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Larry will become the person largely responsible for the GDG for the next ten years. He will also  shepherd the Goose Down into the digital age, being first to use publishing software. 


A Letter from ithe Fresident

How dows apne kerln to express the
feelings of gratitude and thanks which
Are deasrved by thomse who continue Lo
santribute to the zeans in order to ac=
complish the enda® T would ponder that
g mere thank you is nll ome can truly

do, but this actlon and expresaion
doesn't sesm zeaty enough. You may ask
why I use the teras meaty. A& list of a

faw of the 2lubs acoompllshments Iln the
last 7 months zight explain my meaning.

The Summer of 32_
packing trip to the Wind Aivers
Aangs in Wyoming)
2, Qther trips securred all summer.
For axamples
n. A rock clizmbing and backpacking
trip to Senecm Hocks - Daolly
Jods Wilderness Area - W. Vir.,
b. Rockelimbing at Term.'s hot amd
h=avy "Hock FPinmacles,”
cs W Vir.'s challenging New River
and mematrous Gauley River
ware the scens of rafting out=
ings,
ds ':1 i.m.b‘.tl'l.s' in Tnl“it.p I:H.llfl.
€. and many other untold({er toe
mumerous to mention) cutinga.

The Pall of 82
l: A sucoesaful openhouse rocketed
us into s great eras,
2. Tom Seuadeara' brilliant Mt. Me=
Einley alide show tantalized ally
Zy The climbing course was a fantastic
FUSSESE |
4, The bizgest sucoess of the quarter
was the Elger Ellde Show pressnted by
Earry Kemt arnd Kelth Lobar, the firat
imearicans to eli=b the deadly nerth
wall in the winter. This lecture
waa preasented through the eooper=
ation af the UCHC and the Sierra
Tlub;
5. Ending the quarter in atyle, =ix
people tock a toe chilling, but
heart warming trip to N.Y1'3,
idirandasks .

This suarter has besn terrifie and
contimies ta loak great. A bhackoacking
triz to the Mammotik Cave area, and =
combined Ski Club - Yountaineerine Club
crosa country akil trlp in Michigan, koth
happanad in the flrat two weelta of the
JURTLET.

An innovative gathering of U.C. out=
doer clubs was the spitome of campus
grodwille The shirt raffle and t-ahirta
alao are & hizh point this guarter. The
spring bresak trip, now in the olannins
atages, looks promising far 19 lucky
rerople who will trawvel 45 the southwest.
There im still room on this trip, but one
should make arrangements scon if interest:

The Caving Course will prove to he a
blast, as always. I encourage people o
take course (Feh. 10 & 12); no experisnes
needed !

Much still
plamming , article writing, trip
equipment purchesing, ets. We need your
input. Dom't be shy, tut if you sre just
glve ze a call to discuss amy ideas you
=lght haves Its your club and you will
eventually determine its destiny. A des=
tiny I view poaitively.

Thank you sll for your contiruing
suppart.,

resds to be dome. Trip

taking,

Tours truly,

Fletzh %
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COLD FEET IN THE
ADIRONMDACK MOUMNTAINS

oy Bob Easslas

This is a good tHme? It% now =-10°F,,

up from =20°F. The air is almost ecriap
amough  to break afE; certainly Eha
condensation from our breath is. Six bodiss
shr, awakening o a surprising cold. Each

must find a way to deal with the cold: how
to prime a bitearly cold stowe, how to thaw
the leather in ones boots Eo usable
flegbility, how to keep up some semblance
of blood «circulation, especially In the
extremeties, and the inevitabla, "Iz This
Worth Ie?

Those wers the conditions and gquestiona
gix members of the Club had to grapple with
during the Winter Break erp to  the
Adirondack MYountains, upper MNew York
state™s magnificent— and potentially deadly—
High Peaks Region. Fletcher Andrews III
was the chief planner and trip leader. Bob
Fesslar(that™ me) and Dan Lynch prowvided
advice and general guidance, sometimes sage
and sometizes bitchy., Jane Reilly was full
of enthusiaam and genercusly drove her new
Subaru, one hell of a nice automobile. Amy
Dsterbrock was Kesper of the Sacred Flame,
managing to build at least two firea despite
the foul weather. Dave Gardner proved the
impetus for both scaling down the original
trip plans and for urging Fletch onward
during the only peak attempt of the crip.
All told, they made up a great group of
hikers and friends,

The trip began at UC the Saturday
morning after axams. A week sarlier it had
been in the 60f%, but it was pow arsund
freezing.
the Adirondacks. There, too, it had been
unseéasonably warm until a few days before,
It was no longer a question of,"Heow much
snow?", but, "Is there any” snow!" Everyone
had snow shoes and lots of warm clothes,
expecting {and  Thoping) for the worst,
Finally, by early afternoon we were all
packed in and on the rvoad with aboue 17
hours of deving ahead of ws.

When we epeached Cleveland, Flateh
suddenaly got homesick and, dangling the
carrot of a home=cooked meal, convinced
everyone bto stop at his parents’, That
almost proved terminal to the camping, as

his parents” hospicality worked - like a
wonderful d4rug, rvelaxing us into wimpish
complaceney. Luckily, we were able to
auster & new chacge of enthusiasm for che

Irnp, and were soon on the road again.
Driving through the night, we eveatually

Ho one knew what to expect up in °

found ourselves in Lake Placid, Hew York,
former gte of the Winter Olyapic Games.
The six of us mpped coffes and hot
chocolate in REueh® Diner as we ate our last
"civilized" breakfast and discussed our hopes
for the trip.

At lasr we turned down the snowy road
thar would lsad to the trail head. Birch
trees lined cthe read, looking much like the
aspens one seas out west. Though there was
oaly four o six inches of smow on the
ground, the cold temperatures hadot allowed
tha snow on the trees to melt, creating a
winter-wonderland effect.

Parking in a lot adjacent toc Heart Lakes,
4 campground and lake owned and run by the
Adirondack Mountain Club, we orgamized our
gear a fnal dme. Then, with late afternoon
fast approaching, we set off, Many of us
had wvery heavy packs, some surely 70 lbs. or
more. The going was slow. Also, with
snow-shoes on, the useven trall made for
rough going. I soon shed my anow=shoes,
only to have to carty them on my back; I
wasnt sure which was worse,

Our goal the Hrst day was modest. We
wanted oanly to cravel about two miles to =
lean—to &t a place called Rocky Falls., Bue a
few of the group, weary frowm practically no
sleep in 32 hours, moved very slowlv. In a
short while, ir was getting dark and the
group was split. Luckily we all made it —
raggedly— to the shelcer, but it was long
after dusk befors evervone had eaten and
gotten into the warmth of their bags. It
was agreed that in the future, the group had
to be ready te stop for the night by abour
(3130, as it got very cold and darkish by five.

