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Spring Message

from NCMC President Jay Gibson

The snow of winier is waning and
| hate to see my skis go into the
closet. The sorrow of winter's end
only lasts a second, and | am filled
with thoughts of the many great trips
to come in spring. Fireside laughing
sessions, mud on my boots, the
return of color o the land, and half-
cooked pasta dinners are all in store
for the upcoming season.

Spring is a greal time to enjoy the
outdoors with UC's Mountaineering
Club. Whether your interesis le
with conquering shear rock faces,
walking long and meandering trails,
or gulping cool splashes of white
water, the club does it all.

We also have all the gear you
nced to get out and keep vou warm
and dry on vour trip. | encourage
you go out and take a trip with us

don’t be shy:

with us!

lzy Gibson iz o cenior mechanicsd engireening sudens
o LU, past LCMC vicr prosident. aml corest OO
presidem. Jay is the pay wesning the bis Ben &
Jerry s hal

Gt on vour biker and ridef
Spring brings the new cychng
season w0 many  UCMC
members, Come ride with us!

UCMC is
offering many beginners’ trips this quarter for
climbing, backpacking and white water. 5o
jump in and have a great ame

Michigander Bike
Tour Coming Up

by John Prasznik

For all you mountain biking
fanatics, the fifth annual Detroit
Free Press Michigander Mountain
Bike tour across Michigan will be
held again this July. The
Michigander is sponsored by both
the Detroit Free Press and the Rail-
To-Trails Conservancy. The main
goal of the ride is to raise money for
the conversion of old railroad
cornidors to recreational pathways
for hiking, biking, and other
activilies,

There are two tour options:  the
weekend trip from South Haven to
Kalamazoo, or the week-long tour
from South Haven to Metro Beach
which is just north of Detroit. Both

tour options provide breakfast and dinner,
shower facilities, sag service, and transportation
of camping gear from site o site. The

se¢e MICHIGANDER, page 14
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500-Mile Warm Up??

Long-time club member Paol Kramer has
Just  finished hiking 500 miles of the
Appalachian Traill as a warm up (@ warm
pp 7211 for his summer hike on the Continental
Divide Trail.

The Continental Divide National Scenic
Trail was established as part of the National
Trail System Act of 1968, The CDT itself was
approved in 1978, though the process of
complete mapping and tranl marking continues
today. The Park Service is still trying to secure
the trail by land acquisition and easement rights
acquisition,

The CDT crosses six of the seven ecological
zones found in North America (from harsh
sandy deserts to the arctic tundra of the higher
elevations on the trail). The CDT stretches
approximately 3000 miles.

Paul will be known as a “through hiker™ on
the CDT; that is, he will hike the entire length
of the trail at one time. Paul has given up his
lucrative postition as a pizza delivery man to
spend the months of May through September on
the CDT.

Being on the trail for 50 long makes a guy
hungry!! Be nice to Paul {and support his brave
adventure} by sending him some homemade
cookies or other yummy treats. If yvou send
along a postcard stamp, or some paper and a
self-addressed stamped envelope, Paul might
even drop you a line from the trail. Packages
can be sent via general delivery to post offices
that are near the CDT.

address to: Paul Kramer

General Delivery
City, State ZIP

note on the envelope/package label: *“‘Please

hold for Continental Divide Hiker,

expected arrival day, month.”

Here is Paul’s tentative schedule.

Pie Town, NM 87827

May 15 confinnea, nexd collims

The Goosedown Gazette

Pagosa Sprnings, CO 81147
bay 31

Lake City. CO 81235
June 16

Twan Lakes, ©0 51251
Jupe 21

Wamsutter, WY 82236
July 17

Macks Inn, [Dr E3435
August 10

Leadore, [D 83464
Apgust 19

Wisdom. MT 59761
August 27

Anaconda, MT 59711
Septamber 3

Lincoln, MT 59539
September 13

East Glacier, MT 50454
September 24

If you are interested in learning more about
the CDT, the UCMC librarian suggests the
book Where the Waters Divide written by

Karen Berger and Daniel Smith, two of Panol's
friends.
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Tale Of An Epic

Wilderness Adventure
by Jerry Barge

“I have climbed highest mountaing. [ have
run through the fields... But I stll haven't
found what I'm leoking for." -- Ul

Several vears ago, Bob Kessler put on a huge
and fabulous slide production. Although the
show largely featured a then recent trip to the
canyonlands of Utah, it also contained a modest
autobiography of Bob’s and Cindy’s outdoor
quests. The U2 song “But I Still Haven't Found
What I'm Looking For™ was somewhat of a
theme song in the slide show soundtrack,
popping up again and again at appropriate
points.

The lyrics have since appeared on UCMC T-
shins, in the Goosedown Gazette, and on the
chalkboard at UCMC meetings. Many
subseguent slide show sound tracks have used
the song. That song has, over the years, become
the unofficial UCMC anthem, representing to
many of us our on-going personal quests for
whatever it 18 that each of us seek.

My own quest often leads me on solo hikes,
solo backpacking treks, and solo climbs. Solo
trips obviously hold the polential for serious
epics. There is only one set of eyes and one
mind to anticipate, foresee, avoid, and
overcome all difficulties. There 15 only one
body and if that one becomes disabled due to
injury or illness, there is not another one 1o
assist in any way. The significance of this never
seems (o deter me though.

Despite the cold, the urge was particularly
strong on a Sunday morning late this January.
The need to be at one with nature, and the
feeling that | was close to something, was
profound. A challenging hike in Red River
Gorge, KY was just the ticket and the cold
served to assure peace and solitude.

After following an old logging road up a

continued, nexi column
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stream bed for over two miles, I stopped in a

clearing. I was grateful for the warm repriewve
of the sun as I changed into some dry socks anc
savored a late lunch. As the shadow:
encroached, | headed uphill to the cliff line. Or
this day I was going to find some outstanding
new climbs, and I was close. 1 could feel it

Half way up the hill, a pheasant explodec
from the thick underbrush just ahead of me
The familiar startle and disorientation providec
welcome excitement. I knew it was only
prelude and consciously restrained m
quickening pace toward the rock. Finally
amidst the thick rhododendron and laure
appeared a characteristically beautiful clif
draped in moss and ferns.

I knew that my presence in this remote are;
would not go unnoticed. A great horned ow
circled overhead. The great hunter was curiou!
to see who was invading his termritory, The
Mative Americans considered this o be a
omen a5 the owl represented evil spirits. Bu
this was a magical moment and I preferred w
think of it as a sign thar I had come to the righ
place. Ihiked the cliff line.

Omne by one, potential new climbing route:
were revealed. They had waited for thousand:
of years for eyes that could appreciate thei
majesty. My hours of anticipation were no
going unfulfilled. An easy scramble up a
exposed carpet of lichen and moss led to the o
of the cliff. Spectacular overlooks provided bi
views in almost every direction. Miles of cliffs
sky, trees, and birds — shared only with th
gentle wind. Holy ground.

The sun was getting low, but [ had not ha
enough. 1 resolved to stay until nightfall an
hike out in the dark (as seems to be my usual)
Besides, I wanted more adventure. [ wishe:
that it were only Saturday. I would manage a
unprepared bivy to watch the sunrise. I had no
had my fill. But I had to be at work the nex
morning 5o the arrival of dusk was my cue to g
home.

see EPIC ADVENTURE, page -
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EPIC ADVENTURE

continued from page 3
After carefully downclimbing back to
the(relatively) horizontal world, I began the
routine return hike. But I had seen beauty that
mortal eves were never meant to beheold and to
drive this point home mother nature tried to
gouge them out. A limb sprung and poked me
in one eye. It struck me directly and solidly on
the eyeball. 1T had neither a mirror nor a
companion to assess the damage. My eye hurt
and was very blurry.

