditiated mass murder.

The ex-Maximum Leaders had the power, they ware members of the club's
—~omripetEt Board of Trustees; they won,

The first two rounds (McClellan Butte April 18 and 28) they won. And
the third (Commonwealth Basin May 16). Not the Fourth. Memorial Day and
the first Experience Climb were close. Wwhat, asked Cam, did they have in
mind? Ddaspatching beginners,toba peak ladking any knowledge of snow
technique? Or canceling the first txperience Climb? And then the second,
the third? Why not the whole Course? At the next lecture he announced
with a hard smile fhat come earthquake or hurricane, hell or‘high'uater,
we were going to Commonwealth.

Cam puzzled me. Was he one of the Good Guys -~ or the chief Ead.Guy?
In lecture hall and at Little Si he seemed our devoted tribune laboring 'to
preserve us from abwess=t® blundering fools. At First Monitor and now
Commohwealth he seemed ready to kill us if necessary to maintain the
orderly progression of the curriculum.

| Monie disturbed me. I was planning, as yasvmost of the student body
and faculty, to camp overnight in Commonwealth Basin., Did she want a ride
with us £o Snoqualmie Pass?

- "0h gosh," she cackled, "The only reason for going camping in snow is
to learn never to camp in snow if you can avoid it." |

That was true enough., I changed my mind. So maybe she'd like a rids

up Sunday morning?
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"Oh gee, I don't know. Sloppy snow doesn't do a thing for my
neurosis. I got a lot of stuff to do at home."
Ysah? What about the "terrific time we always have at Commonwealth'?

And the instructor shortage?

Coring
"Dh heck, I've been on every practice this spring. -Settimry- kind of

stale. Guess I've done my share. You'll get along fine. We always do.
Nothing can ruin Commonwealth,"

I withheld remarks abeut sinking ships and rats.

An hour and a half from the garret, at 6:30 in the chill dull-overcasf
morning of May 23, Betty and 1 arrived at Snoqualﬁie Pass and looked for
Mountaineers.

None to be seen. Nobody to be seen., The pass, A3000 feet above the

| g
warm-lush lowland sprln%)ln dlsplrltlng u1ntef{<££ﬂ‘somber highland forests

- T budﬂnnq ouvt
crowding the rewsemx two-lane highway wesks short of pukt:ngrﬁemﬁhmtht
light-green branch-tips of new growth, was empty-silent, only an occasiocnal
passihg car {(on what mad errand at this desolate hour?) reminding that man
inhabited Earth5
Whatever other city-slespers there wers among our comradses musttve
gotten an earlier start. But there was no trouble finding whera everybody
want. With the crummy little ski area buttonad up for the year‘and the trails
not due to melt out until July, the sole available entertainments hersabouts
vamshackle '

were drinking coffees at the -deeremst Summlt Inn, sustained by over-the-hump

truckers, and taking a piss in the WPA-built Travelers' Rest. hiwieemmx



17-4

Unless you were a Mountainser. Some 30 cars wers parked on the highway
navryroy

shoulder next to the 10~foot snow wall rising above th%Arotary—plowed ditche

From them a boot-kicked ladderway led up the wall to the start of a

2-foot-deep trench in sparkiing—clean show, the surface layer so fluffy if

couldn't have been more than a coﬁpla days old. The track stomped by 200-0dd
abrugt el FFs .

boots cllmbed a wooded ridge to the~Feet of Guye Peak, traversed thd base

B9 2Trs into Commonwealth Basin, and meandsred through subdlplne hemlock-fir

Forest. At 7:30, precisely the announced hour of assembly, we entered a

city of tents and tarps.

A deserted city. Damn Mountaineers! The first time they get‘us in the
real mountains and they run off and hide. Bastards. Almost I twrmedTsrout
em went home. But then, what of the 3 months? The waste of all that
agony? No, a dozen hours and we'd be free.

If, that is, we could win the Qame of hide~and-seek. UOne trench led -
into the city. Scores led out. We followed a dozen to bowel movements
more or less snowcovered before Findingvthe unmistakable mob trench.b
Indignation at being abaﬁdoned by the Mountaineers pushed my bace. ‘Fear of
being abandohed by me pushed Betty's. Onward we rushed, at last emerging
from trees in oben snow and spotting, on the lowermést slopes of bleak-white
Luhdin Peak, the distant ant-swarm.

A running;staggering_half-hour énd we'cauéht up with a handful of

laggards, a group of playboys and playgirls tumbling about on steep slopes

of a knoll. Watching the foolery, smiling ironically, was Limber Jim.
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Respect for the best rock-climber in the club (said Monie) couldn't
cork my rage. "What are you guys up to? If you mean 6:30, why do you say
7:3d7"

Ury chuckle. "Makes tha day more interesting to warm up with fox-aﬁd—
hounds. Why are you sore? 'You outsmarted us. Think of the poor children
still ww wapdering in the woods, or maybe falling through snowbridges and
trying to crawl out of Commonwealth Creek."

Always a core of 7nlowr howor. , ‘

Climbers' wittA "well, that's Lloyd. Some people are always lata.
He's always esarly. ?hﬁfiéfﬁﬁiﬁhu&s:nxnbah&y»ﬁ?;ménsatestwclimbarwin“the~
historyiaf therulebe. He goss nuts when he 5521&; a peak. Can't sleep.
‘He figured most everybody would find us and those that didn't probablyv
didn't want‘to'anyway."» | |

Some apology. 1I'd do better with Chairman Cam, standing a couple

hundred feet above at the top of the knbll) “YerwetchEtospiugrstensy

doubtless preparing to soothe his star examination writer.

"Hil" 1 RuRRENXMURR huff4r:£%;~is he glowering? Angry at Leader
Lloyd? No! For unknown reasons, at us.

"All right!" he barks. '"Do a sitting glissade and try a self-arrest."

I gasp Fdr breath, mentally rehearsing the braking technigque described
in textbook and léctuna. Grasp ice-ax head in right hand with adze toward
body, pick away, hold ax shaft in left hand.

"There'll never be a better time to go than now."

, here T qac  oliding ‘
Ready or not, -skide: When.gqﬁng faster than a speeding bullet, roll

onto stomach, press chest against shaft to push pick into slope, dig in toss.,

Thus stop.
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Puff-puff up the hill. The rough beast waits.

"kousy! Don't iet the pick ride away from your shoulder -~ you can't.
shove it %n without your bodyvuaight on it. Spraad.those legs and kigk #ar
those toeé?' Do everything fast! Pretend there's a cliff 100 feet down and
you either stop in 99 feet or die."

Once more down. Once more upe. Snow Fofces into pantslsegs and
shirtsieeves, melts, soaks clothing and coldly bathes skin. rDoun.' Up.
Hear‘acid explanations of how stupid-awkwafd I am. See how haggard are the
other trapped playboys and playgirls. See Betty, whose favorite means of

‘ +eo much,
mountadn travel is the sitting glissade, finally get -e=bakiyfuls—

"That's a little better. Now try a real arrest -- the kind you have to

do in a real fall. Sit down. This time put your legs uphill, Lay flat

on your back. Now slide."

Something in a person hates to lesad with the head, tewslids-towsrd
camrunsesh-deatih But rub your nose in it is the rule of the Tall Parka
sans mercie.

Prow-head churns snow which blinds, which chokes, which rams down
flesh S‘ﬂ"lﬂ!‘éf.

neck onto guailing wkEkw of back and belly, fgrérsrzusxtremsidng balls.

That's plenty of speed! Roll onto stomach and ‘jam pick in the slope. It
doesn't grip. Not jamming in slope but in air. Where is the slope?  Sn0w
above, snow below, snow sveiywhars. Pick finds slope, grabs. Somersaulting!
Tumbling, rolling. Somehow stup. Blink snow from eyes, shake snow from Bars,
spit snow from teeth, blow snow from nosa, Climb the knoll.

" "You never did get your boots downhillf;/zack your bady at the;ﬁll
waist and scramble with your Feetl Don't paw the air with your pick -- ram

it inl The only reason you stopped was you ran out of slope. Remember
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the cliff that's going to kill you if you don't stopl"

Again cringingly down. Again wearily up.

“"Great! Just great! You went over the brink going a mile a minute.
You're now bouncing down a ﬁhousand feet of cliffs. The rescue party's
going to have to bring rakes to pull.you tegether. Try again."

How long would the hound of hell have tortured us? Perhaps eterﬁally.
But a latecomer, observing the carnage, attempted to bypass the knoll.

Off in pursuit flapped Tall Parka. Betty and I stole auway.

gv
The main mob was lolling in palse sunlight eating secondibreakfast~-

first lunch. But as we arrived Leader Lloyd began yelling orders. No rest
or food for us. |

Rope teams were formed. Instructors again scarce, e@ach was assigned
six or more studsnts. Climbing Courss policy being to preserve marriages

by separating husbands and wives, Betty and I had different teachers. Her

_ayes pled with me not to leave her to face the Inquisitors alone.

Well shucks, it was policy, nothing I could do. &&®R Even if 1 wénted.

And the fact was, I didn't. In uniting with a woman a man becomes no lomnger
» o strangers

an integer but a fraction, incomplete and vulnerable. Uuhen Wi laughed
at my wife they laughed at ma. Fgnwegratef T TPt arforeasf owshouns
-Btmgtﬁaﬂgw@nm.AIn the Unknown awaiting above 1'd have encugh problems
eVading my own humiliation, much lqss Betty‘s. I was grateful to be for
a fow hours single again,.

I studied my instructor. A smiling, relaxed chap of 20 or less.

Evidently no vicious Cam. He surveyed the mob scene, the other instructors

commencing more self-arrest practice.
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"Kiﬁd of crowded here," he commented. '"Let's start off by practicing

some rope—feam travel."
roped | |

We &xmd=%R and in two teams climbed above the mob. And climbed. And
climbed. Never stopping forvinstrﬁction. N§ nitpicking nag was our teacﬁer.
He allowed as how we all seemed pretty good at stepkicking and also the
"rest step," the technique of alternately unweighting the feet so that at
éach step dﬁe leg has a short complate rest. |

"How you folks feel about the arrest?" he asked. "Think you got it
down pretty well?"

We all nodded agreement that Cam had made us perfect masters. . Of course,
our knoll ordeal consisted solely of gglﬁ-afrest, no team arrest. But what's
a team arresf»axcept the sum of thres self-arrests? Ooubtless therse's a
difference in a high-speed tumbling Fali but superhikers don't go in for
that sort of thing.‘

"Guess he covered the ice ax belay too, didn't ha?"

He hadn't. Except for mxk textbook and lecture we were ignorant of
how to jam ax shaft in snow, wrap rope around sxR&xeses shaft and body, and
hold a fall. But none of us wanted toAimpose on our geniai teacher,

"Seéms to me we've touched all the bases. I'll tell you, us instructors
get to Glimb the west ridge. 1'd better head on down so they don't go off
“without me, 'You folks just mosey up the east ridge to the summit and wait.
The routae's easy. Just follow your nose."

He glissaded to the ant-mob far below, lesaving six novices, six
silencss.

By chance I was tied to a rope-cnd and at the moment of his dégarture

happened to be uphill from the other five. Forlornly I looked down to our
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(! \_‘H‘ahc( “'Allmlh l:l\u‘ml,
. desdsi@idewy teacher -- and into five impassive faces looking up ~-- at me.

Waiting for me to take the initiative,
| Urders Qere orders. I led up the final stretch of snow, a whits

peninsula jutting high amid cliffs of the peak. No more snow. Rocks.
A hundred feet above and a hundred yards distant was the 6000-foot summit
of Lundin. |

I stop, stare. Starch goss out of kness. Knot forms in guts. They
got me. My tibket out of the Course paid for and punched, the freedom train
steaming at the station, and at the last minute they got me. Uhere's
Monie now I need her? Where's anybody now I~need'somebodx?A |

Ivlook down the rope to my mates -~ two impatient faces. And tha‘
second team -- threa more. Undoubteflly five athletes, though we've

together

undertaken/no activity that would ssparate athletes from Bettys -- and Harveys.
Athletes demanding action. If they feel that way, why don't they voluntesr
to lead? Because Tegcher said the ridge is easy, a route to "mosey up.”
Not worth an‘athlete's thinking about, a cinch trip to be quickly and simply
done. |

Faces push. I guess this is how they get paratroopers to jump. Put
hands on rockiand scramble., Climb rhythmically, hell. Climb with the eyes,
bullpussy. Climb like a cat with can tied to tail.

The ridgs izg;tl That was nothing -~ a 50-foot staircase. Bring
up Number Two -- not on belay, unnecessary, just hauling in slack. He
brings up Number Three, followed by the second team.

But now, Something E£lse. 0One of Monie's famous "cheap thrills" --
the Boiler Plate, a smooth, tilted, 50-foot-long slab forming the crest of

the ridge. Wide, a dozen feet or so. Not steep. In tennis shoes on a dry

summer day, a stroll. But we are wearing tricouni-nailed boots -- ice skates.
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And a blob of snow from the storm 6? a couple days ago dribbles slab-
slickening meltwater. And to the left is the substantial gulf of
Commonwealtﬁ Basin and to the right is the ocean-huge gulf of the Middle
Fdrk'Snoqualmie River.

Athletes are restlsss. Number Two doesn't R sven offer a belay.
Social pressure drives me onto the ice rink.

1'11 be damned! Appearing flawless, the Boilef Plate is pocked with

» . _ : the slab is
niches beautifully designed for hooking'mith tricouni edge-nails. And/éo
wide I can't see or feel exposure, |

Now I see it. At the far end rises a 15-foot wall hapging high in
thé air. I look down short cliffs to left, down down long long cliffs
to right,

Odd. Knees aren't jittering, heart not'pounding, brain not whirling.
I see, not feel, the exposure. Why not? Because with abﬁgIS¥e inner
certainty I know I'm not going to fall down any cliffs! The ‘ 15-foot wall
is é system of ledges, one hardly needs bother with handholds, one walks.
Walks through air, but walks. Over the winter the inoculations of Tooth
and Cruiser have immunized me against exposure! Well, this piddling
‘exposure anyhow.

Where's the rest of Lundin? There ain't no more. I'm on the summit.
A1l by myself I've conquered a genuine mountain. I've led a climb!

.Compieting the triumph, a meek voico from bolow: "Could you giQe me
a belay please?" Number Two. Begging literally on his knees. Some
athlete. And Number Three! He's spreadeagled eon the Boiler Plate, gripping

Earth with shoulders, thighs, belly. And where is the second ropa? Those

dhovee athletes have retreated to the snow!
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A daring thought. Scary. Impossible. Yet examine the evidencs.
Very likely most of the February multitude of beginners could humiliate me
in- track meet or gymnasium. But where are they now? Of the 250 barely
a‘third’femain. And many are reluctant Bettyérand many (five for sure)

of thosé whq seemed athletes are not even Harveys.

There's more to this sport than aorobatics.' It's not enough to be able
to climb rock, one must‘be a sufficiént connoisseur of the subtleties of
mountain architecturse to know which rock to climb. And then have the nerve
to do it. Skmm Strength and coprdination are valuable. But also needed are

, brains and guts -- and.perhaps'an abbve—average ration of these can
compensate for a below-average ration of the others. I always knew I had
°pE§ﬁE§ﬁEf brains. Until now I didn't suspect I had -- comparatively
speaking, at least -~ guts, |

A qguiet Hour we three sat on the suﬁmit eating lunch in still warm
air, wmwx savoring sun-rays flashing through gaps in boiling black clouds,
chiseled-ice peaks floating on the gray sea of fog-filled valleys.

I belbnged here. This country at and around headwaters of the South
and Middle Forks Snoquélmie‘River could well become my second mouhtain_
home., A stonéfﬁhrow mmEnwx east was Red, scrambled up with Nonie and Betty
year before last. OfF west‘ﬁas the legendary Tooth. Having earned
citizenship by climbing threé Snoquélmie Pass mountains, I was entitledlfo
most iF,not‘all the other of the 20 "Snoqualmie Pin Peaks": Guye and

. whlfl‘
Snoqualmie and "“endall, with Lundin and Red enclos&ng Commonwealth Basin.

. a3
On the same ridge witds The Tooth, Denny and Bryant and Chair,amsysRectanx

and farther west, Granite and Kaleetan and Raosevelt. To the east, the
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formidable towers of Thompson and Huckleberry, the milder-mannered

Chikamin, Alta, and Rémpart and rugged Hibox. South ¥ beyond Snoqualmie
Pass, Silvef and Tinkham, I'd not be in the club to be awarded the pin but
I'd have splendid superhiker'(semi—climber!) sport here in years to come.
I'd not aspire to the awsesome spires of the Dutch Miller Gap area -- Bears

Overcoat, and /
Breast, Summlt Chief, wms Chimney Rock -- yat I'd admire them from such

close v19wp01nts as La Bohn Peak, todday as fog-buried as ggg;gﬂqzﬂ last
September I climbed it alone.

Smugly I contemp}ated the non-whimper, the big bang, of my Mountaineer
end, stafting the~day at the rear of the pack and against heavy odds forging
through the mob to win the race to the top. Almost I regretted my first
alpine ascent with the club was my last -- until I spotted the west-ridge
party nearing the summit, led by Limber Jim kicking steps in a tiny
snowpatch precariously stuck on the spookily-thin crest.

Bsware of hubris, lad.
I didn't care at all for the looks of Eﬁg&./aust as well 1 was leaving.
. Rest soangt on laurels, count blessings. 1 owned my own ice ax, a classy
bit of Swiss craftsmanship bought at the Co-op this wesek, had learned the
self—arresﬁ. I owned the tool and the technigue that would've made the

Graywolf Ramble a fearless romp. And I was escaping Course and club with

# whole skin, whole pride.

A solitary leador, one of the great and respoctod 01d Faithfuls, appeared
‘{”‘m ;);45 ‘C’\'
on the Boiler Plate. I prepared a student' ]modesﬁ reeponse—to professor's
praise. Head poked over the top of the final wall. Jaw drapped, eyes gogglad.

"WHAT IN THE NAME OF GOD ARE YOU DOING HERE?"
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My—smidecfrozan 1 tried to explain. He wouldn't listen., I was a
smart-alec show-off, a sQE}cidal fool, a potential assassin of m$. ropsmates.
They, damn sheep, previously adoring me as their savior, now joined in the
crucifixion.

Crap on 'em. Crap on# 'em all, Théy tell you to be at camp at 7:30
and you get there at 7:30 and kemgx they've pulled a sneak. Bust your éss
catching up and a sadist erects a roadblock. 0Obey your assigned instructor
and get # chewed out for following orders. I didn't deign to sugyest to the
hero uha;elhe could shove his high and mighty Climbing Course. sHanghbidy
I retreated to a corner of the summit, returned utterly énd forever to my
pre—Mountainéer absolute uncontaminated anarchism. Silently I pronounéad
a terrible curse upon the Course and all its progenitors and all their
generations} To my gratification, the cupée took instant (nay, retfoactive)
effect.

The summit, & plateau some 20 feet square, seemed spaciocus occupied
by three, tiny as a hundred bodies converged upon it. One would've supposed
the situation would've béen foreseen by our ésteemed faculty. Not on your
&iﬁn;“h;+qp!.

Already, with the addition to the summit population of Limber Jim's
west-ridge contingent of 15 instructors, ribe were getting jabbed with elbows,
rucksacks spread ou£ for lunch sqdashnd by boots. Now the student horde
swarmad in the snow and on the wxkw&®M staircase.

Not immediately was it necessary to cram 100 sardines into a can built
‘ : . ' : : dehw»d%
for 20. First the sardines must be got to the can.,. It seemed the seeend

problem might never ariss. I watched one Betty after another {ATGUHL

~ SOMBMOW TGRS BELEYT collapse into catatonia on the Boiler Plate.
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And as the result of the brilliant pblicy‘of letting instructors climb the
mest»ridge, only in @x position to help &em ram ™% beginners through the
east-ridge bottleneck were several senior leaders, They pointed out holds
by hollering from a distance; then by crawling personally onto the slab,
compounding the coowding. At first they sought to make each person do his

' 9o0d form
own climbingy but gquickly said the hell with teeshdrvegLackmpu.-Labisriqus- and
began giving helping hands, pulling and pushing. Finally they riggsed a
fixed rope for a handline -- Sme=poversion-te an ancient discredited
means of.mob ménagement. The Fixed rope began tangling with climbing ropes,
Frequsnﬁly bringing all progress to a‘halt, requiring emsedosg unsnarling.
i anticipated seeing someone, by giving just the proper yank, flip a
Stﬁdent over the brink. The student would not go aloney since in the ¥
absence of belays be'd pull off K& ropemates. And with the right
concatenation of climbingxn'ropesx the first team might be followed by another,
and another, in mass flight down to the Middle Fork valley,

Limber Jim, though his ;:I::Liaaic_smirk suggested mixed emotions,
commented in a yell to Bexidesss Boiler Plate-bound Leader Lloyd that since
_the gast ridge was unsuited to two-way traffic, at the present rate the party
wouldn't be off the peak until along about 10 o'clock Wednesday morning.
Moreover, unless a few folk were disposed of off the cliff *@dﬁ; (a distinct
possibility) there shortly would be novroom left on ths summit for new
arrivals., Lloyd, wrestling a hysterical spastié bont on self-dostruction,
implored Jim to "Do something!" He did, rigging a rappel down a 20-foot
chimney to a ledge bypassing the BoilEf+Plate. To keep climbing ropes from

vnted

tangling with rappsl rope, sveryone unruged before starting down. Teams

no longer existed. It was every man for himself and devil take ths women

. veve
and children. I saw an opsening in the 1§ﬁ3 and got my ass the hell out of there.
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Safely in the snow my pleasure was undiluted. Students'incheg up

the Boiler Plate, clinging to the fixed rope, and inched down the rappel.

wale
Females moaned and sobbed and even tewe athletes trembled, nerves wrecked

not by mountain but mob. Big-shot hero-leaders cursed and wailed and yammered
g welter of conflicting orders. Had Mack Sennett made a climbing moviey

.4 have
this is how it wewlsddwe appeared on the screen. ("Ambles in the Alps,

starring Ben Turpin, Fatty Arbuckle, and the Keystone Kops.") VYet one
couldn't help keeping in mind this low comedy was being performed on a very
high stage,r@mmadﬁmiﬁh%genninsfprBcﬁp@ces. It Qas dangerous., But
hilarious, especially when clouds darkened, a squall of rain and freezing
slush swept the mountain, and students soaked to the skin by self-arrest
practice showed symptoms of dying en masse from exposurs.

"Let the jury consider their verdict," the King said.

"No, no!" said the Queen. "Sentence first -- verdict afterwards."

"Stuff and nonsense!" said Alice loudly.

"Off with her head!" the Queen shouted.

"who cares for you?" said Alice (she had grown to her full size
by this time). "You're nothing but a pack of cards!"

Reflecting that Alice-Harvey had rscognized this pack of Mountaineer
cards for what they weras, was awaking from wonderlandx in the veritable
nick, I crouched in the lee of a énom hump,‘out of the blasting wind, with a
bunch of instructors.

"Jeez," chuckled and shivered one. "This is turning out better than ths
Perry Basin practice last year. That was wild, whon the avalanche took

' what with the fog

sverybody to the bottom of the practicg slope, but/bnly a third of the party

ever found the practice area in the first place so there wasn't all the good

compact action there is here."
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"pgrry Basin!" chortled and teeth-chattered another. "This beats
the Olympus climb last Fourth of July -- 80 people wandsring all over the
Blue Glacier in ths storm looking’for West Peak. Remember that farce? About
a dozen guys finally found the summit tower and half eRetREm got knocked
'silly by the rocks everybody was kicking off."

"Welj, at least there's nothing to worry about. Like we always say,
if you obey the Code the most dangsrous part of a climb is the drive home
on the highways. After all; nobody's aver been killed on a Mguntainesr

high .- ,
trip. How about that? Forty years of thesa4§b¥jinks and not one death!"

"Yeah, fantastic. It's no lie, it's got to be true the good Lord
loves us."

