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A R ESPECTED LEADER OF NAVAJOS. 

HIS NAME TRANSLATED IS MR. F AT, 

WE VISIT 
THE PEOPLE 

N avajoland would be no teworthy if for no other reason 
than scenery. H ere is a paradise for the traveler seeking 
beauty in d istant places, willing to venture over untried roads, 
capable of enjoyi_ng the solitude and loneliness of a coun try 
both primitive and isolated. H ere is a land that challenges 
the gypsy in a p erson, defies the glib, paclmged details of the 
travelogue and timetable. T h e roads may be rough and ram-
bunctious, weather uncertain and sometimes surly, accommo-
dations and comforts few and far , but in this land of the 
Navajo are scenic treasures the lih of which one w ill not find 
elsewhere. To n ame a few: Rainbow Bridge, a regal poem in 
stone; Monument V alley, an awesome masterpiece created by 
time and weath er; N ava jo National Monument, with Beta -
taldn and o ther ruins eloquent reminders of civilizations long 
vanished : Canyon de C h elly, excitin g chapter in earth's story 
carved in canyon w all. In fact, there isn't a mile of N avajo-
land that does not h ave much to offer the admirer of b eauty 
and grandeur, but nothing in all that vast, lonely expanse is 
as interesting or as picturesque. as The People themselves. 

They live in a world and a century unlike our own. T rue, 
there are many Navajos a s modern as any of us, but the 
tribe as a w hole has yet to . b e touch ed appreciably by what 
we consider the modes and manners of our superior civiliza-
tion. T hey die of tuberculosis and pneumonia and ·suffer from 
other illnesses, but few of them have ulcers and one w ould 
have to search diligen tly to find among them a sleeping 
tablet. It will tal<e them a long time to catch up with us. T hey 
have not yet developed our capacity for hurry and worry. 

In this issue we try to tell you something about the 
P eople w h o live in N avajoland. In picture, w e portray them 
as you find them as you travel the roads and trails of their 
domain, intimate studies of them as they are, you ng and old, 
without b enefits of s tudio lights or mahup. T hey are a part of 
A merica, tod ay, now. S trange, perhapsT Differen t, yesT W on-
d erfully uniqueT Turn from the great, wide, slick speedy 
arteries of travel and go forth ten, twenty, a hundred miles 
into Navajoland and you will find the P eople a s they are 
today, just as they w ere a decade, two decades, a half century 
ago. Here yesterday and many yesterdays are camped serenely 
by the roadside. T ah along your camera, if you w ish, and 
when you get home you can show portra its of yesterday and 
today to less-traveled and less for tun ate neighbors .... R.C. 

"The Totem Pole" by Ray Manley 
A F AMOUS LANDMARK IN MONU M E NT 

VALLEY IS A GUIDE FOR T RAVELERS. 



'7~/?1tf atc~ 
OF AGATHLAN 

BY VIRGINIA GARNER 

It was late afternoo n on the desert and high above m e rose 
the sheer walls of an ancient volcano. Three climbers clung to 
the side of the peak so high that they lool<ed like fli es on a 
wa ll. They moved gradua lly upward and their voices could be 
h eard calling lo each oth er in the strange lingo of the moun-
tain eer. 

"Up rope l" " Slacld" "Belay onl" " TensionT" " Rock 
rocld" And with this las t the boom of falling rock as one 
crash ed down the mountainside, leaving the strange smell of 
powdered stone in its wal<e. 

Waiting below was a nerve racl<ing exp erience, particu-
lurly when my husband was far above, and a t any moment 
might com e tumbling down with the falling rock It was a 
long wail as it wasn ' t until the n ex t morning that the climbers 
got off tha t b eautiful, but terrible, peak During the twenty-
four long hours they w ere on the p eal< I h ad time to thinl< of 

many things better left unthought T But I am married to a 
mountain climber and there is no power that can hold Ray 
Garner to the lowlands. 