An eye injury is never what [ had anticipated
as a disabling injury. Although I was concerned
that I might have done permanent harm to my
vision, my more immediate concerned had to
become my self-extraction in the rapidly fading
light down a steep, rugged hill plus nearly two
miles of stream crossings with mono-scopic
vision. I quickly placed a sterile pad over the
eye to protect it and held that in place with a
triangular bandage. The bandage partially
blocked my other eye as well and 1 regretted not
having safety pins to hold a fold of it up out of
the way. I briefly considered what it would be
like to be completely blinded at that moment.

I had wanted a little more adventure; well
now I had it. All I could want and more. [
knew that [ was going to have to call on my
years of outdoor experience, especially all of
my off-trail experience in the gorge. 1 had
maxxed jost about everything out and left
myself with almost no safety margin. 1 was
alone, in sub-freezing temperatures, with stream
crossings and bushwhacking to do, in the dark,
and nobody knew where I was. At least it
wasn't raining, and I was adequately dressed. I
also had first aid and other basic survival
necessities. 1 was confident that T had things
under control but was aware that the situation
was ripe for further accident, injury, or other
complication.

Bushwhacking down the hill with no depth
perceptionand limited peripheral vision proved

continued, next column
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to be intimidating. I could see branches comin,
at my face but could not determine when t
duck and weave. I had to keep both hands i
front of my face to feel for them and push ther
aside. Each step down was uncertain as [ coul
not accurately judge how far down I needed t
step. It was with great relief that I reached th
bottom of the hill.

A half moon behind thin cloud cove
provided just enough light to navigate by.
reasoned that use of my four dollar Radio Shac
headlamp would ruin my nightvision. [ woul
try to make due without using it. As [ steppe
into the creek for the first of fifteen wet strear
crossings, ice cold water filled my boot
Perhaps it was because the evening had gotte
colder or perhaps it was because [ was tired, by
my feet seemed to get (and stay) colder tha
they did on the way in. Iwas glad that [ thougt
to leave a good hiking stick in the middle of th
logging road right where [ would stumble acros
it. A few of the stream crossing were swil
enough that I was leaning on it heavily.

The stream crossings were fairly evenl
spaced apart. Just as the water in my boot
warmed up, it was time to plunge them bacl
into the icy stream for a refill. The race was o
to get my feet to the warmth and drvness tha
the car represented.

Two miles never felt so far nor seemed
take s0 long. But somehow, I relished ever
minute. [ had come looking for a challenge am
found it in a bigger way than intended, but [ wa
meeting the challenge none-the-less.

At the car, I cared for my feet and checke:
my eye. By the meager dome light and th
rearview mirror, I could see no obvious damage
The feeling of relief was immense. But 1 stil
had a three hour drive home with blurred visio
to cap off the adventure. A visit 1o an ey
specialist confirmed that the scratch to the ey
was minor and would heal with medicated
drops in a few days,

Although I still don’t know what I'm looking
see EPIC ADVENTURE, page |
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Spring Break in Utah
by Joseph Lampe

"Chuck, man,” | said. "That's a bad
idea. We're going to need our space. You can't
put that many people in a space for that long.”
You have to admit that a fifteen person van,
twelve people and gear for seventy-plus hours
round trip borders on the msane, flins with
sado-masochism, and just 15n't a smart plan.
But it was cheap.

Friday the 15th found me doing my
standard last minute ntual dance: running 1o
stores to buy Coleman fuel, zip-lock bags, and
film. I had had plenty of time at the beginning
of the day, but by trip tume, I still wasn't ready.
"Take that bag of groceries, empty out all the
boxes into ziplock bags, and throw them into
this sac.” Meanwhile, | was busily swuffing
things inte my pack, mentally checking that my
body was covered: "head, hands, feet, legs,
torso.”

My computer’s hard drive had crashed
sometme in November (thank you Microsoft
Doublespace), and in the rush of reformatting
and rebuilding it in the middle of the school
quarter, I managed to leave oul some important
files — one of them being my trip checklists. I
was flying by the seat of my pants on this one,
trying to remember what [ would need: stove,
cook-kit, sunscreen. | knew | was forgetting
something. Nothing left to do. | was running
late.

Rush hour traffic brought me to Price
Hill, or Delhi, or Western Hills - one of those
places on the hill in that part of the city in
which | am perpetually lost. 1 found the streer —
Gilsey -- right away, but as usual, had left the
address at home. 1 looked and saw no van, no
other travelers. Stopping at a muffler shop for
the Guttadauros® address, ] went back down the
street and found what was supposed to be the
house. Still no van, no other people standing

conitinued, next column
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out front. I pulled in to find out I was tt
second person to ammive. In my lateness, 1 wi
early.

We had pizza. The van arrived. We a
our fill and went out to do what seemed t
impassible: pack the van for the long drive.
locked in the passenger door and immediatel
felt the smallness of the space. 1 had been |
cave sections that pinched and pushed at n
from all sides, sections that had felt bigger th:
did the nside of this van. The gear went in ar
we watched the van fill up between the last se
into the space where the second last seal hi
been. Sleeping pads rode atop the pile of pacl
as the floor level slowly rose to only a fe
inches shy of the top of the seats. | went arour
to the back of the van looking for some hope «
salvation — a trailer hitch -- but there was non
We had no choice. We were going. We we
ready now: Two in the dnver and shoig
seats: three in the first bench, three in il
second bench, and four sprawled atop the ge
and sleeping pads. | wondered which, and ho
many of us, would make it back alive.

An incredibly smooth twenty five hou
later, we were pulling into Grand Junctio
looking for a good Mom-and-Pop kind of pla
for dinner. People were getting along. [ wi
getting along. In a campground outside Mo
we slept well, and were looking forward
getting up and having breakfast. Our t
o'clock departure time somehow turned in
eight o'clock. For some reason, Bob wanted
get into town before the stores opened,

Showers and T-shirt sales were the ord
of the day as we mummaged through il
moming in the small Moab shops. A has
lunch, and we were off for a three hour ride
the trailhead. Bob and I drove w o
destination to hide water and a bike: equipme
that would make the seven mile trip back to
van a little easier. As we drove, [ watched
odometer. We were traveling seven “Bi
miles”, which equaled 12.6 actual miles,

see UTAH, page
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UTAH
continued from page 3
according to the odometer,

The next moming, I did the ritual last
minute dance again: putting stuff in and pulling
stuff out of my pack. Dave, my tent partner,
was the first one ready. I was the last. In
packing, | could see what I had forgotten: toilet
paper and a lighter. Not bad for having no list,
but it could be difficult to bum TP on the trail.
Speaking of the trail, yes we finally got to it that
Monday morning.

The sun shone brightly as we walked.
We were happy to be away from the van, from
any road, from any confining space smaller than
the canyon walls that slowly grew higher
around us. Within a mile of the trailhead, we
saw the first Anasazi art, sunlit high on the
canyon wall to our right. It was the first of
many: we would find more ant, mins of former
Anasazi dwellings, graineries, and kivas (ritual
rooms). Since we were there during the spring
equinox, Jerry searched for celebratory
structures in which the Anasaz tracked the
seasons by following the angles of the sun
through carefully placed holes in the south-
facing structure walls. On the day before the
equinox, he found one, but the walls had been
destroyed, leaving the four circular markings
useless, but telling remnants of a solar calendar.