One of the merry men struck up an imaginary guitar and the bunch
4 joined him in raucous songs

"There was BLOOD on the axes,

And BLOOD on the ropes,

And great big blotches of BLO0O-00-000 on the slopes,

Oh pity these climbers,

All covered with gore,
They'll never go bagging ol' Lundin no more."

Altogether a masterpisce, a peffsct revenge, But drawn out hours past
' happy laughter. Not until 5 o'clock in an afternoon darkening to premature
night, clouds lowering to swallow us, was a dﬁwtént.bellow interpreted by
the instructor bunch és announcing the removal of the last quivering body

from the summit, m» releaséng us from standing by for rescue duty.
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An instructor yelled, "Party time, boys and girls!"

Time for one of Monie's favorite cheap thrills. We'd ascended @& an
indistinct'ridge, a seriaes of rises and flats., To descend we'd fling ourselves
into the Lundin Chute, a stesp gully dropping 1200 vertical feet to the
valley floor.

Instantly at the signal of release the jolly instructors lept from
the ;§3¥i refuge and with running jumps disappeared in fog, followsd by a
flock of babbling Boy Scouts and (omitting the running jumps) by lemex-

: theilis onl
less exuberant students seeking not phessers but qungy the safety of the
valley. 1 was experienced enough in the sitting glissade to be wily, to let
over-eager pioneers establish a track. When dozens of butts had smoothed the
bumps and HwsERwxms< gouged a groove 1 jumped.

Just-like-that I was rocketing through face-stinging fog, ear-roaring
wind, yipping and whooping as loud as a Scout. No worry about too much

L shaft-lotfem o of the ax
speed. As 1'd learned on Silvertip the -ax—end Spiki‘dragged in the slopse
is ever-ready for slowing. As I'd learned on Cam's Knoll the self-arrest
casily done
is evar~ready for smergency stops. With slowing and stopping ea®% one can
go fearlessly fast. |

But something new. Never before had I glissaded in ?uch loose snow.
I-was alarmed to find myself riding a“htgsihg avalanch%fgzlrred-dp»b¢~legs.
and:butt, ®®@ rolled out of the groove into self-arrest. The avalanche hissed
on douﬁ int® fog. 1 rolled back into the groove and resumed the run.

Another avalanche, another roll-out -- not quite so soon, not gquite so

scared, The third time I delaYad the roll-out still longer -- and didn't

do it at all because the avalanche ®# grew so big and no bigger, was
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D\‘scovcr
perfectly harmless. Okay then, let ‘'er rip! &r46% the supreme method

ey cept

of mﬁagfggn é%gégi -~ no scraping or bumping of body against slope, no
jouncing or bouncing, no pain or strain. Smooth! Relax on your back and
let the soft swift magic carpet carry you down!

I flew by faces white as the snow and fog -- students who'd ovinely
~ followed Judas~-goat instructors and been too much thrilled, who'd arrested
and crawled from the groove and were wbndering how they ever would reach
the bottom of the Chute this side of sternity. Laugh! What did they know,
chicken athlétés who'd never slid into the Graywolf without an ax?

Down, down, down, almost to the valley floor. Slope flattened, spsed
slackened. I now was passing not only halted students but halted instructors.
Nobody below me. Nobody but me glissading. Ikzgﬁ;ading the pack and that™ wer
good but best not get too far ahead. Stop.

I'd plummeted out of fog into. clear air. MEPEST. the--mebiwas:SFEeY

Contannig “the matn mob .
bBiddas. Shouts from the cluudx1then shouts below the cloud. Then a shout
from my nearest neighbor, an insﬁructor a couple hundred feet above.

"Are you Manning?"

Suspiciously I confessed.

"Ydur wife wants you."

Gone,>gone, gone the exhilaration of the magic-carpnt flight., Naturally
Betty warnted me. As on Silvertip when she slowly slid toward the cliff, as.

on tho rotreat from La Bohn Gap whon sho got hor damn boot stuck. 1'd not

seen her since morning and had reverted to the fresdom of Camp Parsons

ericed Fhe leash. -
boyhood ‘and now she'd spitefully gﬂﬁa&&@d*ﬂ.“tﬂ"ﬂﬂ”?i'ger More, she'd

shamed my name, which she'd possessed a week short of a year, before 100-odd

idiots who in ¥®x years to come would snicker whenever they recalled Manning.
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These long 3 months 1'd dodged humiliation -- successfully. Today the
Mountaineers had taken their last shot at me -- and missed, And then my
Foﬁl-up wife snatched victory from my grasp.

v;o’ nt : '

Driven byvﬂﬂﬁ#;!nuut¥=utrang-but unselected emotion (soon I'd be either
furious or grief-stricken) I climbed back into the cloud, nearly to ths base
of Lundin's summit cliffs. Here was the mob, gathered in a tight circle,
faces turned inward. Fury? Grief? 1 elbowed roughly through the drooling

o‘F r\ccrop; Traes
gawkers, the sort who cluster around burning houses and crashed automobiles,
to the center of attention. Fury? Grief?

Fury. The greater for the potential grief.

Flat on her back in pink snow lay the damn clown, giggling and
simpering, the life of the party. Limber Jim was bandaging her side. As was

on any “hike
normal for her iRethexmounteims, she looked terrible.

"Where's your ax?" I demanded.

She apologized with a frightened grin, a little girl who was going to
be spanked and knew she-had it coming. Faces in the mob exprassed an opinion
of me. What the crap $% did they know?

I climbed to the avalanche jumble from which she'd been excavated and

fruitlessly kicked blocks of snow. No ax. Only a couple days age I laid

out a day-and-a-half's wages for that ax. Blood is cheap but axes cost

$12,
((r‘})ﬂ/(CJ
Bystanders told the story. Together with other incompetents teepified
4/1(: messy Wa
by the Chute she'd chosen to go down the gentler route of wur ascent. She'“a
s’awllj ﬂl‘l /Av‘l/ﬂ(/,!l// ccr,,,,’ n#o Ion bc/p 7» —C.,’ ﬁlrvc }u‘r [l

F3253.9 gllssadlng-hyn¢$%s~anﬂ,starte, ongnyeagﬁher—fwvtiu*srides;-1% dozen

sy /e; v -{m greve
incompetents»sbova;Lorcsimuiteneouo%ngathared courage and glissaded in

a gang. Each set in motion a small avalanchs, these &Y coalssced in a
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large avalanche which achieved critical méss ahd tore loose the whole slope,
and Betty was engulfed by a thundering hundred tons of snow containingva
dozen tumbling dummies and a dozen loose axes, one of which stabbed her in
the ribs. Nobody else was burt. Only Bstty. Just my luck.

The ax was hopslessly lost so I went down to see about salvaging the
slmeysdemn wife.

Exclaimed a Fifst-aid expert, "She's in shock!" (I'refrained from
inForﬁing them she'd been in shock since the day she was born.)

Declared a rescue expert, "She can't walk in this condition." (1 didn't
tell them she could barely walk in any conditiaon.) |

Never consulting me, the Betty expert, they tied her to a "human
toboggan," a student volunteer whose body would absorb the bumps and protect
the casualfy, who was blooming like she'd been elecfed Queen of the May.

‘ hence-ferth

(1 didn't complain that they were spoiling her, that mew she'd expect a
free ride down every mountain.) |

Ropes were tied to toboggan andvét a Fést trot he and casualty were
dragged sowm- to ths valley Flooé}?through the ws® woods to camp, where she
wag transferred to a stretcher fetched from the club's Snogualmie Lodgse by
a team of super-swift inst:uctqrs. At tHe highway she was loaded in Limber
Jim's notoriously~hot Nash sedan with a back seat that notoriously
folded to make a bed. Chairman Cam, who seemod delighted with the day's
denousment, admirsed the ingenious bed arrangsment, saying "Bet that comus
in bandy lots of times." Said Jim with ribald grin, "Yeah, a guy never
knows when he might want a quick nap." The three of them hurtled off towara

the nearest hospital, in Seattle.
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'Betty later told me they stopped. twice. Once for ice cream cones in
North Bend. Once Qhen flagged down by a highway cop -- who snapped to
attention at sight of my wounded wife and led the rest of the way, siren
wailing, to the delirium of Jim and Cam, who rejoiced af their first
opportunity ®fwx ever to»drive‘ﬁ%<?egall;)ﬁ% 70 miles an hour through
Sunday traffic.

The smoking V-8 carried me more sedately to Harborview Hospital. At
‘the desk 1 was directed to the emergency room, where Betty was being sswed up.
In the waiting room I found Jim and»Cam.. They didn't notice my existence,
were totally absorbed in reviewing the HMF® day-long series of leadership
blunders.

astovnded .

I was surprissad that Cam, an increasingly angry man these past wseseks
of the disintegrating Course, was so happy -- practically hysterical. Perhaps
e was in shock. And Jim too. Why else would they, aftér gach mention of

cxplode maniag
a bungle, burwt- invesaesey. laughter?

Cam said, "Another thing we forgot to do was count the party before
we started down, Hop do we know we didn't leave somebody in the.avalanche?"

| "We don't," said Jim, "But if we did we'll probably hear apout it.
Sooner or later."

Teby almost fell off their chairs.

God!



June 1948
Chapter 18

LEAD US NOT INTO TEMPTATION

At Camp Parsons they told the story of the government mapmaker who

between surveying voyages around Pugst Sound used to visit his sweetheart'
4he Younaq and “‘hL’( Vll’(’7( of
home in, Seattle. On summer evenings after supper he and she, her parents
and sister and two brothers, would sit on the front porch watching the sun
sink into the jagged-black Olympic skyline. -Nobody-had-yst-penetrated the
massive barrier to-the myeterions -interior-of-the ranges No names had yet
been given the peaks. The mapmaker took care of that. The southernmost
prominent point of the skyline he officially designated Ellinor, the twin
summits to the north The Brothers, and north of them and the tallest of
all, rising nearly B000 feet from tidewater, Constance.
(ingrC

I never could kagp straight whether the modest Ellinor or the regal
Constance was his sweetheart. Mine was Constance, ¢ gorgeous and fOtMldablG&
adevedsand:feanads 1 grew up gazing across the Sound to the hzgh climax of
the western horizon. From Home Lake on the west, in 1938 and again in
1946 I admired crags of ths West Poak, emd From Home Peak on the east, in

, voas ’:r II( ‘:, I’u *R“

1947 the+humbling wall of the East Peak, the highest. From Dead Man's
Canyon, a deep cleft between the two peaks, in 1942 1 bent my neck backward

staring up and up the cliffs.
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I yeérned for Constance. But-helly I-also hankered after -Joan
»Fantaine: - -In- both casesy a dog houling.ét the Moon. Well, so long as the
goddess. was equally unattainable ;;.all mortals -- or alle personally
knew, anyhay -- I pined hopeiessly but not in.pain. However, that the
Climbing Course should schedule my Constance for the first Experience Climb
of the year, that all tﬁose damn athlete hgg;éé~should ravish my sweetheart,
was a kick in the ribs. Yet such is the way of lovsers # 1 realized it
'wouldnft hurt so much if I parﬁicipated in the gang-bang. |

Thus I'strayed from wise anarchism. ‘Monday I reveled in post-Lundin
release. Tuesday I reflected I had, after all, sUrvived‘h unharmed and

dJOVa’]LI.VM
with Betty only slightly damaged. Wednesday the buried_worship of a decage

ermpte d s
stirred sighs of longing.
But lordyl After Lundin, how could the Mountaineers have the gall to

6\3"501}”‘ !nrqe )
tackin so fig, so fierce a peak? With such a rabble? Not from Home Peak,

‘ . [,p ve of 'oenH rad ina B

not from Dead Man's Canyon, had I seen any sane.roube=to—attmck the defenses.
Monie shrugged. Constance, she said, was no big deal. From Dead Nan's

Canyon a Luddin-Chute-like gully sliced through the precipices to the ridgs.

A Btmptaltrauerse across snouwfields of the east face led to a short

scréﬁble up the final rocks. Cunning Mountaineers -- cousins of the

greasy-haired wise guys at Lincoln who knew how to make girls. —Beeterd

ﬂmnmmsmmdwsmnmynm Excitement at the

ﬁrospect of satisfying lust was mixed'wiﬁh grief that Constance could not

Wy n/reultl much - ser led .
be eternally virgin, es-Joan-fentaine had bwen.in -The Constant Nymph.

Monie also said there was no danger, sm—th&-masé attatk. Forget the

Lundin fiasco. The first Experience Climb of the year was a traditional
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alumni reunion, all thé 0ld Faithfuls would turn out, there'd be a veteran
hero to lead every rops. And ®wmy Betty-beginners stupid shough to sign
up would be scratched from the list, told to await easier Experience
Climbs to come.

No anarchist is wise beyond temptation. The beautiful Constance
made a fool of me. Thursday 1 signed up.

To no purpose. Friday night, as I was packing for the morning
departure, I got the phone call. Not scraﬁching me -- scratching everybody.

‘FY‘U&'}'Y‘ﬂ'}'?J Rl’ﬂlﬂ ] .
Chairman Cam bedmieabramedheor—rouncta - Hard to beliéve with Seattle blooming
) cortrmved V

so richly green but a¥ieweek snow had #eem dumping on the highlands and
now the storm had turned rainy-warm and those billions of whits tons were
thundering into the valleys. The frip was canceled.

So I lost my beloved Constance. UWell, there was still Betty. 1'd

stay in the garret and help her lick her wounds. UWe'd devise some

appropriate celebration of our first anniversary of legal cohabitation.

Saturday night, another phone call. Desperate to salvage something
from #Re=xww ruins of his school, Cam had patched together a last-minute-
substitute Experience Climb. Nothing fancy. Next morning, Memorial Day,
the mob would return to Snoqualmie Pass. Lots of luck, ant-swarm! I'd

sweet
deal with Chair Peak in my own wem private superhiker time.
Still another phone call. Monie. Storm clouds dissolving in a

gigantic mass of hot dry air rolling in from the Pacific, the so~long winter

abruptly ending, shse mas‘eager to walk. Strangely, not to the Big Reunion

v
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on Chair. (Sinking ship? Rat?) The driver and the four passengers of the
car to which she'd been assigned, in the club's usual ride-sharing routine,ﬁ
had accepted her suggested alternate goal. Would the Mannings cars to

come aldng? »
{

EJ)taLr*han qc:*vrc Ho Yo',
Said Betty, *1Bu*auwuaﬁhﬁfﬁvuur"mﬁnd¢” Said Harvey, "Sure!™ Not

one but two peaks of my new Snoqualmie Pass home Monie promised. UWhat
fitter celebrétion of the anniversary of Silvertip?

And a grand romp it proved. From the entrance-to Commonwealth Basin
we climbéd the esast shoulder of Guye. Reverting to kindly teacher pF*Old
gnd honoring my Lundin feat, Monie let me lead the whole way; a series of
short rock pitches, easy-as-pie and unexpésed Monitors. From the 5100-foot
summit we crept over a gendarme, then unropsd and waded soggy snow albng
the ridge to the top of Snoqualmie, at 6270 fest the highest peak in the
immediate vicinity of Snoquélmie Pass.

Two peaks in a day! Five Pin Peaks in my bag! Swwrrewsses Surrounded
by past (and_Future) congquests, emwedy 1 surveyed the bwiltant Cascads
panorama. Huge to the south was Rainier and imposing to the east were The spike

distant pyramid . :

Chimney Rock and the marru?fi;%tk of 9470-~foot Stuart, highest non-veolcanic
peak in the state. ' Northward along the hundred miles to Canada sprawled
a maze of mountains, few familiay to me by face or name but among them
certainly many a summit open to superhiker boots and ax. The w two
volnnﬁoos, Glacier and Baker,‘thrust*highﬁand lonesome above the jostling
multitude. Seseing Baker I had to laugh. Kermit the Hermit had invited

' Preposterous,

me to join him there this weskend. Me, climbing a volcano! RER R zEwng-Of

~Eoursay Yet flattering.
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Not laughing did I look west to the Olympics. Yes, there-wers many
suparhiker conquests auaité;g there, tooc. But Constance the queen was
forever lost. A triumphant exit that would've mads.

Long we lingersed on the hot granite rockpile atop Snogualmie. I found
my new companions likable; if more Mountaineers were so decent I might not
be quitting the c;ub. We eammamiwx remarked on the spectacularly sudden
demise of winter, ®m® furnace sun shrinking the snowpack before our eyses.
To cool blistered brains we piled crouwns of snow on our heads, giggling as
meltwater dribbled down backs. mhen we'd no cans of fruit juice left to

[1?‘05‘5‘
guench thirsts and had eatsn a t®®W of snowballs sach we descended to
Commonwealth Basin in slushy, swooping glissades. e paused to peer into
the snow canyon of Commonwealth Creek, swollen.enormously beyond the meager
flow of last Sunday. At home, i&sten;ﬁé ~t@ the radio, I learned the Yakima
River (fed by Bmmmamwmakkkx@zmwk many a creek like Commonwealth) had torn
out the highway a few miles east of our day's ramble and the rampaging
+ributary
Columbia River (fed by many a r&wer like the Yaklma) had destroyed the
city of Vanport, Oregon. Every stream in the Northwest had gope wild. The
flood of the centuryx they were EX calling it, and.we'd'been up in the sky
~where it began. .

Speaking of dlsasters, what about the ant-swarm? Only late 1ﬁ the
afternoon, when leaving the summit of Snoqualmie, did~we'ngcgtﬂnb a procession
of C;;é;;rh&nuhwnpnx1 ascanding “nuwrlnldu from Source Lrook Lo o cliffs
of Chalr. At tho highway we mot a worried female Mountaineer waiting for

her husband. She said hs and the Hundred had.set out from the cars at dawn,

hours before us smarties even left town. Next day Monie called, cackling,
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Jce -+ rcanGJ WJA all snowbrid qe¥ fu'”afrr-’)
to tell me the party had been slowed bzﬂcreek~aaa¢uus~taanchedadeapuan

ey by detours around potentlal avalanche slopss, by bottlenecks on the

rock, by exhaagelga,‘sunstroke_jterror, and chaos, and had straggled to

the highway at midnight. Revenge is suweet,

Little Si, Lundin, Chair -- how many lessons does a person need? uhy

ooh ‘
did I lpeegﬁmupﬂfﬂr the second Experience Climb? For good reasoms. One, at

Urqing aqreed
Monie arnangedwﬁor the Climbing Commltteeato count Guys-Snoqualmie as a
regular Experience Climb; a second would let me earn the damn diploma and
wrap up tldlly, no loosse sends dangllng, this whole loony ®R episods.
a,qn?J up
Two, so many others had learned their lesson only a dozen were gczngvr

¥hmkxe Three, Aﬂmaﬁc&inehera the objective was Sluiskin. Not famous and

according to Monie arwalk~up barely worth dignifying as an "Expsrience"

70‘5 'Foo‘)" baS'C
Climb. But in 1944, hiking with Lincoln-buddy Al to thidmountaln s foot,

I'd wished I had the nerve to dare the heights. 1 didn't, then.

Now I did, Slﬁiskiﬁ Chief, highest of the summits, was a simple
rock scramble, ropeé unnecassary. Sluiskin Squaw was a snow plod. The
satisfaction of settling a score with 1§44 was immense.: The price paidxnb
=2t aggravation -by=thewmoby was minor -- if half the party was’idiots, in
small non-menacing numbers idiots are rather entqrtaining. (Not so leng
ago tours of insane asylums were a popular diversion of gentlsfolk, and
what's a'ciréus without the sideshow gallery of freaks?) Watching
avalanches tumble a vertical mile from the éummit icecap of Rainier down

Willis Wall to the Carbon Glacier, knowing those white clouds wers titanic
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jumbles of hemgR blocks of ice but seeing them as slow-flowing mists,
impressed upon me as never before the monstrous scale of The Mountain.
Finally, though Betty booped out at Windy Gap she at least came for the

hike, relisving my fears she might hide in the garret forever.

S5aid Monie, "Oh gosh, you,doﬁ't want to miss Nisqually. That's aluéys
our very best practice."

Sluiskin had besn no sweat.’ One more weekend couldn't hurt. By
' attending‘the final Intermediate practice I'd show I could také everything
ths Courseééggkia dish out -- up to a pbint, anyhouw. Anq it was a trip
Betty could handls.. |

The one-~two punch of Lundin-Chair had knocked right out of their
ambitions the bulk of the March-April-May-dazed beginners. For my 40-odd
fellow survivors I felt an almost-camaraderie, (Ah, what suffering we'd
shared!) Even the Boy Scouts I vieued\with td;erant amusement -- heck, I
was young once myself. As for the 20-odd leaders and instructors, thay were,

o L vaquely

if freaks, not uniformly absolute bungling fouols; some began to resemble
the heroes of Monie's advertisements. Chairman Cém had mellowed in the
3 weeks since I'd last ssen him, was not the Fiend of Lundin but the next
ﬁhing to geﬁial. One could imaginn hih actualfy having friends among
raal human buings.

The trip itself, on a third consscutive Sunday of bright sun, was a

plowed-out

glory. Ffrom the/parking lot at Paradise we hiked snowfields high above

the wooded knoll of Alta Vista, uppermost limit of alpine trees, practiced
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the standing glissade (like skiing with very short skis -~ the boots!)

on the descent to the Nisqually Glacier, @fd wove through crevasse fields

-F«s_rurer
practicing the techniques of rope~handling amid gaping pa-ks and of rescus

e chili blue c’d‘}’?‘}‘f and +hen in
“from” t:imn—-w‘ks by the bllgerl methodj <Ip an icefall -w@ practiced stamplng
the dagger-sharp points of boot-gripping crampons (rented at the Co-op) #=

brexsioe and using axes to hack airy staircases up graammmmmam* serace

Thr'v”mq. T‘vc qieflfr wes lmrnc'n.rr;
Eachentingy-—led<severat-tifhagyalkad s¥=anfall ‘glaciersy~Litble-mere
N

than' snowfields: *New - tipilling-wes-venturing- far-outvon a-glacier,. ..«
'?n'm(’l" f"m‘b’hrluvs,
surpassed in size in the 48 states only by a couple of its Nnear—hreighborew.
Hamntmmed‘«byﬁusemwtmnsmmning'-pal-a ces designed-by-the-Architect-
roff4ary-bywiceboxrdpptiherof-cravasasswinta-which ve ~were-leverad and*fram-
which werwareotradSEuddT™ « Forty - featdown~in-t he~gute~af+the glacier was -a
stillejealdw spooky-quiet.chamber.of-soft blue«lkight. . 0N’ the~rsurface-of ~the-
-glrac,i.e.nmwa'sv-'the-wbbiﬂdingwglarwvoﬁwm&v-uhit eness -"extending “below, e -

arauddy~and up-up upbor-the. summltwofk Rainiery Tomote’ as Heay SR iU mommes

A)\
M@sﬁ%ﬁm The Mountaln‘w At 7000 feet I was as high

as I'd ever climbed above sealevel, and above maa' 7500 -m fest more
Heaven- remede, Hell-scary.

mountain. StunnimresAppaitingsrrSresyyrattrrirgothougithe.se FSINTTATL Y.
Wagnificents
+owasgied- ;:’ad«mamd%wamonsi;x-m@mm' thexfull .
<domsasiby.ef-rthe. biggastrdemnshunk of £arth if. thi Northwests  ~And ~ -
~AY-BHP e nh-iks rpaalmuwas~expanded- -beyond-d ?eémé o - Ratnier-1'd-nevar” ‘+ ¥

Wk,

FEPEFe-ty~but- to-my-domaire-had-been added .a wNo18.now. Worlda..
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dose B e
xHenceforth - I'wﬁa&d roam- net mersly.forests and meadows, snows and -rockss;

vNow Ffuixexwiere-glaciers; ool

Bégley in June was one great coatinuews glow of sunburﬁs, one loud
chattering of climbers. Kermit, of course, with his grand scheme to do all
the Majors on skis, was the star of the show. He'd knocked off St. Helens
and Bakér, had plots for Glacier aver the Fourth of July and_Rainierv
("der meisterberg") in fid-July and Ulympus and Adams later on. ~By=btRE
ené-aferthe~yest. .hald permanently:etetrhig rame~in alpind~history:-

I admired, not envied. 1 had my own ploﬁs,tw"haep~mawqu¢weﬂ&ng.

energy —
Never had I felt so alive, S?Abursting'm&ﬁhsaﬁi@aspnfﬁghsnefgv; Often, lest
1 explode, 1'd borrow Kermit's bicycle and pump Uphlll through the campus
to 45th Strest and then, dlsdalnlng brakes, fly down past Parrington Hall
and Megany Hall and Architecture Hall, scatterlng students, #mex escaping
whistle-sheddl LU :
“weettrzof campus cops by dodging into Bagley and stockroom.