In 1937, the year before we were married, Ray spent 
three and a ha lf months as staff cinematographer for the 
Rainbow Bridge-Monument Valley Expedition. Assigned to 
cover field science activities over an extensive area, he had the 
opportunity to scout out climbing possibilities. The Monument 
Valley area proved to be a climber's, as well as a photogra-
pher's, paradise. Here it seems as if the very sl<eleton of the 
earth protrudes through its outer crust. Most of the monu-
ments are towering sandstone survivors; carved by wind and 
water from an ancient plateau. But here and there a reminder 
of volcanic activity rears into the sl<y. The highes t of these 
volcanic necb, and the most spectacular in p rofile, is Agath-
lan, 6,825 feet in altitude. 

Agathlan presented an immediate challenge to Ray and 
it was at this lime, thirteen years ago , that he decided he must 
climb it. However, there were no other mountaineers on the 
expedition and all he could do was reconnoiter. 

It wasn't until seven years later, after we had realized 
another ambition and come to live in Arizona, that Ray again 
had an opportunity to visit Monument Valley. Together we 
studied the peal< at close range and Ray selected the vertical 
blacl< strip on the Northwest fa ce as the only feasible route. 
This dike was composed of crystallized blocb of basalt, unfor-
tunately set on an angle. All visible ledges apparently sloped 
out and down, not offering very promising stopping places. 
The black rocl< presented a sheer face , jutting outward near 
the top, which made it loo!< impossible to climb. But this ap-
peared to be the only way worth attempting as the rest of the 
peak is composed of light colored sandstone, which is not only 
sheer and overhanging, but without crevices or ledges. 

Again R ay was unable lo climb the peak I am a climber 
but could not a lone give the suppor t necessary for a techni-
cally difficult climb such as this. 

Last year R ay finally got together wi th a group of excel-
len t climbers and w e gathered at the base of Agathlan late in 
May. Jan and H erb Conn, Arizona visitors, who have done a 
great deal of rocl< climb ing throughout the country, joined us. 
Also Lee and Ben Pedrick members of the Kachinas , Senior 
Scout Outfit No. 1 of Phoenix. This incidentally, is the only 
Senior Scout Outfit in the country whose members are trained 
and qualified as mountaineers. R ay orga nized the outfit five 
years ago and the group now contains some of the finest 
climbers in the Southwes t. Lee and B en are two of the original 
members and their mountain climbing experience includes 
fifteen first ascents of desert pinnacles, the ascent of Popo-
ca tepe tl, the 17 ,876 foot Mexican volcano, and all of the major 
peaks of the Grand Teton range in W yoming. Ray and I 
completed the r:-arly of six. 

Soon a fter leaving Kayenta, on the road into Monument 
Valley, one comes upon Agathlan. It stands like a sentinel at 
the gateway to the unexcelled country beyond. It is flanl<ed by 
a smaller volcanic peal< but Agathlan reigns supreme. Domi-
nating the entire area, it has long b een an outstanding land-
mark It w as firs t m entioned in his tory by the Spaniards who 
passed through h ere on one of their early expeditions. Later 
Kit Carson wrote of it in his diary under the Spanish name of 
"El Capitan. " Today it is b et ter !mown by its Navajo name,-, 
Agathlan. 

In the language of the Navajo , Agathlan (sometimes 
incorrect ly written as Agathla) means "piles of wool. " The 
heaps of volcanic ash which surround the peal< give it its 
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name. Because of the dominance of the mountain it naturally 
has an important part in Navajo legends. While we were 
camped al the base no Navajo would pass that way. They 
!mew by their grapevine news broadcast, which travels mys -
teriously over the vast spaces of the reservation, that we were 
attempting to climb the mounta in. They felt that there was 
danger of death so they sldrted far around the peal< .and w e 
saw no one during the three days we w ere there. Later, on 
leaving Harry Goulding' s Trading Post, we pichd up a 
Navajo who told us of the legends of Agathlan. He said he 
could tell us much more if he !mew many of the words of our 
language. This is his story: 