Each day brought on more ruins, more
art, and a different place to camp. Bob had set
the days up so that there was plenty of time to
day hike on the way to camp and once we were
setup at each night's spot. During quiet periods,
when the din of our small city of twelve had
quieted, or when we had gone off to be alone
with ourselves or a few others, we could hear
the canyon wrens and some blue birds
(whenever [ asked anvone who we met on the
trail what kind of birds those blue birds were,
they invariably answered, "Bluebirds, I guess.").

At lunch on the second last day on the
trail, we ate in the shade of the rock and the

continued, next column
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shadow of seven-foot high rock art. Above us
hawk, lit up pinkishly from underneath by
sun reflecting off the rocks, circled and spi
around three crows, all apparently looking f
the same scarce meal of rabbit or mouse in t
desert. During the day, lizards, most six to t
inches long, sunned themselves on the rocks.
the brush of a dense trail, | saw a jack-rabb
and frequently along the gulch bed, we =
tracks of some sort of cat, and what we |
figured was a dog. Along the rim, we saw mu
deer tracks, horse tracks, and unfortunatel
cattle tracks.

The last day took myself, Jeremy, a
Julie out a little sarlier than everyone else. ¥V
had to get to the bike so I could make ride t
seven “Bob miles” to the van. The trail to t
canyon rim was not bad at all. Yet in the ew
present parade of songs in my head, o
managed to stand out through the climb: T
old gray mare just aint what she used to b
Up on the rim, a storm front was threatening.
Utah, the weather doesn't seem as decisive as
is in Cincinnati. A front comes in: You see
You smell it. There's no getting away from
In our sky in Utah, there grew small and lar
groupings of black clouds, dotting the sky,
we could still see blue sky, as if the weatl
could not make up it's mind. The breeze w
welcome.

Three miles later, we found the bike, |
water, and [ put on my buttpack and got ready
go. I did the ritwal again: Powerbars, a n
jacket, and a Chuck-and-Kim- donated pacl
of gatorade. I put on my padded shorts and of
went to get the van. "An hour and twenty-fi
minutes,” [ told Jeremy and Julie. [ was bei
optimistic. I was psyched.

Five minutes later, the level of sand
the road had become so thick that 1 had to |
off the bike. The front wheel turned left, th
right, then left. The back wheel spun in |
sand, and I felt as if | were riding throu
guicksand. "This is going to be the longest

see UTAH, pag
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UTAH
continued from page 6

twelve miles of my life,” T thought. 1 drank
some gatorade, pulled out a powerbar,
downshifted, and just pedaled. Soon I was in
my lowest gear, but T was still upright. T was
moving forward. “An hour,” I figured. *T can
make it to the road in an hour.” Two quarts of
liquid, two Powerbars, three cowboys, a driving
herd of cattle, one car that I didn't have the
presence of mind to flag down for a ride, and an
hour and twenty minutes later, I reached paved
road, the two-thirds point of my ride. The wind
was kicking up, so I put on my jacket and went
with the tailwind down the gently sloping road,
glad 1o be free of the sand, glad to have a view,
glad to be moving faster than 6 mph. I came to
a lhitle bridge crossing, vellow and black
diagonal stripes. When I got to the bridge, I
discovered that it wasn't a bridge at all it was a
cow grate.

Now, if you've never seen or heard of a
cow grate, let me tell you about them. They are
a senes of round metal — usually steel -- bars,
spaced with about a four-inch opening between
each bar, that cross the road perpendicular to
your direction and parallel to an accompanying
fence. The idea is to continue the fence across
the road without actually putting a fence up
across the road. It does a good job of keeping
livestock on one side of the grate. As |
approached it on my bike, [ thought it would
probably to a pretty good job of wrming my
front wheel sideways, trapping it between the
grates, and hurling me to my unhelmeted - the
other thing I forgot - death. 1 hung on, closed
my eves and praved. The vibrations had
stopped. 1 had made .

Soon I could see the 2.5 mile long sand
road to the van, and pulled off onto it. The sand
had trapped me again, but not as bad this time;
and since I knew | was near, | pushed harder.
The road curved left and right, up and around;
and the wind had left high spots in the road,
spots not completely covered with sand, 1 felt
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free, high on endorphins. 1 pushed and looke
for the van over everv nse.  There if wa
Mmmmmmm, sweet sugary vaaaaan. Dawvi
Bymne got me up for the drive back to the end ¢
the trail. Jeremy said they heard David Bym
before they saw me and the van.

Another Mom-and-Pop stort
Mmmmmm. The first non-trail food in a weel
showers in Moab, a comet somewhere off I-7(
driver changes, caffiene, blocking ou
positioning for the good place 1o sleep, a buz
at Apple-Bee's, and home. Sweet home.

Josepk Lampe is a gradusie in English Lseraiure, fommer LUCKW
president. and long-time addicted cyclist.

bt

UCMC will be offering a beginners’ paddling course
Aprl 14,

EPIC ADVENTURE

continued from page 4
for, I found a bigger crumb than usual one cold
winter day in the wilderness -- and it was wor
all the hardship and discomfort tenfold.

The painful truth is that few (if any) of 1
will find whatever it is we are looking fo
Every once in a while we find little bits an
pieces of it in the moss, the rock, the critter
the sky, or the trees. Perhaps that is what w
UCMCers have most in common: the passic
of our personal quests 15 strongest in nature
folds.

*...But I still haven 't found whar I'm lookin

for..."

Jerry Bargo 15 a loog-time UCWIC member, farmer cleb presidens, smd
i & rock climbing enthukiaste.



Trip to Ecuador -
January 1996

Ascent of Chimborazo
and Cotopaxi

by Bruce Bousfield

Why Ecuador

As many of you know Rich Cyr. Rob Even, and [ are
planning to climb Mo MeKinley in May (997, We are taking a
technical route (West Rib) which is not well traveled and is no
the sor of place 1o expect rescoe panties 1o miraculously appear.
Consequently, we plan on being well prepared for most
eventualities. The high altitude of Mt MeKinley (30,320
obvipusly presents a large part of the challenge, but alimode
sickmess also presents a seriows health risk. Cerebral or
pulmonary sdema can only be relieved by refuming to a ower
altitude, amd if this isn't done gquickly the risk of demh (s
expremely high. Considering that the wearhes can om bad in an
imstand and stay bad for many daye, and thai becanse the roue is
lechrical in nature it will often be more dangerous to e moend
than 0o coRlioLe vp, we wanled o make sure that nons of us
wintld be predispoded o alttude sickmess. This is wheme
Ecuador enters the picture,

Ecuador postesses what are probably the most accessible
high-altitude peaks within =asy reach of the United States. The
highest peak iz an extinet vwolcane called Chimborazo that
stands 20,700 high. Ii also has a climbers" hut ar 16, 300°, and
as high as this might seem, the hut is only a 30 sdeute hike
from the nearest road! From the hot, the summit can be made in
approximately 67 bours with no technical equipment other than
an ice axe, crampons and a rope. Perfect - =0 off we weni in
search of adveniurs!