In the =orming we discovered that it
was -107F. ar 8 A.M, Amys thermometes,
which was supposed to record the might's
low, hadn®t been set properly. We later
found out that che low that might was
1=20"F,! Needless to say, we were slow in
irising that morning.

When everyone did £fnally get oue of
their bags, it became a contest against the
cold. People were jumping up and down to
stay warm. Dan kept gaoing EFor jogs down
the tradl, returning with ever longer
snobeicles in hds crusty beard., Afrer Futile
actempts Eo warm his feet, Dave anmounced
that he had =misgivings about whether or mot
he could continue the trip., Soon eveyaone
was complaining of cold fest and woicing
doubts 23 to their ability to take both the
cold and the heavy packs.

The QArst chore was g0 warm Dave®s
faer, than the group would evaluate the crip
plans. Wicth che aid of Jane® armpits and

L ]



my Army heat pad, Dave Ffnally got his fear
Warm. The group them agreed that they
should return to the cars, unload a lot of
food, and go ouwt on shorter loops that would
require less gear.

So, hawvisg left the cars only the day
bafore, thinking that we wouldn®™ be seeing
them again for seven days, we Found
gurselves ac them agasin. This Ome we
warant quite sure what we wanted to do and
we gspent a lot of tHme discussing the possi-
bilinss.

The Adironjack Hountain Club had an
gight=-man bunkhouse on Ctheir Heart Lake
property, and the hardy group from the

UCMC wers soon 4C its gas—furnace warmth,
drinking wine and playing cards. A new Crip
was dewvised, up to a place called Avalanche
Lake and Back in three days.

The next morming was warmer and
brilliantly clear. Everyone was axcited and
we hit the trail wirh high hopes. The
weather report called for warming, so we
left the snow-shoes behind.

How wWe werg ageing and appreciating
the Adirondacks. Frozen creeks seemed ro
be at every bend, the snow sparklad in the
light, and the only sound was that of
plaasant conversation or the click of a
cdmers, The trail aystem was wvery weall
developed. Becauwss of & huge Ffair-weather
hiking wsage, the park™s craila oaeeded
enormous numbers of bridges, walkwaya, and
evan sCeps Lo control erosion.

The Brst major landmark we encountered
was Harcy Dam (Fletch claims its all a
coincidence.l. The lake created by iIE was
framed by mountains and encrusted with a
thin Llayer of ice. We worked our way
around it and began a slow ascent along the

creek char feads ir, A heavy snow sl
clung to the trees here, bur the warming
weather would so0om  change that, The

lean-to wve camped at coulddt have been
more pleCuresque, Off the rrail a shorc
distance, it was nestled in the traea, over-
looking a rocky streawm.

Ahile Amy gachered firewood, Bcb and
Fletch bushwacked up the side of a nearby
mountain to get a4 view of the surrounding
mountaintops. Dave and Jane slsg went for
a4 day hike, exploring the trall we were to

take ¢the next day. When bath groups
returned, Amys Bre was stactiag, Dinner
was leisursly prepared. It was quite a
contrast to the Srst night out.

The next morning wWas very warm.

Spirits were high as we asrarted up the Crail,
Clouda had rolled in ducing the mght and
rain seemed more lkely than snow. The

o T

group turned at the next trail junction and
began the ascent to Avalanche Pass. Though
it has been dubbed the "misery mile", it
wasn™ long before the pasa was reached.

Great rock faces marked the crevice
that was the pass. Dave and Fletch <ould
hardly be concained; che wanced to climb.

Large sheets of fce clung to the rock and
there wers frequent stops to cake pictures.
Soon wea reachad Avalanche Laka. It
was incredible. Like an alpine lake out
west, 1t was borderad on one mde by the
sheer rock that rose ko the cloud-covered
summit of Mt. Colden and on the ocher side
by the boulder feld which waa the base aof
both Mt. Iroguols and Mt Algonguin. Like
the lake we had seen previously, Avalanche
Lake had a thin coat of ice, and thers were

ski eradls =marking a route across the ica,
Not wanbing €o trust the thin ice, we
followed the foot trail around the lake.

That trail=— which Dan curses to chis day—
was someching akin to caving with a pack
on. We spent more Gme climbing up, down,
dcroas, and arousnd boulders than we did
getually making distance. AL two spots the
Park had actually bolted a walkway along
vertical eoek, the lake below and the sky
above., Mopst averyone thought it was great.

Jur destination, & lean—to just past
Avalanche Lake, curned owt to be diamantled,
50 we opted to travel another mile Eo
Colden Lake, It was still early in che day,
but wa koew the added distance would =make
it nEceasary to atay out one more oight than
planned. Ewveryone agreed chey had enough
food co last, and we hesded to Coldan.

When we finally found a lean=to to our
liking at Colden Lake, the clouds had settled
in, shrouding most everything more than a
hundred feet above the lake. The ice on the
lake was 30 Loviding that we laid e.ps and
r-p.3 about ten feet out onto the ice and sac
dewn for a lunch feast. Dave checked the
thickness of the ice by chopping through
with the ice axe and discoversd it was only
4 meagar Ctwo of three inches. Mo one
dared go ouwr more than Efey feet onto tha
ice, but Dan and Fletch and mysalf all tried
our akills at chopping the ice.

Aay again wanted to gather Brevood,
but since everything seemad so hopelessly
damp from the meldng snow, she had no
volunteers, Instaad, the rest of che group
waent on & day hike, hoping to see another
lake Earther down the trail When we got
back, Amy had managed ¢toc bulld some
gmoke, lamenting the meager Grevoasd
pickings. Az evarvone souwgpled Infte their
bags, a lone Lght shone from the far side of

{cont. o. 15



"Foulhardy in the Extreme"

by
Cralgy Ls Patterason

The clouds ars vast hovering over
the land atretching toward the Jorth
S2ea. The purple heather lays limp on
the dull grasses, crippled on the hill=
sldea of yesterday's growing season.
The cold is not the only elemant wears
ing on the moorlands; the grazing sheep
uproot the fraglle vagetation in their
gonatant; patterned chomping. The
flocks are as much a part of Ssottish
heritage as the clansmen themsealves,
providing wool for the warm elothing
and tartans nesded ta survive tha zold
damp winters. These fluffy creatures
roam the sloping brown and yellow moor=
landa undisturbed by the hustle and
bustle of the modern soclety growing in
the nearby cities, A wall of grey mist
sinks on the island in the distance.
Oloudpasses swell in mirutes , ener-
glzed by zalls originating frem the in-
flux of lond and sesa. I am & wisltar
to the myeterious islea of the Lower
Hebrides situsted on the western reach-
es of thke eountry of Scotland.

