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TRAVELS NOW AND THEN

© Christopher Earls Brennen

EL PICACHO 1992

The highest mountain in Baja California, Mexico, is a legendary
peak known to the locals and all who attempt to scale her awesome
walls as
``El Picacho del Diablo''
or ``The Mountain of the Devil''. While
the official name according to the Mexican government is ``Cerro de la
Encantada (The Mountain of the Enchanted)'' and the mountain was known to some for many years as ``La Providencia (The Providence)''
the name, El Picacho del Diablo, seems so appropriate to all who have walked in its shadow that
it is doubtful that it will ever be known by
any other name.

This magnificient mountain is a part and yet not a part of a
massive block of granite that rises from the parched desert of Baja
California
about 100 miles south of the US border and 30 miles inland
from the dusty village of San Felipe on the shores of the Sea of Cortez.
The range
itself is called the Sierra San Pedro Martir most of which
consists of a wooded tableland between 8000 and 9000ft above sea level.
On the
west, the land rises to this elevation through a series of rolling benches
mostly covered in scrub and mesquite bush. The eastern edge is much
more
dramatic with great yellow granite cliffs soaring into the sky. In terms of
vegetation, the tableland on top is quite a contrast to the desert
below. Lush meadows and stands of fir and cedar are interspersed with delicate
aspen groves. Great heaps of boulders, granite knobs and
``chickenheads''
protrude in many
places as if to remind the explorer of the essential ruggedness of the land.
To protect this beautiful place,
the Mexican government in 1947 established the
first National Park in Baja, the ``Parque Nacional Sierra San Pedro Martir''.
The only road
into this park is a tortuous ribbon of gravel and rock that
leaves the paved road, Highway 1, about 80 miles south of Ensenada and climbs
over the benches to the west of the tableland, eventually, 50 miles later,
arriving at the gate to the park. Along the way it passes two small
villages,
San Telmo and Sinaloa, and, higher up, the Meling Ranch, about which more
later.

The high points of the tableland are on the extreme eastern rim
and the highest of these is the 9450ft peak known as Cerro Botella Azul or
``Blue Bottle'' though even this does not rise more than about 1000ft above
the meadow. El Picacho del Diablo is part of a sharp ridge that
protrudes to
the east of the main massif. This ridge stretches east from Blue Bottle and then
turns north, forming between it and the main
block a dramatic chasm known as
Canyon del Diablo. This canyon begins just below Blue Bottle, travels north
about 15 miles and then
plunges eastward through a gap in the mountains to
emerge in the desert and form a great dry lake, Laguna Diablo, that is part
of the San
Felipe desert.

In his book ``Camping and Climbing in Baja'' John Robinson describes
El Picacho del Diablo as ``... truly one of the finest mountains in
North
America. Composed of huge slabs of fractured granite, precipitious, almost
inaccessible, towering almost two miles into the clouds, the
peak is a
challenge to climb, a wonder to look at.'' It was first climbed by the
legendary Californian explorer and map-maker, Donald
McLain, who, after
viewing the mountain during a surveying trip in 1905, returned in 1911
determined to conquer it. His account of the
ascent from the west makes it
sound deceptively easy. Others who followed found it much more difficult than
at first appears. This is
particularly the case when approaching from the
tableland to the west, the route taken by most of the early explorers. Viewed from that
vantage point it seems deceptively close. Some tried to traverse the ridge
that extends from Blue Bottle to El Picacho only to encounter
crevasses and
knobs (``chicken heads'') requiring technical climbing gear and considerable
time and effort. Others recognized the need to
climb down from the tableland
into Canyon del Diablo only to find it difficult to find a way up the mountain
from below, in part because of
the impossibility of seeing the peak until one
is almost at the top and in part because of
the existence of many blind canyons. After McLain's
conquest, more than twenty years would pass before the second ascent by a group
of six Sierra Club mountaineers in June of 1932. They set
out from the
tableland for what they thought would be a day hike along the ridge. Two days
later they returned having reached the summit,
but also having acquired a very
healthy respect for the mountain. In the years that followed the mountain was
climbed both from the east and
from the west, but it was not until the fifties
that Bud Bernhard discovered and described the one route up from Canyon del Diablo that
requires no real technical climbing. This is known as Slot Wash
and is the route that we were eventually to follow.

These days successful ascents are made just about every year and
many hundreds of climbers have experienced the majesty of El Picacho del
Diablo. As with any challenging endevour, there are also mishaps. In 1967
two Claremont College students, Eleanor Dart and Ogden
Kellogg, were lost
for almost a month before Bud Bernhard found Dart wandering in Canyon del
Diablo. The two students were lucky to
escape alive. That same year another
climber was not so lucky. He had a heart attack and died while toiling up the
precipitious Slot Wash.
His friends buried him in a side canyon and continued
on to the top to record the events in the summit register.