"Long, long ago a race of giants inhabited this area and 
they were great enough to climb Agathlan by the giant steps 
which lead to the summit on the south side. High on the 
mountain among the summit i:;innacles , the giants had a 
hidden spring and there they made their home. These ancient 
ones scraped their antelope h ides at the base of the peak 
allowing· the hair to he blown about by the wind. It clung to 
the desert plants and caused the death of grazing animals. 
Thereafter, the giants carefully gathered the hair and covered 
it with piles of rock" 

These legendary piles of wool and rocl< are purported to 
be the mounds of volcanic residue which surround the peak 
And so the Navajos call it Agathlan. 

Harry Goulding tells us that today the modern Navajo 

follows this practice of piling rocb on the wool from the hides 
that are scraped for use in ceremonials . As long as the wool 
remains under the rocb the sldn is "good medicine" and the 
Navajo sheep, which graze the area , are safe. 

Modern climbing techniques do not enable us to use the 
giant steps of Agathlan. The walls of the great steps are sheer 
sandstone, without hand or footholds . The blacl< dih had to 
provide our ladder to the home of the giants ; and it was no 
beanstalld 

There was an unspoken agreement among us that the 
peal< was to be climbed, if at all , without direct aid . This meant 
that each climber would ascend entirely on his own, finding 
hand and footholds in the ro ck not on a piton, bolt, or any 
other manmade aid. A ladder can he built up any face but a 
real mountaineer cl imbs using his modern equipment only as 
an aid to safety. If a climber falls h is pitons, bolts , and rope, 
when used correctly, will prevent serious injury under almost 
any circumstances. We had about seventy pounds of climbing 
equipment with us , all of which was to be used only as life 
insurance I 

On the morning of May 29th all six of us started up the 
slopes carrying 50 pitons, 40 tamp-in bolts , 15 carabiner, four 
120-foot nylon ropes, 100 feet of hemp sling rope, two sets of 
drills, tamp tools and hammers, a 16mm movie camera, a 
reflex camera, lunch, and twelve quarts of water. All of this, 
with the exception of the lunch and water, was carried up the 



mountain in a climbing paclc The three who started up the 
face le t down a rope at one point and hauled up two quarts of 
water. That's all they had during the twenty-four hours on 
the mountain, and no food at alll 

At the base of the selected route it was obvious that we 
w ere facing an extremely difficult climb. Any more than three 
people on the wall at one time would constitute a very real 
danger from falling rock. Consequently we decided to mah 
the first attempt with only three climbers. Actually, we all 
thought they wouldn't get very high on the first try. They in-
tended to push as far as they could and leave the ropes in 
place for another try on the following day, when we hoped w e 
might all reach the summit. 

However, it didn't worl, out that way. Ray, Herb, and 
L ee, who made the first attempt, were the only ones to gel 
above the "piles of wool." The climbing proved extremely 
difficult after the first pitch and loose rocl, hpt falling down 
the face , scaring us all out of our wits . The three of us who 
were left below studied the route and during the entire day 
b elieved the climb impossible. The more we loohd at it thL 
more overhanging blocb we saw and all appeared insur-
mountable. Every moment we expected the three climbers lo 
call it quits and start down. 

Herb Conn tied a bowline in the rope around his waist 
and tool, the first lead. Ray handled the rope from below, 
heping it running free so that it wouldn' t snag and pull Herb 
off balance. Herb went up a wide crack. or chimney, to a 
stance on a small ledge. Here he stood in a secure position. 
holding the rope around his hips. Thus as Ray climbed up to 
join him, Herb hpt taldng in the slack This is called belay-
ing; which simply means protecting a climber by proper use 
of the rope. 

