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In this Issue: 
 

·  Climber of the Month: Andy Gioumousis 
·  September Meeting Notes 
·  Trip report: As good as it gets in Tuolumne 
·  Trip report: Point First ascent of Mt. Clarence King's NE Ridge   
·  Upcoming trip dates: Including details of THE 2006 ROCK RENDEZVOUS JOSHUA 

TREE BASH!! 
 
A big thanks to all who contributed to the newsletter this month! 
 
Enjoy! 
 
Linda 
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Climber of the Month 

 
 
 
Name/nickname: Andy Gioumousis 
No. of years climbing: 22 (that's from first 
lead; it's longer if you count top-roping or 
following) 
RR member since: 1997 
First climb: Eagle Dihedral in Tuolumne 
(first lead) 
Climbing goal for this year: Staying 
uninjured 
Favorite climbing destination: Tuolumne 
Favorite post-climbing eatery: Lembert 
Dome parking lot; spaghetti, a bottle of 
zinfandel--you can't beat it. 
Favorite climbing gym: City Beach in 
Fremont 
I want to climb like:  A lizard 
I don't want to climb like : A sack of wet 
cement 

Best thing that your climbing partner 
could say: Nice lead. 
Worse thing that your climbing partner 
could say: I think you need to lead the rest 
of the climb. 
What does your family say about your 
climbing:  Not much; they've gotten used to 
it over the years. 
Person most like to be stuck on a ledge 
with:  I've managed to avoid unplanned 
bivies so far.  If it does happen, I think it 
would fun (most intense) to be solo. 
Non-climbing interests: Hiking, bike riding 
Climbing motto:  Let's go up and look 
around. 
Advice to new climbers: Don't wait too 
long to start leading, or it will never feel 
right. 
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September Meeting Notes 
 
 

By Sam McGeehan 
 
At September’s meeting Rico opened up the meeting; didn't see any new 
faces only old and haggard ones, so we moved on to stories about members’ 
ascents.  
 
Shirley had been up Cathedral Peak and talked about how a guy had passed 
her without asking and then clipped into her gear, again without asking and 
said: "You don't want me to fall on you, do you?"  This prompted a 
discussion about passing ethics and Kevin Kachadourian suggested tying a 
clove hitch to a piece as that would slow them down a bit (must be an East 
Bloc technique he picked up =).  
 
Then a story was related by Ricardo about a friend who had a party trying to 
pass and with a dead pan that Clint Eastwood could fry eggs in: "You pass 
me and I'll cut your rope." The climbers did not try to pass.  
 
We were supposed to be treated to Scott's mountaineering trip in Alaska but 
there was a problem with the CD, namely he had brought his Burning Man 
pictures by mistake.  Since nobody wanted to see Scott's sunburned butt 
Ricardo scrambled and showed a slide show of his latest trip up South Seas.  
Some great pictures of thin seams and Rico hanging in slings courtesy of 
Tom and his brother in the Valley with their teloscope cameras.  And some 
pictures of some really wigged out looking guys, oh that was Ricardo on day 
9 and his friend Nick on the summit.  
 
We then watched the highlights from Timmy O'Neil's movie Return to 
Sender; Indian Creek whippers and crack climbing BeatBox; slacklining; 
and the climbing wonder pups doing D2 boulder problems which got lots of 
laughs from the crowd.  
 
Since it was getting late Rico kicked the dirtbags to the curb. 
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What is Mountain Climbing? 

 
An essay by Brutus of Wyde 

 
He is your neighbor. She is the smiling woman behind the receptionist's desk at your 
dentist office. He's the man who built your house. Who are these people?  
   
On weekends they vanish down the highway, watching the cluttered cities grow small in 
rearview mirrors. Phone calls are answered by machines and voice mail. Several 
times a year, they disappear for weeks at a time.  
  
What are they doing?  
  
Midweek finds them sorting through an amazing collection of gadgets, checking guide 
books, calculating mileage, travel time, and trail head elevations. By Friday afternoon, 
(sometimes Thursday when they can sneak an extra day off from work) they are headed 
out of town. If someone is waving goodbye, the parting remark is usually "See you later -
- Got a mountain to climb."  
  
What is mountain climbing?  
  
To people who are peripheral to the sport, it is many things -- It is the intense eyes of the 
man with the ice-encrusted beard and lethal-looking ice axes in his hands; it is reckless 
risk-taking; bold adventure; suffering; it is an industry that shouts in bright colors from 
outdoor magazines that if you buy THIS product or eat THIS energy bar you will be in 
the center, looking out at the world through those intense eyes, that you will know what it 
all means to go to the remote and desperate heights of the earth where humans were not 
meant to survive.  
  