Sometime during the summer of 1991 I was browsing in my favorite
outdoor shop, Sports Chalet in La Canada, when I came across John
Robinson's
little book. Upon a whim I bought it, thinking it might be fun to return to
Baja and camp on the beach. I had never heard of El
Picacho del Diablo before,
but as I read Robinson's account of its history and the challenge it presented
to mountaineers I became
increasingly fascinated. Here was a truly awesome
challenge and yet one that might just be within my power to conquer. I lent
the book to
my hiking companion Doug Hart and it had a similar effect on him.
In fact, he went out and purchased his own copy of the book. In the
ensuing
months we often jokingly referred to the possibility of an expedition to climb
the mountain, but it was not until the end of 1991 that
we seriously began to
consider the possibility. Early on we decided to take the ``easiest'' route,
involving very little technical climbing. This
consisted of an approach
through the eastern desert to a trailhead near the mouth of Canyon del Diablo.
A long hike up the canyon would
then take us to a base camp near the head of the canyon. The next day would involve a strenuous, all-day climb from this base camp up
through Slot Wash to the peak
and back down. The last stage would be a return hike down through the canyon. In February and March of
1992 we began to prepare for such a trip during the
Easter break. It was my feeling, erroneous as it turned out, that we might be
better off if
we added a couple of others to our party. Several people at
Caltech expressed interest, but, in the end, only a first year graduate student
by the
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name of Steve Walton joined the expedition.

So it was that in early March of 1992 we made final preparations for
our expedition to ``El Picacho del Diablo''. In addition to our normal
hiking gear we acquired 50 ft. of climbing rope and a number of carabiniers
(``beaners'') for the few places where such gear was apparently
helpful or recommended for safety reasons. We had read of the waterfall at the
entrance to Canyon del Diablo which, even though it was only
about 4ft high, was difficult to pass because of the depth of the pool and the smooth vertical
walls on both sides. Pondering this obstacle, I
had the idea of carrying a
crude 6ft ladder made from 2 by 4s from the trailhead to the falls and so
constructed such a ladder. With all this
gear loaded into my 1981 Chevy
Citation, the three of us set off at 6.15am on the morning of Friday, March
20, 1992, for our first attempt at
the Mountain of the Devil. Little did we
know of the trials and tribulations that lay between us and the moment we
would conquer the
mountain.

To begin with things went quite well. We drove southeast past Palm
Springs and the Salton Sea to Calexico on the US side of the border.
There
we stopped to acquire the obligatory Mexican automobile insurance. It was,
perhaps, an augur of things to come when, upon backing
out of my parking
space next to the insurance agency, I came into contact with the side of
another car. Though the damage was not great, the
incident was unpleasant.
When the woman who was driving the other car failed to get a
satisfactory response from me, she decided to call the
police. We waited for
them to come and take a report. Unfortunately, the woman had made more
trouble for herself because the policeman
ended up giving her a ticket for not having any insurance. At the very least,
the incident caused us more than an hours delay. Finally, we
drove over the
border into Mexicali and headed for San Felipe, turning west onto Highway 3
after about 90 miles. About 20 miles from that
intersection, we encountered a
clearly marked signpost for a dirt road toward ``Col de San Pedro Martir''.
Four miles of that dirt road brought
us to the edge of the large dry lake,
Laguna Diablo. About 15 miles long but only a couple of miles across, this dry
lake has clearly been
formed by the run-off from storms high in the Sierra San
Pedro Martir. After some difficulties, we managed to get the car onto the dry
lake
itself and headed off southwards looking for the dirt road that led from
the other side of the dry lake to the trailhead. Unfortunately, we
missed this turn-off, and found ourselves at the very south end of the dry lake
with no dirt road in sight. We then turned around and headed
north again,
eventually finding what looked like the right dirt road heading west
toward the mountains. This we followed for about four
miles, eventually
reaching a point where the road petered out. We were all fairly sure we
were now on the right track though we had no way
of being certain. It was,
incidentally, a very beautiful spot for, in a strip of the desert close
to the mountains, there is sufficient moisture to
create the most magnificient
cactus garden I have ever seen. Growing out of the sand and rock was a vast
array of cacti of all shapes and sizes
from giant Cardon cacti to whispery
Ocotillo and the most delicate small cacti. And we happened to have
encountered them when many were
flowering.

All of this induced a sense of
well-being as we prepared to set off on our hike. Our instructions indicated
that we should proceed northwards
parallel with the mountains in order to
locate the mouth of Canyon del Diablo. And so we set off in a jaunty mood,
taking turns to carry one
end or the other of the ladder. However, the
mood began to shift as, instead of the mouth of a canyon, we began to
encounter increasingly
difficult terrain. So it was that we came to a halt
in the gathering twilight after about three miles of hiking and, reluctantly,
reached the
conclusion that we had come up the wrong road and would
have to retrace our steps. At this point a minor rebellion occurred for Steve
and
Doug refused to carry my ``silly'' ladder back across the desert to the
car. The ladder was unceremoniously propped up against a giant Segora
cactus
and left standing there in the middle of the wilderness. If anyone ever
happens by that spot, they will be greatly puzzled by this man-
made artifact in
the middle of the desert. Other than this light moment, the trudge back to the
car through the gathering darkness was
depressing, and, by the time we got back,
it was very dark indeed. We ate dinner and settled down for the night, sleeeping in the sand by the
side of the car.

The next morning we set off again on our search for the right
trailhead. Back on the dry lake, we drove northward again until we encountered
clear markers for ``Rancho Santa Clara'' that we had missed the previous day.
These led to a dirt road that was clearly the right one, and we
followed it
past a primitive ranch and corral and through about 5 miles of scrub to a
trailhead containing several old wooden shacks and
various leftovers
from previous hiking expeditions. Two other Americans were camped there and
provided the final proof that we were now
on the right track. However, they
also spoke of how difficult the hike up the canyon was and of the even greater
difficulty of climbing the
mountain. They also observed, as had we, that the
top of the mountain was covered in snow. The book indicated that the final
stage of the
climb was difficult even in the absence of snow. I began to doubt
that there was any chance that we could make it to the top.