Ecuador

Of Ecundor’s many high-altitude peaks, ten are over 5000
(16400"), the tallest five being Chimborazo, Cotopaxd.
Cayambe, Antisana and El Altar. As with Chimborazo, both
Cotopaxi and Cavambe have climbing huts and good sccess.
Antizana’s swrmit i3 mode difficolr doe oo adverss weather, and
all El Altar*s roures ase very technicil with the first ascent only
having been made n 1967, All of these peaks are within casy
reach aff Chaite, the capital of Ecuador,

Travel

Two fights got us from Cincinnati 10 Quite via Miami
withowt much problem. alibough our onenteering skills wene
pat to the test when we found ourselves in the wrong terminal
minutes before the flight was w lkave. Could five bours in phe
bear have: had anything to do with 87 A short wasi drive and the
first test of my newiy-learned and defindeely shaky Spamish, got
us e oar hotel, the only pre-arranged accommodation of the
rip.
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aito

The capital of Ecuador is home to about 1.2 million peog
and is sitwated in a valley at 9400, At this altimde it made
perfect place 1o begin scclimating for our climbs of Cotop:
and Chimborazo, so we spent ot first day explocing Ol
Although the city dates back w the Inca time, an Incan civil w
apd the soon-to-arrive Spandsh Conguistaders demolished
the buildings. The Spanich bailt 8 mew city over the old one
the 1530°s. Some of these early colonial bulldings are @
sanding, especdally the churches. Of particolar interest is t
monasbery of San Franciseo which has some  beaot)
lcompstasis and wooden cardngs.

A well as visitng the old city, we also hiked up a smsll b
at the south end of the ciiy where there is a buge stame of |
wirgin of Chuito (the local joke is that she §s the only virgin
CQuedesy. This is & preat place 1o wiew the ety 1o the north, 4
the valley extending way o the sowth whehe Chimbofazo 3
Cotpaxl are sinested . Cotopasd s only tharty miles sway fre
Cuire and wowers over the ooy, Mear the summit of Cotop
there is a rock band, which from the city, looks like a huge &
There are many folk stories associsted with what the eve see
Also from this stamse we coold see Bocw Pichincha risi
directly out of ibe city o the morthwest. This volcans rises
about 15,400° (no one seems o know the exact height) a
would ke our project for the nexl day,

Ruocu Pichincha

The trug summit of this active volcano is actoally call
Guagua Pichincha which stands at 15,720". This however, it
two day climb from Cluito so we opted for the more popu
destination of it's minor summit Rucu Piehineha This s sl
long day's kloe 8o we ook a waxi fom our hotel o the edge
pown. Stardng at 10,.500° we set off up a pretey good trail for
sumenit. We passed a number of small houses, an assoriment
farmyard animals, and men and women who wee abyviow
miuch betier acchimated than us, as evidenced by the huge o
they were carrying. ‘'We were also joined by a kindly midd
aped man in [aceless sneakers who showed us the way (o aby
12,000, There are po wrail maps and the directions given in |
guide books are vague a1 best, 50 it was nice 10 get some he
although we bad 10 walk a1 & prewy good pace 1o keep up w
him! Farther wp, having somewhal logt the trail, we fou
aurselves kiking along the edge of some fields where near
farmers were tending their crops. Mot being sure if we w
supposed to be there, we axpected angry cries from the
ingtesd they shouted owt greetings of “Buenos Dias™!

Except for the increasing altinsde the hike remained =
until we reached the sommit rock band. This is abowt 100
high and has two main routes o the wp. Either a non-lechn:
traverse aroond the beck side, or a slightlyv-technical cli
direcily up a ridge. Needless to say, we ook the ridge. It v
muosaly class 3 and 4 climbing wp rock and gravel, but thers v
one small section of prewy exposed 5.0 or 5.1 climbing. A rc
wuld have been a nice tdea but as ouwrs was in the hobel
wenl splo, which made for o pretty exciting time. M
scrambling, and by now some pretty heaving breathing 2
frequent rests finally broughl us to the sommit. We w
resvarded with some great views of Cluito way belbow ws, and |
surmmit of Guagua Pichincha to our west. On a chear day 5
can see Codopaxd, Chimborazo, and che third hiphest-peak

this article continues on pages 9-,
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ECUADOR

Cayambe, a3 well a5 numensas other smaller peaks and ranges.
Unforwnately we could only see the bass of Cotopaxi duse to &
layer of cloud at aboat 16,000°,

COn the way down we tried a vaniation of our route vp, only
ko lose the trail completely and end up face o face with a
couple of bulls, Fortunately for us the angrier of the rao was
roped to a stake. and the other, although pawing the ground
with his front leg, sayed put Definitely got the adrenaline
godngt

The volcanic matesial that makes up the mountain side
forms a very loose soil, consequantly the namerous streams. cat
very deep ditches. Our path intersecied one of the larges of
these ditches (abowut & wide and 12" deep) without a brdge.
Rich and I quickly made the leap leaving Rob guaking in his
proverbial boots. Mow if this had been a crevass thare wouldn't
have been a moments hesitation, but | guess the thought of
getting a1l muddy was just oo much. Rich and [ bad a hell of
job coaxing him across the diteh. Finally, afler about 5 minutes
his day pack was jettisoned 10 our side, and then Rob made the
leap (of faith) with about 3 feet to clear! Needless to say Rob
did oot hear the end of this for this whole trip.

Passing more very small houses, pigs, sheep, cows, dogs,
and seroffy kids, we mads it back to the edpe of the city wese
we caughl a taxi back 8o our hotel and a well-deserved bees.

Mot a bad day considering we had climbed o an altitude of
about 1000° higher than any of us hed besr before, with
nothing more eventful than some shght headaches, But could
we all po another mile highes?

Cotopaxi

We were now ready to take our first real teat of altitode by
tackling Cotopaxd (19.300°). This s abawt 30 miles south of
Chito in the Cotopaxi national park. It hes a climbers refuge
{Jose Ribas Refugeo) at 13,600° (just below the snow lins) with
thirty five beds, a water supply, cooking facilities and a toilet
block, and is only & 45 minule hike from the end of a gravel
Fpii

Having picked up some information from the South
American Explorers Club in Cuits abowut the best ways o travel,
we decided that local buses and taxis woukd be our bast way 1o
get arcund. Albough 3 rental car owouold be a bit mare
convenient. ihey are fairly expemsive (about $40 a day),
capecially when compared w local transport. Long-distance
buszs work oul at showt 40 cents per bour of travel and they
don't stop wo often. In fact, outside of major towns they don't
stop at all - they just slow 10 a jogging pace and people jumg on
and ofT, This was a bit worrving as our packs were an the ool
Taxis, which are quite often pickup inscks, will take wou
absolutely amywhere, are very reasonably priced, and can be
ridiculously cheap if vou bargain (which is expected).
Unfortamarely this i Hkely to change in the near fisure 23 the
government has stopped subsidizing the price of patoline,

We caught a boes from Quito to Lasso, which 15 nearest town
te Cotopaxi, and then caught a taxl for the remaining couple of
miles to & hotel called “Haclenda de Cienaga™, This had been
highly recommendesd 1o us, and rghtly se It is a begutiful old
buikding, and has a wealth of family and political history

acwnraated awth ar Iy hae heanfiful famitoee ond mobniimes el
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surrounding coumryzide. Well waorth & visic fior the climber a
- Hmber alike.