But those who are packing their gear on Wednesday nights are not packing the latest ice 
axes on the market. They are not wearing the brightest, newest high altitude nylon wind 
suits. Their waterproof or Goretex may have many patches. Their packs are battered, their 
boots worn and scuffed. Most have been quietly pursuing their passion for high places for 
many years, since long before media attention, superb high-tech gear, and the need for 
adventure in an increasingly pre-packaged society that has brought mountain climbing 
into the mainstream.  
  
Real climbers have day jobs.  
  
To them the activity is all-absorbing; a passion, a way of life from which they look at the 
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world.  
  
Their method is simple: they seek the remote, the unattainable. They are enchanted with 
the improbable.  
  
To just set down on a summit via helicopter or 4wd SUV misses the point. Theirs is the 
journey, and the journey owns them.  
  
What calls them? A land as alien as the surface of the moon. Look close. Closer still... 
There! Do you see it? In the crevice, amidst a pull of gravity as lethal as a gunshot, grows 
a flower. Across the jumbled, creaking freight-train blocks of a tumultuous glacier's 
icefall, bubbles a streamlet as pure as the first day of the world. Their boot prints, 
sometimes the first these places have seen since the dawn of time, vanish like the whisper 
of a thought forgotten, in those far places where time is measured only by the pulse of the 
seasons, the shifting of the constellations through the millenia.  
  
They range from sandwich-in-a-paper-bag-toting peak baggers to hard-core wall rats 
festooned with ironmongery, to parka-shrouded cloudwalkers of the 8,000-meter peaks. 
They are the grandmothers, students, school teachers, doctors and engineers, who have 
discovered a reality outside of the clocks, ceilings, schedules and planning of this world.  
   
Summit day usually begins some time on the late night side of morning, shouldering a 
battered pack, crunching crampons across snow or balancing catfooted across teetering 
granite blocks by headlamp in the darkness. For others it begins in a sleeping bag cocoon 
suspended above a gulf of emptiness on a nylon-and-aluminum-framed portaledge, 
lighting a tiny bedside hanging stove for coffee, dangling above two thousand feet of air 
amid an incredible tangle of ropes, gear, and supplies, before the first light of day begins 
to rinse the sky of stars. The same sunrise finds them all.  
  
They seek those moments when time stands still.  
  
The catalysts are as varied as the individuals who pursue this path: a meteor shower; a 
night sky so star-filled that it snatches your breath; another rise of the sun over distant 
mountains vast and untouchable; dodging a rock careening crazily down a gully; a 
desperate icy struggle through whiteout and ground blizzard down to the safety of camp 
after an unsuccessful summit attempt; standing atop a mountain with a friend, the whole 
world at your feet, a blinding sun blazing out of a flawless sky, taking the time to watch 
that sun dip below the horizon even though camp is still many miles and many thousands 
of feet distant; stumbling over boulders and through brush in the darkness; watching the 
starlight and the storm wrest for possession of the night sky, seated on a narrow ledge 
beside your rope-mate with only the clothes on your back for shelter, shivering the night 
away, knowing that, sometime in a distant place you cannot now touch, the world will 
once again grow bright, the sun will rise, and you will look out on the infant day with 
new eyes.  
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The twinkling lights of the city grow closer as your car speeds away from the mountain. 
Soon, you will drop off your ropemate, the two of you will shake hands orhug, and the 
trip will be over. But not the journey.  
  
Some at work may notice it; think the intense look a scar from desperate struggles in the 
sky. But your partner knows. It is the look of someone looking inward, remembering, 
savoring. And when you get home from work that first evening back on the flatlands, 
you will not so much unpack, as re-arrange, evaluate, inspect, and start re-packing your 
gear for the next trip, the next exploration of a region as vast and unknown as the star-
filled sky.
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As good as it gets in Tuolumne 
 

 

 
    The author on top of Lembert Dome 

 
By Jenn Sherman 
 
I signed up for the Tuolumne group site a while back, but by the time the date came around I 
wasn’t so sure anymore.  I had had my fill of high-altitude climbing two weeks earlier, when 
Christian and I went to Mammoth for Labor Day weekend with Adan.  Then 5 days before the 
Tuolumne trip, I came down with a cold.  I promised Christian I’d be better by Friday, but I 
didn’t quite believe me.  Nonetheless, I knew it would be hard to back out; I was dealing with a 
very stubborn German. 
 
When Friday arrived I was still sort of on the fence.  My cold was mostly, but not entirely better. 
I thought of my fingers freezing on the rock, the wind biting through my clothes, and shivering all 
night in the tent.  None of it seemed very appealing.  I worried that I’d end up frozen and sicker, 
sniffling in the tent feeling sorry for myself.  Christian was coming down with a cold too, but 
still, he insisted we were going. 
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Christian setting up the belay atop the first pitch of Crying Time Again. 
 