Nevertheless, with the enthusiasm of morning, we set off across the
desert to find the elusive entrance to Canyon del Diablo, a task that was
now easily
accomplished. The stream leaving the canyon was quite full and provided assurance of a reliable water supply. As we left the
desert and entered the
canyon, it became clear that we were in for another scenic treat, for the
stream had carved a magnificent gorge through
these mountains, creating
great granite cliffs and a canyon bottom with huge boulders and beautiful
pools filled with crystal clear water. We
stopped frequently to admire this
rugged grandeur. But we also made slow progress because of the frequent need
to climb around waterfalls
or over giant boulders. Early on we were faced with
the waterfall at the entrance for which the ladder was designed. Fortunately,
someone
had fixed a pin in the rock high on the left-hand wall and from this
pin hung a steel rope. Douglas climbed up and fixed our own rope to the
pin
and we used this to swing ourselves and our packs up and over the
waterfall. However, as we proceeded up the canyon, Steve began to
labor. It
became depressingly clear that he was not physically capable of hiking any
great distance under such tough conditions. Shortly after
midday, we reached a
pleasant little campsite on a elevated sandy bench where we sat down to have
lunch and evaluate our situation. Steve
did not think he could go any further
that day and yet we had only come a few miles up the canyon. There were, at
least, another tough ten
miles ahead of us before we would even reach the
base camp. We encouraged Steve to sleep and, as he did so, Douglas and I
conferred. We
could not leave Steve overnight and it was clear that it would
be pointless to drag him any further up the canyon. We had no option but to
abandon our attempt on the mountain of the devil while consoling ourselves
with the thought that, at least, we had conducted a useful
scouting expedition.
In that vein we fed Steve some Gatorade and left him to sleep while we
explored about another two miles of Canyon del
Diablo. We returned to camp
with enough daylight left to climb about 1000ft up the canyon wall using a
steep wash. From that vantage point
we could make out the summit of El Picacho
del Diablo and, on the opposite rim of Canyon del Diablo, the Mexican National Observatory. It
was clear to us that we had greatly underestimated the effort
it would take to conquer this magnificent mountain.
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Left: Entering Canyon del Diablo.    Right: 4ft Waterfall

That night I slept soundly after the physical efforts of the
previous day. We awoke to a beautiful dawn and, after breakfast, started our
return
trip out of Canyon del Diablo. This was uneventful though we had some
excitment at the entrance waterfall where we met another group of
three young
hikers. They were attempting to transport their large dog over that obstacle
in one of their backpacks. The dog was amazingly
docile during its very
precarious transit. Back at the trailhead, we wasted no time in loading the car
and retracing our steps down the dirt
road, past Rancho Santa Clara, across
the dry lake and onto the highway. We drove almost straight back to
Pasadena, stopping only for lunch
along the roadside south of Mexicali.
We arrived about 7.00pm, having had a most interesting and enjoyable
time even though we had not
come anywhere close to our objective.
Nevertheless, both Douglas and I were quietly determined that
this devilish mountain was not going to
defeat us; we were both sure that,
someday, we would return to Canyon del Diablo and El Picacho del Diablo.

As we reflected on our first attempt during the weeks that followed,
we realized that the period, during which one could expect
resonably
comfortable weather conditions for the ascent of El Picacho del
Diablo, was very narrow indeed. The winter and spring seemed to be
excluded
because of the snow at the summit. On the other hand, the summer temperatures in the desert
are in the 100 to 110 degree range.
This left only the fall, preferably late
fall, when the desert temperature has fallen and before the snow arrives at
the higher altitudes. As I
looked forward to the future, I realized that
Douglas would be leaving to take up his faculty position at MIT at the end of
1992, and that I
would be spending most of the fall of the same year on
sabbatical at Oxford University. Our window for the foreseeable future was
reduced
to a few weeks at the end of September 1992.

So it was that Douglas
and I set off at 5.00am on the morning of Monday, September 21, to make our
second attempt to climb the peak of the
devil. The temperature in the
desert was quite high, and we were concerned about a series of tropical
storms that were traveling northeast
over Baja and southern California.
At least we did not have to worry about snow at the higher elevations. Our
plan was the same as before
except that, by making an early start and with
knowledge of the route to the trailhead, we hoped to hike several miles into
Canyon del Diablo
before nightfall. This seemed eminently feasible as we
crossed the border and drove over the desert toward San Felipe. Turning
inland, we
reached the dry lake, Laguna Diablo, before midday and managed to
get the car onto the lake bed without too much difficulty. So it was that
we
set off across the dry lake bed in a direction we judged would lead to the
right point on the far side.

Suddenly, and with little warning, adversity struck. Incredibly,
I saw what I thought was water approaching us across the dry
lake bed, and
swerved to avoid this extraordinary phenomenon. Though only a few
inches deep, the water caused the otherwise firm surface of the dry lake
to become an instant quagmire
in which the car would have become inextricably mired. At one point we did
drive across a small rivulet and
only just managed to get through it.
Apparently, a storm, which we could see perched over the mountains, had released
enough rainfall to
create a flash flood that poured out of Canyon del Diablo
to wet the dry lake for, perhaps, the only time this year. We were very
fortunate that
our second attempt did not end with the Citation stuck for
ever in the middle of Laguna Diablo.