During the waxi nde fram the bus stop to the Haciends
worked oul & deal with the taxi driver to taks vs in his pick
truck ugp o the climbers hut on Cotopaxi. He would drive us
o the hut the next moming and pick us up teo days kater fo
total of 340, This is quile a deal considering the trip takes ab
&n hour each way, and we would climb 3,000" up a gravel roa

The next moming, after stofng our exosss pear al |
hacienda, we headed off to the Cotopax: national park. So
we had only had the smallest glimpse of the mountain throu
the clowds, and our jouney through the park quickly ook us
g more clouds where we could see even less. After ab
fifteen minutes of this, we stanted to fesl the warmih of the s
coming through the clouds, and knew we would break throu
at any moment. In anticipation, tme slowed w oa e
Suddenly we broke through the clouds and foond ourselves o
large plain, with a perfect view of the volzano to our right
was awesome. It rose magestcally oul of the plain 1o a height
T gbove s, The top rwo thirds was covered in snow a
ice, and the uge broading eve loaked over us towards Chaito.

We could see the gravel road winding its way up the alm
featareless kava fows 1o a point 300° below the snow line. Fr
thre we could jost make out the fight brown zipzap of the 1
up b the hut situated af the spow line. Above the har we eo
see the face that we were to climb. It seemed incredible that
were 50 close.

Afier stopping o ke photos, we coatinued upward in
taxi o the end of the road. Al this point 1 had to push
Spanish w the limit (o make sure that the faxi driver wol
return for us on the right day and et the rfight time. A short
frowm the parking Iot broaght us 1o the hut.

We had ascended &,000" from che haciends with anly o
trip to this altimde & few days before oa Roewn Pichincha C
plan was to take it easy and use the rest of that day and |
following day to acclimate. As we talked 1o some of the peoy
in the hut we leamned that the previous night & person had
taken down to o lower altibode dee o altmde sickne
Meedless to say we were guite apprehensive ag o how o
would cope during the coming night.

TTIE]IIIIWEIHHII}' full of climbers fram all aver the wor
although most were either Eusopean ar Morth American, Ak
two thirds of the people were there with guides, It became gu
obvious chat many of these people were not as dedicated 1o 1
climb as those of us doing cur own thing. Consequently ith
were nol &5 fit as they might otherwise be, and they had 1
really prepared themsshves psychologically for the stay in o
but. Ome fairly larpe group of Americans had been in the but |
thres days due to 2 combination of liness and had weather
number of them were now quite edgy and loosing intersst in
climb.

When we had arrived at the hut at 11 am everyihing abo
us had been in solid cloud. It remained this way umil shoul
pm when the clouds quickly cleared for a beautiful sunset. |
1} pm the sky was & mass of crystal clear stars and there
not @ breath of wind to be felt. We were quite envious of 1
people who would begin their adempt on the sommit in anotl
o hours,

Fortunately the night came and went withouwt any wnd
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during the early moming. All we really suffered from were
slight headaches which were sasily dealt with by scoffing
ibupeoden. We did, however, suffer from one disconcerting, but
ool panscularly dangerous, condition, We all found oorselves
waking up every twenlty minutes or 5o gasping for Breath. This
i a comdition were the body relaxes to itz “normal” breathing
rate while asleep. The wrouble is, at dhis aldmde i i3 nowhere
nearly fast enough to get sufficlent oxyeen, and we kept waking
up parly suffocated. Formunately this was the only night we
suffered from L

The next day we ook a casual hike up the spow field and
onto the glacker. We reached an altitods of 17,000° - another
record for us. We didn't do musch else thas dav, preferring to
save our strength for cur summit atbernpd that night.

The climb jtself is not particularly technical in mature
Hewever there are many crevasses and these is always a chance
of slipping on the steeper (45 degree) sections, thus essential
equipment consisted of an ice axe for sell’ amesting, a rope for
the giacier ravel, and & snow pickel esch 10 aid in & crevass
rescue. Crampons are nesded on the ghacier and on the snow
field at might when it freepes over.

Thee weather that day was a repeat of the previous day (znd
wiak in fact the normal pattern at this dme of vear), The closds
moved in af ancund 11 am and cleared around 5 pm to mveal
another beautiful sunsst and & sull evening, We set our alarm
for 12 am and hit the sack showt 7 pm,

At midaight the hut eropled 0 a cacophony of alarms.
About twenty ather people were also to try for the sememdt tha
night!. Getting ready for an early moming start when we ans
camping is usually & stressful and unpleasant time due o space
restrictions, the oold tent, and in panscular the cold hard bagels
or granola bars that pass for breakfast. Getting ready in the Jose
Ribas refuge couldn’t be more different. Electric lights powered
by a small penerator were tumed on., bot water was balled for
a@s (or mashed potato in Rob's case), and there was pleanty of
mixim BO gef dressed and prepare our day pecks. We set ofT from
the hut at | am, josthing for position up the rough rocky il o
the stam of the spow fleld. At this point the guided groups
tumed info chacs as inexperenced climbers tried to put on
crampans by the dim lght of their headlamps. With deft ease,
we cramponed up and Jeft the grunting and groaning groups
behind as we settled into a steady rhythm up the crispy snow
field.

The trail is marked by wands all tbe way 1o the summit, 5o
theere really isn't much to do in the way of rouse finding. On this
particular night we also had the advantage of a besutiful full
Erean, S0 pur headlamps weren’t used much either.

Once onte the glacier we roped up and again el off &t 2
steady pace, It grew quite cold {mid teens) as we progresssd
higher and into the early moming, 50 by the time we reached
the rock band we were pretty desperate for the extra layers of
fleece we had in our packs. We were now at 19,000°. During
the climbing we had been brembing prety hard bat now we
found that we were also breathing hard even when we stopped.
Somewhat disconcerting was the fact that every time [ stopped
to ke & swig of water [ had to bresth incredibly hasd
afterwards just 1o catch my breath back.

Mow we were ready for the kst 700 of the climb which
sleepens considerably. We could mow only take abous 20 steps
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betwsen rests. The slope ssemed never ending. but 1o belp 1
our mind off the slow slog the stars were disappearing and
sky was brightening. [t would not be long until sunrise. T
summit came up very guickly; Ome moment | was countir
steps and thinking of the next rest, and the next moment
suddenly realized that [ could ses over the summit o the §
horizon, | was wnprepared for the surge of relief that flow
through the mind and body when the sumsmdt i3 made, Al
couald do was stare in wonder a1 the stunning Scene around w
The sun was now just coming aver the borizon bringing the fir
orange glow to the summils of Chimborazo, Cayambe, ar
Antisana. Thin red streaks of clowd Hned the sky above us, &
the deep volcanic crater disappeared beneath us. In sue
awespme surroundings 1 found it bard 1o keep & grip on n
IO,

With the gentle heat of the sun, and oo wind, it was qui
comfortable on the summit. we stayed for about 40 minub
taking photographs and watching the scenery chamge like
kaksidoscope as the sun rose. We could easily s== Quito fro
our lofty tower, at first just as a mass of omnge lights. then »
could make out Rucw Pichinchs behind the city, and finally ot
small hill crowned by the only virgin of Quito.

As much 2 we wanted to stay on the sumemit there was
real mead o get back to the hut before the snow brdges ge
a0t and the weather insvitably umed bad, A we descended it
summit hill we passed the guided groups coming op. Wi
much panting. cursing. and frequent rests, the majoriny
guided climbers would in fact make it to the sammir.

The sun soon began to beat down on us and the smo
started fo soften. Tt wasn't long before crampons and yers +
clothing came off, and the sun block went on. As we descende
we could see a low laver of clowd snake its way round Amtizar
aned then up the ceniral valley over Quito. The clouds rose up
surround Antisana and the base of Cotopaxi bur never gui
reachid the hut befors we ot there, It was now just before 1
am. it had taken 5 hours 15 minstes to sscend and 3 hoars |
desoend.