Hidday on the Isls of Siye in Cec=
e=ber 1s shortlived for climbers push=
irg dawn to dusk ambitionss The trail=
head for the Cuillin Mountains starts
&t the junction of two country roads.
The ares i3 sparsely populatad with a
seasonal: pub, & pumber of farmhouses,
and scattered flocks of sheep. Max
and Bess let me off at the roeck bridge
by two parked cars.

"There must be someons up in those
iey rocks already. I still think vyou're
erary to pass up & warm cer rlde around
the 1lsland."”

Stubbornly I reply, "Ta know, there
is n completely differsnt parapective
up there. Every ocunce of snergy it
takes to ge. into the high country is
warth the effort.”

"Good luck and be sareful ,” Max
WArTIE .

His words pre ouffled, as I az
already headed for the first rock calrn,
ralieved to be alone in the solitude of
the open alr.

The approach follows a river amd mul
tiple rute ground into the half frozen
20il. The vastrness of the region is dwar
fod by a lack of trees, but distaness gr=
3till great., [ ecross terraced watarfalls
and wooced Lridges. The gentle slape con
tilrues to 8 roek platesu holding pools of
water crusted with transparent ice, a
good spot to rest and absorbh tne panorami
view, The first Cuillin looms above me,
Lakes, islands, and peatures stretch out
before me. I leave my last running watsr
and move to the base of the #irst Cuillin
to contsmplate my path. Fortunately, the
rock cairps lead toe way up the maze or
awitchbacks to my first encounter with
sfiow and lee, I rouns thne cormer or the
frozen rocky face and collide with “ha
brutal force of gusty winde. Luckily, I
kave all four power points pinned to the
earth or I would apin off like the ery-
stals of ice stinging =y pertially ex-
rosed face. My two hour clilmb from sea le
goes quickly as I surmount the %070 foaf
Cuillin, Am Ebalsteir. I reat on the Ltop
of the rocky pyramid, nestled betwsen a
buffer of clouds and grasslands. The
Cuillins surrounding me demand awesome
reapects

The question rests in the back of =y
minds Should I guit mow or kees golineg?

My fearlesa ego decides to go for it.

The highest Cuillin 1des at the western
termimus of the Cloun Baain ridge, mayke

8 kalf mile away. The first quarter mile
keads soutk dewn an essy ridce to the Sun=
ctlon of three steeply ridged tasins. The
smallest eastern besin bomsts three cone
izal spires and a large block reseabling
the face of o man. The largest southern
basin 1a obsessed with & fierce biting
wind ripping egainst a steep exposed knifs
edge, I chose the horseshoe shaped Cloun
tasin to the west as my intended descent.
The wind chill encourazes a lunch bresk

in a threes sided natural block shelter.

1 sit frozen to a rock eating kizh
energy foods and drinking cold water,
oblivious to danger. The last Jusrtsr mil,
iz bitter, cutting steps in crusted ice
anc gpusty winds, I am hypnotised. Safar
ground is in the distance. 351ip! Zing!
DAMNL This is steep. My fall guickly
tiurns into a nightmare. Frictionless kell,
A black ledge approaches. I am upable to
divert my accelerating slide. OH 20D\
RERE COMES LEATEY CIPY! SMACKLLL coacgtiy!
and dar¥ness..

I‘-F-Illiil-‘-'l-l'l-rrrlll-!-"l



My recovery to subconclouspess
skida on 8 acattered level of lnocohe=
erenee. ¥ hands are mumb; infact,
all oy senses are dull. 4 Ffaat lock
eround sends =e into penic and terror.

"Oh =y God, ok zy Ood, HELF ME,
PLEASE..vuscas 5

My first decision is irratiomal.
et toa the snly farmhouse in sight,
but I don't even know where I a=.
¥y gear... I spin in pain to search
the towering scree slope for my be=
longingss bHelplesanese contlinues..s
Yo pack, no balaclawva, and no gloves.
The warnings return %o haunt me, but
help to reorient =y mind. It 13 ob=
vious that I am im & fight with life
and deaths I bkave no cholce, time ias
a crucial factor. Hobbling to my fest
gy injuriss become apparsnt. A tarn
arkle almost sends =e flalline down
another brutal scres slape.

"Nol Ko, mot again....Flease..."

God only knows how long I have
been unconseious. I can't feel my
raw bleedine hands and try shoving
them in =y leatker jackets Cheri
comes to mind. 1 wonder if she
can sense my dissstrous situstieon.

I will 1ivs for her regardleas of

the pain, My left hand folds at the
wrist entering =y pocket and I am
forced to work it in using =y good
right hand, moening scecma toc kelp.

I gasp; wense, and whine to the fringe
of the moorland., My work is cut out
for =e, Thave at least thres miles to
reach the hizhway.

-Eﬂuﬂﬂ' h.lPllllE'lPlllH‘l? _'-

¥y right foot i3 incapable of
garrying any weicht. My only cholce
ia to rip it to shreds, but stay om
level pround,; apd then the sheep can
play tag with this raving manise. It
would be ldeal to rides cne hose. If
only there was a skhepherd arcund. It
{an't until now that darkness seems
eminent and raln floats in.

"Help me, please help me.”

My mind begins to dpift. I
shake =y head, clearine =y senses,
and keeping the rain from impregnating
my battered skull. I am thirsty and
quickly becoming dehydrated. I spet
& trall across & major river. The
cli=zb up the steep northern bank is
an obrious indication that my nerves
and muscles are ahot, I palinstakingly

teeter over some run off wabker for a drink
Where is the junetion? It can't be far...
The trail continues endlesaly.

“Do it, Cralg, you can do it. Stay
with Lt."”

I approach a fenced off far= yard
with a vacant whits farmhouss in the dis-
tance. Unexpectadly I sink up to =y imess
in a stream of soggy muck in the baclkrard.
If =y friends could see me now. I wash oy
gelf off In the puddles on the grawel driw
and comtimue through the pouring rain, I
still have a quarter mile wallk on the hizb
way, but =y spirits are 1ifted by passing
cars and assured recovery. At this stage
kypotherzia or even pruemonia are dirsect
possibilitiea. Fo one wants to pick me up
I can't even lift my arms to warn o car.

"Stop, plesse stop,my god."

I even consider lying down in the mid
dle of the road, scunds deadly. I try to
relax on a bridge, igroring the consequen-
ces of & bus load of kids. At last a
couple stops to ase If I am drunk.

"Pleass help me.”

"What's wronet"®

I pull my bloody hand cut of my poc=
ket and bave a free ride to the hospital.
The man anxiously helps me into the fromt
seat. The woman comforts my shoulders fra
the back seat. I remble on in half con=
scious worries...

"Sorry to bother you, please don't
speed, I think I have internal injur-
fes. My left hand iz broken and so is my
right ankle."

"Con't worry, you'll be at the hos=
pital soon."

What resmsins bevond us to know

Is sought as meaning and reason

And the obsession to open the vniverse
Is excused as understanding nature.