Having recovered from our astonishment, we began to try to find
a way around the water. However, this had spread on such a wide front that
it rapidly became apparent that there was no possible access to the
trailhead some seven or eight miles away. We briefly considered hiking
to
the trailhead but we were not even sure that it was safe to try and
walk across the mud. We retreated to the dry side of the lake, and stopped
to consider the alternatives. As we sat there, a magnificient white stallion
came into view and pranced across the flats with several other
horses in
its wake. An omen, but for what? Perhaps to remind us of the majesty of
nature and of the unpredictability of the mountain on
which we had set our
sights.

We could simply abandon, this our second attempt upon the mountain
of the devil. But, if we did, when would we ever have the chance to
make
a third attempt. Or we could wait for the lake to dry. But neither of us
had any idea how long this would take and, in any case, our
confidence in
the integrity and reliability of the lake bed had been severely eroded.
Another possibility would be to try and approach the
mountain from the
west rather than the east. But this would require a long and arduous
detour of about two hundred miles as well as a
difficult sixty miles of
dirt road leading up to the tableland. In the end, we decided that we would
not be defeated by this mountain and that
the greatest chance of success
lay in the approach from the west. So it was that we drove back to the
road that crosses the peninsula from San
Felipe to the Pacific Coast, and
began the detour by driving 100 miles northwest to Ensenada. There we turned south and drove 85 miles
through Santo Tomas and San Vicente to the point 10 miles south of Colonet where we were to leave the asphalt highway. It was with
some
trepidation that we turned left off Highway 1 onto the rough dirt road
that leads, eventually, to Sierra San Pedro Martir National Park, some
60 miles
to the east and some 8000 ft higher. Initially, we made slow and steady
progress, often climbing quite steeply from bench to bench
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as we ascended the
mountain range. We drove through the village of San Telmo, and, after 30 miles, passed
the Meling Ranch. This 10,000
acre cattle ranch dominates the western
foothills of the Sierra San Pedro Martir. Founded by the pioneering Meling
family in the early 1900s,
the ranch house was rebuilt after it was destroyed
in the 1911 revolution. The Meling ranch has, for many years, been a favorite,
out-of-the-
way resort for those who enjoy remote spots. It
dominates this entire area including the National Park.

After passing the Meling Ranch, the road again climbed steeply toward
the tableland, and the flora began to change from desert scrub to firs
and
aspens interspersed by meadows. It was on this remote stretch of gravel,
as the sun was setting, that the old Citation finally began to
show serious
signs of distress. The slipping of the transmission began slowly, and was
intially avoided by running in low gear. I had detected
signs of transmission
failure early in the trip but had chosen to press on. As I tried to nurse the
old car up the hill, the slipping increased
dramatically and clouds of
smoke began to appear. We made it through the gates of the National Park but,
about a mile further, the
transmission quit completely for the first time. It
was now very dark and we were utterly alone many miles from anywhere
with no means of
transportation other than our legs. It was a somewhat
worrying situation. We waited for a little while to see if the transmission
would work
better after it cooled. When it was topped up with transmission oil,
we tried again and managed to go another mile or so before we again
came
to a halt in a cloud of smoke. There was nothing more that could be done, and so we
made camp by the side of the road. Perhaps, the
morning would suggest some
way out of our predicament. Curiously, two large trucks passed by in the
night but it was too dark to make out
anything other than their sillouettes.
It seemed to me that the coyotes howled quite ominously that
night.

The bright and crisp morning improved our spirits and revealed a
number of options. We could try to drive the Citation down the mountain.
But the downgrade included some upgrades that I doubted we could surmount.
And there seemed no hope that the car
could make it back to
the USA. On the other
hand, perhaps it would be best to dump it here where we would not be
observed and then wait for a ride down the
mountain in a truck such as had
passed us in the night. But that meant dumping alot of general gear that
I kept in the car; and the thought of
the long slow ride back to the US
in a beat-up Mexican bus was not very appealing. However, a third alternative
began to form in our minds
based on the Observatory that was apparently
located some four or five miles further up the mountain, indeed at the end of
the dirt road. We
suspected, correctly as it turned out, that the trucks were
part of the normal traffic to and from the Observatory. We also thought it
likely that
the Observatory would have a means of communicating to the
outside world, and that we might be able to use this means to seek help from
home. We even considered the possibility of continuing with our assault
on El Picacho del Diablo if we could arrange to be picked up some
three
or four days hence. After some discussion, we
settled fairly quickly on this last plan.
So, again, the transmission was filled with oil and
we crossed our fingers
hoping that the car still had a few miles left in it. Such turned out to be
the case, and we managed to climb the last few
inclines before emerging onto
the large meadow called Vallecitos that comprises the tableland and the heart
of the Sierra San Pedro Martir
National Park. As we sped across the flat
meadow, we spotted the observatory on a ridge to the east. We left the car at
the bottom of the
incline leading up this ridge, and walked the last couple of
miles to the Observatory.