The war with.Craiy Art intensified. Firecrackers were a brief fad --
very brief, since eacﬁ blast brought a gagglé of humorless professors
scurrying with fire extingbishers and first-aid kits. Other bombs retained
popularity, though, and I sent Art and company diving for cover by tossing
one in their lab; the victory was the more complete because it was mersly a

paper bag puffed full of cigarette smoke which curled out ominously.

Retaliation was swift and savage. 1 heard running feet and maniac laughter
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and Art hastily set a 2-liter beaker on the window counter and fled. Ths
cauldfon boiled violently and blurped bubbles and steam and 1 hit the Floor;
No explosion forthcoming, I warily approached the hellish device; én
innocent bystander, patiently waiting to buyvéhemicals, explained it was

a piece of dry ice in soapy water.

With the warm days of summer the favorits weapon became the washbottle,
a glass jar into_mhich air is pumped'by squeezing a rubber bulb and from which
a stream of water then issues through a glass nozzle. Depending on houw
lovingly the‘nozzle is fashioned by stretching out glass tubing half-melted
in a gas flame and cutting the cooled constriction with a steel file, the
range is anywhere up to 15 feet or so. Typically a sneaky marauder would
make a surprise attack and thoroughly wet my face énd I'd leap thﬁough
the window for a sHootout.' But once as I chased Art, his washbottle empty,
the soaking of the back of my head disclosed he}d tured me into an ambush;

I turned to confront three enemies and another three burst from a lab
behind me and I was so drenched by the pitiless crossfire I went home at
lunch and changed clothes.

I gained revengs by stealthily scaling tﬁe outside wall of Bagley to
the window ledge of Art's lab and sniping at him and his gang. Busy with
individuél exﬁeriments they didn't spot me, hiding behind a cﬁlumn, and
sach, when hit, stared suspiciously at labmates. The overall mood of the
group was rather ugly by the time my water was exkawxkf® spent and I
triumphantly revealed mysalf.

A couple days later I was a millenium away with Otto the Bx®wk Great,

deep in the Cambridge Medieval History, when the herd came pounding down
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the corridor, laughing hysterically, and Crazy Art shoved a fire hoss

in my face! And howled to an unseen accomplics,”"TURN IT ONI!" I fell
reer back
of f my stool beckwasdd and scuttled on hands and knees to the mmk of the

stockroom and cowsrsed, awaiting the bruising blow of high-velocity water.

Art was really and truly crazy! He might damn well kill me! Only when no

l‘) J“}TPIC‘ﬂ‘
blow camey and 1 sau the face-mass crowding the window,nore-mentingsis

A

e TrERYet A1 o Tomp et po SRIrey did I realize the hose wasn't'

hooked up.

. / A‘c“‘i;”q 4;“_ J‘.’ 0 % /4 Y”(‘I\/] {ani L((lvj( n‘F)‘f—/ “
l|:\ ’ ; L_,. tqers .
k\‘ T‘GVC‘ ” berq: (4 1( Sopermen
e et (; ﬁa:ti"fﬁﬁﬁiuaszsﬁ/g;;;;%AI continued masqueradlng as a egimbcr,

‘u’g larle Kent
—eeﬁcea& my true suﬁachzker identity.

usxamguygmmbakdwhaﬂﬁunvmnwbhawmouﬂbumﬂsband_tnﬁugh it was plainl?”lhpﬁsszbleﬂy

o 'w\'ﬁ'ﬁﬂ
$orvmeﬂever~%orba bh!&swalpine pax:tnerq—«~ ~delaysd*th9 day ‘when-they'd segme

At

ﬁarﬁynat?lﬁuasauunagiaupezmanwbutmatﬁ&ark»&ea&w

I wasn't entirely a fraud. What do you call a person who's done

Tooth (by the South Face) and Cruiser, plus Si (in winter alone) and Lundin
(as leader) and Guye (by the East Shoulder, leading the rope) and
Snoqualmie and Sluiskin Chief and Squaw? "Superhiker" isn't quite .

sufficient. How about super-superhiker? Temporary semi-climber?

+l’1( (JCV.I s 7 War'!‘*c
To give &&8m their due, the Mountaineoers hadn't boen a total dwes.
actually
With them if noL/from them 1'd gained new confidence on stoep terrain,

ln*vkotcd +o
whether rock or snow. ‘ﬁsmtuaniy'fhey'd rriritated me Nt glac1ers;~*blq quﬂfrg

And \
Yrhapsemna keaianiGtaendy they'd nearly doubled the length of my mountain }
i

. (rtrfuen”'/
year. As a hiker I scgasiomeily floundered in spring snow, and as a

<p@loptent skier in winter snow, yet considered it basically a nuisancae,

’}l\ﬂ* |~J) Vcl'-’ J-ffumJ f”“\ 4‘” ['H" erar

'.f".l wal ivfr".‘ and Tl r/’ﬂ rror r(_'ymln C, very j
t!:rfn ot "(‘,-.»~ ,l‘r r',!nen . .

;
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t5-to-erdureshr The real mountain season started in sarly July when time
high trails began melting fress. But now April-May-=-June had become the
virtual equal of July-August-September-October. If reds-ysllows-blues of
flowers were scarce, the austsre crystalline brilliance compensated. If
the highland summer was the ripe-fleshed Green momanéffondled by the
|h mwme

BumBRii-paosionabe romantic, the highland winter-spring was the virgin
White Goddess worshipped by the gxwited classicisty i e

In my hiker's ignorance I'd suppnsed a tool, the ice ax, was & the
weapon-scepter signifying an invader's dominion over a Foreign.land.
1'd learned, however, that several simple techniques were as important,
that a climber is distinguished not so much by uniform and armament as by’
his fluid motion through a land where he belongs.

"Heeling," nothing more complicated than stomping the boot heel
decisively in¥® the slope to compact firm platforms, permits one to ascend

AN
and traverse with the EEMRRERXEEEEEXENLRETXERINXENAXERERERE KSR KN
grace of a dancer rather than the blundering of a bulldozer, and to descend
1
by "plunge step" with the &lan of a lancer mewk® rather than the doggedness
of a sapper.
apparerntly .

The "rest step," ssemingly a mere coordination of legs and lungs,

in fact is a rhythm of the whole body, is a composure of mind and spirit.
;nﬁc'm'{c

The trail-trained hiker, bored and depressed by endiess white monotony,

the hetsd enemy
attacks/wlth banzai fury, slips and skids, gasps and sweats, and soon

becomes exkheusted and discouraged and quits. But when he patiently

"tramp-walks" flat-footed on kwm levels and rest-steps up hills he moves
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 easily and steadily through the beautiful, the friendly snow,

The Mountaineers had given me the fresdom of the snows and glaCLSrs.
\ rg?:nt'c‘ eF
They also ﬁzé-glven me new mountain homes -~ Snoqualmie Pass, thqqﬂalnler

Freak s bills
rrimtertands” You had to hand it to the baeterds ~- they knew our mountains.
as did no other group. And virtually none of the lore accumulated gver
. 40-0dd years was written down, most was in their heads. The only way to
share it was by going on their trips. Studying the summer's Experience
Climb schedule;—penderéﬂgvthe—nameeweﬂ*%he~peeké (Adams, Eldorado, Rainier,
Shuksan, Gunn, Garfield, Buck, Hibox, Baker, Baring, Silvertip)e I bégan
toylng with the notion of stlcklng around a while longer to mine some of

-f‘kc orc

this wisdom trove, high-grading,for the Snogqualmies and Sluiskins suitable

/

for an independent anarchist superhiker.
For all the am¥tcipatory dread, -n+the event I'd not been damaged by

a 4-month stay in the club. (And Betty would recover.) The 3 weeks since
C risk
my planned exit had been the most rewarding of all. What mekwsx in a few

more weeks?

risk
© What, mes indeed. Eﬂﬁﬁﬁfﬁﬁ?ﬁ&iﬂdBﬂ#by~¢hnaaweasywsuccesseéﬁ:ﬁm

“Mb&underedﬂﬂﬂmpmamtlpéﬁnapa T : ~

- The weekend of Junes 19-20 began pleasantly lullinge The drive to the
southern rea&has of the Washington Cascades, where 1'd never been, was
interesting, conciudlng in 40 miles of 81ngle-lane dlrt road weaving through

'er'”ts‘* Advance of ~lhe
a forest empire beyond thﬁAloggers' frontier. Above the rivers with
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vas}‘neﬂ"
such exotic mew names as Cowlitz and Cispus, above the greemswa of qreu«-lwveJ

mapded ridges, ij;:fthe tall white volcanoses, St. Helens and Adams, and
£H@ eroded roots of still anqther volcano, the Goat Rocks.
The 6-mile hike was a‘%;;: s£arting at 4500 feet in sparse subalpiné
. forest, ascending melting-out parklands (summer seemed to come earlier here
than farther north) and fields of snowbank-crowding avalanche lilies to
7000-foot Mountaineer Camp. I wished I'd brought Betty along. to séck out
in the camp on the rounded crest of a lava-block ridge, beside a white.
torrent tumbling through me= greeﬁing meadows, waterfalling down short cliffs,
meandering %hg;agbzv moraine-ringed besew=®¥ lawns sprinkled with buttercups
and little snowflake flowers. Greea—UemanueeQntnyyuaupapb~ﬁﬂr~rvmpingmwTbh

4apprnub=topmrematt.  Another new home, pevesisds

b Eodear hﬂp“rﬂ “The prosent mah'f"'i o Hhis wecked,
~Bak 1 sa%Anot Fel%qthe beauty. For also here was fear. +Wiso~here-
. . above Green Wonren faL\nJr; inte hostile 5‘{7‘] -
wassthe~skys A vertical mile hnbe—ehs—uppsr~atmcsphera shoved the brute

loo”"
butk:nﬁ:iﬁ;&ﬂ&ﬂ#ﬁet Adams, in the Northuwest second in mess and helght only

to The Mountain itself. Hubris had done me wrong.

didn steep
Not the route scared. Our way d&ﬂ:nnt,ascanincefalls of the Adams

-qe n‘H\‘
Glacier but the zcag‘lava cleaver of the Northwest Ridge, obviously a

boulder-hop, a- trudge. Yes, a trudge -- to 12,202 feet.

Camp Mystery, 1938, Feeling (at 5000 feet) symptoms (false) of
: A_So,('an, ~werned - » ganmst . . :
the myaterieuve "mountain sickness." Subsequently laughing at my child's
"\\Mm(loul(‘v ey ;cnn

ST Wy~ Rk RERX haalthy and happy at 6UU0 feet, al 7000. Yet sometimas on
a high ridge, wher=from this lighﬁheadedness? Probably weariness)cﬁ=tha
!nnnuﬂk'or the hot sun, or the. high wind. The air's okay. Or is it? k-

“Ang- what of 8000 fest, 10,000, 12,0007 Lots of people breathe# thers.

ot

»

A;ﬂ ,! nre [ /‘ g I)L‘ru:-«ltl o
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j{t‘ -Falh'hnq . .
Could I? Tales of barfing and ﬁa@ﬂwungg staggering and eeollapsings

Ccah

Not everycne emsdd breathethsere.

Aftermath of the retreat from Lake Dorothy. First feetingsthe:0locke-

) Q/},;() -71»,. /“ﬁ“l! -#(J g UHJt" )
Hearing the "tick-tock, tick-tock." The fhuddlng of boots, gradualdy-
drownimg-out- thessuemdy How long since I so much as speculated whether
Jeu widhin e

I'd make 307 Yet never unaware. As in the gas dream when the -impacted-
wisdom tooth was yanked, always waiting for the P#wed "tick" with no
answering "tock."

In the rich air of sealsvel, of 5000 feet, of 7000, the Clock was
regular. In the Graywolf, on Toeth and Cruissr, all this spring, 1'd
been wary of the Death from Outside, the smashing of the Clock. 1I'd

Ex8 gear

forgotten the Death from Inside, .the slipping of Ems or breaking of
smEiny wheel, the momentary beaaskimxsxxs giddy suspension between
living tick and tockless swirl, imte~ebiivion. Now I remembered. wiow
~I™yondered. Here at Mountaineer Camp, at 7000 feet, the air sustained
the steady beat of 22 years. Up there on the ridge, on the lofty white
dome, in thin air of the sky, what derangement might there be of-exygamn——
wtarved-bloody of the keeper-of-time?

Insanity to be here. ProseRYE~thIaRENG Kermit'syfault -- treating me
as if I were -&- medmse—whotormern unflawed, volcano~worthy. Scarlet-blazing

barely-premature
sunset clouds were my/alegy. Because there couldn't be any quitting. T "\\

\
What sound in the night? Wind moaning through the streamlined clump

i

of dwarf pines in the lee of which I'd pitched my liferaft sail. Rain

rattling. Rescued fraom the brink!

W‘w; Y'o"’?. Too lade even >
\\\~‘ '_':0 ﬂ.y‘(- - i o e .
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No. Competing with loud moan the bellow of the Rough Beast:
"Tyo o'clock! Everybody uplt"
A ropeleader who'd accepted the hospitality of.my tarp cbeyed, Off

in blackness wavered his flashlight. And returned. &% Drenched and

bd’ C,<
shlverlng from. cloudbursting gale he crawled %es in -#he bag.
conspiniag
Cam howling here, shrieking there, Cam-EmEspxiRg~witirethonobem

Obscenc ) - [,)c,,,,,(/w,,‘.},,, +Arp“(ﬂV\": '
,,flashllght/brutai&y~$heue@éng—undoe~t&np- "Get out of there! Get up!

We're going! Nouw!"

d 15imasf (’J
uhlned another guest, sppaides beginner, "You don't climb in ueather

like this, da you?"

Roared Cam, "We try! We start! We at least get out of the sack!
We don't cry until we're hurt!" |

Beginner guest rebelled. And ropeleader guest. Not for me, sﬁrely,
to be Loyalist to mad tyrant. Upethe-Reggigtioni:

What a lovely tempest. ’uhat a fine and funny night. Almost eEbittmgn

' with +he beam
I pitied A#we- Tall Parka flailing flashlight in blackness as if usbimenint

£lag
he could uhtn~ﬁh!#h%HﬂﬂﬂﬂtﬂHsunmtssﬁﬂnrwacunzguanms slaves into submissicn.

 Lollowerless
Maximum Leader was wimme in the night. Nobody was getting up, not even
the climb leader. ‘
' . nearly

Or rather, .just-about sverybody was getting up -- but not to climb.
Chuckled the ropeleader, '"Not many guys picked spots as good as this.
You should see it out there! Tents blowing down, tarps flying through
the meadows." Uhen we awoke in the bleak gray morning thn mob of R
Aed

. OAVIPD t.\ .

60-odd had diminished to an elite 20, the others &teging by flashlight to

the cars. 0Only remaining were the few who'd taken shelter in the lee of

the tree clumps -~ and now eme clearly understood why the clumps wsre
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streamlined, uhryr=the-teap-shaped-thickets—of-tough pires-Tointed=> s
soubhuesdr | |

Saved by the storm. A narrow escaps. 'A damn good lesson. This,
by God, was the end of the line.

It was definitely over. All over.



June 1948
Chapter 19

HUCKLEBERRY HERO

Delivered from evil. No longer‘a slave of ambition. Content with
infinite richses in little room. Far from the madding crowd.

Look! In the sky! 1It's a bird! 1It's a planes! 1It's SUPERHIKER!v

The last weeksnd of June would be the first of full and final
freedom, the re-declaration of iﬁdependence, the start of the harvest from
seeds glumly planted in dark February and gloomily CUltivated through the
wintry spring.

Wherefrom to pick the commencement fruit? My old Olympic home? Too
far across the water, better left for later-in-summer trips of several days
or more. The ring of small delicacies around Rainier? Too soon to again
approach so near such hugeness. The Monte Cristo mysteries vieswed last
year from Silvertip? Too misted as yet by ignorahce. No, mouth-watering 1+ owas
to study the menu of future feasts but this first luncheon inevitably must
be in my new Snoqualmie Pass home.

wWhich of the untasted 15 Pin Peaks would it be? Not one of those
adjoining the pass, easily devoursed in a day. I wanted a weekend banquet
with appetizers of wildarness forest and streams as prelude to the high

entrea.
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"Huckleberry should be just righf," said Monie. "It's 10 miles
up Gold Creek to Joe Lake."

Huckleberry! 1 hungered for sr®moqualmies—et-most a Lundin. That
was more of a s&emaub&nhunn#ﬁg Cruiser.

“"Oh heck, you've been looking at the wrong side. From the west it's
a pinnacle but on the east there's a neat ridge. It's got a couple cheap
thrills but anybody who can lead the Boiler Plate and the shoulder of Guyé-
wouldn't blink an eye." |

Okay, Huckleberry was the peak. The party was Betty and me. Not
sincs.La Bohn Gap had we taken a long twosome stroll. She'd be reassured
by this affirmation of husbandly affection.

All 1 asked was that as a preliminary she fetch her ax from wherse she
left it in May. Dutifully on Thursday she rode the busvto Snoqualmie Pass
and hiked alone up Commdnwealth Basin to the site of her avalanche. And

jce-ax
returned that night empty-handed. The,mine had been gleaned clean by

A
Mountainesr thieves. I'd have to shell out another 12 bucks.

I'd also have to get another partner because for some reason the damn
female went into oné of her 3-Day Mads and refused to go hiking on the
weskend. Well, Professor Monie fiurely would be pleased to attend the
graduation exsrcises.

"Ohrgsg, Huckleberry isn't the kind of peak that pampefs my

neurosis. Anyway 1 got a lot of things to do in town."

Damn femalss altogether.

And damn revolutionaries. I knew what she had to do in #m town. Do

battle on the barridades. Up the Revolution. Or better say down the
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CounterQrevolution, the Repression, the Restoration.

Last summer the legislature's Canwell Committee preached the crusade.
Now the Unholy Alliance of Seattle's Downtown Gang and the Eastern uashington
appleknockers and manure-spreaders was besieging the University from mithout
while from within their trusty hounds, the Board of Regents ana the
Administration, were treeing the Reds. My old hiking companion, Professor
Phillips, was confident they'were going to chew him up and spit him out.
Why was he so cheerful at the praspesx prospect of expililsion from the
ivory ﬁpuer? Because the sagle-screaming of the native American Fascists
.égig;zygainganxist.

The fellaheen flapdoodle also amused a Spenglerian. I had to smile
when the rabid mongrels went yapping and slathering after not merely Reds
but Pinks =~ and bust out laughing when thay sniffed around the gar;et!

Who could keep a straight face at the Bourbons' fear that the clown
with the clumsy feet and butterfly brain’might topple their throne? whb
could stifle hystserics at the spectable of J. Edgar Gangbustser, nemesis of
Dillinger, dispatching his Funny Bunch of Idiots to grill a naif who in
adolascence haan't realized AYD was an anagram of YCL? A pity Betty was
.so terror-stricken, fhat she lacked Praofessor Phillips' ability to
chuckle all the way to the gibbet. Personally I felt belittled that no
Fatheadsd Bastard Inquisitors came flashing badgses at me. Hell, if I
took it in mind to overthrow the govermment I'd be a true mehace. And
I might Jjust do it sometime, too. If 1 aver saw any point. |

In this ring, ladies and gentlemen, the University witch hunt. And

local
in this, the purge of the/bemocratic Party, whose esnthusiasm for a genuine
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New Deal occaéioned Postmaster General Farley's description of the nation
as "the 47 states and the Soviet of Washington." And here in the center
ring, the pride of our circus, the greatest show on the Northwest Earth,
the Boeing strike. .

A strike?- In 19487 UWhy any neéd? .Seattle was a solid union town.
Had been for ysars, thanks to the whiffs of grapeshot h;;;;:by Napoleon
Dave Beck, benevolently ruthless general of the Teamsters Union. Let
a comrade union strike, let the First Consul crook his pinky to signal
the Teamstefs would honor the picket lines, and the strike was won.

But that was the 1930s. In the 1940s the Emperor forsock old company

(’Tol(”L’ rm+

of sweaty werkers and began hobnobbing with felbow monarchs. On new cronies
he bestowed sweetheart contracts. (And let the rank-and-file beware of
crying "Sellout!" As Dad knew well from His days of paying dues, heavy
upon them would fall brass-knuckled hands of the Praetorian Guard of goons. .)

lnccnqr‘unof P ls ")c re(mvec' >
From bhem,, as Byzantium bribed the barbarians, twe—TeCEived golden tribute

ql f"h’?‘ ney
‘baubles, including elevation to that Olympus of Establishment
Poo-Bahs, the Board of Regents of the University.
Flanks secured by Bought-Boss Beck, coffers overflowing from war
5(6""}1!";]
profiteering, bitterness from a decads of New Deal contumely ~woiding,
the Downtown Gang set out to reconquer Seattls.

What Belisarius would lead thom? None other than the flying-machine
factory, which from a prewar local curiosity, a sort of hobby shop, had
through production of armadas of Flying Fortresses and A-bomb-dropping
Superforts swollen to immsnse size and enormous wealth, had becoms ths
gaudiest ornament of the m#mx one-time sawmill-fishing-seaport villags

ﬁkcvparm1nf Ahe -
and now was prepared to becoms wehief champion of oppressed capitalists.
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During thse war Bo#ing had sullenly endured the Aero Mechanics Union --

at the insistence of the meddling govsrnment which demanded that production~
casant” :

lines roll on despite FlagranﬁAviolations of divine right. Now the war

was over and the government in disarray. Now the villeins would learn who

was master.

In winter the union sought a pay raise. Baloney, said Boeing. 'Let
us discuss, said the union, let us bargain, let us -- in accordance with
our contract -- arbitrate. Crap, said Boeing. Left no alternative, in
April the workers hit the bricks. Bully, ﬁhortled Boeing, glseful that
the master plan was being ;o preéisely implemented.

| After letting the peons starve a while to teach humility, in early
June Boeing drobped the.Bomb. Out of the shadows came the Janizaries
a-charging -- led by whom else but Sultan Beck! Formihg a new sweetheart
local of the Teamsters he began xwm®x recruiting hunger-humbled striksers
and importing gypsy scabs to reaopsn the plant.

All spring Monie's excitement had been growing, her time increasingly
spent walking picket lines and attending rallies. 1t was the best
entertainment since the UWobblies were raising hell in the woods of Western
Washingtopn and being lynched b;jxmerican Legion)éepaﬁywoherdffih since
Seattle's General Strike of 1919 widesh was thought to be Lenin's first
beachhead in the United States. Even the last best hope of the old-time
union religion, Walter Routher, had a toam of UhSUtVH}S in towng if
Aero Mechanics li?t heart the Unifed Auto Worksers stood poised to send in

vtor ' ih

shock troops to skww—eeeeh Beck-Boeing thugs esme rsal big-leagus 4}Te“5*ylf

head-busting.
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There once was a union maid

Who never was afraid

O0f spies and finks and company ginks

And deputy sheriffs who made ths raid.

She always got her way

In the fight for higher pay,

She'd show her card

To the National Guard

And this is what she'd say:

"Oh you can't scare me,

~ I'm sticking to the Union,

I'm sticking to the Union..."

Dandy for Monie., Nice the 0ld Bolshevik was getting her kicks. So
far as 1 was concerned it was just another boring chapter in the ending
story. Full of sound and fury, signifying nething. Reds and whites)hell.
It was the Blues and the Greens, the Blues and the Greens.

What burned me up about the Boeing shenanigans was they robbed me

of a mountain partner.