Ray then tool, the lead, with Herb b elaying from below 
to prevent a long fall in case of a slip. About thirty feet up 
Ray stood on a big basalt bloc!, and pounded a piton into a 
convenient crack. using a small hammer. A piton is a mal-
leable iron spih with an eye in one end. Once the piton is 
secure the use of a carabiner, or snap link mal,es it unneces-
sary to tah the rope off the body and thread it through the 
eye of the piton. We simply snap the carabiner into the piton, 
snap the rope into the carabiner, and have a secure anchor. 

Now Ray was anchored to his piton and could safely 
b elay Herb as he climbed up the last horizontal ledge they 
w ere to stand on in many hours. It was also one of the few 
which was large enough for two climbers with any degree of 
comfort . 

Lee Pedricl, happened to be the next man in position at 
the base (the rest of us scouting around and taldng pictures), 
so h e now tied into the rope and joined the others on the ledge. 
So these three continued with the reconnaisance climb. 

Throughout a long, hot day they moved slowly up the 
face of Agathlan. P eriodically the silence of the desert was 
brohn by the thundering of falling rock or the hammering 
of pitons. At one point Herb found no cracl, for a piton a,nd 
he n eeded an anchor b efore attempting to climb a difficult 
overhang. So with a spiral stone-cutter's drill he started to 
mal,e a hole for a tamp-in bolt. He pounded for over half 
an hour and was rewarded with only a half inch depression. 
Ray tool, over and spent another half hour drilling the neces-
sary inch d eep hole. Then with a tamp tool, he set a lead 
sheathed tamp-in. He screwed an eye bolt into the threaded 
core and this provided the anchor they needed. 

The Kachinas developed the use of these tamp-in bolts , 

Ray Garner demonstrates invaluable technique of rappeling , 
a simple method of descent, allowing maximum of friction. 

testing them by trying to pull them out with a car! Pitons are 
not practical for use in sandstone, and other comparatively 
soft formations of the Southwest; or where there are no cracks , 
as in this case. 

Ray and Herb were both exhausted after taking an hour 
to place one bolt in the hard basalt. This was the first and 
last bolt they used. They used thirty pitons, however, before 
they got off the mountain. 

Now Lee, who had been having a prolonged ;est on the 
horizontal ledge below, climbed up to tah the lead. This 
proved to be the most difficult section of the entire climb. 

Rounding an overhanging piece of rod, causes the climber 
to lean out over empty space; in this case about two hundred 
feet or the height of a twenty story building. Stand on a win-
dow ledge twenty stories above the street and you will get 
some of the effect. Of course, you will not have loose rock 

' beneath your feet and the necessity of moving either up or 
down. 

Lee's lead was a breath catching thing to watch. He tested 
all handholds carefully to see if they were secure. Then with 
his feet dangling in space he pulled himself over the bulge of 
the overhang; grunting and gasping as he went. The rope 
from Lee's waist ran bad, through the tamp-in bolt .to Ray, 
who was ready to hold the rope in case of a fall. If Lee had 
fallen he would have dropped fifteen feet to the bolt and 
another fifteen feet below. There h e would have dangled until 
the others could come to his aid. But he didn't fall and con-
tinued up over two bulging blocb, placing pitons for protec-
tion as he went. Then he had to surmount another overhang 
to reach a small sloping ledge where he could anchor himself 
in order to belay Ray. 

Lee's older brother Ben, who watched from below, was 
very .proud of this lead. As with all brothers, there is some 
rivalry b etween them and little outward show of affection. 
Now Ben merely shouted up, "Hello brother!" and Lee's 
answer came back "Hello brother." This little interchange 
was ripe with all the pride and affection of the Pedrick clan! 

Ray tool, the lead and made a 100 foot face climb. Some 
of the basalt blocb were loose and he tool, up his belay posi-
tion on a blocl, which "rochd a bit." They changed the lead 
again and Herb demonstrated his ability to move over loose 
rod, without dislodging anything; a great asset from the point 
of view of those below. 