A group of cruciform Quonset-like huts set amongst the pines formed
the hub of the support facilities for the Observatory. We approached
cautiously, in part
because of two loudly barking dogs, and in part because we were uncertain of
the reception two wandering gringos would
receive. There were a number of
people hanging around but none took much notice of us, so we headed
for the hut that seemed to contain the
canteen. It was breakfast-time and
the canteen was filled with people. After a pause, a young man stepped forward to
greet us; we took him to
be the foreman for he emanated a sense of
authority confirmed by the walkie-talkie at his belt. We tried to
explain our circumstance but it
was clear that he spoke little English. I then
turned to an older man who had a look of easy authority and whom I guessed was
an astronomer.
He had initially seemed unwilling to become involved but, when
approached, was most cordial and, luckily, spoke excellent English. The two
men, the foreman and the astronomer, conferred with us and with each other.
First, it was decided that I should compose a message that
would be radioed
to their office in Ensenada; the operator there would then telephone the
desired party at Caltech and relay the message to
them. Doug and I had decided
that the best idea would be to call the Mechanical Engineering Office at
Caltech where either Jackie or Dana
would be sure to be present to receive
the message. And so it was that we sent off a brief communique telling of our
car trouble and asking
Yan to come and get us at the
Observatory on Thursday, some three days later. Yan Kuhn de Chizelle was a
French graduate student of mine
with some knowledge of our plans and an
automobile that we thought capable of making it up to the observatory. More
specifically, we asked
Yan to meet us at 2.00pm on Thursday at the white gate
in Vallecitos meadow on the tableland below the Observatory. The white gate
was
chosen because it was an unmistakable point on the road through the
meadow, and because we could hike there from the trailhead without
having
to climb to the Observatory.
We could only hope that the message would not become too
garbled as it was translated into Spanish and
then back into English.

This accomplished, we had to make appropriate arrangements to dispose
of the car which, in its present state and location, was worth
negative dollars
to me. I therefore decided on a grand gesture that I was fairly sure would
impress our new friends. Thus I approached the
foreman (who had arranged
the message transmission) and told him that I wished to give him the car.
I think that both he and the astronomer
were somewhat startled by this
gesture but also surprised and pleased by it. Our relationship with them
which had begun to warm when they
discovered that we were from Caltech,
was enhanced considerably by the offer of the car. They drove us back down
the hill to the car which I
was able to drive up to the observatory since
the transmission had had time to cool.
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El Picacho from observatory Citation's last stop

By this time we had discussed our planned assault on El Picacho del
Diablo with our Mexican hosts. It so happened that the astronomer was
also
a mountain climber and, most remarkably, that he had, that very morning,
returned after a successful four day climb of the peak with a
visiting
French astronomer. This common interest strenthened the bonds of our new
friendship; they supplied us with a better local map
showing the best route
to and up the mountain. And, when it came time for us to head off on our
hike the foreman, Alfredo, and the two
astronomers decided to take us to the best starting point in
their four-wheel-drive Jeep. Thus we drove down
to Vallecitos meadow and turned
south along a narrow, dirt track, travelling
in a southeasterly direction for several miles until the track became so
rough even the Jeep could
go no further. Here we parted company with our
Mexican friends and set off for El Picacho del Diablo. For the first time
we had some
confidence that we might finally be able to conquer this
devil.

Initially, the trail was fairly well ducked and wound its way up
a very beautiful valley with a mix of trees, firs, cedars and aspens
whose
leaves were beginning to turn yellow and red. Further up this valley
the trail became less distinct and seemed to divide. We followed a line
of
ducks that led in a more southerly direction than I would have liked but
we assumed that the ridge above us was the edge of Canyon del
Diablo and
therefore it did not matter very much how we climbed it. However, when we
reached the top of the ridge, it was clear that we still
had some way to go
before we would reach the edge of the canyon. Mistakenly assuming that the
mountain ahead of us was the 9450ft Blue
Bottle, we left the poorly ducked trail to climb this peak for our climbing notes recommended that we do in order to
get our bearings. When
we reached this summit, I managed to persuade
Douglas of our error and the need to return and find the earlier trail. This
we did in a
somewhat dispirited mood for it was proving much harder than we
anticipated to get to the edge of Canyon del Diablo. While Doug prepared
lunch, I climbed a nearby rockpile in order to try and determine our location.
After lunch, the trail began to climb more steeply and we grew
increasingly
pessimistic for the hours of daylight were dwindling. Finally, and rather
suddenly, we arrived at a rocky peak, the top of Cerro
Botella Azul or Blue Bottle at 9450ft. The view we expected unfolded in awesome majesty before
us. The bottom of Canyon del Diablo lay
almost a mile below us and yet, rising
again on the other side, was an immense buff-coloured wall that culminated in
the twin peaks of the
magnificent El Picacho del Diablo. It was quite
overwhelming; on a cerebral and physical level it challenged me; on an
emotional level I had
great difficulty believing that it was possible for me
to climb it.