In prder te ugse life well

We must surrender our importance

And open ourselves to nature

To discover the universe thera.

Ute Foem



CAVE PERCEPTLM
by Jo Sorm

A man travelling throwgh darkness,
{3 wer travelling-

Rami, Sufi Foet

We stood ar the entrance to the cave,
which waited like ap open door leading to
the tabernacle of Earth. One by one we
&fAtar. Upon erossing the threshald, I
feal ready to know and experience in some
=inute, personal way, the chambers which
streceh in darkness before me. A short
distance inte the mist, I stop. In heart-
pounding awe, I behold che beauty of the
surrounding rock, breaching with life.
Ceercome with a sense of timelessness, I
surrender to the moment. The poetry of
the cave is dark, but special for those
who seek ic.

Ever since I took the lanternm tour
of Masmoth Cave, the very idea of caving
in its most rugged form appealed to me.
Hearing that the UCMC did just that, I
immediaraly contaceed Presidenr Emerivus
Dan Lynch. Three weeks later, I found
myself in the ecmpany of a motley crew of
seasoned cavers and red-—cheeked rookies.

As we glimb che passageways, I feel
closer Eo the eacth than I have ever felt
before. The rest of the group, except
for my patiemt gulde and teacher Dan,
forges ahead. T find it difficult to keep
up, 48 I don't want to rush through. Qb=
gerving theae underground chambers leads
ts the recognition of Mother Earth im
her most extreme manifestation. The
tunnels course like wast arteries in eve-
ty direction. Within this brooding si-
lence I can't help but sense a Breater
awareness of cur ancestors and their
close association with the cave.

The ancient Egvptians expressed a
belief in an underworld which they
called Neter-Fhertet, meaning "divine
subterranean place". They believed it
to be a place where the soul was crans-
formed. Anubis, the jackal=headed god
of the underworld, weighed the heart (be-
lisved the seat of Intelligenze of a man)
against the feather of truth. According
ta the Incas of Peru, caves were com=-
sidered sacred places where the ances-
tors were worshipped. The Incas made
great pilgrimages to the caves, chisel-
ing and polishing the stones, as well as
congtructing stairvave. In the Buddhist

+

world of the Far East, a monumental legend
exists about a land known as Agharca. It is
a doctrine of a superior world, a subterra-
nean paradise. Thisz belief still exists in
the areas of Tibet and rumors abound that che
entranceway to Shamballah, the capital, is
secretly hidden except to those who have che
tight kev, cthe open—sesame. Supposedly, this
celestial paradise of Agharta is inhabited by
a superior civilization with accessibility
to varicus exit points around the world.

Somewhere Iinto the excursion we enter a
fantastically tuge gallery. The shadows cast
by headlasps form eerle projections om the
walla. Off to ome side, low to the Elaar,
are two or three apertures, accessible by
pulling cneself chrough on elbows. Well
worth it, I soom find out, as they lead to
a small honey-comb type room with a perfect-
ly smooth, domed ceiling. The aight is =0
wivid, that I won't soon forget it. T think
about the Eiva.

The Hopi Indians of Northern Arizona
still perform ceremonies in self-constructed
underground chambers knmown as Kivas. The
KEiva is where the Hopil commune with the
"¥achinas", or spirir messengers. Accord-
ing to Hopi myth, ar one time man and the
Kachina lived together in the underworld.

Consider these things: The ruined
city of Teotihuacan, located in Mexico, La
a0 old char when the Artec Indians came to
power they considered it to have been built
by goda. Due to volcanic activity which
took place in the Valley of Teotihuacan
millions of years ago, the whole country-
gide iz undermined with lava tubes. The
Pyramid of the Moon was comstrtucteéd im the
canter of one of theae tubesa. The Pyramid
af the Sun is bullt directly above a natur-
al cave. - Something to think about. Studies
tecently undertaken prove the Pyramid of the
Sun was not used soley for religicus pur-
poses as orthodox archasologists believe,
but rather as an instrument for sighting
izportant solar dates.

Caves= what better sanctuary for che
safekeeping of objects deemed of great
value? In 1947, & herdsman searching for
a loat goat discovered 1,900 year=old
scrolls in a cave neatr the Dead Sea.

Caves heve served as inspiration for
writera of mythology,., opera and music.
Goethe, the great German author, after
visiting Baumann's Cave in the Harz Moun=-
cains of central Germany, wrote of his
vigit to the cave, "I crawled through it

{cont'd page 8 )



ACID RAIN
Bv David Chriscenson

Alchough there has been quite a bit of
talk receacly about "acid rain,” thera is
algo quire a bit of confusiom. Acid rain
is rain with a pH lower chan what 1t would
be Lf the rain came from an uncontaminated
atmosphere. Because of the small amounts of
CO4 naturally found In the atmosphate, the
pH of pure tain iz 5.6.

The effects of acid rain depend on the

chemistry of the soil on which the rain falls.

Lizescone based soils neutralize acidicy
and are not as seriouvaly affected by acid

precipitacion. However, granite hased solls,

such as those found in eastern Ontario, up-
stace New York, and Scandinavia, have oo
neutralizaction capacicy and are easily
dasaged by acid rain. In Scandinavia thece
are practically mo fresh water fish to he
found. This is in scrikimg contrast Eo
100 years ago, when there was a great abun-
dance of fish. Seandinavian rasidentcs
attribute the decline of their fisheries
bt imduscrialization in Emgland and central
Europe and the consequential acid raim.
This claim 1s backed by pH data for rainfall
and waterwavs, both of which afe unnaturally
low. In Herth America damage has been rel-
ativaly recent. Adirondack fish counts
have declined in the last 10 yeara. This
decline is associated with acid rain and
lakes. The fish young are the most sus-
ceptible to the acidity and are ofcen
killed, with subsequent decline of the
species. Acid runoff leaches metals,
particularly aluminum, into the lakes.
Metals accumulate in fish eggs and gills
and kills many of them. Similar results
are ocecuring in Ontario. Hew York and On-
taric are losing their agquatic ecosyatems.
o one disputes the damage done to aquatie
environments by acid rain.

There 1s guite a controversy, however,
on the causes of acid rain. There is a
conclusive link between sulfur dioxide in
the atmosphere and acid raln. There 1is
alao a link becween nitrogen oxides and
acid rain in the Adirondacks and eastern
Ontario reglons The source of acidicy im
rainfall is about one third to ome quarter
from mitrogen oxides and cwo thirds to
three quarters from sulfur dioxide. The
sultur dioxide is ar leasc 90X from man-made
gources, Two thirds of rainfall acidity
in Hotth Easternm Morch Aserica is from 502.