 
Then the clincher for me came in the form of a phone call from Jenny, mid-day on Friday.  
Sylvain and Adan had gone to Tuolumne the previous day, and had bailed on Friday morning 
because it was too cold there.  They retreated down to Owens instead.  She warned me not to go, 
that I would be miserable.  “Why go?” she asked.  I replied that I feared, since I am moving to 
New England in January, that this might be my last chance to climb in Tuolumne for a long time.  
She laughed at me and said I’d return.  But I wasn’t sure I wanted to take the chance. 
 
I emailed Christian and warned him about the cold.  Still, he wanted to go.  Then two hours later 
he called me and suggested that we stay home tonight, spend one more night in our warm beds, 
and drive up first thing Saturday morning.  As much as I am not a fan of alpine starts, this seemed 
like the best possible compromise. 
 
We left Berkeley at 6 am on Saturday, and cruised up without a bit of traffic.  We got to the Rock 
Rendezvous site by 10, when the day was starting to warm up nicely.  Shirley informed us that 
the night before she’d been the only person there before midnight, cold and alone as the wind 
ripped the place apart.  The temperatures got so low that the pipes in the bathrooms froze that 
night. 
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                       Spaceman Christian on top of Lembert Dome 
 
But Saturday was a completely different story.  The whipping wind had died away and a bright 
sun was shining.  We set up our tents, put on warm layers, and got to the base of Lembert Dome 
just as the sun was hitting the Northwest face.  There was a party beginning the second pitch of 
Direct, but miraculously, no one on Crying Time Again.  I belayed in the sun as Christian began 
the climb, the first pitch still in shade. 
 
He made it look so easy; I didn’t quite realize what I was in for.  Not only was the rock still icy 
cold beneath my hands, but I am not a good slab climber.  It scares me.  Give me crazy roofs, 
hand jams, whatever – I need to use my hands.  The first pitch of Crying Time is supposedly the 
easy one, but it got harder and scarier as I went.  The traverse that Christian did without blinking 
on lead took me several minutes to even try.  As he yelled at me to trust my feet I was scanning 
the rock for something, anything to hold on to.  In the end, I had nothing but my feet – and just as 
promised, they held. 
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Christian ready to relax at Tenaya Lake 
 
Somehow I made it through that – by far the worst section, in my opinion – and the climb only 
got better from there.  The views of the meadows were incredible.  The sky was a perfect blue.  
The wind was minimal and we were dressed for it.  And even pushy Austrians racing up behind 
us and crowding every belay ledge couldn’t mar the perfection of the day or the climb.  With no  
setbacks, we got to the top by 4:00, with plenty of time to enjoy the views and bask in the sun 
before we began the slippery hike down the other side.   
 
We got back to camp in time to enjoy the last rays of sun there too, before the campfires were lit 
and the party began.  With two campfires and people from multiple sites hanging out, we were 
completely comfortable, if not exactly hot that night.  There was a lot of great food and people, 
and Sam and Scott even taught Christian some new English words.  The tents weren’t even too 
cold that night, and I actually woke up sweating a few times. 
 
The next day rose chilly but basically the same: perfect blue skies, no wind.  Christian and I had 
talked about climbing Hoodwinked that day, but after Scott and Sam left to get on it first, 
Christian sat down with the guidebook (and a cigarette…) and started to re-think our plan.  In the 
end, he suggested we go for something less crowded and less committing: East Cottage Dome, 
which has a number of hard single-pitch bolted lines on steep, knob-covered faces.   
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Jenn learning to love the knobs on East Cottage Dome 
 
 
Considering how relatively mild the approach is, it is amazing that we had the area all to 
ourselves, but we didn’t see another soul there all day.  Like the day before, our leisurely pace 
meant we got to the crag right as the sun was hitting it.  After warming up on the easiest route we 
could find – a 10c – we climbed four more 10ds.  I started out shaky, but by the end of the day 
was feeling more and more comfortable trusting tiny knobs, and learning to tell the bomber ones 
from the sucker holds.  Christian was of course solid on every route.  It was quiet and peaceful 
there, with the entire landscape completely ours.  By around 4:00 we were both exhausted and I 
felt completely worked over (no one’s ever accused me of having a lot of endurance…), so we 
hiked out in time to enjoy a bit of afternoon sun by Tenaya Lake on our way out. 
 
All in all, it was the perfect weekend and the perfect last trip to Tuolumne…for a while.  What 
could have been a miserable experience was instead beautiful, serene, and a lot of fun.  Which I 
guess is why we climb, right? 
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First ascent of Mt. Clarence King's 
NE Ridge   

 

By Misha Logvinov 
 
 
Labor Day weekend. Pavel's and my first attempt of the ridge with our significant others. One 
30m rope and a few cams between the four of us. Holy canoly, this ridge is huge!! Down we go 
from its half point. Four hour epic descent brings us to the somewhat firm ground... This photo 
from Sixty Lakes Basin is the only thing I can show for.  
 