But we could not dally long for time was of the essence. It was clear
that we would have to make it to the bottom of the canyon before sunset.
The next obvious objective was the saddle to the north and about 1000ft
below Blue Bottle. Fortunately, a ducked trail seemed to lead down
the steep
slope toward this objective and we reached it with little difficulty. From
there we knew that we had to contour around the south wall
of the Canyon
Diablo to our right before attempting to descend. The more direct route
straight down is known as Gorin's Gully and contains
several vertical sections
requiring ropes and technical climbing gear. Such difficulties can be avoided
by contouring far enough around to a
large rubble strewn gully known as
Blue Bottle Wash. Fortunately this route was well ducked and we found
our way fairly readily to the
wash and began to descend. There were several
difficult places during the descent where large blocks of granite had created
substantial
obstacles and each of these required some route finding and some
climbing. But, for the most part, the descent was very long and extremely
hard on the legs
as we stepped from boulder to boulder.
We could not afford to stop for any extended periods for it was clear that
we would
only just make it to the canyon bottom before nightfall. Such haste
is often unwise and so it proved in this case for both of us suffered falls.
Fortunately I escaped relatively unscathed. Douglas, on the other hand,
sprained his ankle quite badly and was thus handicapped for the rest
of the
trip. The Motrin which I happened to have with me proved invaluable in easing
the pain of the ankle while, at the same time, providing
muscle relaxant.

Though the descent seemed endless we did, indeed, reach the bottom just
before nightfall. The need to do so was not dictated by the desire
for a
comfortable campsite but by the more basic and essential need to find water.
Indeed, we had run out of water about two thirds of the
way down the wash.
Therefore, it was a great relief to come upon a small but sparkling
waterfall tumbling out of a side canyon to form a
clear and inviting pool of
water directly ahead of us. Having sated our thirst and refilled our water
bottles, we pressed on through fairly thick
brush to find a suitable campsite
for the night. Fortunately, we had only to go a few hundred yards before we
came upon a small flat clearing
by some rocks and another pool and, with
relief, we shed our packs and quickly made camp. After dinner, we bedded down to try to get as
much rest as we could before the major effort of the
following day. It was a beautiful, still night. We had been lucky with the
weather; though
we had seen a number of thunderstorms in the distance none
had come our way.

Perhaps we should have made an effort to arise before sun-up but
the efforts of the previous day required as much recuperation as possible
and so the sun arose with us. The weather seemed ideal and our excitement
grew as we began preparations for the final assault on El Picacho
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del
Diablo. We correctly surmised that we were still some distance upstream of
Camp Noche, the starting point for the ascent of the
mountain. Nevertheless
we decided to stow our packs at this pleasant little site and to return
here after our climb. There seemed little point in
carrying our heavy packs
down to Camp Noche and then have to bring them back up. I had brought along
two large plastic trash can liners
and, to be safe, we covered our packs
before we left. So we set out on the final leg of our ascent with just one
light day-pack.

As we proceeded down Canyon del Diablo, we were able to identify
several reference points. After a few hundred yards, we encountered a
clearing
surrounded by thin logs on a bench to the west of the stream. This small site
was Camp Cedaroak at an elevation of 6600ft. About a
half mile further downstream, we came upon Camp Noche (6300ft), a larger site
on a bench to the east of the stream. An enticing swimming
hole nearby helped
to confirm our identification. We also found a small Mexican flag that had
been placed in the middle of Camp Noche by
the preceding expedition led
by our astronomer friends.

We wasted little time in embarking on our ascent of the large,
shallow gully immediately above Camp Noche, named Night Wash by a group
from
UCLA who had descended this way after night had fallen. It is a steep but easy climb up a rocky slope that eventually reaches a saddle
at about 7400ft. This saddle leads to the much larger gully known as Slot Wash. The
reason for this sideways entrance into Slot Wash is that
the latter is
too steep to be climbed in its lower reaches. From the Night Wash Saddle we
contoured around and then dropped into Slot Wash.
Here the going became
significantly harder because one had to surmount many large boulders and
a few steep falls. About 7800ft we were
pleased to encounter running water
and stopped by a small pool to refresh ourselves. It was
clearly going to be a very tough climb, not so
much because of the height
but because the terrain was extremely rough. Moreover, while the route was
well marked by ducks for some
stretches, there were others in which ducks
were few and far between. Worse still, there were ducked trails that went
off in what were clearly
wrong directions. Thus there were numerous stops
for navigational purposes, and there were many times when we were quite
unsure whether
or not we were on the right path (though that word was quite
alien to the terrain in which we found ourselves). However, as we proceeded
to
thread our way past the boulders of Slot Wash, we did not have too much
difficulty in identifying the prominent rock mass that divides the
Wash
at an elevation of 8200ft. Here, our navigational notes told us to take
the left branch but, almost immediately, we had to climb onto a
shoulder on
the left side of the canyon in order to circumvent several large waterfalls.
This was the most dangerous part of the ascent and a
slip
could have been fatal (on the way down I persuaded Douglas to anchor me
with a rope while I negotiated these sections). Having
completed this stretch
of the climb we came upon a junction where I made the only serious error in
navigation. We had climbed a rough dirt
and rock slope to a point where a
steep wash branched off to the north; the ducks appeared to lead in this
direction. According to our notes,
we needed to find a wash like this, called
``Wall Street'' that would lead us directly up to the north summit of the
mountain.
At this point, I
should explain that the summit of El Picacho del
Diablo consists of a very steep and ragged ridge of granite. At each end of
this short ridge
are the north and south summits measuring 10154ft and
10152ft respectively. It is a difficult, technical climb to get from one
summit to the
other, for there are several gaps and knobs
that present substantial obstacles along the granite ridge. We sought the
branch to Wall Street for
that would take us to the north summit whereas
to continue straight would take us to a point midway along the summit ridge.
The reason I
chose not to take the steep wash that I now suspect was
Wall Street, was because it appeared to be headed north and I thought Wall
Street
was in a northeast direction. Therefore, we contoured around to our
right in an attempt to find Wall Street. We found ourselves in a steep
narrow wash which, at the time, I thought was Wall Street but that was,
in fact, the upper reach of Slot Wash.