Saturday, Juns 26. All dressed up and no place to go. That is,
nobody to go with. Betty sulking. Monie striking. Trail buddies of old
loﬁg since departed to other planets. Tﬁé Bagley bunch on an alpine level

' , avatlable
unattainably more exalted than mine. No Mountaineer last resort pessibie-
- because no Climbing Course trip was scheduled,

What to do? Wander lonely as a cloud? Not to Huckleberry -- aside
froh thé cheap thrills, too many collapsing snowbridges and melt-swollen
streams for a sane solo. Go tamely valley-pounding then? Some Fucking'

commencement that would be.

Newly frees -- and stuck in the garret with stone-faced wife.
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Halfway through the morning, day and weekend going, going, soon to
be gone forever, never to be regained, a desperate inspiration. Except for
Monie I knew beyond nodding acquaintance only one Mountaineer. Bill, a
still—suruivihg beginner, hadlbeen assigned to the V-8 for the ride to
the Nisqually practice{ Wwho the hell was Bill? No blabbermouth. During
' roughly
the drive to and from Paradise I'd learned little. He was &l@sk my age,

hadn't been in Army or collegé -- but hinted bitterly at some other

.institution he didn't care to talk about s~ror=—dwgowesk. ALl 1 knew for

sure was he had no car -and, as a newcomer to Seattle, no friends., He too

might be st:anded ampsiitsmty in town.

Hiking with a stranger. Like taking a mail-order bride. Which

As

w® wasn't necessarily a bad move if -owes demands were primitive. ixke
weré

mineAtoday. It wasn't hiking I needed him for. Hiking I could do alone.
¢

But I craved to play with a rope. That meant a body tied to the other end.

he says.
Dial the number, pop the question. Yes,ﬂ What've I got myself into?

T qave him

Iy

- Picking i up d50ews the.stranger a morse intenf?ébrutiny #xxk than there'd
v = A

been any call for on the Nisqually trip. Not much of a talker. No smiler.

‘at=a1¥, Rather a tough-looking monkey. What sort of institution had he

been in? For what? A criminal maybe. An athlete certainly, with the
medium-small wiry physique typical of the best rock-climbers. Huckleberry

probably would bore tho hell out of him. Well dammit, it was my car. If

superhiker sport was bensath his dignity‘he could stay homse. But when

I diffidently mentioned the peak he shrugged. Fine by him.

Long past noon we turned of f the highway east of Snogualmie Pass --

‘right smack into the middle of a logging show. Looking quizzically at

fresh-butchered forest, the stranger asked, "Where's your trail?"
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My trip, my car, my trail. He spread himself a lunch of sanduwiches and
cookies and canned apple juice., 1 attabked the chaos, cussing athlete-
stranger, damning the tree-killing, path-obliterating loggers. A suweating,
gasping hour I floundered in'jackstraw ofvlogs and tangle of slash»before.
finding tread. Af 2 o'clock, ominously late. for the planned day's hike of
10 miles, 1 returned to the V-8B and we hoisted packs.

first the logging jumble again. Next unmolested but equally disorderﬁi
virgin forest ;- brush to bull through, windfalls to crawl overfég squirm
under; obviously the Forest Service hadn't worked the trail since befors.

the war. Theanold Creek.

Bill looked at the roaring-foaming torrent. Was that a smile of

scorn or Frﬁwn of disgust? Silently the‘stranger sat on the bank and
resumed lunch. My trail, my creek.

And my peak. Lost. Just 50 feet to the far bank.v Just! Fifty feet
of thunder. Toss in a stick and it mm®% swirled dowunstream a mile a minute.
Throw in.a bigvrock and it went horridiy bounding-thudding; So would a
body. A drowned and battered body.

How will the athlete-stranger enliven Mountaineer campfires? "You
should've seen this Manning character! Asks me to go climbing like he
knows what he's doing and an hour from the car quits bscause he's afraid
~to get his footsiss wet." |

What was it Chairman Cam said in the night of tho ﬂdamn'storm? "Wo
don't cry until we're hurt.”

DOFF boots and socks, pants and skivvy shorts, stow them in Trapper

Gra e
Nelson. Shoulder pack. <@wiw ice ax. Poke shaft in white fury, jab spiks
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Wi th
in unseen creek bed. Now dabble the left foot. Holy icewater! Rash:

tender bare toes g;;gtcruel hard unseen boulders. Fface upstream and Ib“"‘“ff
bziagwim‘the right foot. Lift-spike-and- jam-down-again-QUICK a few inches
leftward, forward. Move left foot sideways. The right. And again
lift-and-jam the shaft. vNo feeling in feet. And now none in calves, and
now none in thighé, the flood bdiling higher as 1 advance to the center.
Turﬁoil engulfs bare ass, bludgeoning noise stuns brain, hypnotizing sw#f¥

oF wn“}‘cr , :
close—to-eyes-rusqﬁunsettles balance. Falte; and I'm gone, bounding-thudding.
Water toc foam-thin for swimming, plenty wet for drowning. As far now to

ahcaJ '
go back to safety as ferweed to safety. Keep legs wide apart, dead feet

a m.uj .
firmly 4@ boulders, lean into relentless thrust, lean on the saving ax.

Lags numb, private parts burning, head spinning. Bordbtirink-derretrean
wthoughtSomwDarUSIIMR:  Flood is receding! I see my kneses! My ankles!
. superhiksr!

I'm over and out! Bless the ax, the third leg that transforms hiker into/

Dancing and howling in the mgermyxxERXERE rebifth of dee nerves,

I didn't notice Bill's crossing. He only commented, pulling on pants and
boots, "You could get yourself castrated that way." |

. Again the trail -- briefly. chattered énowpatches merged in solid
snowcerr. Blazes led through forest gloom -- high morning overcast had
thickened, lowered onto peaks, was‘sinking dumn.inim valley.

In premature 6 o'clock.tuilight, no more blazes. Or rather too many
blazes. Blazes on every damn tres. -Pemderingrtturmattery I realized that
for the last hurrying hour I'd been guided by scars on trunks made not by
pathfinder's hatchet but by falling trees and tumbling rocks -- "lost man's

blazes." God knew where we were. I didn't.
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My trip, my route. Stranger said nothing, sat in snow eating an
orange and smoking a cigarette. I studied the Snogualmie Quad. The sketchy
old sheet, surveyed in 1903, showed Gold Creek =~ which matched with the
roar below in woods to the right. It showed Jos Lake =-- which had to be
. presumed
somewhere up the steep hill to the left, a.thousand feet above our HURTEEER
elevation of about 3500 feet. It showgd Joe Creek flowing from the lake
down to Gold4Creek. There was the rub. It showed gﬂg_tributary to Gbld
Creek in our guessed vicinity. we'd waded a dozen already and heard more
ahead. Which was not a springtime snowmelt stream, was the ysar-arocund Joe?
That certainly was a smirk on the stranger's face. The jailbird was,

v ruffians.
rehearsing the fauwy story he'd tell other Mountaineer athdete-thugs.

Desperately I nominated a torrent to be Joe and furiously kicked steps
~gtwepty upward along its course. Mokking Bill followed. As we detoured
around waterfalls and cliffs in the dusk I reflected that if this weren't Jos
we'd pretty soon be tying outselves to trees for a non-sleeping 6 hours of
night -- 360 minutes)ﬁ?‘2l,600 seconds. The stranger wouldn't share my
miserye. Hé'd keep warm on thoughts of future merriment.

But he was not to have his laugh for I had mine. kAt 8 o'clock stesp
snow rounded owee to flat snow and we entered the cirque basin of 4500-foat
Joe Lakse.

My lake. My victory. Not the athlete but I had found the logger-
demolished trail, proqu possible the frightful ford, solved tho puzzle of
blazes, identified Joe Creek from countless candidates -- 1 had defeated
10 miles of wildernsss and beatan onrushing night -- and all in the 10 hours

since 1 dialed the stranger's number. To give him his due, he bore the

disappointment graciously, indeed seemed quite cheerful.
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Clouds hid 6300-foot Huckleberry, our tomorrow scramble -- assuming
the clouds didn't churn up a storm. If so the trip already was a superhiker
triumph, tﬁe camp itself sufficient prize. A hole in the outlet of the
frozen lake supplied water, obtained by tying a cord to the wire handle
of a Ten Can and casting it in the blue-cold pool. A clymp of hemlocks and
firs provided a flat patch of snowfree ground for sleeping under my lifefaft

sail. A snag gave =y bark for a blaze that dried clothes and warmed bones

‘and boiled a Ten Can of noodles and chipped beef and erupted a glory of

light in ghﬁst—gray night.

On soft bough bed 1 w@&¥K¥Y slipped off in happy slesp., Almost I
could've been at Parsons again. This was how things were supposed to be.
If Bill was a stranger he was a proper partner. It is, after all, sort of

sissy to go out with girls.

At 8 o'clock serene deep sleep was broken by brightness, warmth.

Waka! The Sun! (Quickly from bags and tarp and trees, out in the plain of
. ) 1 ]

blinding snow to see -- to see (oh God!) the Sultan's Turret.

A peak named for a Fruit ought to be soft. If this swxnlkiﬂscfeeching
splinter was a scramble I was George Leigh Nallbry. Damn Monis!

Bill was slobbering down grusl, gobbling figbars, gulping cocoa.

I didn't recall ever sesing him in action amid the springtime mobs. But

lust

the obscene emtkustess for oatmeal -- here, now —- proved him a nerveless

athlete. The snemy. The enemy I thoUght 1'd escaped. The enemy who & WW’Cl
AY\J ’

spread the news of my humiliation throughout the clubvw/ﬁvgntually word
even |
would get to Bagley, so not by leaving the club -could I avoid #m pityingm cycJ,
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How would he ruoact to tha announcement I was quitting? Perhaps from

ruspuct for incipient comradeship, now unded, he'd be ambarrassed. More

be 0”""’7"‘" ‘“/ . . he'd
likely wrthgogh, he'd ged Jebfy-absut ny wasting his tima. Naybeqqugn bust a qv-
hﬁb.huuﬂﬂtm.k

The words were in ﬁy throat but 1 could no more get them out than
get oatmeal in. He routinely packed rucksack, and I mine. Coiled rope
slung over shoulder, he began walking. I too.

We crossed the white lake and stepkicked, switchbacked a thoudand feet
and more up a snow gully to the crest of the ridge. In a patch of melted-out
heather at the base of the first violent ¥k leap of rock we rested.

From rucksack he puiled a bunch of grapes and offered me a handful; only

their juice lubricated passags through salivaless mouth into constricted

gullet. Busy-jawed stranger swung eyes in a circle, over shining snows and

. lowing
warm-brown rocks of peaks, e %reen forests of valleys. The cliff above --
X A I'J h"{'
why didn't he look at the cliff? Of course, I wasmlé either. But ws had

to talk about it. I had to tell him., @R I tried to speak now grapes would

erupt from stomach and shoot out mouth like half-masticated bullets.
He>Flipped away @ cigarstte, donned keammizhxyxzgke tenniskZ shoes, akd
uncoiled &he rope. Decisive action. Time was running out. He tossed me a
rope-end and mechanically I started tying in with a bowline-an-a-bight.
"Say," he interrupted, "You ever seen the bouwline-on-a-coil? My
Nisqually instructor showed it to-us. He was in the Mountain Troops and said
it was all they used there."
He demonstrated the nesw knot. I was impressed -- and tranquilized.

What the hell was 1 worrying about? I'd follow the athlete,exactly
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as 1'd follow:d Monie on Tooth and Cruiser. He'd never quess the truth.

The Hero of @ Huckleberry walked up heather to the cliff, saaky
coolly inspected the terrain, and said, "I can belay you from here."

WHAT?

Busy settling into his stance he didn't notice my daze. How come?
The rope had two ends. How come I was stuck with the leader end? Couldn't
we at least discuss? Why not?

The twitch at the corner of his mouth told why. He knew. My refusal
of the oatmeal, élﬂgg;gn;j;ww&th the grapses, gave me away. The.rapist or
murderer or whatever was not to be deprived of his sadistic sport.

“"Belay on," he declared and I lept upuard‘as if goosed, the 60~foot
cliff as blurred as the wall of Cruiser. And not here, as thers, a taut
rope from above holding me securely to life, nor a witch-friend who was
cruel but kind. Social pressure by a bunch of crummy athletes was pushing
Monie-betrayed superhiker to a climber's grave.

No climbing with the eyes, no three-point suspension, no hold-testing,
no balance, no fhythm. No memory of how I got uﬁ. Bill followed slowly
and smoothly, with ill-concealed irony. pretending ﬁo envy my hectic rush.

We clambered along sideszgg over tops 6? a series of ridge-top
gendarmes. Easy enough. Nerves steadied. we-pagszdxthz crossed the top

simple

of a staircase-gully leading back down to the heather. The

60-foot blur would not have to be descended. My line of retreat was open.

Hairbreadth Harvey saved again!

Beca use ‘
/Mho says retreat? Close ahead was the final hands-in-pockets heap
A .

of frost-wedged boulders. I bite my thumb at you, athletel You'll not
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tattletale to Mountaineers and Bagleyites the truth about Manning's
yellow streak! Where's your evidence -- a distaste for ocatmeal, a lan of
enthusiasm For grapes? Blithely I walked onto Huckleborry's 'summit.

‘ knife -edge .

Only it wasn't. Reeling I stared down to a marrsow notch and down
down gggﬂ the drainpipe-plUmmefing chimneys on ®x either side, and up up
up a hundred and more veftical feet to vintage of p;ison wine, tha true and
horrid Huckleberry.

‘ shelf

Sardonic stranger pointed dwme to a blesksofixrock in the notch.
"] can belay you from there."

The nights at €amp Marion. The days in the Graywolf. The hours on
Cruiser. The minutes on the Haystack. 1I'd qonfronted and escapéd Them,
was done with Them., Mountaineer accomplices had sought to lure me into
Their ambushes but 1'd dodged free. Three hours ago in the sack I was safe.

was .
And now am caught.

The Wicked witch,Athese 2 years patiently plotting -- was she,'on her
picket line, cackling? The Rough Beast of the Tall Parka -- was he dry-washing
hands with evil glee?

Agent of 01d Ones-Mountaineers recruited from ppison, perpetrator of
such crimeslthat my blood would péss unnoticed on his hands, mercilessly
announced, "Belay on."

The cream oF»the jest was that oflmy oun free (hah!) will I must go
to my doom. By all my paét I was commanded to attack the'redoubt of the
0ld Ones. |

Attack alone. For what's a‘belayer? If above, as on Tooth and

Cruiser, guardian of life and limb, If below as on Guye or Lundin, a fall
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impossible, a mere observer. If below as here, bearer of bad tidings
to widow and parents, guida te.lead rescue party to the carrion. Peril
is not shared by Number Two. Alone is Numbser Una.
Ive konere
As dedenae From- xksdkemnx star-scared childhood it must happen one
day, walk automaton-stiFF to meet the Thing of the Nightmare, no longer

4'} ! c'n“q
chasing, now,waiting. Up from notch over blocks of rock onto broad ledgs.

A
Up ledge to wide smobth slab. In pitiable non-athlete.crouch creep up
siab. Head bumps something. Look up. The cliff.
.Recall the F’unny story Monie told about the two Mountaineers who made
‘the first ascent. On the summit, before attempting to descend this cliff,
they wrote their wills on shirtcuffs. How she cackied at the poor duffers
of olden times! In the 30 years sincs, Huékleberry has been progressively
downgraded from "impossible" to "for experts only" to "an easy day for a
lady." |
But I'm no lady. Above hangs a flowsr-pot ladderway, goat hair
cfu')ql'nq i
-&kimbigg to plants -- a garden path for mountain goats. But I'm no goat.
Convulsively fling upuard into flowers - and xRk rope tightens
around waist. Totter backward toward emptiness.
"SLACK!"
Answers assassin from notch, "Sorry!" VYss, he's sorry -- sorry I'm
so slow aéﬁt; killing mysslf, so sorry he's trying to help me along.
| wiggle along goat path, palsied hands clutcﬁing flowers. Lean on
Earth, beautiful Earth. Do not, as suggested by the decievers, lean out

awful
on degadfal Sky.
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A sudden plateau. Pull body ever edge. Lise face douwn sniffing
heather bells -- red bells, white.bells, yellow bslls. Ah to creep into
these bells as are the merry bees, drink nectar of life, and buzz off in
joy!

Impatient query from below. Belay up stranger-athlete-dirty-rottan-
villain. He cbmmences lunch. An interminable hour under heavy-glaring sun
he pops grapes in mouth, crunches Rye Tack, chews cheese and chocolate,
exclaiming at heat—shimmering horizons and the huge deliciocus ice cream
cone of Rainier. I'm about to faint. From sunstroké? Or 0l1d Ones a3
arrdig, waiting? th Their hired gun do They mensce. He, Number Two, wiil
survive with a smile. It's Number One wiswds who's going to get it. On
the descent. Now.

Bill leaps up, eager for the denocuement. Hah! He's forgotten the
coward's trump! I'll outsmart him with a rappsel. Search for solid anchor
of rock or shrub. Naught but fragile flowers. I must climb down. And

sveceeded Cl'»'zléq_‘w, o dewn
that 1 elimbed- up msans nothing for gy I must lea@lwith b;ind—clumsy feet,
momentum of body reinforced by ever-pulling gravity. First, yrite will on
cuff? My shirt is wool. Anyway nothing to leave widow but a couple hundred
books and the V-8.

Athlete scampers down to notch. "Belay on!"

Sit on edge of flower plateau. Gorgeous blossoms. One last time
sniff perques of Earth. Look up to Heaven -- no, I knew no rope wéuld be
dropped by angels. Look down to Hellfire void. This is the way the world
-ends. Vvhﬁnrer, ‘

Lower legs over brink. Gingerly set feet in a flower pot. Vicious

yeres “wihieh avt whererer,

rope taut! Spread wings to fly! Our Father, here I come, ready ar

not!
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"SLACK!" < Wail it, sob it. "SLACK SLACK SLACK!"

"Sorry!" calls mymmeExEEixx hypocrite vulture.

Jut that was his last shot at mo., Miraculously, once ovur tho brink
to the first flower pot | saw the goat path spreading highway-wide. In
secoﬁé I was at the notch. In minutes we wers sprawled in the heather
swilling a jug of grapejuice left cooling in a snowbank. Only remaining
now was to pull on boots, flash down the snow gully in standing glissade,
riding boots like short skis, and break camp, haoist packs, and ramble
loose-legged 10 miles down the valley, 9xulting in icy ford and smashing
through loggers!' jackstfau, and drive the V-8 to North Bend for hamburgers
and milkshakes, and home to the garret. The same garfet 1 left just 26 hours
ago. But I was not the same. Nor ever would be again.

Relaxing in the heather, drinking grapsejuice, 1 was baffled by the
athlete-assassin. Tight—mouthed_before,‘now he ués giggling-gibbering.
Rock-steady before, now he had trouble lightin%:cigaratte with shaking
handg,

Rewmtatios, Review the weekend. why did he wait atAthe V-8B while
I found the trail? Bebause he'd no idea whera to look. Why did he hang
back at the ford? Becausé he didn't know how to cops with the flood.

Why did he leave it up to me to follow blazes and décide which creek was
Joe? Because he'd been lost all day. And why.did he compel me to lead?
Because he didn't dare. Shit, he didn't eﬁen know how to belay peopeody,
He was no athlete. He uwas practicélly a Betty. I could forgivelaéé for

damn near killing me. Hell, I might even learn to like him.
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"Curses!" 1 hear kxexiimx@mmx Them muttering. "Foiled again!"

on Fhe descent

Where did They go? Vanished whennl set foot on the goat highuway.
Darned if 1 didn't sextwaf miss Them.,

No, that's too much. UWhat I missed was not Their anfaolding me but
the eqstasy'of squirming loose. What 1 missed was not the terror but
the release. Yet there couldn't have been the ejaculation without the
foreplay.

They were gone from this peak, never again would we embrace here;
only-éigiggiﬁxtims can one be a Huckleberry hero. UWherec were the 0ld Ones
now? Across the valley, on Chimney Rock. Far south, on Rainier. All

around the Cascades and Olympics on a thousand peaks.

What madness stirs? What dread lust?



July 1948

Chaptor 20

TWO MILES TALL

March, April, May, and Juha. Total weekends, 17. Tuwo unavoidably
lost visiting parents, hers and mine. The other 15 spent sﬁowshoeing, skiing,
technique-practicing, climbing. Heft the bag: Big Si, Little Si, Lundin,
Guye; Snoqualmie, Sluiskin, Huckleberry. Plus a glacier on Rainier and a
tempest on Adams.

Sufge into July on the momentum of seven consscutive Manday mornings of
coming to Bagley with face blistered by sun or bleached by rain, legs
languid-loose from pounding trail (a little) and plowing snow (a lot), blood
dehydrated by the Sunday sweating that builds a thirst that takes until
Tuesday to éi;cs with delicious water and ambrosial beer, brain a
kaleidoscope of glories, lips and ears a-flapping in the exchange of exploits.

This is the rhythﬁ of the week: the Monday rapture-revery, the Tuesday

enthrallment bloried
cud-chewing contentment, the Wednesday pedrfspooment byAsnapshots picked up
from the drugstore, the Thursday'anticipation of the next adventura, the

Friday checking of gear and buying of food, the Saturday departure for the

hills to do it all over again. This is the life --= the climber's life.
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. Svmm&’p+d
Yeah, climbar. In my farewell to the fanslzediff of Huckleberry I

realized 1 could run up and down that goat highway no hands, no sweat, all
day. UOn the dascént 1'd exulted in £he void below, the ropelessnass_abéva.
1 could ha Lo Tonosomn horo=1oador of Hockloborey 1 oauvoly could follow
bigtime heroes on Experience Climbs. Not every peak on the list. But except
for the likes of Rainier, why not héve a fling, play out the string? Our
club dues were paid through the end of the year. A shame to uaste.the money.
1949 was soon enough to settle down as superhiker.

Coming»up; on the first 3-day weekend of the summer, the Experience
Climb of Eldorado. Never heard of it. Well, 2 years ago I'd never heard of
Tooth or Cruiser or Huckleberry. A promising name. A large peak, said Monie,
and rarely climbed, yet within the plodding ability of even a Betty;
Evefybody was going -- all the 0ld Faithfuls, all the Intermediate students
who'd been our instructors and would be our fopeleaders, all the surviving
Elementary students. I didn't mind. I sort of looked forward to mingling
with the mob again. One can develop a taste for wimdifdnme zoos and insane
asyiuhs. And there were bound to be openings for a bit of discreet bragging

about Huckleberry.

Friday afternoon, July 2. Stomping up to the stockroom window came
Kermit the Hermit.  Accompanied by an amazingly almost-genial Crabby Dicke.
Never before had I seen him émile. Nor had I sver shiled at him; as an
undergraduate he'd played center on the University basketball team, no crime

in itself but my policy was to distrust persons a foot taller than me.



"Hey!" shouted Kermit, standing barely a yard away but wanting to
make sure he was héard. "What you bagging this weekend?"
Eldorado.

"Oh BAH! Good berg, terrible schwarm! You better come with us --

we're going after Glgtschergipfel! On der skis! For der schuss!"
Amended Dick, "Skis bah! That's horseshit this time of year. He's

buéting his back hauling boards, the rest of us ars waiking."
Translation, translation. Even if I knew German the Kermit jargdn

would baffle. "Gletschergipfel." Glacier Peak!

"We're doing a new routel A possible first ascent, an erstaussﬁeigl
Everybody goes up the north or south side but we think we've spotted a way
up the west sidel"

Added Dick, "The last time thaue we sure as hell found all the ways
not to go up the west side."

"You don't want to hold hands with der bobel of mouldy Mountaineer
scheisskopfs!" cried Kermit. "You want to come with us!" |

Bagleyite bullies bellowing and towering -- what choice did I have?
Eldorado was obviodsly preposterous.

Hearing my change in plans, Betty pouted the least bit and then allowed
as how she could tolerate my absence from her side a third weekend in é row,
that it wouldn't bother her to try Eldorado on her own. While being
rescued from Lundin she'd met a lot of nice people -- nicer than some

people she'd gone hiking with.