After a refreshing cup of tea, sleep was the order of the de
- or at least for the rest of the morning. 1 had arranged for o
taxi to pick us up at three in the afiemoon, so we cenainly h:
some tme to spare. The weather repeated it's regular thing ar
by noon: it was cloudy and snowing.

Cur biggest concern now was whether the taxi wou
aciually tumn up. We walked down 00 the parking kot at o
designated time and were rebeved 1o find him waiting for u
We retumned to the Haciends de Cienega for a well eamed be
for two) and 4 greal mesl,

Having accomplished our “training™ chmb we were no
resdy for Chimborazo and our ventare abawve 20,0007,

Chimbarame

The jumping-off point for Chimborazo is either Ambato 1
Riohamba, Both these wwwns are on the Pan American Highwe
and are casily accessible by bus, Neither of these towns s
particular inferest to the Wurist so we just went to the closest
Ambato. The bus ride from Lasso to Ambalo was age
imeresting, with people jumping on and off, and sirest vendo
riding the bus through each village. We also passed another b
with a live shesp standing on the roof rack!

After shopping for 2 bit of food we went out for 8 meal ar
a quict drind. What we thought was going io be grilled steak
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trmsd outl 10 be a samphe of all the pans of a cow including
“blood” sausage and something we suspected 1o be the brain.
After this, the intended quiet couple of drinks wmed into a four
hour session with some rowdy locals. The conversation
consisted of very bad English spoken by one of these bocals
{alihough bt scemed to think he was pretty good) and my
equally basic Spanish (which as the night wore on 1 alza
thought was prety good). Either way, we managed 1o keep a
comversation going for four hours. After decliming a ride 1o a
night club in @ small beat up Fiat »ith our new found, and very
dmunk friends, we stumbled back io the hotel,

The next moming a taxi came to take us op o Chimborazo,
[t took about two hoors w cover the 40 miles from Ambato to
Chimborazs. We had come 1o realize that BEcusdorian roads
{and buildings) aré ned built with much in the way of
foundations. In this particular area this is a really bad idea as
the mountainows terrain s prone to severs rain storms. As a
resull the roads end to ger washed away or coversd in mod and
rock slides. As the road wound jts way through valleys and
niclges the taxi dnver had to make numerous swerves and
diversions to avoid nnning into mad and rocks or disappeaning
down hwge hobes in the roed.

This particular road however, 15 a real eye opener in lefms
of seeing the indigencus Indians (descendants of the Inca's)
daing their thing. They &re quite disinctive, paricolarly in their
clothing. Amongst other things, they all wear red ponchos and
bath men and women wear “pork pie” hats, For the most part
they live in wery small villages on the hillsides in wood and
mud buildings and are obviousky extremely poor, tuly living at
a subsisience level. We aleo saw numenpos llama grazing on the
hallssdes

Finally we tumead onto a gravel road and stared our ascent
up to the “Whymper refugeo” at 16.400°, | should poing cut that
Edward Whymper (& fellow Brit. and the firss person o climb
the Matterhomn a 1865) climbed many of Ecuador’s high peaks,
incloding the first ascent of Chimborazo in 1550, Later that year
= also spent a might in the crater of Cotopaxi. Neadless to say
he's considered a bit of & hero by the locals.

Just as with Cotopaxd, we sull hadn't semally seen the
moundzin due o kow clouds (15,000 is considersd Jow here!),
Within a couple of miles of the hut the road became Snow
covered, and our driver started to show visible signs of concem.
| suspect be wasn'l so worried abowt tee car, but that if he
didn’ny gt us o the but we wouldn't pay kim - taxi dovers also
live pretty moch af a subsistence level! With much patting of
the dashboard the driver coaxed the car o the hot, where we
wers surprised to se= a full-size tour bus!. Fortunately they were
just day trippers and wouldn't be staying at the hat. After the
previous mdghts “conversation™ with the local drunks, |
confidently arranged for the driver 1o pick us op in a couple of
days,

There are actually two hats on Chimborazo. The first hut is
right at the parking ot and the second (the Whymper refugeo) is
about & forty-endnute welk up the mountain, The fird one is
usful for late arrivals and for storing equipment; This is where
we left our “ounst” bags. At the start of the trail o the upper
bt you come to a very sobering sight - dozens of headstones
for the people who have died up on the mountain! The most
recent was from 1993 when an svalanche took out a small
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group, The shor walk brought ws to the bt at 164007, Thie b
is slightly smaller bt 2 bit more comfortable thanm the K
Rilbas hat, and is at the base of the huge west face.

Our plan for this mountaim was 3 linke mose adventun
than on Cotopasi, Alhough the rose we would ke (“Diss
or “Condor™ rowe) was still not particularly echnical in nata
we would iy 19 spend one night bivi'ed a1 18,000°, This we
be a real confidence booster for McKinley as it would b
pretty close simulation of altitude (but not temperature) of ©
planned highest camp on McKinley at 16,000, We spent ¢
first might 21 the hat with only half & dozen other people
company - muoch more pesceful than on Coopaxi, T
following moming we sat off on the direct route, first crossing
talus basin and then zigzagging up the wall of the norh =
ridge. During this part of the ascent we got & good look at)
main face o owr fekt This had looked pretty spectaculsr fr
the hut, and now we could s2& that it would make a tem
climb, The face consists of a stair stepped glacier that slopes
at about 30 degrees. The steps are 100 w 200 feer high, Tt g
up like thiz for abour 2000° and mons ool oace the noshw
rdge just below the summit. Defimitely a8 cimb far 1
adventurous,

With the increasing altimde. the hotter sun, and
softening snow our pecks seemed o go from a pre
lightwelght twenty five pounds o forty or fifty pounds. 1
were certainly glad 1o resch the ridge and dump our packs
took quite & while to get motivated 1o dig the platform for t2
We had brought up a two-man: fent and a bivi sack (Ric
hame fior the night), plus fuel to melt water, and cold food
that evening and for breakfast As we set up camp another th
people passed us on their way down from the summit, this
quite late in the mormdng and they were obviously very tired,

With 1he camp 581 up, we settled in for a relaxing afternc
in the now-very-hof sun. We stayed in the tent as any s
cuposed to the sun felt like it was being seared off. My alvimse
has a temperature indicatos, and upan @king it aut of the woa
my pack (which was out in the sun) | found it was read
125°F! | then bung it im the ent where the reading dropped 1
disconcerting 25°F, Here we were 3t 15,0007, on a snow fic
and sweating like pigs in our underwear!,

This of course was not to last. Just like Cotops
Chimborazo also bhas a very cyclic weather pattemn. and
clouds that had hidden the mountain the day before were
refurn - with a vengeance. First a few kigh clouds moved in
the temperanire dropped guickly 1w a comfortable 50°F in
tent. Then it wasted 1o snow. Then the snow tumed to stuff t
Ioaked and felt like 1/4™ diameter polysiyrenc balls, This stof
cresled by snow being blown wp and down through the clo
many times - And what causes that? Yoo got it - thunder clou
This swff was coming down pretty hard when the thus
staned. | can vividly remember us looking at each ather but
saying anylthing, what could we say other than “Oh 5hit”. Th
really wasn't anything we could do but sit it out. This contim
for almos an hour before tailing off, how close bt ever came
us we'll never knoow, but we sure whene glad when i left &
another hour the sun broke through and we moved outside
boil water and eal our evening meal.