   

Climbing toward the summit The summit of El Picacho

We were now very excited about the fact that the summit of El Picacho
del Diablo was but a few hundred feet away. At the same time, we
were quite
exhausted and so struggled up the last few hundred feet to the summit.
The last fifty feet or so were over bare rock and culminated
in a sharp ridge.
Then, quite suddenly, a truly awe-inspiring vista exploded before our
eyes and I felt as though I had been propelled into
space. The drop on the
far side, to the east, was several thousand feet straight down. We could
see the notorious dry lake 10000ft below us
and could even discern the
various dirt roads leading to and from it. Beyond this lay the inland coast and
the Sea of Cortez. And, turning
around to look back in the direction we had
come, we could make out the Pacific Coast through the desert haze.
Most mountain summits
evoke a sense of exhileration and that emotion
is heightened when the climb is difficult or when the view is spectacular.
In this case, not only
had we expended great effort and overcome substantial
difficulties but also the view was truly mind-blowing. I was overcome,
even
frightened though I was in no danger. It was an experience that I doubt
I will ever have again because I think the climb taxed me to the
furthest
limits of my physical and emotional resources. I had met the devil and had
survived. And, still, this mountain was like a magnificent,
wild
animal that should forever remain unshackled. We never, in fact, reached
the actual north summit for it was a few yards away and a few
feet
higher. We were separated from it by a knob and a gap that would have
required rock climbing expertize and equipment to traverse.
While we had
reached the top of this mountain, in some strange way it seemed appropriate
that we had to leave the absolute summit
untouched. We had developed a
special, mystical relation with this mountain that would be with us the
rest of our days.
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But time was short and we had to start to descend to have any hope of
reaching our camp site before dark. We were also concerned about the
very
active thunderstorm that we could see off to the west in the vicinity of the
entrance to the Park. Up to now the weather had treated us
very kindly for the
summit ridge is often hidden in cloud and had, in fact, been so hidden
the previous day. El Picacho was not yet finished
with us and had at least one
more surprise for us resulting from this storm we could see in the distance.
But the weather was just fine during
the early part of our descent. We made
good time because it was quite easy to navigate, retracing the route we had
taken on the way up. We
tried to hustle along because it was becoming evident
that we would not make it to the bottom of the canyon before nightfall and we
were
apprehensive about finding our way in the dark. Then it also began to
rain. We donned our waterproof jackets though not the pants since they
would
have been torn to shreds. Fortunately, we only felt the edge of the storm and
the light rain soon abated. Of more concern was the
impending darkness.
We reached the saddle leading from Slot Wash to Night Wash while it
was still light and so it only remained to descend
through Night Wash.
Douglas, fearing the darkness, set a very rapid rate of descent. Trying to
keep up, I took one head-over-heels fall,
fortunately without injury. Darkness
fell but we reached Camp Noche in the bottom of the canyon without further
incident. There we rested
and took advantage of the pause to congratulate
ourselves on our conquest of El Picacho. The elation persisted as we made our
way by
flashlight up Canyon del Diablo to our camp site about half a mile
upstream. I was glad that I had noted in my mind the fact that there was a
large, fallen tree lying across the gully just downstream of the campsite for
we might otherwise have had difficulty finding it in the darkness.
We were
also thankful for the trashcan liners that had kept our packs and all our
stuff dry during the rain.

It had been an extraordinary physical effort for me that day, and, by
the time we returned to camp, I only wanted to climb into my sleeping
bag.
This I did while Douglas cooked and ate dinner. Both of us slept soundly after
all our exertions and awoke at dawn to another bright and
clear morning. We
anticipated a long and tough climb up and out of the canyon while carrying
our packs and such proved to be the case. One
must be careful not to leave
Blue Bottle Wash too soon to begin contouring toward the saddle on the rim
below Blue Bottle. But mostly it
was a hard slog punctuated by rest stops
during which we could again admire the magnificient view behind us. Finally,
we reached the Blue
Bottle saddle about lunchtime and so paused for Top
Ramen. Thus replenished, we began the gentle descent through a shallow valley
traveling northwest in the direction of Vallecitos meadow. We soon
discovered that we still had much further to go than we imagined but the
going
was fairly easy, and we knew that, as long as we headed northwest, we had to
intersect the dirt road along which we had traveled to the
trailhead when we
began our hike. The trail was initially very well ducked and passed through
some beautiful aspen groves. But it then
seemed to evaporate and we crossed
from one canyon to another on several occasions. Finally, we came upon the
trail again in a flat, sandy-
bottomed canyon and were able to follow it all
the way to the dirt road. This was the very first point at which we thought we
might possibly
encounter Yan if he had indeed come to get us and had learnt
of our route from our friends at the Observatory. That seemed a really long
shot, so we were not at all surprised when we found no-one at the junction
with the dirt road. After a brief rest, we set off to walk along the
road
to Vallecitos meadow. We were both quite exhausted and hoping that Yan would
show up at every turn. But there was no sign of anyone
and, after about three
miles, we reached the junction with the main dirt road to the Observatory.
There we sat down beside the road somewhat
dejected. Not only was there no
sign of Yan but I could not remember whether the white gate was to the east
or west of us. I volunteered to
hike along the road in order to try and find
the white gate while Douglas stayed by the packs. But I had gone only a
short distance when we
spotted the cloud of dust associated with a vehicle
coming up the road. Our spirits rose only to fall as the vehicle came into
sight and proved
to be a beat-up old pick-up instead of Yan's Subaru. It was
loaded with a refrigerator and other supplies clearly headed for the
Observatory. I
tried to find out from the driver whether or not he had seen
anyone waiting by the white gate further down the meadow but this was much
too
complex an issue to have any hope of communicating given the severe
limits of our common language. I did not want the driver to begin to
question
our sanity and so switched to a much simpler request, namely that he give
us a ride to the Observatory. And so we completed our
epic hike to El Picacho
whilst hanging on to a refrigerator bouncing along in the back of a pick-up
truck. At the Observatory, there was no
sign of Yan or any other rescuer. We
were, however, greeted by our new friends who seemed pleased that we had
returned safely though they
were clearly somewhat amused by our
bedraggled appearance. Both my shorts and Douglas's new hiking pants had been
torn to shreds by the
rocks of El Picacho. At least Douglas's pants had
provided some protection; my knees, on the other hand, were almost devoid of
skin.