A Major. 10,430 feet above saltwater, unsurpassed in Washington

except by Rainier, Adams, and Bakér; Too deep in the range to be commonly
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viewed from lowlands. Never heard of by the average Puget Sounder, entirely
overlooked by school geography books and Chambers of Commerce. A secret
volcano known solely to initiates.

Not until 1942, atop Surprise, did 1 discover its existence. Just once
had [ approachoed closo, on Sulphur in 1946, and thon could worely guess

enorhﬂ+q, < ' '
the cloud-buried wueessses Subsequently I'd often seen the white cone
shining on the far-north horizon, most recently Froﬁ Huckleberry, and among
gestating plans was a someday exploratibn there.

The meadow slopes and moraines I'd been planhing to explore. Not the
high ice. The volcano bulk was intimidating. Pile all my peaks together and
they'd be a pimple beside the massive mound.

And the summit. 10,430 feet! More than 3000 feet higher than I'd
ever climbed. A giant step. Could I so soon forget ﬂhe danger-thrill -Gl
on Adams?

Yet Adams demanded an upward vault of 5000 feet, Glacier only 3000,
In suspect high air I'd be a quick run or stagger down to the proven security
of 7000 feet. After all, Eldorado was 8875 feet énd I1'd resolved to .test
myself that far. Glacier,was'just a'stretch farther. The Clock B
would éive warning. At first alarm I could sprain an ankle,~ﬁg;é a twinge
of appendicitis, retreat without public dishaonor.

Remember the Adams fear, yes. But remember too the Joe Lake fear.
S5ee how that day ended.

And what if -- just if -- i could breathe at lb,DOU feet? 'Bagging a

volcano! Who could've dreamed, last February? Not me. Newly Huckleberry

strong I could, I did.

The dented rusty prewar sedan labored to the curb and stalled.

Trapper Nelsons were lashed to front fenders. The open trunk lid
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(secured by ropes) revealed more packs. I looked in the window to ses MQre
gear and not Kermit and Dick only but threse mbre Bagleyites.,

I reminded Kermit the V-8 was handy.

"0h bah! Two cars would be a waste of gas! Plenty of room!"

' - . tucking

Crushing into o corner of the back seat Lo makuo room for me, peskdemex

knees of too-long legs under wex chin to make room for my pack, Crabby Dick
+hovy Mo

eb»éeue&y:ﬁs#t otherwise, Quite hospitably, thoggh, he grumped, "If you
don't come with us we'll just héve to cruise around looking for a
hitchhiker willing to pay a penny a mile."

Séid‘another Bagleyite, "He tried to get his mother to Come along but
she refused to pay the full Mountaineer rate." |

Said another, "It won't be so bad after he fillets us and pours in
the olive oil."

‘ The honor of peing invited to share the hera's adventure diminished.

Aiso the pleasure,

Past Everett onkHighway 99, as I was about to ask for an emergency

. v Llttened

stop at a hosqﬁﬂél to have gangrenocus legs amputated, a tire sellapsed under
the overioad. Putting on a spare (requiring emptying of trunk to get at it)
permitted walking up and down the shoulder to restore cirCulatioh.

Sardine-packed again, it struck me we wers staying too long in Puget
Sound lowlands, were driving far north of the latitude of Glacier Peak.
I now learned ue,uefe not heading directly for thé moﬁntains. Kermit was

applying for a faculty position at the teachers' college in Bellingham.

On Saturday?



"He could've got an appointment during the week," grousaed Dick, "But
that would've meant going upvand back empty."

"YUQ havae to understand," explained another, "Kermy's in training for
the Ulympics. -Mim He's clinched m a spot on the all-America cheapskate
team but wants to beat out Jack Benny asaﬁhn*#uubnxkﬁnnxu&aiu&x for the gold
madal . "

"0Oh baht" yelled happy Kermit. "You guys seem to think I love you

Yev're
for your money! ‘Thatles wrong! It's your stimulating company, your

sparkling conversation!.Your friendship is the most important thing in the
world to me! I'm not even charging you for the extra mileage!"
"A Freebride7" hollered D%ck. "We're gefting a free ride to
Bellingham? You mean to say thaﬁ right this minute I'm sitting in your
car and it's noﬁ costing me money? I should be délirious with joy. Tell
me, why am I not happy?"
SHablyng

"Because," said our back-seat companion, grimacing at @ rib-thoseting-

horns of my Trapper Nelson, "You've got an ice ax up your ass."

~In Bellingham Kermit stopped at a gas station -- avoiding the pumps.
\ ’ * . f sl
' “;'.\ ,{»r,lm,) -‘.., weeh +h( Pppr Ly(lx’d’tllﬁ»_‘rv;‘}am(i/ D\(’(. [ﬂrl"[v_,J Kt‘\-rvu]"‘ e
“CarafiyaKermpldiwsarns i Get too close and tie-poesebustest-
DR
A

ikt see that other peoples! cars are fed something besides stove oil and
ddp%y paint-remover.”

Jovial Kermit ducked into the restroom and emerged ih‘suit and tie,
ready for his meet}ng with the college president. Waiting for him on the
‘desertsdvcampus Qe regained use of limbs. Pain alleviated, hunger pangs

! were
rado-wemasluzes felt, When professor-to-be returned and we retraced our

way southward through the lowlands on 99, requests were made for a

restaurant halt,
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"It's late! Got to got to the trail!" decluared suddenly-stern
Kermit, for emphasis thumping foot mmefdsessioms to floorboard the accelerator,
as if that could increases tho spead of the wheanzing old heast above 40.
~ Said Dick, "Kermis hasn't seen the inside of a riostaurant since tho
prico of hamburgers rocketued to 15g."
Cried
Sa%d another, "Gawdammit, Kermie, I'11 buy you a hamburger!"
Said Dick, "You're missing the point. It isn't just his own money
he hates to spend. He hurts imk in. the wallet when he sees any money spent."
c,ea'llh o{' a +l)€-
Death by starvation was prevented by am£i§$=~/Dlgglng from trunk of .
spare -- the second spare ~- allowed digging from packs of trail food. UWe

survived, but not gladly. Cheese and crackers are weary, stale, Flat, and

unprofltable consumed by a. hamburger-stand- llned highway (except, of course,

.at 1he #Jcm‘a Wl'Hw

’
4

where the tire collapsed) wheee breezes uaft %addenlng aromas of pickles,
onions, and hot grease,

After we turned east off 99 opportunities frequently arose to recover
Frdm sardine paralysis.,. Enterihg the mountain Frontlon s&& rough, much-cracked
concrete of the parrow, twisty Stillaguamish valley highway, tires began
popping like a string of firecracksers. With the third and ﬁ;;:i spare
deployed, Kermit whiled away the afternaoon fiddling with tire irons and cold
patchés and pump.

Muttered Dick, "wWhen other peopls make a passengér car into a truck
they buy tires with tread. But Kermie knows a wrecking yard where ;ou can
buy baldies for two bits apiece, five for a buck."

By fits and starts we stuttered up the North Fork Stillaguamish River,

passing through cow pastures and second-growth forests to Darrington.,
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From that mouldering, half-abandoned logging town Qe Jounced along
chuckholes and mudholes of the grandiloquently-called Mountain Loop
"Highway" beside the Sauk River, then turned off on a rougher set of

ruts up the Whitochuck River. From scatterad white Lillows floating in
the Puget Sound sky we'd journeyed under massy gray clouds slicihg the
summits from psaks, obliterating the sun; no stimulating visuws éased
monotony and anguish, no weem brighfffféﬂﬁﬂEéInindaamé&daaaﬁadudaeponéhg-
darkness of spirit. When we seemed doomed to eternity in the miser's
clunker, at 4 o'clock the road ended. For a 3-hour trip we'd been
underway 8 hours. 4 o'clock. A hell of an hour to begin a 9%-mile hiks.

Hiking and climbing with Kermit since Boy Scout days sufficiently

explained Dick's crabbiness. But he had other cause as wall. Since leaving

farmlands west of Darrington we'd been driving through fir-hardwood forests

of steadily diminishing age and height, scrubby second-growth dating from
railroad Xmegwix logging of 10 and 20 and 30 years agé. In the recently-
vandalized Whitechuck valley thq fireweed and alder and vine maple thinly
masked piles of charred logs. (This is clearcut logging: whack down
everything that grows, aW@k haul to mill the trees you want, burn the shit
out of ths fest.) The final half-mile of road traversed death-brown
desolation of a fresh clearcﬁt. Buildozers stood poised'aF the trailhead
‘ tving -

to continue the advance, after the holiday weekend, into ax virgin timber,

"THE GAW DAMN BASTARDS!" exploded Dick. '"This is all new since

last summer! Jgsus Christ! UWhen I first came here with the Scouts in 1940

we started hiking right where the Whitechuck joins the Sauk. UWe'd been on

the trail 9 miles, a good long day, before we got this far. Big trees the
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whole way, almost like the rain forests in the Olympics. Dammit, 9 miles
of valley put through the grinder in 8 years! At thisbraté we'll mx be
driving to the edge of the glaciers in 6 or 7 years."

Itiddon taka, Silvor Crook, Gold Cfnnk. Now tho Whilochuck, hall lost
before I cvon knew it. In my dream vision the unknqmn North Cascates lay
far beyond tﬁe logging frontier, free from pain,va ménastery retreat secure
for my lifstime. But if the barbarians were gutting the Whitechuck, where,
outsidé Ulympic National Park, could one run? Having helped last winter
to protect Olympic Park, what Qés‘Conservationist Dick doiﬁg about this
outragae?

"8rying a lot, mostly. If you don't like what's happening in a
National Park you can gripe to somsbody and they'll listen and once in a
while euam do something about it. Write letters bitching to a National
Forest and they don't even answer. If you're not a logger they won't talk
to you. I remember thinking as a kid the Forest Serviée was practically the
same as the Park Service, they were both in the business of protecting the
country. UWell, it was pretty much true . then but now all the Forest Service

chop
knows how to do is BRagE chop chop!"

Thriiling, the Friday prospect of adventuring with heroic Kermit in
mysteries of the primeuél North Céscadeé. Depressing, the Saturday reality.
Faust was a grubby penny-pincher. The monastery-wilderness wés the shithouss
of dirty roﬁten loggers. On top of thét, the weather was looking lousy.

No religious awe did I feel in cathedral miles of huge and ancient

Bresaras DDQQlas fir and hemlock and cedar, chorale hours of gresn-and-white
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egaedny. river. In mind's eyc I saw clearcuts, heard turgid rumble of
muddy, slash-choked seuer.

At B o'clock, arriving at Kennedy Hot Springs, another jolt. Poople!
Hike 9% milnu and not escape people? 1'd supposed the one other car at the
trailhead belohged to some fisherman working near-road stretches of the
river, naver imagined we'd have fo éhare the upper valley. Except in
Rainier Park and at alpine lakes that attract the trashy crowd of +rmﬁ‘-J+hmqﬂ‘

hard’q ever
. e met another party on a trail. UWell, the

Siormrwens 1'd
trespassers weren't fotal strangers. Ffour more Bagleyites. Neverthelsss
.our elite band of Gletschergipfelsteigers now numbered 10, Elite! A

panzer division. &R Fuhrer Kermit had a nerve scorning the Mountaineer

schwarme.

Sunday, 5 a.m. Gray dawn. Why no bustle in the forest? Pulling oh
of boots, packing of rucksacks? Where:is hero leader? A misﬁ began to fall
andvstillbin bag I stood up and hopped from the mossy nook where I'd sought
a measure of solitude into one of the two leanto shelters. My thump-thumpf
thump entr%@e woke Crabby Dick.

"Isn't it time to leave?" I brusquely asked.

"Leave!" he snarled. "It's pouring down raint"

He sank back in crabby sleep. Nobédy else stirred. By'nou the

Mountaineers were high on Eldorado. Not to be cowed by a drizzle were they.
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ALventually slugabeds crawled from bags to cook breakfast -- and cook and
cook and cook. vmhan breakfast was finished they commenced a leisurely
lunch that obviously uuuld.cuntinuu Lo suppasrtima.. ALl those months 1'd
dona homago to dauntlass Bagley bergsteigers. Shit; ~They were sackhounds.
Gut-stuffors. Sunshine soldiers. HActually, #mw except for Kermit nona of
these guys were among the Bagleyites I1'd thought of as potential -- or at

’ Bagley
least desirable -~ mountain companions. 8#gky might not be a lost causse.
mangey mungy :
This margyxzxbuxwazx gang of mooks was.

1 should've gone to Eldorado. Betty was there. [y Huckleberry partner.
Scurvy brush-apes., Raw-boned female phys-ed teachers. Hyperthyroid Boy
Scouts. Necrophiliac instructors. Rébble—rousing'demigods. Tall Parka
wadpe wielding safmeoceaiuzXsrinnkex catfo'-nine—tails. The complets menagerie.
Lots of laughs there today. And it would be just my luck for the jokers to
bag tHe peak.

I walked the footlog cver the river to the hot springs, where a
half-dozen stupid-blissful engineers were immersed in the steaming well of
diarrheic water several yards from the cold-clean gk stream. 0On the mucky
cliff above them a Couple dozen nonchalant mountain goats who should've been
ashamed of themselves for not being up in the crags were slurping the
yellow-red ocoze. In Glacier Peak>cquntry even the goats were crapouts.

Debacle. At 3500 feet in dreary jray-lit valley-bottom forest.
Mountaineers gird loins to striﬁe, to seek, to find, and not to yield.

Bagleyites make peanut butter sandwiches.

Some work of noble note may yet be done,
Not unbecoming men that strove with gods.
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I shouldered rucksack and grasped ax and struck off toward the traii
to Lake Byrne, shown by the map to ba in a 5700-foot cirque directly.above
us. The lake would be snowed in and fogged in but the hike would sweat out
bilu, was buttor Lhan standing around in dreipping foroust watching onginoors
and goats feed their facas.

As I.sullonly passad Kermit's campfire he extracted sandwich from
mouth and asked where I was headed. I told him.

"Bah! You should go with HE!"

Where? .Mhat for?

Up oh *“‘l.f (”g‘pG} '. ' y-o\f"f
)&e're not positive there's a way—up-tha-gdpfes from here! We thought
ochd

we spotted a-rorbe last summer but couldn't be certaint"

Who cares?

"If there is a route and if the schmuck clears a little we'll w&
shteigen der berg tomorrow!"

Was I wrong about Kermit? Or rather, right in the first place?

Who cares if Faust is a tightwad? It hadn't occhred to me it was possible
to climb on the third day, which would be quite full just hiking out 9% miles
and driving (and tire-repaifing) home. A bold notion for sure. The hell
with Lake Byrne.

At 2 o'eclock, drizzle having ceaséd, Kermit sheppededubiofebetoi.and,
dashed from camp. 1 followed, and several otﬁers, switchbacking‘briefly up
the Whitechuck trail, then leaving tread and crashing into brush. Shortly
we crossed the Cascade Crest Trail, which a little way upvalley and southward
diverges from-the Uhiteéhuck trail to proceed northward in high country, and

continued uphill in trackless forest., Trackless but not untrodden --
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long-hcaled blazes said somebody once had been heres. Bud # for hopes of
der erstaussteiqg. Good for hopes of a summit route.

The slope steependd sharpiy but Kermit's pace didn't slow. Pausing
to gasp T saw T was his solu romaining followar, AL about 60U foot we
thrashed through a thicket of alpine scrub onto an open snowfield. Below,
cloudsea was breaking.é;Q;—béL¢oue, giving glimpses between of glcomy-dark
valley forest and foaming ribbon of riVer. Above, whiteness-gréyness-«ﬁ
gity revealed no hint of a mountain. We plugged steps in snow along sidehill
shelves, then climted to bare-rock ridgetop.

As we & walked the crest the gaseous whiteness ahead seemed to coagulate
in a solid Presence. If real, not the chimera oF.Foggy eyes, it was a monster.
Suddenly, dark slashes seen in whiteness. Crevasses! A glacier -- (lacier!

At 7000 feet we stopped. The ridge merged in unmistakable mountain.

Off left an icefall tumbled down from whiteness of cloud. But to our right
smooﬁh whiteness of snow extended across the west side of the peak and -- és
Jjabbering Kermit in excited German gibberish explained and with croaking
yodels celebrated -- led easily to the south slopes he'd climbed last year.

That evsning, wéshing dishes in Kennedy Creek, I noted the dull-white
cataract eerily glow as if with inner fire, had the nape-prickling feeling
of being Watched, raised eyes from pots, and up the lane of the creek, far

above green-black trees, saw a shimmer of sunset-pink snouw.
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Gletschergipfel!

My God it was beautiful. 3 Dear God it was high.

No deep sleep, a fitful doze, awaking often to see if stars ramained
bright in tree tops, to flick on flashlight to check watch. Precisely at
the agieed rising hou? of 2:30 I lept from bag. Shock of star-frigid nighﬁ
air. Chill of ecstasy-terror -~ Der Tag had begun, the day I'd find out.
Let loose a shivering howl of agony-joy. Burst into testh~chattering song:
"Oh what a beautiful morning! O0Oh what a wonderful day!"

"What you trying to db?" bellowed Crabby Dick from sack. "Wake up
the birds? You have to be a nut to go 7000 feet up and down in a day and
hike out 9% miles and drive home! Shut up and let us slgep!"

Kermit's he;o legs wouldn't function until he'd built a fire and boiled
a bucket of Zoom to cfam in hero qut., I forced a cupful down. Not until
3:20 did we set forth on the trail by flashlight. Four Bagleyites followed.

Night paled i:: we climbed, stars and gdmmk flashlights blinked out.
But no rosy-fingered dawn toucﬁed high snows, morning brightened to half-day

h(di‘lb]
and no more. Ffrom timberline we saw a gray ceiling brushing the summit of

“the peak and in the valley a sinuous gray snake squirming along the

river toward the base, sfbha-peaka

The Course lscturer had said, "Clouds at two levels invariably mean
rain, often in a mattsr of minutes."’
Through the keimsawmd thinning stmatum of clear atmosphere between high

cloud and low wailed winter-bitter wind; we pulled on parkas. Starlight
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had frozen the snow ice-hard; we strappsed crampons to boots.

It begins. The race against the weather. No rests can be afforded,

no comfortable rest-step. Piston-pumping legs stamp iron daggérs in

. humbh,
crunching snow, laboring lungs suck~in wheozo-out air, oyes,focus on
Kermit's flying bootheels. Snouwfields are unbroken by crevasses, probably
aren't glaciers; whethef or not, no time is wasﬁed roping up.

Across west slopes of the volcano we angle upward to a cleaver of lava
crags and there, in a gale-swept saddle, halt for the first time -- halt
so Kermit can remcve skis from back and cache them, abandoning the plan for
a ski gx descent from the summit. Higﬁ cloud is dropping, low cloud rising,
we're in the squeeze.

Look north past the bulk of Glacier to bewildering array of cold snowy
mountains dodging in and out of roiling clouds. Baker alone,vuolcano‘even
taller than Glacier, stands forth between conuerging darknesses. Somewhere
in the confusion is Eldorado. Betty and the mob must be finishing breakfast,
preparing to hit the downtrail. Did they make their mountain yesterday?

Look south through shifting holes in cloud-muddle to glimpses of Rainier,
Stuart -- and Chimney, close neighbor of my Huckleberry. How hot that day,
how brilliant Glaciser then.

Look over Whitechuck valley -- am@ look down -- to white tips of peaks
submerging in swelling gray amstemetehd - and remember from map how high ars
these peaks!

Tremulously ask Kermit how high we are.

"Right about 9000¢"
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Faint! But no. Brain is dazed but not dim. Clock is tick-tocking
fast but rogular. Suspiciously savor air. Doosn't small any diffuorent
entering nosae, feel any difforent inside.

Gauzo down on summita highor than any I've avaor climbhod.  Mountains so
tall should ba above we, to look down upon tham is disrespectful, perhaps
dangerpusly blasphemous. |

| No time for fear.  Clouds are chasing, Kaermit is chargiqj, Follow,.
Don't lag. Don't be left behind. Not here. Onward around southuwest slopes
of the peak, upward. A steep gully. Follow Kermit's crampons up. Hewes
stops. we’ye run out of mauntain! BREXEeEwmsmssriard R rn Tt R omenae
kakfxegxapmixmmgx Grip ice with crampons lest ene step off the top of the
world and wander forever’in hostile clouds. Brace against blasts of bruising
wind, half-crouch not to be beheaded by ## swift-rushing ceiling scraping
summit plateau. |

It's war. It's Armageddon. Battle £o the end between Sky and
Earth -- and Farth is losing -- gg are losing. The high cloud is a stgel
hammer poised to crush. The low cloud, swallowing every peak but ours, is
the anvil éuaiting the blow. Suddenly a.black-hearted hump, not a storm but
a Thing, churns up from cloudsea and Mewkrikmearrmsese attacks. The Nightmare.
We're caught.

shriek
Kermit's =essmmm pierces screaming gale: "DOWN! DOWN! DOWNI"

weé
At 10:20 in the last morning of Earth,plunge down -~ run down --

A
flee down down down in victorious cloud.

But the blow does not fall, ~%ppz=nnhiyvghe black squall, unsesn,

waxx has swerved and missed us. Thus at the lava-cleaver saddle $ Kermit
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yanks skis from snow and announces triumphantly, "Now the fun begins!"
And indeed it'does for us booters, watching the skier chatter across
ice. His ayeballs are still rattling around in sockets when we catch him,
returning boardé to back and crampons to boots.

Laugh. Relax. In haste but not panic s= continue the traversing
descent through milder, less-malign fog toward our ridge. Where is the ridge?

Stay too high and we'll cross over the top of it into an icefall. Drop too

bea‘}‘ dawn

low and we'll hit it where the sides are cliffs and be forced to o
through unknown tangles bf moraine and brush. Pauss often‘to strain syes
in whiteness. |

Whiteness. Whiteness of cloud, whiteness of snow. Pure Platohic
Whiteness. Sohe 5 hours we've lived in elegant austere Whitsness. Never
have 1 been so long bathed in sublime soul-cleansing Whiteness, the color
of deity.

The ridge.

what odd phenomenon here? What foreign but hauntingly-familiar hue?
A tree! Incredible, sye-gladdening vegetable. Green! The soul is cleansed
by simple white, the heart is warmed by complex green. UWorship the White
Goddess, love ths Green Woman.

At 2 o'clock I sag to swest Earth at Kennedy Hot Springs. And ohly
now in lom—ualléy Greenness feel and know how high in Whiteness I've climbed.
What -hath Manning wrought? It all happened so fast -- 104 hours from camp
to summit to camp again. I never had a chance to notice if there was anything

wrong with the air at 10,430 feet. Whether or not, I breathed and lived.

And greu.
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No superhiker am I. In violent high Whiteness of Gletschergipfel

I evolved beyond humanity into superman., Two miles tall am I.



July 1948

Chaptar 21

IN THE EYE UF TIHE HURRICANE

Two miles tall‘I swaggered on Tuesday along Avenue and OVEr campus,
looking down in pity to sealevel dwarfs, and at Bagley bragging efemyeahoanc
as full equal of the bergsteiger bunch -- indeed briefly more than equal
since only we returned to lowlands victorious, all the other heroes stormed
or fogged out of tﬁe hills in bedraggled defeat.

gl

Kermit enjoyed my 'jq¥, shouting, "Now you're sst for Der Meisterberg!"

. Ynocklﬁk

A joke in poor taste. The Red Death moking éﬁat the masque. Two miles
tall I was. UWhy ruin it by mentioning the third mile?

That evening Monie dropped by the garret, applauded the triumph of
her protege, and asked, "You called the clubrooms yet to sign up?"

Sign up! 1 hadn't thought about it. I hadn't thought about fhe
Mountain, not that way, ever. Or at least not since 1941,

""You graduated from the Elemenfary Course, that's one requirement.
You went an Nisqually; that's another. You did a Major, and maybe you're
the only Elementary student who héé. The only other requirement is‘getting

approval of the Climbing Committes and I'll be at the meeting to tell

them what a peakbagger you ars.”
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They were pushing. The way Grant did in 1940 at the Ranger Lodgs,
enrolling me in the Lifesaving Course because he demanded that I make Eagle
Scout and nover mind that I could hardly swim a lick and might damn well
drown.  Kormit and Bagleyitos, Monio and Mountaineers, were forcing ma. to
accept the logic of my life, my doom. Master of myvfate, captain of my soul -
what a pile of crap! When the wise-guy sailor from Massachusetts met the
sprightly lass on the Puget Sound beach, when barbarian Faust descendad from
the north to stomp the bones of fellah Apollo, when a fish flopped out on
the shore of the’soupy-warm sea and breathed air, when Earth materialized
from gosmiz chaos, all this was implicit. In the Begihning was the End.