The sun was now sefting through the remains of the e
clouds. After surviving a raucons sLorm, we Were niw wiln
to an absolutely stunning sunses, The night was so still it »
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After a few bours cleep we pot up at midnight, ae owr
tasicless granola bars, wok the tent down, and packed sway
everything we didn’t need for the day's climb. With jus day
packs {or should it be pight packs?) we headed up the rdge
Snow had covered footprints from: the climbers of the previoas
day, but the rowte was again marked with wands, Some of thess
seemed 1o be missing o we occasionally got off route, bat
mothing very serious. Again it got colder as we progressed
higher and into the eardy moming. The ridge slopes up at sbout
35 degrees with occasional 50 degres spots, and only 2 handful
of crevasges the whole way up, so it was ol very technical,
however the thinning air was definftely nouceanle,

D frustration grew as we moaned and panted our way
over half a dozen fales sumedts. With the night sky giving over
to the impending sunsise we finally mounted the ridge summé
(Veintimilla) to see the true summit (Whymper) standing half 2
mile away, and 130 feet kigher, The trouble was that between
the: two summits there was a saddle going down 300 foot below
us. We of course knew this 10 be the case, but faced with the
reality it was daunting, We were already at 20,500°, higher than
we'd ever been, and an a summit, did we really need the higher
one™. Of course we did. There was no question of not going on
further, o off we trudged to the Whymper summit, whimpering
&5 we wenl

The skope up the far side of the saddle was quite seep and
ouar progress near the top was prefly slow, stopping every 1en
steps 0f 50 to catch owr breath. The sun was now high enough 1o
wanmm us up a8 we ilumped down on the sumsmdr Ones aur
labored breathing had subsided, it was ineredibly peaceful,
There was no wind and jost a few clouds scattered below us.
We took the obligatory photos and tried identifying the
surrcunding peaks. Cotopaxi was easy to spot 50 miles away
with its perfectly symmetrical sides. It looked just the way a
child would draw & wolcano, Staring at Cotopaxi, | could
imagine climbers standing on its summit staring back at us. But
we were 1300 higher. In fact not only were we the highest
people in Ecuador, we were alss higher than amyone nonth of s
in the Americas. What 2 great feeling,

We were the only people 1o reach the Whymper sammit that
day, although while there we did briefly sez a couple of people
on the Veintimilla sumemit - they must have tumed back 3t that
podni.

After shoul twenty minutes we began the journey hack over
the Veintimilla peak and down to our packs. It was interesting
1o gz the full size of the crevasses we had crossed in the dark,
and where we had missed the irail. After reaching our packs and
iaking a shori break we made the last beg back to che hur
Crampons had to come off because the snow was now quite saft
and balling up under them. Almost immediately Rich gave Rob
and me a perfect demonstration of an jce axe salf wrest as he
ook a short slide down some soft but shippery packed smow. By
noon we were hack at the hot.

We packed the few ftems we had left af the hul, and zave
our remaining food o the warden. This incloded two pounds of
macarond, carried as emergency rations, which I'm surs would
have tasted disgusting on its own. We set off to the Jower hut 1o
meel our laxi driver af 2 pm. OF course by now the clowds had
ralled in and it was spowing.
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We had done it, our goal of reaching the summit ¢
Chimboraze and spending a night above the hui had bee
acogemiplished, We had camped at [8.00)° and mome of us ha
problems with the altitede. What a relief.

With no bad-weather days used up we where ready o b
beuarists!

Banos (Spanish for spring, well or bathroom!)

As far as tourism goes, Ecuador can be roughly divided int
four distinct areas. The Galapagos islands, the western coast
and beach resarts around Guayaquil, the central highlands, an
the eastern lowland rain forests (Oriente). We had spent all o
time so far in the cendral highlands south of Quite, but we als
wanied 10 visit the popular market and weaving town ¢
Orovala, 60 miles north of Quito. But before going there w
also had the chance to go o the wan of Banos which is th
Jjumping-off paint for most of the wors into the rain forest,

We had planned to have the wxi take w5 from Chimboraz
back to Ambato, and then catch & bus to Banos. But once th
faxi driver knew off our plans be practically begged us o Ik
him take us there (about 50 miles). This seemed a premy goo
idea, and would save us quite a bit of ime, so after hagglin
over thie price, ofT we went by taxi.

During this same journey the driver asked where we wer
heading after Banos, “Back w Quite™ [ said. Bad mowe, Mo
the taxi driver really stared plesding and begging with us o le
him fake us the B or so miles 1o Quito, However we ha
already decided we wanted to travel by bus as it was a good wa
to meet the kecals and we wers in no great rush. So it becam
gquite embarrassing as the driver proceeded 1o spin a tale of wo
abrout the huge koan on his taxi, trying vo feedd his wife and kid:
and on and on and on. 1 was certainly glad to be out of the 12
gt Banos, but couldn’t help feeling 2 mixture of gullt an
sadness. If we had aken him up on his offer, it would kav
made a significant impact on his financial situation cosmpared
the small sacrifice on our part. This, znd some cther simils
incidents where hard to come 1w terms with Our persons
expenses for this wip would be more than the majority o
Ecuadorians would earmn in several years, and more than a goo
many would ever eam|

Banos is one of those towns that attracts a vast number o
impoverished smodems, world travelers, and professional bum
Consequently the wown has a cosmopolitan feed o i There is o
doubt that you could find a drunken party any night of th
week, and weekends would be a ot For the most part thi
didn't s2em to phase the locals who seemed more than thankfu
for the influx of badly nesded cash. As the saying goes, "Don'
look a gift horse im the moathk™,

The cvening browght for Rob what must truly have been
memorable experience. It was his first wisit 1o 2 Hard Rog
Cafe. | must confess I'm no expert on these establishmends, bu
his wasn't quoite up w0 the oseal sandards, There wasn't
single guitar, drom stick, or article of clothing from the Beatle
or Elvis hanging on the walls, Rich and I didn’t let on, so Rob®
probably stll impressed by the .um, .ugh, peal table, Yes
distinctly remember there being a pool wtable,

As we bar hopped our way around the town we got oar firs
tasie of Ecuadorian music. The traditional music. which is s
very populas, wses pan flutes, regular fluses, Spanish guitar
and hand held drams, However, just as popular is a more
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contEmporary version ihal also uses elecinc Eguitars and violins,
The style 13 easenitially the same, but the iempo iends io be a bii
guicker and they also include Western songs. All their music
has a very lively feel oo it and s great 1o dance o

The nexi day we did the wsual toarist sulT, which in Banos
includes & short hike up one of the swrrounding hillsides to a
lovkeut point 1000 above the town, Then in the afiermpon we
caughit o bus back o Cuitn, On this joumey we passed anolber
bns thal hod & dog ted w the roof mck! Alse, near ihe end of
the jourmey im Cuiio the bus driver apparently picked up
someone [nom & place oot designoted as & bus stop (1 don'l
think we ever saw any signs), but this was noticed by a nearby
polweman. Alter a short confronation the driver handed over
what appearsd 1o be sl the lakings for the journey and we weni
on our wary. Bribery"s sach a marvelous thing!

The next day we firsl went b the Mitad del Mundo {middic
of e world - ar equator) monument. This i3 incredibly tounsoy.
hut considering that [t is only 15 miles north of the city e
couldn’y resist. Actaally it did have an interesting (and nt-too-
hig-as-io-gei-horing) nabural Wstory exhdbii right inside the
Ofimenl.