Nitrogen oxides are also primarily from
man-smade gouresa. Which emission sources
actually cause acid rain is 3 macter of
great coatencisa. Utilicy companies, Cin-
cinnatl Gas and Electric among them, main-
tiin there are ao definicive links becwean
emiggions from coal fired power plants and
acid rain. Most of che informed public
and nearly anyone with envircnmental L[nter-
ests sees the link as obvious if yet un=-
provean.

The current interest in acid rain is
timely. The Clean Air Act is scill up for
renewal in Congress. Acid rain is not
specifically regulated im the Act as Lt
currently actanda. If the public, AND THIS
MEANS YOU, does not give prassure to cheir/
vour slected representacives, the law will
be written so as not to require reduction
of 50, emissiona. Utilicy interests are
labby againar guch reductions. For in-
formation on writing lecttars to legislatora,
contace Dave Chriscenson, 961-6215. I'm
usually at 0.C.M.C. meatings.

{CAVE PERCEPTION, cont'd from pg. 7 1}

and examined closely the natural processes
at work there... evervthing chat truly
existed was all the more clearly evident
and I felt myself greatly enriched there-
by. As soon as I returned to daylight...
I weote the firat stanzas of the poem,
which under the title "Winter Journey

in the Harz Mountains™, has held the a=
ctention of many of my friends to the
very last line.”

We continue ceavelling up and down
jagged tunnels, the silence occcasionally
interrupted by drops of water scunding
from some distant cormer. Wime hours
later part of the group continue an,
while others decide to exit, I being
one of the latter. We emerge, greetad
by the sweet smell of trees and a lasc
glimpse of fading dusk.

Becoming a member of the Club has
taught me much. "Travelling companions",
has takem on a new meaning and showmn
me & way to regain the zest of the
eternal child.

The cave - impressive, heautiful,
stupendous, as it waics in eternal
serenity, whether used for storage,
procection, a sancticy for spiricual
rites, or a place of sciencific advance=-
mant - compals the curicus of heart and
breaches with the spirit of bygone sges.



BUSHWHACKY
by Stephen M, Kramrech

To ski or not to ski, that was the
guestiong unfortunately this problem was
resolved for @& by my math professor
cleverly deciding to move the day for my
next test to the day after Martin Luther
King day. Since the Michigan ski trip
involved a 14 hourione way} ride and we
probably wouldn't return until Late Monday
or early Tuesday(they actually got in
sbout T a.m.) I decided a trip south would
be more suitable. 350 I conferred with my
collesgue Dr. Jeff Goller about our options.
Az it turned, heé had a ready-made trip to
Mammoth Cave National Park already set up
that he had put together several months
earlier,but had to postpone. MNow seemed a
perfect opportunity for the trip. 5o come
5 o'clock Friday, Don Speller, Mike Berger,
Phil Coombs, and I met at the usual place,
Scioto Hall, for the trip. Jeff who? 0Oh
yea, well one of his professors dropped
about 3 chapters of orgenic chemistry
reading on him on Thursday, 56 he had to
cancel out. Anyway, after piling inta
Mike's LTD(a real pickup car if thers sver
was onel, we headed off to the wilds of
Esntucky. Other than a mercifully brief
stop at McBarfbags, it was a pleasant &
hour trip on I=T1 to the Park. We arrived
at the main dfgsiyuk, wyuk) about 11:30
Pafa, only to find the usual 35 a night fee
there; however, a sign at the gate inforssd
us that there are free primitive camp
sites at Houchins Ferry at the other end
of the Park., 3So,being of sound mind and
body, we tripped on over to Houchins Ferry.
With some help from & clerk at the Llocal
King ¥wik sguivalent we found the right
road to the campground C(hint: 1f there's
more than 10 silli=Lleagues of snow on the
ground, you better bring your &-=whesl
drivel ., begpite some minor partying
from the under—age Llocals,we spent a cold
but guiet night there.

The next morning we awoke to the
sounds of the occasional car and some
mysterious mechanical noises, Surprise!
They run the ferry even in the winter.
Maybe the noise and nippy morning prompted
tha ferry apérator to offer us some much
appreciated hot water) whatever it was,we
gat and chatted with him for a few in his
Litele hut with the wood burning stove
before packing up and goimg to the main
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ranger station to our  Fackocountry
Parmits.

Having never been there before I
was quite surprised to see the extent of
the layout that had only been hinted at
the evening before in the darkness. If
this is typical of the Mational Parks,give
thanks for the Mational Forests. There
were probably 8=10 full size school=type
buses sitting in the parking Lot for
shuttling tourfstes around. They also
have a small Lo (at ruinous prices I'm
gurel, the omnipreasnt gift (sorry thers
is no other polite word) shoppe, snake bar
(o misspelling), ad nausesum. However,
since we were not here for the wsual
treatment, we just sort of ignored all the
flash and glitter got our permits and
Lafe. surprisingly, the rangers didn't
sven sxpress any surprise at our desire to
take & winter walk, Like it happens all
Ehe time,

50 we went to our chosen departure
paint, the Good Springs Church, to do a
final repack and grab a guick breakfast.
A moments digression? since this area fn
the 3I0's had besn somewhat sparsely
populated, there Were still some
structures, churches, roads, and the Like
around. In fact, one of the reasons for
the route we had chosen was to be able to
explore some of these things, particularly
the araveyards, The Good Springs Church,
and gravevard, was a still=standing
structure that at first sfaght evokes
images of THE SOUTH, fire and brimstone,
dammnation, and Gone With The Wind., Upon
inspection it Looked as if it might still
be used for ssetings but I never did ask
abiout that. AnyWarys, somewhat
incongruously, there are the standard model
Park Service picnic tables outside and
some fire pits, so we set about getting
fed. I heard it was cold in Michigan but
I know it was damm cold on the top af that
ridge where the church was,with the wind
blLasting along about 20+ mph. We
eventually took refuge in the church after
starting out trying to cook outside,
Finally about 11 a.m. we were able to
hoist sail amd take off,

The trails turned out to be fadirly
obvious most of the time, in spite of the
large amounts of foliage on the ground,
and not very strenuous. Ye went north to
Collie Ridge, past Sand Spring Cemetery
where we examined the grave markers, on
the Plue Sprimgs trail windimg wp at

=1 F=

Jaggers Cemetery, Curfously emough,most of
the graves at Jaggers seemed to have been
pesils <4ha «4re Aot Jaggers. Thers
stopped for a short rfest and to poke
around a bit,

While we were ftheres, so@s rangers
came by wha told us of some new trail that
had been put in but that was nat on the
map yet, Since ft was only about 2 p.m.
or so, we decided to change our plans and
follow zome new trail aver to the Park
boundary, follow it to another trail, and
wind up at First Creek Lake where there
are some camsites, Yep, that's what we
planned to do, all right. 0OFf course,it's
not what we did. 0h, we found the new