Had the Climbing Committee known I was a sick man and ab jsct coward
they surély would've épared me, given a reprisve if not a full pardon. But
the wicked witch called cackling from the clubrooms. Just concludsed was the
"ax session" to sort out certain losers from possible winners. She'd pled
my cause -- and why not? Her last and best jest.

I couldn't blame Glacier. Because of the Adams fiasco the Committee
had waived the requirement for a Major and a few other. first-year students )
also were among hhu%%usﬂ the Chosen.. But no rapture remained in Glacier,
that merely 2—mile-h;gh volecano,

Yot it was téo soon to glﬁom. Much could happen in the 10 days befors
| the scheduled ascent, July 18. Earthduake. Typhoon. Pestilence. World

War III. Yes, and don't forget the qualification, "scheduled." So too



21-3

. qrand:éft
ware McClellan, Constance, Adams, and Elderado. Against thase failures

stack the piddling successes of Lundin, Chair, and Sluiskin. Whether or not

I could climb Rainier the odds certainly werse against the snakebit 1948

Climbing Courso doing so.

And before kher Then was thé weekend of the lovérs' reunion. Aside
from wanting to be together again in k&kmk the hills, as we'd not beeﬁ for a
month, we both could use a rest. Gregarious Betty had had a good,gafrulous
Sunday with ths mob on Eldorado,‘standing around éhivering while the leaders
wandered in fog trying to find the mountain, whimk and Ra¥x failing. As the
star of Lundin she was a celebrity,.a mascot; I'd no doubt everybody
machine = gon
~ thought her mé&n—agmiﬂn chatter very cute. However, there'd been hard
labor hiking to and from camp and considerable misery oh steep heather
swept by Flurries_of sleet and snow. As for me, at midnight Monday i'd
really wondsred if I1'd make it up the steps to the garrét and looked forward
to a relaxed romp in the flowers with the nut-brown maid.A
Saturday we'd loiter along the trail from the Snogqualmie Pass highway
to Melakwa Lakes, loungs around‘the campfire, and Sunday stroll gardens and
scramble rocks to the_ﬁop of Kaleetan. With no Experiénce Climb scheduled
% it wasn't as if I_uere giving up anything, letting fellow students get a
jump on me., And a Pin Peak was a Pin.Peak. I'd be better than a third
fhrough the Ewarkyxx 20,
But' Saturday wheedliﬁg sweety~-face wifs asked if we couldn't do the

climb in a single day, leaving town next morning. Yes, if she wanted.
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And : '
/\Sunday she awoks in a 3-Day Mad. What the hell had I done? It wasn't

what 1'd done but what I intended to do -- pry her out of he; cozy garrst.

Gndddmn andlus!b If sha'd ponped out Friday 1 could've hooked up
with a Bagley party =-- Kermit jy-nemmmmeeibarsy had invited me. Too late now.
Shit! 1 give uﬁ chances for a worthwhile climb to be bushandglover and the
ungrateful qﬁgch leaves me high and dry. Takinmg a soclo hike Qould!ﬁn beat
a Flat,zero.v I Qas no damn hiker.

Eat breakfast. Read the funny papers. Look through window to
sunlight dappling mappe trees. Nerves scream at the inaction, at the
thoughts of... |

1 stormed out of the'garret, stalked the Avenue. No pleasure anymore
in puniness of duar%s. Blue sky scornfully asked, "Why are you in the city,
little man?" Feet led me unthinking onto campus, up this path and down that.
And without'noticing, to the =& érchitectural axix axis of the campus, the
wide airway between rows of buildings called Rainier Vista.

There it is. My God, there it is.

Days and weeks at a time, winter and summer, Seattle‘squats beneath
low gray clouds, sees neither sun nor stars nor horizons. Natives go grayly
about gray business; immigrants Ffom California despondently inspect armpits
for moss, those trom the Great Plains develop acute claustrophobia. Then
the north wind blows the sky clean and blue and The Mountain appears, the

biggest damn thing in America.



21-5

Except tor thess moments of miracle, lowlanders ignore Rainier,
treating it as a banality, no moro awasoms than the Shn. To hikers, though,
who sweat and pant to a summit a mile above the éea and are dazzlea by the
stupandous whito heap rising nnarly 2 milas highor, thn shining crast perfoctly
symbolized tha unattainable. 1I'd leng bhaen usaed to the taunting mass, had
gotten over being bothered. So it was there, so what? So was the Moan.

If ydu can't hike it, screw it.

But now they tell me it is attainable. I've been roped to people
th've been to the crest. They say I can go thére. They say I must.

No, don't flinph,-don't slink into sheltering campus woods. Face it.

Sit by Frosh Pond. The exact same spot I saﬁ that winter night in
1943 after the doctor told me always to wear a hat_in the hot sun and be
careful to go slow up'steps, that night 1 iemksd stared in bee black water
and saw grinning Death. Since that night 1've naver gbne to a doctor except
to get new glasses or have a tooth fixed. Doctors tell you things you
don't want to hear.

How far away is it?‘ About 60 miles. Impossible to feel from here
how big it is. Willis Wall mighf be only a thousand feet tall. But a
month ago on Sluiskin I saw slow-motion. avalanches flow cloud-like down
‘the vertical mile to the Carbon Glacier -- saw them flow silently and long
moments later heard the rumble. |

The saﬁellite crag of Little Tahoma sticking up on the left flank,
barely poking through the blue blanket of lowland haze. Looks to be maybe
as high.as Constance. But it's 11,117 feet. Climb it and you'revhigher

than Glacier. And The Mountain is mounded above —_— to 14,408 feet.
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Horrible.

I know what to do. Call the clubrooms tomorrow and cancel. No, not
tomorrow. Wait to the end of the week to maka ths story more credible,
I got hold of a bateh of bad ovystura, I'm sick as a dog, scrateh mo from the
list. They'll never know. |

But remember Monie cackling about the uniquely virulent mountain:
sickness of The Mountain that strikes people before sver they leave sealevel.
Each year somebody gets hold of a batch of bad oystérs. They'll know.
"Even if I fall down the garret steps or smash up the V-8 and bust my back

and skull and both legs they'll suspect. Crap out and it's the end of me

with the Mountaineers.

Why should an anarchist care? Good grief, ieaue philosophy out of it,
hun«an
why should a connoisseur of decently—proportione%Aéouls cars? Neadless to
% say that mankind in the general stinks. But this bunch grossly offends in
the particular.

To call them freaks is too bland. Stand by a trail and watch the
circus parade: Equipment nuts hauling sacksful of toys and perpetually
devising Rube Goidberg contraptions. Transvestite clowns competing to see
who can wear the most darling hat and who with sunburn cream and lipstick
can paint his face to most nearlyvresemble a 2—dollér whore. food faddists
gobbling wheat germ and yogurt and blackstrap molasses and swilling celery

juice. Physical-culture fanatics running in place at rest stops and

chinning on tree branches. Sun-worshipping exhibitionists stripping to
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jockstraps’at first bright beam. Lechers and nymphomaniacs creeping in
)0'}‘;”!«1
and out of each others tents., Communists ghzznang to overthrow the
z\nm'4'nq
government and Nazis plesbang the return of Hitler from his hidsesout in
Argentina. Prophets 0% the New Faith in Outer Space who consider themselves
to have a special.divine mission due to the first observation anywhera in
the world of flying saucers having been made last summer in the vicinity
comparison

of Rainier. By kpmaxisux the cranky old brush—apes and the yelping Boy
Scouts and the several reputed escaped inmates of mental hospitals seem
normal,

Yet it was such freaks who made the first ascent of Olympus in 1907,
pioneered the Snogualmie Pass peaks in the 20 years following, and in the

1930s explored thebNorth Cascades and forced new routes up volcano ice

walls and raised their technique and aewsd audacity to a level matching any

ip America. Reading old issues of The Mountaineer annual at the clubrooms
1've shared astognding adventures with these frrsuxmsdxgemmime authentic
heroes (and yes, heroines) -- these men and women who've been my teachers
and politics

in the Climbing Course. If economics/have perented them from traveling
to Alps and Himalayé, still they are fit to walk in the company of
Whympaer and Mallory.

I know virtually nothing about my cbmpanions except what I see in
the hills, read in ghe annuals. If they're employed I don't know what at,
if they're students I don't know what of. From and to a void they come and

go -- fresh-created each weekend, living the mountain hours, and svaporating

at trip's end.
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That's not entirely true. Weekdays 1 see a few at the Co-op and

clubrooms. Somehow I've begun finding it necessary to drop in the Co-op

(-.no‘.g'\"-‘ '.;n “ar B(“/ Wlll'\",ﬂ G" 2
evary week -- For\boot greass orlpilot bread, sling rope or\bug juice,
/ / -/

or just to fondla the pitons and snap tha carabinors and admire tha naw
' (nstead

.nyloh ropu that woalthy climbers are starting to use sm=plece of manila.

One can't help chumming with other customers, the establishment being
a slightly—oversized.closet with a capacity limited to three or four
shoppers at a time. The quarters, thopgh,bare spacious enough; our
membarship card number is 1102, so a&lowiné for members who've quit»climbing
since the Co-op was organized by Mountaineers in 1938 the active customers
total maybe saveral hundred. No regular staff exists. The closet is in
the offipe’nf Adam the Accountant and Notary Public. You pick out what
you want, carry it te a counter and ring a bell to signal you're ready,
and he or his sécretary come and‘take your money.

| After visiting the Cé—op 1 gc across the hall to the Mountaineér
clubroams to check out books from the library -- my stockroom reading is
lass and less history of the West and more and more &F alpine tragedies and

triumphs. I study the sign-up list to see whmkuxssm who's going on the

rextexex next trip and chat with the part-time secretary, who knouws all

the climbers by first name and also many other of the 2000 club members,
the non-climbing skiers ana hikers and campers. Usually some acquaintancs
from practice or climb is- there and we shoct the bresze.

When a Scout 1 invariably on my aftér—school jaunts douwntown stopped
in the Ssattle Arsa Council_headquartars, suppésedly to pick up the Trcop

324 mail but actually because it was the city hangout of Camp Parsons hands.
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The Scouts then.~ The Mountaineers now. The first group I've
belonged to sinee disintegration of the Lincoln High gang.

1 didn't think I needed a group anymore. But we're inescapably apes
aftor all, urrnid to .bo alono. Anarchism has haon nocussary bocausa 1 was
expselled from America -- or‘vice versa, no mattar which., I didn't knouw o
that wgR within the Empife that offers only pan st circens, that can no
longér enlist our épirit and command our allegiance, in the a-borning

Couu
modieval age thers were fellaheen I could call brothers, with whom I ‘ikaumnt

e

» , " e

B retreat to a monastery to jointly confront the Old Unes{v (And if the
Wi Iharies

harbarian<hapdes in service of-corrupt Byzantium are violating our forest

sanctuary, we are safe still on cliffs and glaciers where trees don't grow,

in the City of God beyond avarice of Civitas Romanum.) Having discovered

the group, I don't want to perch on a stylus like St. Simeon. I want to
belong.

' Amey
Yes, freaks.  Peter Pans and Wendys playingfLmas with Captain Hook.

Refusing to grow up, substituting peaks for "adylt" goals, defying old age
by flirting with sudden death. Superbly-childish, grandly-improvident
mountain bums.

freaks? These recent wesks, bécoming myself freakier by the wmmkx
Sunday, I've Vbegun thinking the #&x# real Fréaks are t;he non-climbers. The

goggling gaping lowlanders who listen to youf exploits and then ask why

you climb mountains.

why indeed? Fheugh-new-at=3i%t ['ve already learnsd to amusse myself

at their expense. In solemn whisper I reveal that for sheer self-torturing

-

\
\

;

/

/

!
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ecstasy the sport surpasses.anything tried by early Christian martyrs or
fans of the Marquis de Sade. They're not surprised, they've aluays suspected
Mallory was covering up some ghastly perversion with his cryptic "Because
it is there."

‘The fact is, as an 0ld fFaithful said in é Climbing Course lecture, "If
you have to ask the question you wouldn't understand the answer,"

Which is to say that after you've climbed a while you quit asking
yourself the gquestion. VYou realize that even if there were a simple answer
it wouldn't explain anything. So the human body consists of 97¢ worth of

chemicals -- does that explain King Lear? The Marriage of Figaro? The

cathedral at Rheims? It doesn't even explain Mickey Mouse.

But be candid. I've not climbed long ehoughé{continue to amkyx ask
mysalf the "why." Know thyself? I do and 1 don't.

1 do know why I've hiked. Though other svents of my 13th year have
blurred in memory and whole months_utterly faded out;’I can remembsr as
yesterday wallding—intg the Marmot Pass sunset. I have total recall of ths
fairy-tale entry £ into Deception Basin, the whistling-marmot s?mphony of
Hayden Pass, the attempt on Anderson,in&*&“ﬂx the 3-Bay Blow on Lost Ridge.
Each hour of my mountain past has exbanded to obliterate entire weeks of
tHe surrounding city past. Ths hikes are islands of shining wilderness
sanity amid oceans QF_muddled city nonsenss.

It was the greenlsickness of youth that caused me, after 1942, to Gummiis

foolishly imagine I could be content with several highland days a summer.

Here on campus tthL, amid college-Gothic towers of that ill era when I
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uaé<intoxicated by Tfuth and Beauty (and broads and booze) those years
now snnm’a dream (and at the end a nightmaro) from which 1 awoke at Lost
Pass thase 2 years and 2 wesks ago, awoke to see that time was flying and
in thoa city 1 was dying, that aonly in tho mountains did I livae, that 1
must crack on full sail and hit the trail.

Lost Pass was a rebirth, the Second Coming of the vision of Marmot
Pass, and the vision newly vivid for the shadowy existence beforerv My
photo albums show the passion and the giory sincag., With the camera given
by my folks for Christmas of 1938 I've snapped picturés helter skelter,
the snapping stimulated not by cool artistry but hot emotion. Ffom 1939
through 1945 1 pasted in albums an average of some 30 mountain mimx shots

a year. Since Lost Pass I've added some 600, an average of 300 a year -~

I've lived 10 times more intensely.

Or better say, from Lost Pass to last Auqust 1 made each year into 10.
And now? - Eee Completely off the photo-album scale are Tooth, Cruissr,
Hayétack, Huckleberry, Glaéier. Not from snapshots could one know that
whereas hiking stretches out time, climbing shatters the temporal prison
altogether. Climbing is nothing less than the sccret of eternal 1ife! Or it
is until it kills you. As say up there in the sky 60 miles south of where

@ I sit this moment...

Wwhy?

First ask "when?"
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For Westarn Nan (and not Apolliniah norvmagian nor Egyptian nor Chinese
nor Indian nor any other Man has felt the urge) climbing commenced-in
sarnest in the latoc 18th and early 19th centuries, when Culture was ripening
toward the rot of Civilization. Climbing was and ié the ranunciation of
Civilization, the last beét impulse of the yearning-striving that in pure
holy youth erected cathedrals and in sick sxex decadsnce sticks up skycrapers.
Seek Faust nowadays not among towers of City but of Wilderness.

Was it coincidence that for me ths desire arose simultaneously with

the fust Fer
the dummy? Perhaps that-sitgbtatudresn=tf Everest was the sublimation of
nascent'mahhood. And perhaps that first longing to climb, after being
thwarted by a failure of my flesh, was submerged in the flesh of woman.
The Green Woman-nut-boown maid.

why the revival of the longing? Certainly not Ffom an ending of our
garret honeymoon, as idyilic Now as a year ago. Perhaps because for ma
Earthly passion is not enough, 1 seek the Heavenly orgasm that cannot be
achieved through Green Woman alone, I need also the White Goddess.

Yet perhaps I'm falling into the D.H. Lawrence-S. Freud fallacy,
viewing.life narrouly through the aye of the cock. Baffling though it is,
woman also climbs., Perhaps because man and woman share common éround
(morbid pun). Perhaps the "when" has more #w to do with fear than love.

. Perhaps the mamwwss  banana peel-gallows humor of climbers is a deep symptom.
Perhaps for eacﬁ man/bomanvclimbing begins with the frenzied determination
to force a confrontation, to abjure defensive cowering, to taks the

offensive, risk the unnecessary death and thus triumph over Death.
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Triumph? Of course not. But at least find a way of life in the
predence of death. In the wilderness where They live make puaco with the
0Uld Unes. Bend to Them as Lords of the Realm and receive as benefice what

a friond of Mallory's callod "tho freadom ol tho hills.”

uhy?

First ask "what?"

The technigue qf climbing, I've learned, is not much different from that
of ridge-running and talus-hopping and fsksmram felsenmeer-scrambling, is
1ittle more complicated than clambering about in trees. The basic tools are
hands and feet. The ice‘ax essentially is a device for converﬁing an arm
(or both arms in coord%&e&ion) into a third leg. The rope brings together
a number of hands and feet for mutuél support. |

The criticél added ingredient -- and what divides climbing from hiking --
is exposure. But I've found that tolerance for air grows quickly. In fact,
once hands and feet are trusted to maintaih secure attachment to Earth,
exposure becomes exhilarating. The likes of lcarus, Leonardo, Wright
Brothers, and Lucky Lindy may envy the birds and build noisy machines to
war against gravity. Climbers don't require unnatural wings, they HELE
through the air, and quietly.

Also 3w separating climbing from hiking is relentless exploitation of
the body. As a hiker I thought 8 hours on the hoof a respectable day and

10 hours strenuous. But for a climber 12 hours is 1ight axarcise and
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14 routine. uUn Glacier we did in a day what as a hiker I'd have considered
a proper 3-day ?:k task -- and oh_the Tussday sensed in depths of punished
flesh a tefrible new strength growing. As climbers test the nerve and thus
build nerve, so they push the body to its limits and Lhus pxtend limits.

A related differsnce. As a hiker I stoically endured the crummy
weather of my dcean—éxposéd home hills, frankly preferring sunshine aﬁd
starlight, whenever feasible avoiding storms. But the rule of the climber
is to leave town even if the world is ending, to set out from camp except
during a simult%@bﬁus hurricane and earthquake, and never to retreat until
the next step upward canlonly be into the grave. Chairman Cam was in the
right on Adams, the rules required that we ascend intd that gale.to just
short of the point of no return. Hskksx On Glacier we proved a lover of
the sky can survive its harsh embrace.

What is climbing? 1It's pure brute drive.

What?
The larky Climbing Course lecturer scared Christer students when he
wisecracked, "For climbers the mountains are a religion. That's why you'll

aluways find us there on Sunday."
¥

e.
e e

No jgstﬁ Plain'fact. 1 long ago learned I'm exceptionally, hopelessly
religious. Thus as a child 1 couldn't swallow the cant.of organized

superstition nor as a youth the positivism of materialist-mechanists. Thus

I sought in Truth and Beauty the union with the One. Hearing my first
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live symphany concert, reading Adonais, 1 felt myself approaching the vergs.

But close only counts in horseshoes. Not in music or postry, science
or history, nor any other confrction of the intellect have 1 trembled .an
the verge. Solely in wilderness have those moments come. The Marmot Pass
sunset. The glissade into the Graywolf. (For not all ecstasy is bliss.)

If among pagans 1 pretend to joke about it, the self-flagellation is
vital‘to the rite. Toppling to the ground at thé end of the Whitechuck
trail, so exhausted by 14 galloping hours 1 was beyond ‘weariness, there came
not through sense organs of destroyed body but flo@ing directly into Fréed
spirit the softness of forest duff, the coolness of river breeze, the |
greennesé of ferns and moss, the roar of waterfall.

And if destruction of the body frees the spirit, when the spirit too
nears destruction it prepares to mingle witﬁ the Many. GOn the.South Face of
The Tooth I was the valleyful of air, on Cruiser I was the sky-rending fang
of basalt, on the Haystack I was the cloud-wingling wall of snow, on
Huckleberry 1 Qgg.the red bells, white bells, yellow bells of heather, on
Glacier 1 was the black-hearted squall. And the Many led to the One.

The One that may be separated into a pantheon of various manifestations ~--
Nightmare, 0ld Ones, Gfeen Woman, White Goddess. Or for convenience, despite
the term's having been so mucked up by merchants of‘mumbo—jumbo,bcod.

In climbing I've penétrated God.

Or W¥Emmak almost.

what?

A comedy. A very low comedy.
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That's why climbefs are crudely mmx puerile, as in descending from
the Nisqually practice we capered and lept and hooted, openly mocking
tourists whose only crime was gaping at the ma jasty of Ruinier, as on the
drive home from Glacier wse barged inﬁo a restaufant and by revolting table
manners ruined the <& digestion of the lowlander customers. |

we're like garlic fanatics, delibefately making ousselves obnoxious
to all lacking a gutful of garlic.

Wa're as rude and rowdy as precipice and glacier, avalanche and
blizzard, -4 we have the social grace of a lightning storme. éut then, with
the entire active climbing citizenry of Puget Sound numbering a mere several
hundred, and with fewer than one in 10 of the -fesprmery Climbing Course

of TQLrunrq
multitudeﬁfurviving to July, we hardly can help being elitists, fascists.
It's not our fault we're so damn superior, hhatﬁvﬁiv:mﬂznaﬂiﬁﬁﬁltbaxgﬂkﬂ.
Climbing is a comedy because 1ife is a comedy, the cosmos is a comedy.

Climbing is our laughter.

what?

Sanity, Flagrant sanity.

Lowlanders say we are mad, they are sane. Oh, sure. 5o sane'they
progress from uWorld uar 1 to Depression to World Uuar 11 to preparations for
World War I1I1I, so sane they build the City and then drop the Bomb on it.

It's not climbing that's crazy, it's all tha not climbing gieam that's

mamxddexx going on ke in the world.

what?

Adventurs.
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Vilhjalmur Stefansson said, "An adventure is a sign of incompetence."
A compotent man is aver prepared for any exigency, nevaer must be a hero,
leads an uneventful, welfare-state-placid existence.

A pox on it. Incompotonco is tho moaning of living, the=ascunceroe:
climbing. Whothor in lowlands or mountains, tho odds arc against us, in tha
long run our luck will run out. We'd prefer it to happen in the mountains.
We remember (and hoggifngaat‘on the descent from the first climb of the
Matterhorn half of uhimper'g companions fell teo their deaths, that on
Fverest Mallory disappeared in the cloud to be seen no more. Clean ends.

1t's not tha end we draadtbut drowning in a sewser of stinking nonsense.
Thersfore we run from the‘City, we renounce the fellaheen drudging, the
imperalist strutting, the technacrat tinkering, the Green-and-wie-Blue
politicking, all the petty frivolities oF history's & conclusion, wa
J abandon perpetual questioning, "Does Man (or can Man, or should Man)
actually & exist on Earth?" UWe fly to the Wilderness to celebrate
incompetence, to partake in the supreme clean adventure. Climbing is

the trumpeting by the individual that "1 BLUNDER THEREFURE I AM."