From below their progress seemed agonizingly slow. 
When one climber tired another tool< the lead; the second 
man always belaying the leader through a piton-carabiner 
combination. For nine long difficult hours they fought their 
way up the fa ~e of the cliff. Sometimes the great basalt blocb 
moved under them and a few broh loose and went plunging 
down the precipice. The climb became a test of courage, 
strength, endurance, and sldll. It became a personal battle 
with the mountain and was too difficult to be fun, at the time. 
So sheer was the cliff that at any point the ' climbers might 
have dropped a stone and it would have fallen free to the 
base of the mountain. An exposure such as this is very wear-
ing, even on those used to the heights . 

To those of us below the climbers seemed to be moving 
fart her and farther outward until they were clinging up-side-
down to the overhanging cliff. Our necb grew stiff with 
stretching and our nerves were stretched as well. 

Finally at 5 p.m. they reached the top of this 550-foot 
wall and loohd bad< over the ledge into a terrifying void. 
The cliff face cut in under them and they wondered how they 

The three climbers are small specks as they climb tlie steep 
wall of Agathlan, Falling rocks on slope are great hazard. 



Climbers clieck their equipment hef ore 
starting the climb of Agatlilan Peat 

Mountain climbing is no hobby for tl-w inexperienced. Tested climbers 
have limited but valuable equipment to assure safety in their climbs. 

got up, and how they would get down. 
Now only half way up the mountain they were faced with 

the problem of whether to continue or retreat. Because of the 
late hour they lmew they should start down. But it had been 
a hard fight to achieve their position and none of them rel-
ished th; thought of climbing that terrific wall again the next 
day. So it was, that while we waited below expecting them to 
descend, they went on up the mountain. 

The weather had looked threatening a ll day, providing a 
somber background for the climb. Now the western sky was 
banked with clouds and promised an early duslc We lost 
sight of the climbers as "they entered a couloir, and went 
soberly back to camp torn between the desire for them to 
achieve the summit and for them to get safely down before 
the darkness overtoolc them. Now that we could no longer see 
the climbers we grew increasingly concerned about them. Each 
of us had a member of our immediate family on that mountain 
and as the sun set we lmew that they were in danger. Here is 
an account ~f what foHowed on the mountain, as related by 
Ray. 

"The climb ahead loohd simple by comparison with the 
dike we had just come up. We stood on a ridge which was 
flanhd by a deep couloir, or gully. The ridge leading to the 
summit was to the eas t and we had to descend into the couloir 
in order to cross over to it. Here we suffered our only injury. 
I dislodged a sizable boulder which hit my right thigh as it 
fell. The pain was so intense that I could not go on. After a 
few minutes it slaclcened and fortunat ely the result was only 
a bad bruise. If I was not a well padded individual it might 
have been more serious. 

"A second gully led us into a grassy basin which re -
sembled a huge cavity in the tooth of Agathlan. Here we 
found grass good enough for grazing in a country where good 
grass is rare. This was the place of the hidden spring of 
Navajo legend. But no wa:ter was to be found and we badly 
needed it at this time. We did find a chimn ey which brought 
us directly onto the summit r idge. 

"The ridge was knifelike, dropping a few hundred feet 
on the right and nearly a thousand on the left. This was not a 
place to be caught off balanceT Here the climbing was much 
easier and we ascended rapidly and confidently. At 6:30 p.m. 
all three of us stood on the summit. Old 'Piles of Wool' was 
oursT 

"We shouted and waved to the three climbers who had 
remained below and were now mere spots as they moved 
about our camp in the foothills. It was impossible to tell if 
they saw us or not but we were .pleased to learn later that they 
did. 