.trail just fine, end the edge of the Park,

too (it's an old, unused, overgrown roadl,
but the trail down to the Lake we some how
missed. We had an idea we had missed 1t
when we came to the remains of an old
Lockout tower which was also the Literal
end of the line, However, not ta fear!
We have our trusty compass and topo, and
being wonderful navigators we move to
bushwack our way to the trail which is
southeast of us. About the time that I
gtart using the Little Light on my new LECD
watch, Mike ("Hey, {it's getting dark.
Let's set up camp right here,") i3 getting
a Little miffed that we haven't yet
reached our objectivey in fact, we haven't
even found the trail, After some more
skulling we decide to head for First Creek
itself and follow it to the Lake, We find
and follow what we fervently hope is the
cresk. About a country mile later (take
the normal subfective time to go a mile
and multiply by 2" uhere n is the number
of hours past sunset) we start agetting
into some swampy area and, sure enough, a
ghort distance away s the moonlit gleam
on the Lake,{Whew, had you in suspense
didn't I7)

After some futile searching for
the official campsite we pitch it where it
looks most coafortable next to the Lake,
Although T would have been content with
some hot fpod, the others wish a fire to
which T gracefully (N0, MO HOT IM THE
LAXE! MAKE YOUR FIRE!") consent. After
the usual bull around dinner and a Fire we
hit the sack about 9 or 10, Since T don't
have four sesson sleeping bag, I borrowed a
second from Cindy Kessler and did the
double=bag routine with Lona Johns on and
was very comfortable, thank you, except for
my head occasionally getting chilly;

{cont. p. L&)



"Zacaping the Pat Race”
-
Fleteh

Fally bloated, aftsr one more in
n a=ries of large meals, Marci {Kapoli)
and I (Fleteher Andrews) prepare tc
leaves on our Hew Teard trip. Feeling
significantly overweight,we plop into
the Fontisc and head towsard Fennayl=
vania. OCralz has suggested we hike
at ¥inister Creek in the Allegamy
State Parset. Besides hikine, Marci
and I reslly want to go skiing. As it
loocks now skkiing might be feasible,
although [ad said that esstern skiine
la wiped out.

Fresently interstate ZTIN. 1a
getting & good coating of amow. To
zoat drivers the anow constitutes a
IP=ph apeed limit, PFeelings secure in
=y 59 boat, ] am confident at S0mph.
fuddenly =v sonfidence 1z shattarsd as
the car locaes tractlonm on a mlick
turn. Traffic ia getting thick and
many brake lizhts give warning to wor-
sening road conditions ahesnd.

= e wr e

We are rapldly approaching the
Chio=Pennaylvania borders Do we ski
in New York or backpack in the Penm.
statal A rest ares ia only two milaes
away. The car is given & reat; a
phone sall is made; The declaion =
Few York boundi! Skiing at Cock=

afinne, hers we comeiil

I L-l"l" F-T-

Wow, once down the little pec=
oles hill and Marel im dying for
the real thing. We approach the
chalrlift and T realize its really
aki time. This day of up and down
repetition has bhecome a once a vear
lumiry for me. Az a kid it was all I
aver wanted to do, but 1life's conces=
siona, more often then not, bave got=
ten in the way.

Few inches away Pfrom 4he unloads
ing point, I prepare for the worst.
Last year when skiing with Marcl
{her first time), she falled %o dis-
crharlke from the chalrlift, Ap o re=

We find PeTer Moss
1Ennhin; ET his co m‘pnieji?

“Backi:f':; and

Mouniaineerin

InformaTion’

smlt the chair was stopped and she had
to jump about T feet to the zround.
Suddenly I realize she ian't going to
touch the platfeorm. "Jump Marei, Juzpl®
I nudge her rear, she leaps, and we both
succesd in rpetting off the trescharscus
1irt. All too soon a curve of loe must
be navigated. I cateh a ski edee, but
regain speatically and loock back expsct-
ing to see Marci grounded behind ma.
She's not thers. Impressed I locok taor-
ward to see har waiting patisntlv, une-
trlustersd by the icy exit ramp.

The rest af tne 24y, from lpm to
10pm, we spend thoroushly enjoyinz the
pleasure of sliding down the hill af
marmads anow.

L R R e e e i A

with olmss and smashed headlights, sb-
Tvioualy the result of wandelism. Stor=
ies of Kentucky vandalism race through
my mind. Ar much as I'd like to disreg-
ard the broken cless, I know 4he fear af
teinz 2 wiletiim of vandalism will plague



me whlle in the wooda.

Marel is earrying all the food in
s daypack and I'm carryineg evervthine
else, My pack ls heavy, but nothine 1i-
ks the losd I earried in the Adirondacics
a Fow weeks earlier.

The trall ia hard to mavigate, but
a faint path ia detectable. An hour
sarlier Marci and I were in an antilque
store along route 568. The owner, a
God-fearing Pannaylvanian (bless her
heart), sold us & tourist's map of Mine
ister Creek., 3She mirgested a trall that
led Lo roeks and & vary nlos overloak.
Upon leaving she remarked, "Tour getting
away from the rat race.” Her atatement
stuek in my mind seeing as all =y past
New Tears Eve's have been spent in scame
arowded ; smoke and alechol infested room.
Indeed; Marel and I are escaping the in-
toxicating atmosphere of NHew Ysar's Ewe.

Bavring hiked a distance, we ars now
amongst large glacially deposited bold-
sre. Its soc besutiful here. An lneh of
snow is on the ground and icicles hang
slegantly from the ansisnt fern and zoas
bearing sandstons blocka. Marel and I
hike peacefully amidst these amazing
historic landmaris. All socund is natural;

Minister Creek can be heard flowing in
the valley below and abovre the wind ias
blowing softly through the trees. I
hear a bird in the distance and the
pounding sound in my head originates
from my beating heart. I am thor=
oughly in love with this moment.

_The Overlook and Beyond

In the distance Marci and I see a
golder=vyellow meadow; yet sverywhere
aless the rolling hills are coversd with
a blankest of brown deslduous tress and
g faint coatine of glistening white
snows Mot ope algn of man is evident.
Behind us 1s a large, flat wooded area.
We contemplate camping here, however a
low rumbling sound is apparent and get-
ting louders A trusk srashss threugh
the brush into vlew. Some ass juzmps
out and starts hacking into a tres =
the act of saying, "This is my =ark and
my camp," Marcl and I are compelled to
eacapes the presence of thessa pecple 1i-
ke two scared deer.

Tts about 5:1%om and I am tired,
go ia Marei. Having hiked at least
% & mile downhill from our intruders,

=T

we try to find a tent =ite. The ground
is migh too uneven and we contimue to
hike,; exhsusted,

Moments ago we orossed a beautif-
ul streas and ars clizmbing a large App-
alaghian hillaide. Luek ia upon us,
but no flat ground is in sight.

Molsture seeps ocut of =y pores as
I reach & ridge om top of this hill.