Because of Tooth and Cruiser, Haystack and Huckleberry and Glacier,
I exist. This Sunday 1 do.
Qut beyond Frosh Pond and campus, beyond Seattle, beyond green-forested

blued b
Foothills-iggﬁxig?summer haze, The Mountain exists. The greatness of

Earth embodised, the vastness of the Unknown symbolized, the visible

white Goddess, the ever-reminding temple of the 01d Ones.
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Hainier and me. The showdown. The shootout.
Even if it's certain death, not to be shunned. For if I run, how

can 1 live in Seattle? With eyes averted from sky the rest of my miserabla

llﬁ( 3
isa?
atback -

But if 1 gﬁ? and if I live? Then 1'11l have won permancnt membership

in the Group, then I can be a climber forever.

as A \1()“"(’ AVS"—
Get past the obstacle of Rainier and dkar - seRo-manbarbarian.horde

1 can plunder the Cascades and Olympics. Two weeks from today the University

Climbing Club, to uhlch as an employee I technically bslong, is headed for

2] c‘a(f”
Constance; 1 might, after all, win tha Girl of the Golden UWest.. The‘wepkend
: /

after there's an Experience Climb of Shuksan, the g127-foot neighbor of

Baker, the most-photographed mountain in America, for years staring at me-
. cov noviherpngst velcane,
from calendars. 0On labor Day there's an Experience Climb DF\Baker. Easy

then would be the path to Adams and St. Helens and Olympus, completing the
Six Majors. And there are the Snoqualmie Pin Peaks, the Monte Cristo

' warveled at
summits around Silvertip, the msx maze of the North Cascades sesn from
Glacier. Not to forget my first home, the Olympics, for which in addition
to Constance I have SOlld plans. With climber's eyes I've seen in 1939

\\\V wn”\’vr

photos that FlypapPr Pass is ‘a“gims=h; during my vacation week in August
I'11 settle scores wlth Anderson, and lLaCrosse too. To rub salt in the
mountains' wounds, I'11 take Betty to the tops! (Conscience does nag,
I E!f have neglected her, I do want to walk green meadows with the nut-brown
maid and re-pledge vous.)

dheve
{ <
But everything depends on Rainier. Fail ,and shame will drive ma

A

from the Group, probably from my—jemet Bagley. And once the retreat
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starts, where can it stop? 1'11 be lucky to salvage a skulking life as

a superhiker, to have thﬁ‘narve for Anderson. I might even be driven from
the hills, or entircly out of Puget Sound tu tha White Spacos on tho map

not hauntod by Sunrise Mountains cast and Sunsot Mountains west., To nullity.

There it is, waiting. - My life. Possibly my death., Just 7 days off.



July 1948
Chapter 22

THE THIRD MILE

The mid=July in-a-row trinity of great and famous anniversaries:

Bastille Day, St. Swithin's Day, my birthday. Feeling no more than a
Mavrmot Fase 13 -

ﬁ;nnbiqgﬂighwlswggnsngg;cgmpmParsuuax$ti Just-like-that I'm 23. O0Over the
Graywdf—qh:&wﬁhwa

hill and tﬂhogganhslidﬁnp down to 30. So recently young, now nearly

middle-aged. And paught accomplished with my life, nor plahs to accomplish

aught, no goéls but peaks -~ and one peak bloéking the way to freedom.

To make matters worse, my assigned passenger for the drive to Paradise
was the absolute nadir of the Mountaineers, the most herve—grating A EWE AR A -
ass-paining of the Boy Scouts, a chattering-giggling lout of a high-school
idiot named Richafd. Hours in the V-8 I suffered in nauseated silence his
bubble-guﬁ popping, his muscme-twitching, his incessant infantile comments
on the passing scene,,jpewings of a minute, malformed brain. When we left
Seattle the July lG;g;tSZnoon (I having taken off early from the stockroom
and the All-American Boy gladly sprung from padded cell by tormentéd
mother) I was deep in the gloom of the a-year-older—than-Thufsday

syndrome; on the highway I was battered by 4nfantile babbling into senility.

Christ, I never was that young. Nobody ever was that young.
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Compounding my sem depression were the miles of skinned hills,
clearcut from horizon to horizon, millions of bleachgd stumps where in my
childhood were serens green seas of tall old firs., The bastards were
gainn Lo scalp tho wholo bloody world,

Like diving into a snow-cold alpine tarn after staggering up a
sun-scorched trail was entering forest shadows of Mount Rainier National
Park. This, at least, was unchanged. This was precisely as it was on
camping trips with my folks far back in misted beginnings of my consciousnsss.
You gan go homs again in a National Park. But noplace else.

We drove by Longmire Inn (remember the ThanksgiQing dinner of 1931)
and proceeded along the narrow, twisting road to the Nisqually River bridge
(look up the canyon to the moraine-buried glacier anut), ar stseply up
the canyon wall to the ridge, and through subalpine forest to snouwy,
sun-bright parklands of Paradise, 5500 feet high. .In the ranger station

. we'd come
I told the man we-were.there to climb The Mountain. (Spine tingled to hasar
utter annpynlemedt -
myself sax the preposfefoUS'QOEQS!)

He was jovial but not stunned by my audacity. "Mountaineers, arsn't
you? Been expecting you guys. Your advance guard started up this morning."
(That actually was a separéte though allied party, Monie, Hucklebeery Bill,
and three others recruited by 0ld Faithful Lloyd for an incredible
adventure -- staying overnight iq the crater!) "You're the first of the
main bunch to show. Well, fill out these forms here, then dump your éear
in the parking lot and I'll -coms give it thes sye."

The official Summit Climber Registration form. Space for my alpinse

exploits -- too-much.Space, I wrote large not to leave an embarrassing
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expanse of white. Phone number of next of kin. Next of kin! The landlady
would yell up the stairwell, "Phone for Mannings!", and Betty would run
down from thae garret and hear some total stranger say...

Spread on asphalt by the V-8 the equipment double-checked last night
-in-thg:-garrat against what's become my every-wsekend lest-thee-forget lists
.Clothiné -- fraesh-greased Eone-Dry boots with full set of tricouni nails,
two pairsvof wool socks to wear and one pair in the pack, wool downhill

, canvas - s €
ski pants, wool shirt, wool sweater, war—surpluiﬂNavy foulweather parka,
wool wétch cap, wool mittens. The Seven Essentials required on Mountaineer
climbs -~ map, compass, flashlight and two sxtra batteries, surplus Army
Air Corps "mook" goggles, Boy Scout knife, emergency matches in waterproof
vial, first aid kit. Camping gear -- Trapper Nelson, surplus down-and-feather
and eating
mummy sleeping bag, sqrplus liferaft sail. Cooking/gear == spoon,
stainless~stesl -Rme Ome Daiber cup Fo; both eating and cooking, surplus
Food= heating .
fuel rations for the simple cesking I planned, not yet having bought a
Primus stove. Food -- mostly mxaw carbohydrates for easy digestion, largely
candy bars and jars of way baby food, the rule being not to overburden the
alimentary canal, which on high is in enough trouble as it is. Miécellaneous
" gear -~ toilet paper, handkerchiaf, sunburn cream, chapstick, surplus
canteen, camera and film, cigarettss and matches, Jjunkbag containing
spare flaéhlight bulb and repair kit of needle and thread and -k¥wikk cord
and wire. Climbing gear -- Co-op cotton-canvas rucksack, Bhénd ice ax
(guide model), 10-point Eckenstein crampons, 120 feet of 7/16-inch manila

(not mine, a Climbing Course rope, picked up at clubrooms as part of my

driver's rasponsibility).
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Chilling t§ be Goﬁernment—lnspected for a climb, to require approval
by a deputy of the President of the United States, Commander-in-Chief of the
Armed forces. I'uinced as the jolly ranger pounded the pavement with my'
2-month-o0ld $12 ice ax, chuckling, "Last summer I busted thres axes in one
party. They should've thanked me -- batter to diﬁggiur dry rot here than
on the mountain -- but somshow they didn't get around to it. Well heck,
they didn't lose their climb, they rentasd axes at the Guide Hut."

As we repacked he rambled on. "Sure been a bitch of a seaéon for
climbinge. Goqz?mful weathsr up to now, but I.guéss you guys know that.

Snow so soft up high ail June you sank in to your belly-button. Tha first
party to make the top was last Sundéy, doing a ski ascent over on the
Emmons." (That was Kermit the Hermit!) "Nobody's been up this side yet.
Two of our staff are headed out this aFternooﬁ -- trying for a first ascent
of the/ﬂgeffwful Nisquelly Icefall, if you'll believe it! VYou'll be the
first up the Kautz."

Idiot Riqh;rd giggle-asked if he was giving us a moneyback guarantee.

"0h golly, you Mountaineers alwsys bag it. Last year nearly 300 péople
of all kinds started out and only about half made it, but 50 or so of those
were your Climbing Course outfit, and then there were some private part;es
from the club too, so better than half the successes were Mountaineers.

Most of the rest were yith the guides. This is the big weekend of the season
for the hill, Unless the weathef:;s a lot better from nouw on, chances‘ére
that becauss of you there'll be as many people in the crater Sunday asJLiiﬂr

get there the whole rest of the summer. I've figured out a rule of thumb,
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watching how things go over the years. If you're not a ranger or guide or
Mountaineer, you've got about one chance in four of reaching the crater.

If you're one of our folks or a Mountaineer, and you're on the Kautz or
hee s
Iz RKAYe'S rhe.

Emmons, and a storm doesn't blast your tail off, you're practically.a
cinche®’

A>ﬁice man. He' hgéed from our registraﬁion forms we were new to
Rainier and was offering reassurance. Some kindness! If the success rate
of Mountaineers was virtuwally 100 percent, tha more élaringly msmorable
my failure. ("Yeah, everybody made the top but some g;yoggméd Manning,
Husband of the gal that got stabbed in the Lundin avalanche.")

The Idict and f walked over to Paradise Inn to buy ice crsam cones and
wander through the interior; from the long ago I remembered the magnificent
rustic structure, a giant chalet with beams and pillars of &uge cedar logs.
We went out on the porch and watched tourists click Browniss and stuff
nickels in pay telsscopes for close looks at glaciers; back home in the
tall corn of Iowa they'd spend the winter boring friends and neighbors
and church socials with photos and anecdotes of their Grand Tour of thé
National Parks of the West.

Whispered one awed old lady to another, "Do you suppose anybody has
ever been all the way to the top?"

Grouched one old harridan to her husband, "There certainly isn't much
to do in this Park. We've fed the bears and seen a glacier and bought all

their postcards and decals. Well, I guess we should walk up to the summit

before supper just so wse can say we did it."
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Dumb tourists. As dumb as I was in 1931, thinking that on our
meadow hike we conqueréd Rainier. Now, 17 years later, I was hers again,
dumb =y as ever. Déjé-vu, déja vu.

It looks infinitely hugae, it looksvridiculously small.’ From Paradise
one can't grasp the size .heessss thefe's nothing for compérison, no way to
determine the scals. Even high on fhe slopes, as on the Nisqually last
month, one only vaguely begins to sense the immensity because after a

- saveral-hour ascent ths summit icecap appears as far away as evsr. dr.Farther.

One must intellectualize. Realize that the several mountains viewed

a single
on the drive from Seattle to Paradise are aBI5gfi§ mountain. The Mountain of

the North, with the mile-high ice-and-lava precipice of Willis Wall in the
center and on the northeast side the Emmons-Winthrop Glaciers, the largest

ice mass in the 48. states. The Mountain of the West, dominated by the
’F“\l ‘ I"‘t’l ‘f‘ b“('.iv‘\“ IL’J (“((’ ] '{:(‘ *;f ) “1,’ ¢ S coc, .
3-mile-wide frozen torrent dF’fﬁém@uyéiiUp-Tahoma'Clééiéfsx: And finally

the Mountain of the South, with the monstrous bluff of volecanic garbage
callaed Gibraltar up to the right, the terrific Nisqually Icefall directly
above, and the long lava ridge of Success Cleaver up to the left,

Realize that The Mountain feeds 30 glaciers with names and a dozen-odd
all Euj ;'/‘va\j H/., . _
without, tha%,this sre peak bears more ice than exists in the 47 states

outside Washington.

Realize that if all The Mountain above 5500 feet, the elevation of
_}"Quu& y,q-‘cau Vl'_nt/e,J Lp/ ah . .A,G"F mesar, +‘7e"£_n
Paradise, were sliced off there'd be a eentinont-and archipelagopforming a

circle with a diameter of 20 miles; that a slice at 8000 feet would leave a -

5‘0'12&'“‘] ¥ Kleﬂ'hmu

“azisnaligland with a diameter of 6 miles; at 10,000 feet, the elevation

of Glacier, 3% miles; at 12,000 feet, the elsvation of Adams, 2 miles;
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mesaq <+;lc‘ hwvc.i"' ere e
and even at 14,000 feet tﬁa $-mile- nade-salaﬁd«eulm&natanguma Columbla

+we
Crest gzpp-Eho—pim-of-the-nobost crateé} plus 4ur=:stst remnants of older

craters,(?bint Success and Liberty Ca@.

Realize how crushingly high it is. lhn:§h9re the intollect fails, the
body quails. How many steps to Columbia Crest? As many bucketfuls as to
bail the oceans ams dry.

easy

Terrifyingly high. I breathed eestls at 10,430 feet -- but perhaps
because I was too scared by the black squall to notice illness. Anyway,
none of Monis's grls{f anecdotes are from 10,000 feet., Somewhers around

g row listlesr and e hekee drif+
11,000 cllmberQA}ose appetite, at 12 000 staaag&e on vomlt, at 13,000 germw

m'[‘a {:vq e
i2Zy, at 14,000 hear voices in the wind, see visions in the
snow, fall asleeﬁ on their feety and can™ bo weke,
In Colorado they run up trails and drive cars to 14,000 fest and aren't
impressed. But they live at 5000 feet and we live at sealievel, our blood

& thin from breathing thick air. Even healthy Puget Sounders ascending

Non a weekendZEE‘Ralnler s hlgh a19( no t1me to accllmatlze, get violently

sicke. UWhat of those whp aren't healthy? Who've been told by doctors to go
GatteEdt slow ;ﬁ stairs?

How dare I presume?

True, I've climbed high on Earth, Buf Rainier is not of Earth, belbhgs

to the Moon, the stars, the infinite SKYeoo

We drove back down (retreated down) to Longmire Campground, whers amid

tourist campers wers mingled Mountaineers. Idiot Richard spotted Boy Scout
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buddies and ran off to giggle and chatter. I was alone, my only Mountaineer
friends, Monie and Bill, already on high. |

When was 1 first in this campground? Before‘I can really remember)
e%gazi;Q sometime in 1927-28. Rainior National Park then was but several
years older than I am now. The road to Péradisé had been open just a dozen
years. Lﬁrd I'm ancient. Would I césggfée a child again, letting that
big slobbering Eear eat a Hsrshey bar Frﬁm my hand, then looking up (and
my hofrified folks too!) to see a ranger with a rifle trained on the bear's
skull, lest I panic and try to pull my Fingérs away before they're licked
clean.

Cn a gas burner in the kitchen hut I heated é can of beef stew. Until
twilighf I sat by the cold loud Nisqually River,Abrbwn with rock flour milled
by ice, -and thought of the ice rising 11,647 feet above. I crawled in bag
-and slept -- or tried; and failed.

Perhaps my last night. 1In our farewsell this afternoon Betty knew.

As before Cruiser.. I told her not to worry, if ﬁhings'got too tough I'd
quit. But of courséAI rax won't, can't. She sleeps in our safe garret

bed. Was that our last kiss?

July 17, 6 a.m. Up. Heat cocoa water on-g gas burner, dry-hasticate
part of a butterhorn, throw away the rest. Again drive to Paradise, not
hearing words in the buzz-buzz-buzz of the Idiot.

It begins.
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Around Leader Ed, former Rainier summit guide and Mountain Trooper,
and Chairman Cam, whom I've not seen since Adams and whokcﬁn&sagawisuﬁar
scouliﬁg now as then, we gather, 39 in number. Ed explains that six others,
4 vaterans all, left at dawn. We'll have their track to follow, as well as
route markers laeft yeéturday by ®¥sd Lloyd -~ "willow wands," so called
because that's what climbers used for the purposeg” before the adoption of
green-dyed bamboo garden stakes with red flags tied on for added visibility,

We'll climb to high camp as individuals rather than teams, each at his

. arearx
own pace, unroped because though we cross two glaciers we do so in zonee
never in human memory crevassed. If by chance they now are -- well, we've
a dozen comrades ahead who'll Wixesx discover that, in which case we'll

‘JC‘C'(’)NG .
furmiinte a rescue party! Just be sure to stick to the established track,
don't wander off.

I survey the crowd. Recognize a dozen faces from the beginnar

“others
multitude of February. A dozen,;oqe who were instructors, thic—epeing., The

rest are sfrangers - presumébly the second-yeafﬁgiigsggs who didn't
, ‘sfr:ﬁq : A

come out in thi_storms to do their "each one teach one" duty. Since the
Climbing Course alternates between routes, one year climbing the Emmons .
Glacier, the next the Kautz, for biewee second-year students as for ux
beginners today's way inke entars foreign country.

"Okay!" yells Leader Ed. "Whenever you're ready!"

7:15 in sunny morning. Hoist Trapper Nelson.. Climb the white wall
still bounding, though not so fifmifably as a ménth ago, the parking lot.

rFiKes

Crunch night-frozen snow under tricounis. Step carefully not to crush

avalanche lilies in melting-out %k islands of meadow.
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It can't be doﬁe. tven this soon the legs uobble,vthis low the lungs

heave. Impossible to attain 11,500-foot Camp Hazard, 6000 feet above

Due 4o
Paradise, higher than all but two peaks in the state. -Becsose=of a dip along
the way the total elevation gain is 6500 fnet. With a heavy pack. .Into the
zone of queer air. Monie said the traditional rule is that if you make
Hazard on your feet, not youf knees, the summit is a breeze. By no means
everybody makes Hazard., It may not be tomorrow I die, but today. Sovedy
“Sliifhebes - Promsbhesl-8.-thadaath  d syuponsmes”

How does it happen? Do you feel a sudden attack, go sewwk down like
a falling tree, and‘die on the spot? Or slowly weaken, then abromkise-
collapse, to be xkrakzherxgazxisd stretcher?rescued like Betty from Lundin?
Or warned by early symptoms do you quit, descend alone, unnoticed by
companions? Certainly.zgsfuill notice me. My wife, my friends are elsswhers.

The mob has separated in twos and threes’and tours of boisterous
buddies; loudest, of course, are Idiot Richard and the Boy Scouts. Grim
béilent loner, I. The pack breaks into a half-mile string. .The heck with
trying to keep up with frontrunners, the athletes. This is not a day for
competing but For‘surviving. When to finish is unlikely, to rinish last
would beva victory.

The knoll of Alta Vista, a clumﬁ of alpine trees amid snowcovered
meadows. Nostalgia., 1 was,heré a month ago, I was here in 1931. Nearly
6000 fset. 7:35. Sweat beginhing to flow, lungs finding a rhythm, tight
legs loossening, sloppy guts hardéning. |

Upward to Glacier Vista, also familiar from a month ago. 6500 feet,

8 o'clock. Glissade and plunges-step to the edge of the Nisqually Glacier,
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losing 500 vertical feet, precious altitude that musf be gained all over
again. | .
afnmJuw
Now the now. Last month we turnued right, to crevasses and icefall for
practice. Today we cross ths smooth-snow glacier flat to the far bank.
Dona. So far so good. 6000 feet, B:45. An hour and a half on tha
hoof., I'vs not rested yet and won't rest here, nerves wouldn't tolerate
a pause, must get on with it., Sse how high I can gd. See how long I cén
iive. Somberly rest-step, nibb;ing by inches at the 5500 feet to Hazard.
First plug steps up the Nisqually Snowfinger, a narrow gully breaching
cliffs of volcanic rock and morainal till walling the side of the Nisqually
Glacier. Exit from Snoufinger on steep snows of the milsbn Glacian} crevassed
below to the right but unbroken here. Ascend straight up to trashy lava
crest. 8000 feet, 10:15. 1I've not rested yet, -am~geimg~strong. Only the
second time I've been this high, the first time hauling an overnight load,
but legs are marching to the metronoms. Avthrill of tentative elation.
Cantinue plugging gpward, sidehill-gouging the margin of Wilson snous
just below the ridge crast -- which abruptly leaps up in cfumbling ﬁowers of
The Castle. I'm at 9500 feet! And it's only 11:30! And not once hava
1 stopped and 1 feel swell! 1I've gained 4500 feet and only 2000 remain,
I could gambol on at this pace and reach camp by 1 o'clock!
Why hurry? 1I've got the whole afternocon. I'm not going to die!
Enjoy! | |
Dump Trapper Nelsoh in lava #i® blocks under The Castle and sit Hﬁuﬁ
superbly content; Eat a peanut-butter-and-honey sandwich (very tasty)
carried from home and drink a cup of icy water (delicious) from a dribblas

at snoufield edge.’
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Ses where I am! Less than a thousand feet lowser than Glacier, high
in Whitsness of glaciers, Brownness of volcano. The last Greenness was
Alta Vista, hours aqo.

On a broad, gentle ridge beyond the deep Nisqually Glacier trough, far
down at the uppermost promontory of the Green world, Paradise. And beyond
the cluster of minute buildings and the sunflashes from tourists'
windshields, the Tétéosh Range, peaks 6000 and 7000 feet high, bold.summits
£% as viewed from Paradise, exciting goals for a superhiker, but to a
9500~foot climber pitiful as Little Si.

Gaze around the high country, climber's ®k country, my country. Across
dazzling glaciers east‘to the avalanche-thundering Nisqually Icefall and
gargantuan Yawxm buttress of Gibraltar. Across brilliant glaciers wést to
the long laysred-lava ridge of Success Cleaver. Up to Bluensss of sky

. . : . Ca*kedrn/r
decorated by pretty fluffs of amiable cumulus and here-and-there fantasias
of cumulonimbus billowing majestically high -~ but not so high as The
Moundain.

Yet from here it éppears not impossibly high. Though the icecap is a
vertical mile above me, I'm almost 2 vertical miles above the sea, above

faraway
those Ruxaumy Green valleys, thosa/louland dwellings of tpe dwarfs. Small
is the word for the Green world -- small trees, small people. Large is
the word for the White-Brown-Blue world -- large glaciers, large lava cliffs,
large clouds, large sky, large men.

Soft cool breezes and sun-warm rocks. I could sink in happy sleep.

But I'll save my nap for camp. 12 o'clock noon. Complete the simple
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task. "If you make Hazard you've got the summit." I've as much as
made Hazard. Last February in the clubrooms, last Sunday by Frosh Pond,

this morning at Paradise, who could've dreamed...

Hoist pack. Up and away. The Castle was the final thrust of laQa.
The ridgs noQ is round-crqstedl bearing on its back. the snowfield called The
Turtle. Not steep, not flat, perfect for efficient but relaxed climbing.

Resume the machine-like rest step. Pause to nﬁggbpuff. Pace is a

bit too fast -- I'm over-eager is the problem, slow down, after all I've

hauled this pack and this body 4500 feet up the hill and have a right to feel

’ Ill+
Somew 1 .
aziitﬂlﬁ lass than morning~-fresh. Naturally the pack sesms heavier than
Is bowihg most
beFore lunch,\sllclng shoulders and beading spine, and cooled muscles ars
/ «(1,”44

'struggltng to loosen, and drowsiness isn t’dlspelled by exercise.
/

Dammit, pace is still too fast. It's the fucking lunch. 1 ate too

too [iftle _ .
much, rested astesanughy, didn't allow the peanut-butter—honey sandwich

to digest. Must go slower. But first a rest. Not far from The Castle
but hell, this is only my second rest of the day, I deserve it.
Dkay, now onward. Shit! Still too fast. Shift into compound low.

It's not 901ng to be as QUle and nung easy as it seemed at The Castls.
Ths 2000 feet will require mayba SUDO steps and I can take only a dozen*~§

bPFore complalnlng legs and wh8921ng lungs force a halt.z The rest step

isn! t dolng the Job it's supposed toéyfany pace atmali is too Fast.ﬁ\That

s

damn lump in my gut is the troubla -~ those churnlng blobs of pesnut butter
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and gluey—chewéd bread and oily butter. Should've just carried a jar of
honey and lived on that.

Not to worry. Climbers are far above but thay'fe mostly of fhe
advance group that set out at dawn. Far below, just emcrging from the
Snowfinger, are climbers who started with me -~ doubtless nonchalant
athletes wmzamesax unconcerned by the day's chore and having a running picnic.

But not everyone’is romping. Slow as I am, I'm not the slouwsst, I'm
passing people. Some of these guys raced ahead to Alta Vista, Glacier Vista,
Now I've caught them. Now they're standing humped over to relisve backs from
burdens of Trapper Nelsons, thgyi;e studying their boots and apparently
finding them very depressing.