Afier wisibing the equsior we iraveled to Oiovalo,

(Hovale

This towm is very well known for its Saturlay markes and
it's weaving indusiry (co-pperatives). We staved in a hotel buil
and owmed by an expatriale American cowple. Frank and
Masgaret, who hoppensd oo be happies (or 21 lesst they were
until they descovered capitalism), They were very pemerous. amd
helpful, and hawve been waken in by the locals, This is largely
because they employ all locals, snd eal them with grem
respect

The |ocal people are quite different to thase in the highlands
South of Quite. The men wore calf kengih white panis, biue
panchas, rope sendals and long single piglzils The women
worg embroidersd blouses, long Mack skims and Fokled hexd
clathes that seemed lke they wene always sbout 1o unfold e a
coamplele mess. bui of course never did. They were also very
clean,

Frank arranged for o tasl diiver 1o lake us on a toar of ihe
local weaving co-operslives. This wis 3 gresl experience is we
acloally wemt ino peoples homes 10 see them wark. One of the
local masier weavers skowed us an old oaditsonal mebod that
he still uses which takes him a mooth 10 weave an sight foor by
sin fool blankes. He sells shese i towriss for % 1007,

Thai ndght = bopped the local bar scene. These are aaly
Ecusdorian bars in Oiovale, bist the Jocals didn't seem b mind
us Gringos being around. In facl same of the mare-dnsnk locals
iand there were pleniy of ihem) insisisd we do shois with them
The local frewater is made from fermented and distilled sugsr
cane with caffeine added for good measore. This s served hal
and is absolutely lethal. Frank delighted in telling us of some
his mioce drunken moments ueder §is inflsence, o which
Margaret would remind him that be usually spent the pest twe
days i oa caoma,

We listened w & lol more of ihe Jocal miassc amd saw one
band which had about & dozea musicians. 1t was difficull w iedl
exactly hivw many there were as they h:p[ SWippIg instruments
and new people would jast walk onto the very small stage and
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jain . inchiding the bar siaff. It all made lor & very fun and
lively atmosphere,

A lietle worse for wesr, we asose the nexl day al £ am and
headed for the bocal cattle marker. Nat that we intended buying
any Farm animals. although upon overhearing some of the prices
we certanly could have, bal we wanted 10 st B osruly local
tradition where lourists fand ihere weren't many) were
completely (gnored, As Rob and 1 had hoped, this mrmed oul 1o
be @ iruly marvelous phobographic opporunity. We saw
everything from pigs being wrestled bo ihe ground amd their
tongues vanked oul Tor inspeciion, 1o bulls being manhandbed,
quite ineffectively, in and out of rickety old tnscks, hualls
mounling neighboring cows while owners tried their Best @
separate ihem, ard much mech more. This was all gaing on in
m open (eld with no fences whatsoever, while fimenous
children ran around, usually with @ chicken under one arm.
Ohiile an experisnce

This called off at shout 7 am, ai which fime we wenr for
breakfast and thes io the “tourist™ market foc which Ctovalo is
most well kmown. Although there was o high perceniage of
toisrisis there, mostly for the woven omd other hand crafied
goodds, @ large pan of 1be market s dedicased 1o meal,
vegelshles and com. The mest secton inchudes Guinen pigs
This of couree twmed out 0 be another great phitographic
Opporum Ly

Meedless o say we all broke down and bought lots of the
bocal crafis, even Rich who is not remoarned as the workd's most
patient shopper, The tradiers expect 1o be haggled with, and will
usually come down to shout 60% of the inltial asking price
Thizs made Rob a bt nervous a5 his Spanish was stll limaed 1o
“Water without gas™ and “Where's ibe woiler” Fortunately for
him the local rraders knew how b count in English.

Afier lunch we g2 off back w CQuite. These we did our final
packing m guist abandon and went out for o lasi meal and not-
ion-few beers on Quito's liveliest street - Avenidn Amazonas A
[um rdght 10 end an excellem trip

I think we all looked forward W relaming home, speaking
English. and drimking decent besr, bul & the same time we were
reluctant 1o leave such a friendly and exciting place. Ecuador
definigely gives wou the fesling that you are explaring new
lands, ralser Lhan being just amother ours, Mol just for the
manunixins, Ecundor is definsiely a place | plan on retuming 10
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MICHIGANDER

continued from page 1
campsites are local high schools along the route
which provide showers and other facilities.
Volunteers run the sag service, help with food
preparation, and basically make sure the ride
goes smoothly. Anvone who goes on the ride
should be in good physical condition, which
basically means being able to ride from 50 to 70
miles a day.

The weekend ride starts on July 20 in South
Haven,-ends for the night in Kalamazoo, and
then returns on Sunday along the same route.
Almost the entire trip is on the Kal-Haven Rail

Backpacking
course is
April 13 -14.
The class-
FOHHT poORioan
of the coarse
will be taught
on Apnl 11
Sign up now1!
Jay Gibson,
course leader,
CAT AREWET
questons you
may have about &
the course. 2

o

Trail, which is about 40 miles of beaten down
gravel. Idon’t suggest this tour since you pay
535.00 for basically a nice casual day trip, and
because the ride is wsually very crowded. In
fact, last year 1,100 people went on this tour.
The week-long ride starts on July 21 in
South Haven and ends in Metro Beach on July
26. | have participated in the week-long tour
three times and plan to go again this vear. The
week-long tour tends to have more serious
riders and has always had less people than the
weeken trip. Last year there were only 625
riders, which still may seem like a lot of people,
but they spread out quickly. Ican remember
several days being the only one on the trail for
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an hour or two, Another nice feature of the
week-long tour option is that the terrain varies
guite a bit. Some parts of Michigan are
surprisingly hilly, while others look more like
Indizna with all the corn fields. For the most
part, the tour is on varying types of gravel and
sand with occasional paved sections, so bring
good tires. In fact, many of the rail trails that
the tour goes on are not yet open to the public,
s0 they tend to be quite rough in spots. My
friend Mike and I usually are more adventurous
and go off the beaten path to find a bakery or a
place to swim. The five overnight campsites for
the week-long tour this vear are Kalamazoo,
Olivet, Jackson, Pinckney, and Lake Orion.

For more information about the tours please
visit my homepage at
“www.eng.uc.edu/~jptaszni/michigander™ or
see me al the Wednesday meetings for
applications and more information. The price
of the tours goes up by 510.00 after May 1.

Jokn Henlsey Prasznlk i a freshman computer enginzering major al
UC. John can be reached by &-mall &1 [rsesd @oseng. voedu,

General Club
Information

The University of Cincinnati Mountaineeting Club
meets every Wednesday at 7:00pm in 601 Old Chemistry
on the main (west) campus of the University of
Cincinnati, We wsually discuss trips, do a little business,
then kickback for a program. Club dues are $10 per
quarter or 325 for the year (offered dunng fall quarter
calyl. Membership entitles you o the use of the club™s
equipment and library, but membership is not necessary if
you have your own gear. Clab gear can be checked out
on Wednesday afier the meetings, and should be returned
by 6:d5PM the following Wednesday.

The UCMC office is located in 217 Tangeman
University Center, and the office phone number is 556-
6014. Please come visit us to learn more about the club!!

UCMC's internet homepags can be found at

httpffsoaserver. tuc uc.edu/orgfucme

Meed some more information?  Call President Jay
Gibson at 57T9-9460, Vice President Sarah Gray at 961-
4320, or Treasurer Dave Core at 961-1893. Eguipment
questions should be directed to Equipment Manager
Jeremy Sichert at 921-6959.
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