4 tent site ils attaipned and camp 1= ea=
tablished. CTCarkness has set in, the
time = 54%0pm. A muiriticus meal of
rige and chow meln s mimitss away.

A pun shot blasts out in the distance.
Harei and I eringe. I hend her the
wine as we make the beat of our night
of sollitude.

How warm in our bagsa; I wonder how
pafe we really are, More gun shots
ring out: S0 much for getilng away
from the rat reace,; we just entsred the
deer hunt zone. What's worsel

*Wine please.”

"Hot much left,” says HMarci.

Bardly intoxicated, I wonder, "¥Will
we make it ti1l1 12" o elock, that magie
moment of boots, yells, toasts apd
kissesT® I think not, as =y lids are
heavy now - time = 10155,

_Bappy 80 _

Time = 12:%0am.

"Marei! Hey Marei, wale upl" 0OXX...
My thoughts drift to diastant parties and
people. We are happy, vet so alone for
such a festive eve. The moon is full
above the tent and 1lluminstes the surs=
rounding rorest. Tall trees above are
swaying back and forth, existing time=
lassly.

Time = Bj%0am

A volley of gunfire atartles the
morning's trenquility. Cold feet must
be warmed, stomechs must be gratified and
then we can pack up and headout.

having traveled a distance, we now
stand in the amber meadow we had seen
from the overlook, the Jay before. Mine
later Creek flows peacefully here., Mel=
low bemds in the creek are accentuated by
dear blue wispy pines and long carpety
grasss We relax while sating cheese and
cragkers. A milliom suns of warth ref-
lect off the riples of water, while a
& breeze from the north chills us. Ful=
ly gratifisd, we put ocur sacks om and
head for the road; and head for the car,
and head for the BAT RBACE..cecicaus "



STAGE FRIGHT
By Marci Mapoli

In a club sueh as ours, lopus Srom
members 15 mandatory for the organizatiom
of trips and other accivitles. Each Wed-
negday evening, membars are expected to
express their experiences on pasc ctrips
and chelr hopes for future trips. This re-
quires a certain amount of speaking ability
in front of groups. I imagine that many
pecple who are in the Mountaineering Club
suffer from the simple fear of speaking in
Eront of others, me being one of them.
This fear Is commonly known as atage
Erighe. [ feel chat it 13 essential to
the success of our club that we try to
overcome this fear.

I'm sure that evervone in the club
has experienced this uspleasant feeling
at one polint or anocher. 1 realize thac
ic i3 difficule, if not tercifying, for
some pecple to spesk in frome of ochers.
Many¥ hearts begin to throb sporadiecally
ag a crip is mentioned which they hawve
been on ot would like to go on. Thoughts
such as;, "I'll make a fool of myself,”
"L'1l trip over my words,” I'll say some-
thing stupid,” race through the minds of
the unfortunates plagued with this phobia.

You are net alone, my friends. Just
tecently I made my First attempt to give
some Lloput at a meating. I raised my hand
and cto my surprise Flectch asked me co
stand up. Suddenly my blood pressure rose,
mwy muscles turned to cememt, and I was
speechless. [ was plagscered to my seat.
There was no conceivable possibility that
I could stand up and face all those inguis=
irive eyes. My confidence had dropped to
bealow zero. 1 forced myself to gain
coptrol of my vocal abilitfes and utter a
few undeveloped thoughts about a skating
trip I wanted to take thet weekend. &
rush of relief fleowed through my body. I
had taken the firat step in overcoming my
stage fright. MHore importantly, I re-
celved a guod response. People actually
compr :hended what I had sald and were
Ipterested in foining =e on my Saturday
afternoon excursion. All the parancia
and anxiety was polntless. Later that
avening, when [ was alone and had time to
Chink aboue this incidemt, I realfized how
811ly T had been. I thought about the
friendships 1've established and the many
special experiences I'we had with the
UF.C.M.C. I had no reason to fear the
judgments of club members.

Confused, he scralched |
his head while
Tryinj 1o orient
The map.

Many of you have probably had similar
experiences. Please remembhar that we are
all willing to receive any input vou might
have. The club does not ceonsist selely of
administrators. Everyone {s a part and
should be recognized as such. Scage fright
i3 very common, especially among new mem-
bara. Let me assure you that any new faces,
volces and ldeas would be a pleasure to see
and hear.

I think I shall never ses

A billbassrd loveller than a tree
But 1f the billboard doesm't fall
I may not see 2 tree atr all.

Ogden Wash

I am but a footprint on the earth
4 wing against the sky

A shadow in the wacer

A wvoice beneach the Fire

I am one footstep going on.

Indian Poem



BUSHWHACEY (cont. from p. 10)
somecay hag mamnufacturers will get it
through their heads that our heads need
nore insulation than they usually provide,
“leaxt morning was a Sierra Club
calendar picture morning, caold, crisp,
Wwith some fogfmist in the woods and on the
froren (it happened during the night)
Lake. OFf course the first thing I did was
“aul out @y camera and shoot about 17
shots. Ay that time, everyone else was up
and about and it was time for food,
il though I had hoped foar an earlier start
than the day before, it was not to be and
Wwe got started about 10:30. We found the
trail right away and hiked up a fairly
steep trail to what we thought would be a
Large sinkhole area, We actually came out
at the Temple Hill Cemetery {omens?) on
the same road as Jaggers Cemetery and
jogged down the road 1/4 mile to the
disappointingly Large sinkholes. Ho hope
of an entrance here,
We decided to cross over to the
Green River which runs through the Park
and follow along it's banks, bushwacking,
yntil we came to either McCoy Hollow where
we could cut across to Collie Ridge and
Ale% wp the trall there or go on to
Huffalo Creek and try to find a trail that
should lead to Waterfall Campsite and the
mafn trails again. Do I really need to
repeat myself? We found Buffalo Creek, but
thers was no sign of any trail nearby, so
out with the compass agein and Let's have
at it again., This time we had bettar Luck
we faund what looked to be an unused trail
which Lled to an unused (and how!l) road
(777} which eventually tock us to a real
honest - to-goodness road (4d-wheel but it
had seen use), We followed this for a
while, We followed this for a while? We
followed this for...say, isn't this getting
repetitive? (Phil, "Let's stop and make
camp." Dan, "I think we should find a
water source first.” Mike, "If we go a
Little further we'll probably find the
Waterfall Campsite,” Me, "I don"t care
what we do.") A deal §s struck, we'll go
t*wl the first reasonable water source
(pon didn't Like my {dea of using standing
water in Little depressions., (By the way
have I mentioned that Girardea cautions
wvare posted down there?)) After a zhort
distance we find a small trickle and zet
up camp neardy i the pines, This Little
jog along the road was not in vain, we
came across a relatively recent sinkhole
anout 11N feet across and 15 feet deep that
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Looked well worth exnlaoring, too bad we
hadn't any Lights ar rope. After a
scrumptious meal of =aec and cheese, and
Corn Nuts, and Kool Avd, I Let the ZTandman
gprinkle some of his magic dust on me
(Wouldn't ¥OU Like to enow?).