Stop to wipe sweat from {msidessf mook gqggles. Beside me a climber
topples face down in the snow. |

Splendid idea, that, stuffing face in snow. I keep smearing sunburn
cream on face but it instantly Rixms fries off. Sun is blistering. The
glaring Turtle is an oven. Strength is ocozing from pores.

: swalloned

A hurricane blast! And a darkness! A towering cloud has blocksd:gffP
the sun, the skkmimxg blinding snows go duli-cold. The wailing wind from the
poles congeals my blood. 1 was bfoiling on a spit and now drip icicles
of quick-frozen sweat.

Wind guits and cloud floats off and sun sizzles away ice and thawed
meat spoils.

Sweat, asphyxiated by furnace air. Shiver, frosted teeth chéttering.
Sweat. Shiver. Sweat. Shiver. Rest—sﬁep, rest-step, rest. No -- rest,
rest, rest-step. Rest more than step. High under everbanging wall of the

Ice Cliff of the Kautz Giacier above is the final heap of brown rock,
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Camp Hazard -- as far away as when I sacked out at The Castle. Nb, farther.
They're moving it, They're stretching the elastic mountain, making it
wx taller. _
enly
I'm not moving, just now and then shuffling a boot. Woirdly, though,
I'm still passing peoplo. Standing, staring at boots. Or sitting in snouw
gazing at the sky. Doleful faces. Pitiable wrecks mourning the loss of

dear Friénds — theméelves.

For God's sake, let us sit upon the ground
And tell sad stories of the death of kings.

I cannot help them. Each must wend a solitary way through this

melancholy world to high camp. Soon I too will mourn.

A slag jumble. But some of the slag is human. .0Yd Bodies of
second-year students, instructors last spring. Topple among them. Here it
ends. The esophagus is a fuo—way street. Blobs of peanut butter and bread
and butter are boiling. Spread.knees and hang head betyeen. Don't go out
messy, befouled by vomit.

A body is gm groaning, "Why do we have to go there? UWhy can't we
stop here? Some people call this Hazard." .

A moaned answer, "Lower Hazard. We got to go to Upper Hazard."

"Don't see why. A camp at 11,000 would be plenty high."

The body said 11,000. What -- 11,000 what? Feet. - Ah God, somswhere
down there, never knowing, I overtopped Glacier, entered the Third Mile.

Third Mile, 11,000, Third Mile, 11,000...
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Wake up! What was ﬁggg? R Bkmmprinm- flapping of wings! Giant wings,
and hanging bslow, talons!

R dream, I foell asleep. ~§x&d¥ﬁﬂ$ﬂ Or did I? Am I awake now? Nor
slooping nor waking, floating in foggy inbetwesn. The:shaep edges of
Reality fuzzed. A Strangeness felt kams. Ghastly Presences sansed YRIEG.
Nightmares lurking in broad day.

It's happening. This is it. The Clock is steady but that's not where
it strikes, It Hits the gﬁt, it hits the head. Peanut butter is seething,
brain is clouding.

If I die nobody will notice. I won't return to the garret so Betty will
call the survivors to ask whers I am and they'll say they never heard of me.

Can't blame them. That's how it is up here. I've passed dying
climbers and didn't care. What's Hecuba to me, or me to Hecuba?

No safety among these dying bodiss, bones soon to be picked clean by
talons and beaks., Musﬁ climb to that béetling rampart of ice, that tantalizing
wall of White, |

This morning in low valley I breathed rich air, this afternoon'I'm

stratosphers
*® higher than Glacier, in the Third Mile, and the tenuous akmexmkmxx lacks

murk ‘
oxygen to clean thawfigxz from brain and above are 3500 more feet of
mountain with less sustenance at each step.
' Camp
The top is lost, I don't want the top, want only to crawl to azapd

on my knees, to sleep, perchancs to live...

The Ice Cliff! How did it get down here? Didn't. I got up. Yes,

yes, Xhink I recall risving to my feet, Thought it was a dream. Maybe ‘
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it was. And étill is. What difference up hers betwsen waking and sleeping,
dreaming and hallucinating?

Watch sayé 3 o'clock. Of what day? Are there days up hare? O0Or one
unanding tranca? -

Where are the people? If this is Camp Hazard there should be peopls,.
Inspect the rubble-heap r1d99 crest, the sloplng half—acre of bare Brown

vhder
between White of snows on rldge below, 'glaciers steeply helnw left and right,
and wall of ice rising hundreds of feet abave.
cadavers

Bodies littering the disorder of rocks, cold and silent hediass- lying

where f#m felled by the plagus. Some haven't yet expired, are tottering
(s

in the gale, parka nhoods niding w= faces contcrted:ié the agony of contagion.
Who are they? Perhaps not dying companions at all, maybe hooded Creatures
that live in blue-dark depths of crevasses and when we mortals invade their
domain creep out to eat our souls.

1 fall down forever at 11,500 fest, farthest I've ever climbed from

'Ft'cc'ncl )
the fecuda sea that gave birth to life, to me, =¥R closest I've aver
approached the sterile sky that is the enemy of mankind, of me. Let them
eat my soul. . o
and +hix ‘{"'{‘leuu, ‘“'\\)H‘Mﬂ--n

Awaka? Asleep? BothAneither in &hes-f8EAd s icknEsSe - -Here in the
realm more of Sky than Earth, looking down on clouds floating over peaks
high to lowlandsrs but low to us, waking-sleeping ars all one, dreams are
reality and reality is a dream, all one, all one. UWe're poor playsers
strutting and fretting an hour in some ‘Imagination, ne-meed"substantial

) materialice ChuJy

as
twan the phantoms that creep From crevasses and d:tft ‘from loads,

we're tales told by an idiot.
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The wind is real, fierce, I must get out of the »akmm unrslenting wind.
There's a low rock wall erected by some presvious sky-pioneer. His grave?
No corpse. Spirited away by the Creatures. Or simply evaporatod, become a

,'no u‘../(

Creaturs himself. Perhaps I!ii,Soon‘be a Creature of. the crevasses. Lia

" behind the wall on soft bed of pebbies and sand.
wh it - Brewn .

Look down thg ridge to sullen cloud wisps dimming Ihp/Castle, and down
dan ee—andwsnow to Green meadowé and forests. Ah sweet Green! Ah horrid
White and Brown! Look out to thes Goat Rdcks, roots of an ancient volcanog, .
and to massy Adams and graceful St. Helsns, and cloudsea covering Oregon
and the'PaciFic Ocean, uhere the sun is sliding.

Other parkas behind other walls. Does a parka have a sex? 1In the
parking lot this morning were many obvious méles, several evident females,
No satyrs or nymphs, monks or nuns hers. .Dnly distinguishing the parka-
phantoms is that most of us go down one side of the ridge to piss (urine
dark as concentrated orange juice) and a few go down the other side. Houw
éursed'the daughters of Eve! And the most cruel punishment for their Sin
. is not the-pain.of childbirth but eme-~agony~of dropping pants and hanging
bare ass out in this chill gals. Certainly 1'll not take a cfap this
side of Paradise.

In a nearby nook is a parka. Even lying dowh it's a Tall Parka. Eyes
(not seen but guessed) within the hood stare over thousands of square miles
of Earth diminished to a relief map.

From‘depths of Tall Parka a voice (speaking to me, to itself, to
whatever gods may be?): "Why do I keep coming up here? Wwhy can't I learn?

I'm always sick on the way to high camp, sick at high camp, sick all the way

to the top, sick all the way down, sick sick sick."
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Weary of myself and sick of asking...
Another parka, no phantom, an inaisputable healthy human being (How
comes such an alien up here among us?) approaches, sits by Chairman Cam.
"Well," says robust, chnarFQl Leader Ed, "Guess we botter arrange tha
rope toams, You'knoy these peoople and I doﬁ't."
Cam groans, sifs up. . ,
wind - whipped
Rope teams. Futile gesture. Some names on theﬂslip of papsr in Ed's
hand are motionless specks far below, never will climb this high. Others
are in death throes here, their violent retching piefcing the loud wind.
Anywhere else in our civilized nation such agony would bring the Red Cross
archvig
scurrying, and the National Guard, and reporters and priests and the governor.,
At Hazard, though, everybody is sick, nobody is rushing anywhere., Saving only
Leader Ed, when the phantoms stir at all they move:ggliberately.mdgéﬁ aged
folk with brittlé bones, or corpses arisen from the grave after putrefying
a month,
How could this iegion of the damned climb 3000 moré feet? The summit is
a Fantasy. For me, for everyone. But Ed.m insists, Though Cam in his
torpor knows it's pointless. They draw up a list of three-man teams,
agreeing to let ropeleaders worry in the morning, if morning ever comes,
about who died alone on the ridge below and who died here in the bag.
Fourteen ropeleaders are selected. One more needed. The seffart of
thinking is makiné Cam sicksr, he wants Ed to go away. Despairingly
he casts eys around the rockpile, focuses on me. He says, "0Oh hell,
give Manning a team."

-He's gone mad. To think I can crawl out of the bag tomorrow to follow,

much less lead. Should I live I'll go only down. No matter. Doubtless
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I'11l die in the night. If I somshouw don't, so many assuredly wili that I
can lie unpoticed among the corpses.

Yet it is an honor. #oﬁbauzﬁi;; Awarded solely because Cam's
Wmnprxakaly sick and 1'm handy. Still, of a¥ the hundrods who startad
the Course in February only a dozen ?re at high camp (or struggling toward
it) and only one has been choéen to lead a rope. If I don't die I'l11
have beaten out all those haughty athletes.

Just in case, try t0 cpam a supper down throat to fuel ﬁhe tomorrouw,
if any. UWhat malignant deceiver‘seducsd me into believing baby food pampers
a delicate pwkiaskmx appetite? UWho else? Monie, j;;kégywitch to the end,. |
CHEkiing¢§§Fﬁ¥tﬂBrtaiﬂwmi§Hﬁ¥¥ Up there somewhere above the Ice Cliff,
may vultures be gnawing her vitals. Open a jar of chopped beef -- the stench
flips my stomach., A jar qf strained peas -- God, have‘iwalread¥ thrown up
without noticing? Impossible to swallow that shit. But the chocolate
custard is just barely possible, helped down by a éaﬁ of pineapple Juice.

Enough food. Peanut butter is riled by the new arrival.

Gaze out to sverywhere sky -- who would've thought the old world had
so much air in it? Forests and rivers are disconnected absqlutely from my

bed on the shore of outer space.

'Tis cold, 'tis cold, 'tis bitter cold,
And I am sick at heart.

Crawl into bag and wrap up in %ks liferaft sail. Morbidly watch
neighbor Cam, moaning, stuff as mUCh long body in bag as will fit and wrap
leftover shoulders and head in sweater and parka and tarp. Forgive him

for Lundin, he's paying for his sins.

t
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Tiny orange ball falls into red cloudsea lying blanketlike on the
ocean. Summit flame of Adams snuffs out. Pink skyglow lingers above,
reflecting brilliance of high snows -- Rainier always is the last of the
Northwest Lo Qo dark. Tha close-looming, skull-whiteo Ice Cliff loans out
over camp. Faint lights of blissful Paradise sparkle in meadowland night.

Paradise is not for the-lik&sxsaf- us. Our fate lies elsewhere. Skyglow
fades. Stars réce through ominous swift mist. Wind asséﬁlts Foundatiﬁns of
the mountain. Camp Hazard hath’neither joy, nor love, nor light, nor

certitude, nor peace, nor help fram pain.

S h& .
Boom! 1 anag awake as the flare fades. Flash-boom! Dear God, the
pounCeJ
Russians have geunded on Szattle, they also have the Bomb and the garret is
gone and the last war has‘begun. FLASH-BOOM! Not the Bomb. Worse.
Creep deeper in bag. Hailstones batter liferaft sail. Insane to vanture to
thie i)land’:f‘ . enetration of Lavectous
‘ﬁﬂig Farthermost theuat sé<thecplanstmintewthe-ferecityof space. Roaring
wind soon will rip boulders from ridge and roll them around the sky like
billiard balls, snatch dreamers 4 off Earth to fly kim through lightning
and thunder. Praess cells of flesh into hinerals of rock, grip. Earth with
toes and belly and nose, long to be in a silent cave-womb far underground,
secure from sky. -
A frightful noisei Snap awaks in terror! Shriek of a lost soul
staring into the pit of Hell! Flick flashlight on watch -- 3:30. That was
the rising call.

Someona has blundered. Not mine to reason why, not mine to make

reply. Loving peace, I never should've left the land of flowsrs, for storm
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ah u\‘i’cr\ue’\', war

is not*axdisturbanﬁa;/es the normal condition of the sky. Lightning flashes "

gmid roiling thunderheads, revealing doom-wild clouds swirling ovef Ics
Cliff above. Almost down upoh us is the cloudcap storm, which must by now
have killed Monie and Bill and Lloyd, unless they've managed to escaps
ribbons of torn tents and crawl dwaer into sheltering steam caves melted in
the crater snowfield.

Still deep in bag open a can of fruit coéktail and shudder as an icy
grape slithers down throat. It sticks halfuay. Study a peach slice. With
such reinforcement the grape surely will rise in rebellion. Abandon:
breakfast; Stretch watch cap farther over ears, shiver from bag and tarp,

c latterving
bones satbling in frigid gale. Pull on stiff-as-a-board Navy parka and
frozen boots. Lash crampons and don miﬁtens and stand, bracing against
brutal gusts.

Bully ropemates from sacks, tie up and report to Leader Ed. . Other
teams zzélgg;iﬁ partly or entirely moribund, so estagpd shak%ng from cold and
fear while £Ed and Cam perform the miracle 6? raising from the dead climbers
fit only for burial. Incredibly, all 45 are on their feet, ihclgding Boy
Scout Tom, éﬁ&%epaing only less odious than Idiot Richard but forgiven at
dusk yesterday as he reeled ® barfing into Hazard and by unexpectedly-
compassionate pals was helped into sleeping bag and tenderly nursed,

Mingling in bellow of gale are howls and curses and whines and moans
and whimpers and retches. Ropes tanglas, rocks rattle, flashlight beams

aimlessly probe blackness.

4:30. Night thinning. Eastern horizon pinkening. Ed descends loose

- rubble to the snow gully under the Kautz Ice Cliff, Cam follows with his

team and I with mine. We pause to breathe deep, then dash crampon-awkward
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across the gully; when Monie climbed this route#f 2 years ago the whole
pafty missed by seconds being wiped out here by an avalanche of ice blocks
as big as box cars. '

From the gully we skirt the base of a lava cliff and enter the Kautz
Chute, a narrow channel of the glacier plunging betwsen enclosing 108 walls,

upward
As we rhythmically punch gxammamx crampon spikes/ln crisp snow toward the

- dissolves in
fearful cloud cap, suddenly it $hime-te rainbows Jandovawiehee,  And the
rising sun tames the gale, warms white mounds of Adams and St. Helens riding
abovg‘swells of the lowland-concealing sea of gleaming clouds.,

DH what a beautiful morning, oh what a wonderful day!

The head of the Chute tilts too steeply for cramponing, requires
stepcuﬁting. Ed'strikes up the right side into a jungle of ice towers,
swinging ax with old guide's easy skill, each blow erupting a sun-glittering
spray of ice chips. But slow is his progress, we'll be hours funneling
through the bottleneck. Therefore Cam commences a second étepline up the
smooth-steep center of the Chute, aiming for a closed crevasse offering -an
upward-angling ramp. On atfaining the ramp hs pauses, looks doun to the
13 teams‘standing in line, waiting. |

"Manning!" he barks. "Chop a route between me and Ed!"

Yesterday I was promoted prematurely from tﬁe ranks to ropeiegder and
ﬁhis morning I'm promoted again, to routemaker! How the athletes must envy!

Whare to go? Into the white jungle, up thaf obvious ice gully. Do as
I practiced on Nisqually -- with‘g both hands grasp ax shaft at the bottom,
swing/just like chopping.a tree. Flrst several sideways 522332 oF the pick

to undercut the slope, then several downward strokes to chip out ice and

complete a Wmkx boot-size step. Stamp in 10 crampon daggers and repeat.
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Cut a ladderway up the gully to its end under a serac, cut a traversing
line across thé sarac face to ‘another gully.. But és I enter, ice rubble
- batters my head. Cam is crossing above me and svary sz;gke of his ax
" looses a volley. Retreat. UWait until the gully is quiet, chop chop choﬁ
to the top, chop chop over another serac face to another gully -«- and
another assault by Cam's garbage. Ratreat. Wait. Advance. Again. Again.
Emerge at iast from gulliss and seracs and volleys onto smooth upper
-aykex slopes of the Kautz Glacier. Dismay. Cam's routs was sg fast he was
followed by most of the party, all but Ed's fans. ?rom third rope, a
position earned at Hazard by eagsr efficisnt 4 a;::‘bfbmptness, I've fallen
near the rear. And after I expended so much energy and creativity crafting
my lovely staircase, not.é single other teaéX?Lllowed me. None to praisé my
art, none to give thanks for sacrificial labor. It's not fair, it makes ms
sick. |
Sick.
I was so buéy chopping I wasn't paying attention, but we're at 12,500
feet! Dear God, higher than Adams. I was so busylroutefinding—routemaking

That
I didn't notice<swt all through the icefall I was getting sick.

J;QE grape is rising in my esophagus. And behind it the chocolate
cusﬁard. And the peanut butter.\

Slow the pace. Hear breathing close behind. Damn Number Two!
Disrespectful Number de! Walking faster than his Leadsr! Getting sven with
me for my being chosen Leader. He's been climbing for years, should've bean
the Leader but was camped toﬁ far from sick Cam to be remembered. Yell

we tavd Fet any crevarresr bot

at the old bastard (at least 30) to keep the rope stretched out —if?on t

you know there could be hidden crevasses? I've no breath tazapara for

yelling. It makes me sick.
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I hate‘Nunber Two but loathe Number Three, who by sickening chance
is none other than Idiot Riqhard, who among ether crimes is a‘genuine
incesantly s
athlete, with so much breath to spare he carrigs.on+a=running exchange-at
adolescent inanities with Boy Scouts on other teams. Every gigglse~shout
makes me sicker., Call a halt.
. _ peer '

This is it. Shortly I'm going to do-a?qﬁoy Scout Tom is doing and
barf my giblets all over the glacier. Death up here_doesn't coms by the Rimk
Clock stopping or the brain spinning off in madness but by the deranéed
body turning itself inside out. |

Must force back down my gul;at that goddam pusrygrape. Dig from
rucksack the bottle of grapejuice. Tentatively sip. Grapa-dgé; 555.
Stomach doesn't convulse, indeed seems gratefui for the thought. Spots
clear from eyes. Grapejuice races through'arterieé, feeding sugar and
oxygen to muscles,

Onward and upward.' Now I.find the proper rhythm, one deep breath for
sach deliberate step. Ignore insolent Number Two, ignore Idiot Richafd,
concentrate on breathing, stepping. We're barely moving but we ars moving,
and no teams are passing us and we're passing some.

Brisk wind is cool-delicious, sun is life and hope. The cloudsea is
rising below us, submerging all bup the highest Tatoosh peaks, islets poking
through cloudwaves. The Goat Rocks stand higher, 'to 8000 féet, and to
9677 feet the symmetrical cone of'St. Helens, often compared in beauty &k &
to Fujiyama, and to 12,202 feet the Wk hulking Adams. Beyond the unssen

2-mile ~Aall veleanpes,

Columbia River #reiuegas boldly ris%AHood and Jefferson and, haze-dimmed

175 miles south, the Three ¥& Sisters. With seven-league boots one could
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giant-walk through the sky, down the stepping stones of fire-mountains-ice-
mountains from Washington through Oregon to Shasta and Lassén in California.
Someona descending. Quitters! No —-- Monie and Bill and Lloyd and
the other thres, reFugees from the crater night, the cloudcap'storm,vplunging
i Fheir haste 4o £ice ' :

down with scarcely a hnllo-y.m-ucpa the sky. Somathing of their suffering
I can guess from the white pillars along our route -- the wands they placed
on their ascent, during the night plastered thick with hoarfrost.

~Near the top of the Kautz Glacier, under the dome of Point Success,
we turn right to cross the uppsrmost rocks of Wapowety Cleaver. thmn\ﬂé
rest in boulders feathered with hoarfrost, fragile Faarylsculptures. Tatoosh
and Goat Rocks have been drownsd and St; Helens is engulFed.as we watch.
Only Adams and Hood are left.

We're at 13,000 feet! How could it ge be? What's happening?
Grapejuice is.keéping stomach calm, brain free of fuzz. The IQiot opens
a can of sardines and offers them around, smlrklng at the~h@¥;;:’on faces
Esnzirbux conFronted by stlnklng dead flsh but my gorge holds flrm.Q‘I'm
alive -- and well. A coward dies a thousand deaths, a hero buf ane.

Hero!

Excelsior!

+the side of Pont Svecess
As we traverse,onto the Nisqually Glacier, above the gigantic icefall

/'I\

that apgmix appalls far-below Paradise, 1 at last see Columbia Crest, a sharp
edge dividing brightest of White from truest of Blue, and # feel a sudden

‘quﬁxkn.unEarthly loftiness, as if The Mountain afloat on cloudsea has bobbed

away roets 1h
up on a wave toward the sky, has broken maerdngs from,hidden lowlands and

A

is adrift in infinity.
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We detour around a frightening-huge bergschrund whose interior blue

twilight deepens toward full black night of the unguessable bottom and slowly

. let4 Fighd
plod upward toward the saddle between Point Success1and Columbia Cres%ﬂ Now
. f /'

I'm breathing not once for sach step but twice.v Lungs are weary of pumpiné
worthless air in.and out, in and out,.

Alone 1 walk,’fhe fope behind me perhaps is s4¥)} connected to two
other‘bodies but they are not with me, the solitary hero.

The saddle, 14,000 feet! DOne final White rise of gliftering sugar-candy

hoarfrost. The sky grows. Once it was above us, then below, now it's all

around, we're walking through the sky.
Slower, slower. Three breaths for each step. The ltertte €rest is, after
all, unattainable. So near, so far.

hew ; , ' -
But, no” White above! Only Blue densser and cleaner than Plato dreamt

A
of in his philsaophy!

If 1 die this moment in the middle of the sky, leaning against the
purifying cold gale sweeping the Crest, here in space uwhere centrifugal force
of Earth's rotation easily could fling a mote of humanity over the continents,
what cause For”cbmplaint?v

It is 10 o'clock in the grandest morning of the history of the world
ahd legs are sblid, heart steady, mind whirling not in Feaf but from the

GCS'F(‘ S B
day of belonging to the wild sky.

CIY‘CIC f T'h\. V‘tmnu“c'
From the snow-filled crater ginsed by memwwm volcanic gravel the

\ ,
/
cloudsea reaches out to every horizon, the colors of Reality are Whits snow

and White cloud and Blue sky and Brown lava, all Green utterly drowned.

All Earth, all humankind, are gone. 'Rainier remains, and I.
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Steam leaks from rocks of the crater rim -- the volcano lives.
And so do I!

A coward dies a thousand deaths, a hero lives forever!

I'm 14,408 fest (plus 5 feet 11 inches) above Pugst Sound where I was
born, that Egil am I!

Death-fearing I left Paradise yesterday, but today I'll descénd thers
immorﬁal, for Faust never dies. Within me is the powar of the volcano sk
whose hot guté might burst forth any moment in City-destroying eruption, and

. ‘ overwhelm
the powser of glaciers whose coldness might soon sweep down to -budldoze
dews the lowland Civilization, and the power of the most enormous sky anyone
lower than
skExkxmf the angels ever will know. Henceforth when doubt-weakened fuy
iﬁtimatieneﬁoﬁ#moatah&hy J've only to look south from Seattlé to see The
Nountain, to sae Me! |

Beware, Seattle! For when I returm it will be with the dreadful
strength of Tambuplaine the.Great, who, from a Scythian Shephearde, by his
rare and woonderfull Conquefts, bedame a moft puiffant and mightye Monarque,

And (for his tyranny, and terrour in Warre) was tearmed, THE SCOURGE OF

GoD.
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