"We ~pent a full hour on the summit. The sun peeked 
through the clouds long enough for us to get pictures, both 
movies and stills, and for fullest appreciation of the magnifi-
cent panorama. Agathlan stands considerably higher than 
anything else in the area. We could see the weird land of the 
Navajo spread out to the north, east, and west; we could see 
the mesas to the south-all bathed in the blood red of the 
sinlcing sun. This wild desert country has a mysterious 
grandeur which is most evident under th e spell of the sunset. 

"We built a cairn about three feet high and p laced an 
upright pointed rock atop it. This should be visible to the 
sharp eyes of the Navajos. In it we left a film box containing 
our signatures and a record of the climb. 

" In the gathering duslc we began the delicate journey 
down the lmifelike ridge. Fatigue was now catching up with 
us, which was evident from the condition of our nerves. We 
climbed where we should have walhd; we crawled where 
we should have climbed. By the time we reached the top of 
the dike the sun had set. With only the afterglow to light our 
way we decided to attempt the descent. This was a poorly 
considered decision-further evidence of our fatigue. 

" I placed a piton on the top of the dilce ridge, tied a short 
sling into it, and rappeled down a doubled rope made of two 
120-foot nylons. Rappeling is a simple method of descent with 
the rope placed abou t the body in such a way that a maximum 
of friction is created-thus the climber slides down in safety. 
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At a time lih this climbers thanlfully sing the praises of the 
unlmown who evolved the technique. It would have been 
impossible to climb down thi~ precipice b ecause of the high 
angle and many overhangs. 

"As I slid down the double rope I cleared all loose rock 
so that the others wouldn't bring it down on my head as they 
descended. This consumed so much time that it was thor-
oughly darlc when I located a stopping place on a small slop-
ing ledge. I pounded in a piton and clu;,_g to it while I tried 
to call to Lee to follow. I opened my mouth-and gagged com-
pletely I My throat was as dry as parchment and coated with 
dust. My attempt to yell just closed it off. For the entire climb 
we had only two quarts of water between the three of us. Most 
of it was now gone, and what little remained was with Lee 
and Herb atop the dilce. I shoolc the rope and made some 
gasping sounds to indicate that I was off the rope and ready 
for Lee to come down. To complicate the situation the wind 
had risen, so that I couldn't mah out what Lee was trying to 
call down to me. Finally the rope began to move and I !mew 
he was on his way. 

"It soon became evident that my rod, clearing effort had 
not been very thorough. The deadly hum of falling roe!< rose 
above the moan of the wind. I flattened myself against the 
face of the cliff as tightly as I could , wishing I was about sixty 
pounds smaller. 

"·Suddenly the foolishness of our descent struclc m e. It was 
pitch darlc We had a long, long way to go. Each stopping 
place had to be large enough to support three men while the 
ropes were pulled down and placed in position for the next 
rappel. To find these stances, set pitons , and slide down amid 
failing rock was a foo lhardy thing to attempt in the darlc By 
the time I had reasoned this out Lee was only about ten feet 
above me. Again my throat closed as I attempted to call to 
him. He got close enough to understand as I gasped an ex-
planation. He was to tie into one of his rappel ropes, and call 
to Herb to fix the other in position. Then Lee could go up hand 
over hand on the fixed rope while Herb helped by pulling as 
hard as he could on the other, around Lee's waist. It tool< a 
long time for Lee to yell these instructions to Herb. Finally he 
started to move upward. I could hear him puffing and snorting 
as he pulled himself up on the sheer strength of his arms. Herb 
was pulling hard, too, but most of his effort was consumed in 
the fridion of the rope on the roclc 

"I waited in the darlmess , still clinging to my piton, and 
a half hour later felt a tug on the fixed rope; the end of which 
I had retained throughout. I tied in and then heard them call-
_ing for me to start up. Again my throat blurred the answer, 
but the rope drew taut and I was on my way. With both of 
them pulling it was a rapid and easy ascent. My only diffi-
culty was in dodging falling rock which the rope was dis-
lodging. I breathed a sigh of relief when I reached the others 
on the summit of the ridge, and we loohd around for a place 
to bivouac. 