p next marning bright and early,
which faor me is about 9. A mocerately
quick meal and some dizcussion as to how
Long it will take to find the main trail
and get to Good Springs and whether we'll
be Late getiing back and all Like that.
50 pack it and move dt, What we are
Looking for is where this road, if it's
the road we think it is, makes a bend
to the south from it's east—west heading,
a rather obovious distinction even for us.
And sure enough, just a short hike down the
road it turns south. However, the foot
trail that 4s supposed to run east from
there to Good Sorings is sure not obwious,
if it"s there., O0h,to be sure,there s
something that mavbe 10 or 15 years ago
might have been a trail, but then again
maybe 1t's pot that at all. USES and
Silva to the rescue again, Some
mercifully short thrashing through the
Leaves and brush brings us to a trail anly
a blind man could miss (Phil, "There's the
trail over thers,” 3Steve, "I don't see
anything."b. About 25 minutes Llater we
spy a fasiliar white structure omn a ridge
above us, but will the car =till be there?

There to here, read paragraph 1 in
reverse, Ay opinions? Despite any
impressions you may have garnered from my
Little missive, I had a wvery enjoyable
time, 1including the bushwacking (I was
never Lost (msaybe misplaced).). The land
is a Little toorough to be called "gently
rolling" but not toerough to be strenuous
and is well forested, I should think the
hest times to go would be in the =pring
aftar the trees get some Leaves on and in
the fall to catch the colors. The summer
might be a bit muggy, but then again, maybe
noty why don't you go and find out and
tell me? The rangers said that they are
5till putting in more trails so in the
years to come you will probably be able to
get from ome end of the Park to the other
without bushwacking, but until then, BOM'T
forget your compass and N0 get crne of the
topos for the area; the m=main ranger
station sells them,
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the lake, a friendly reminder that same
lucky ranger was manming the cabin rhere.

The morning  brought even  more
warath— and rain. Three =mormings before,
it had bean -20"F., mow it was in Cthe
mid-310%. Pulling out their raingear, the
group reluctantly went out into the raia
The trail we were following would ecircle
Lake Colden then ascend to Awvalanche Lake
and Pass where we would backtrack our way
o rche cars. We were now encased by
clouds, making vizibility wvery poot. Tha
effect was both eerle and beautiful.

We also ooticed another significant dif-
ferance— on the way in, it had been dead
quier, but mow with the rain and meltng
snow, the streams and brooks were alive
with the sounds of Fowing water. @& was as
if we wers wvimiting the Adirondacks in
another season altogether. Despite tcha
nuisance of the rain, I for one was grateful
for the new perspective,

When Dave and Fletch saw che mign at
the next creil junction, they kaew they had a
common destiny to fulfll. With less than
two miles to the summit of Mt. Colden, they
had to go for it. The rest of the group
wished them luck and arranged 4 meering
point for later in the day.

‘But a coupls of hours later, just as the
larger group teached Avalanche Fass for the
second tHme, Flatch and Dave returned.
They hado® made the summit, but had
gotten wery close before giviag -up.  The
trail mear the top was too icy and the heavy
gloud cover cut visibility to zero. Soaked
but happy, the two adventursars had returned
asafaly. Flatch later temarked that he
wanted Eo turn back soonsr, but Dave kapt
on insisting, “Just another fifry yards!", uncil
he, too, saw the futlity of the suawmit
atte mpt.

Our final might was spent in a huge
lean-to aside the Marcy Dam lake. Al sorts
af clothing and gear were hung up to 4oy
and all were socon fast asleep— by seven
o"clock.

When the sun rosme again, wa ware
treated to et another change in the
weather, Owarnight, the temperatore had
dropped 4gain, freezing everything. The
molsture on the Erees had turmed froscy
white and all our wet clothes had turned
rock hapd, To everyone®s dismay, their boots
had become rocks, practically unwearabla.
S0, avoiding boots for as long as possible,
most ran around in thelr bootiss, spapping
picturas of the white mountaintops, stark
againgt a cobalt=blus sky.

Than, with 1.8 =miles to go, frozen boocs

=] 5

' In Pefer's infiniTe
WJ'.EJI'.!I".I"'IJ he reslizes
The bird is Tryin
To 'h“ Lim G

someThin

were Hnally pur on and the laat leg of the
trip was completed. Flatch and T were the
only ones to suffer blisters, so spirits were
high. After a long rest and repacking binge,
we hir rthe road again, driving straight

, through to Cincionad.

Reflecting on the trip, more than one
person com mepted that it was one of the
maost epnjoyvable trips ever. L for one, must
torally agree. The High Peaks Region of che
Adirondack Mountsins is one of the most
beapriful areas 1 have aver hbesn to. In
winter it can challenge even the most
experienced mountaineer, but it can also be
& delight to the senses to be enjoved the
year round.

To live one mustc make a living

In making a living we lose our faces
And see inscead the images

0f what we have become.

If only

Lf only

Life did not become a business

Shavanao,
Chief, Upcompahgre Uces



JOHN MUIR’S
HIGH SIERRA

& feature=length film narrateﬂ.by
- Dewitt Jones

Saturdavy, IMnrch 12 7:30pm
Zimmer Auditorium
U.C.Campus -

For the 3rd consecutive year the Miami Group/Sierra Club will present an
outstanding outdoors program. This year's program will continue the

Club's policy of bringing prominent outdoor personalities to the Cincinnati
area. Dewitt Jones iz an award winning film-maker,.author, and lecturer
whose photography can be viewed in the November, 1982 Hatienal Geggraphig
article "The Anasazi: Riddles In the Ruins."

John Muir's High Sierra was nominated for 2 Academy Awards for best
documentary and won the Grand Prize at the Cortina International Sports
Film Festival.

FOR ADVANCE TICKET PURCHASE DETACH AND MAIL THE FORM BELOW.
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Please mail Eicket{s) at $5.00 each to: (36.00 at door
1f awvailable)

Make checks pavable to Miami Group Sierra Club and mail to:
Miami Group Sierra Club
63 Rossford Ave.
Ft. Thomas, Kv. 41075

Tickets will be mailed after January 10, 1983,

Tickets can also be purchased at the following locations:

Brendamours - Western Hills Shopping Center Prescott Books - Newport

Drew's Bookshop = Hyde Park Solo Sports - Hyde Park
Erasmas Books - Downtown Gporting Foot & Things = all
Great Outdoocrs - Fairfield The Outdoorsman - Florence
New World Bookshop - Clifton Wilderness Trace - all

outdoor Adventures = Clifton