 
Photo (c) Misha Logvinov  
 
Approach  
 
Two weeks later Pavel and I find ourselves hiking for 13+ miles over three high passes into Kings 
Canyon's Sixty Lakes Basin, again. This time the weather is not so good, 50 mph wind gusts and 
cooold! Finally (7.5 hours later) we get there and settle for a good night of sleep. I wake up the 
next morning and check my thermometer... 14F! We convince ourselves that we should get out of 
our sleping bags when the temperature rises a bit. It does indeed rise to 27F when it is time for us 
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to leave. Thanks to the balmy weather, we take all our clothes with us on the climb. We would 
thank that decision later!  
 
Climb  
After a couple of hours of scrambling, we get to the ridge. At last, we can rope up and start simul-
climbing. Here we are, moving together over beautiful and clean granite at the beginning of a 
gorgeous Indian summer day. Unbelieavably, it gets warm!  
 

 
Photo (c) Misha Logvinov  
 
Traversing, more traversing, a little bit more traversing... damn, that thing is long! Finally, we can 
see our objective. It should not take us longer than a few more hours to get to the plateau before 
the final rise to the summit ridge! 
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Photo (c) Misha Logvinov  
 
A couple of hours stretch to six. Pavel runs out of water. I start to run out of energy. We are 
running out of day light. "Dude, we may have to bivy...?" "At least we have all our clothes with 
us!" "Let's worry about it when we get there". On the East/NE Ridge plateau at last with our route 
behind us. It is almost 6pm. From here it should be but a simple stroll to the summit via the easy 
East Ridge (Grade I, 5.4 according to a well known guidebook). Yay, we may make it down from 
the summit before it gets dark! 
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Photo (c) Pavel Kovar  
 
Easy stroll!? We belay again and climb steep 5.7-5.8 cracks to gain the summit ridge. Grade I? 
5.4? A classic obscure Sierra sandbag. Two more moderate pitches... this final rise to the summit 
seems longer than we thought!! Crap... 



 
����������	
����
���������������������������������� ����������  

 

 
����������	
����
���������������������������������� ����������  

16 

 
Photo (c) Pavel Kovar  
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 Not happy campers! 
 
After spending eleven cold and dark hours on a small granite shelf that overhangs the SE Face, 
we are still alive and almost kicking. Thankfully we took all our clothes with us and the night is 
not nearly as cold as the one before. Still below freezing though :(. Sun rolls out and blasts the 
peak in front us with a glorious alpenglow. Shivering and with wooden hands, we continue for 
three more moderate pitches to the summit. Twenty six hours since we left our camp, we are on 
the top of Mt. Clarence King!  
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Photo (c) Misha Logvinov  
 
Epilogue  
Down the South Face we go. Back to the camp at noon. Food and hour-long power nap recover 
some of our energy. Reluctantly, we pack and head back to the trailhead at 2:30pm. Somehow we 
manage to cover 13 miles and nearly 4000' that separate us from civilization and not puking. 
Back to the car at 10pm. In the Bay Area at 5am. I still have time to take a hot shower before 
rushing to the office to attend my first meeting of the day!  
 
Editor’s Note: This report is taken from Misha’s report published on Supertopo.com. At that site 
there is also a photo of the route the team took but the pic is too wide for this page. Please point 
your browser at http://www.supertopo.com/climbing/thread.html?topic_id=257064&f=60&b=0 to 
view that photo.  
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There are just a few weekends left that RR has campsites! And then before you know it, 
it’s time for the annual trip to spend Thanksgiving with your climbing buddies at Joshua 
Tree. Scott tells me that you’ll be able to sign up for that trip right after the next meeting, 
so get choose your climbing partner, look up for some cheap flights or car buddies, and 
put your name on the list! 
 
Also, if you have kids and haven’t enjoyed a climbing trip in a while, don’t despair! Rock 
Rugrats has one fall trip planned. See the trip details below and contact Ben Smith for 
more details.  
 
As usual, you’ll be able to sign up on the Website for trips about a month before the trip 
date.  
 
Happy trails! 
 
 
 
DATES 
 

 
TRIP VENUE 

 
10/6-10/8 
 

 
Upper Pines 

 
10/13-10/15 
 
* 10/13-10/15 
 

 
Upper Pines 
 
* Lower Pines with Rock Rugrats (Rock Rugrats has 
2 adjacent sites at Lower Pines)  
 

 
11/22-11/26 
 

 
THE 2006 ROCK RENDEZVOUS JOSHUA TREE 
BASH (2 sites at Indian Cove, Weds thru Sunday!) 
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