"Far below we could see th e glow of three lanterns mov-
ing from our camp toward the base of the pealc We thought 
the others might have heard our shouting and gasping and 
interpreted them as distress signals. As they drew nearer there 
was an exhausting exchange of shouting, much of which was 
carried off by the wind. Finally they understood that we were 
safe and intended to lay up for the night and they headed 
bade to camp. 

" \Ve decided lo get off the ridge and go bad, into the first 
gully , where we might have some protection from the wind. 

The nearest thing to a platform was a shelf of grass on a 
thirty degree angle. Driving two pitons, w e tied ourselves and 
our equipment fast and settled down to await the dawn. It 
was a long wait. We were sheltered from the main blast of 
the wind, but the eddying swirls found us and we were soon 
chilled to the bone. Light shirts, levis , and snealcers are not 
the last word in bivouac wear. 

"Lee had a box of matches with which he tried to create 
the delusion of heat. It didn't worlc The sh clouded over and 
lightning Hashed in the distance. We braced ourselves for 
the crowning discomfort of rain, but it never came. We dozed 
a few times but sleep was impossible on that steep slope. At 
4: 30 a.m. the east was glowing and -we moved around as 
much as possible in our confined quarters to get rid of some 
of our numbness. 

"In the first light of day we made our way bacl< to the top 
of the wall. The ropes we had used the night before were still 
in position so we again began the descent. Being the h eaviest 
I went first; Lee and Herb thinking this an excellent test of 
the strength of the rappel r9pe and its mooring T 

"This time I found a better stance a hundred fe et below. 
I placed a sound piton and rigged the next rappel sling in it 
before calling to the others to follow. When we were all three 
crowded on the ledge, we pulled on one end of the doubled 
rope to recover it. Instead of sliding through the sling above 
us it jammedT 

"Herb climbed sixty feet up a chimney to a small ledge. 
I joined him there and gave him a belay so he could worlc out 
on the face and free the rope from a craclc where it had wedged. 
Then for the third time, we rappeled down the face . The rope 
slid easily this time and we placed the center of it through the 
sling I had prepared, throwing the ends off the cliff. Rappeling 
down another hundred feet I was unable to find a ledge of any 
ldnd. I swung over to a slight depression in the vertical face 
and hanging from the rappel ropes I hammered in two pitons 
and fixed a sling. C linging to the sling I let go the rope and 
called for Lee and Herb to come down. The exposure at this 
point was terrific and it was slightly crowded when all three 
of us hung from the sling with one hand while we pulled 
down and reset the rappel ropes with the other. 

"The third rappel toolc me down a hundred and fifteen 
feet where I couldn't even find a semblance of a ledge for a 
rappel station. I worl,ed left and found a section where the 
basalt blocl,s were quite loose. Hanging onto the rappel rope 
I tore several of the blocb loose until I had manufactured a 
ledge large enough for the three of us. Here we rigged our 
fourth rappel which happily tool, us down to the only com-
fortable ledge we had on the entire climb. The fifth rappel 
put us on the talus slopes at the base of the dilce and we 
cheered lustily with joy and relief. It was 8: 30 a.m. It had 
talcen us four hours to engineer the d escent of the 550 fool 
wall. W e had b een on the peal, exactly twenty-four hours. 

" W e hadn' t had any food since breaHast the day before 
and were tired to the bone. A pad, had been left at the base 
of the mountain containing eight quarts of water, with which 
we at last quenched our thirst, and one slim lunch, which 
didn't even dent our appetites. Revived a bit we headed bad< 
to our camp and a big meal. 

"As we marched triumphantly down over the 'piles of 
wool' we lool,ed over our shoulders with mixed emotions 
toward the towering Agathlan. It had stood there since time 
began and we were proud to thinlc that only our feet, a nd those 
of the legendary giants, had ever trod its summit. " 