We sought out our English speaking astronomer friend to find out whether he knew anything of Yan's whereabouts. He radioed our other
friend Alfredo the foreman who was somewhere out on the road. The story that was relayed to us from Alfredo made little sense to us.
Apparently two woman had come to rescue us but had been stopped at a point on the dirt road up to the tableland by the fact that the storm of
the previous day had washed out part of the road. Who these two women were was a mystery to us. Apparently, Alfredo had taken a four-
wheel-drive truck down to the point where the road was washed out
in order to inspect the damage. There he had found the two women and
was driving back up to the Observatory, bringing them
with him. They would arrive in about a half-hour. But, at this point, I
must backtrack
to tell of the events that were set in motion when our
original message was radioed down the mountain.

Apparently, the telephone and radio operator in Ensenada had called
Caltech and Dana Young, one of the secretaries in the Mechanical
Engineering
Office, had taken the message that told of our car trouble and of our request
for Yan to come and rescue us on Thursday. Also
received were some
instructions on how to find the turn-off for the dirt road to the
Observatory. Though we had tried to couch the message in
as low a key as
possible, it inevitably caused significant consternation. The first problem
was that Yan, having a French passport, had serious
doubts as to whether he
could get back across the border into the US. On the other hand, Beth
McKenney, another graduate student of mine,
was used to the mountains and
seemed eager to be part of ``the rescue''. She and Ann, Douglas's wife,
decided that they would drive
Douglas's Volvo down to the Observatory.
They even started out on Wednesday evening and stayed the night in San Diego
before crossing
the border on Thursday morning. They had some difficulty
identifying the turn-off onto the dirt road leading to Observatory but
made good
progress up that road until halted by the washed-out road just
beyond the gate to the National Park. Indeed, their circumstances had become
quite problematic since they no longer had sufficient gasoline to get back to the highway. They were very fortunate to meet up with the
group
from the Observatory who were inspecting the damage to the road.
In any case, it was clear to all that Ann and Beth would now, also, need to
seek refuge at the Observatory. So it was that, after the gate attendant had helped park the Volvo
beside his cabin, they set off with Alfredo
on his way back up the mountain.
It was dark before they reached the Observatory
and we were finally able to identify ``the two women who
had come to rescue
us''. We were delighted to see them and excitedly swapped the stories of our
respective adventures. Our hosts quickly
arranged a room in one of the cabins
where the four of us could camp out for the night. Then we all repaired
to the canteen for dinner and an
impromtu party at which I was introduced to
the local delicacy, roasted pine nuts.
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The rest of the story is briefly told. The next morning the four of
us walked the mile or so to the telescopes perched on the rim above the
rest
of the Observatory facilities. We did this for a
last look at El Picacho and the magnificent view of the desert and sea to
the east. Then our
hosts loaded us and all our gear (including the stuff
from my car) into a pick-up truck. We said our goodbyes to my car
and to our marvellous
hosts who could not have been more helpful to us, and
set off for the ride down the mountain. The morning was again clear and
bright and it
was exhilerating to stand in the back of the pick-up and to
enjoy this beautiful land as it swept past. We crossed the washed
out road with
little difficulty and then loaded all our stuff into and onto
the Volvo. The Observatory staff had even given us some cans of
gasoline and we
were, therefore, well supplied for the drive down the
mountain. It was neccessary to negotiate some damaged sections of road just
below the
gate but, after that, we made steady progress down to the paved
Highway 1 and north on that road to the US border in Tijuana. After crossing
into the US, it was time for a celebration. We had discovered that it
was Beth's birthday. So in her honor and in celebration of our rescue, we
found
a small Thai restaurant near San Diego. The food was marvellous and we had
a most enjoyable meal though I am not quite sure
whether our impressions
were entirely objective given the circumstances. About three hours later,
we were back in Sierra Madre. It was very
hard to believe that only five
days had passed since we set out on our adventure.

And so another chapter in my mountain travels drew to a close.
We had succeeded in our ascent of the ``mountain of the devil'' despite
the
many difficulties that we encountered. Even subtracting those, it had
taken a great physical effort that strained my endurance to its
limits.
And I will always be proud of that achievement. But I wonder whether
or not it will be that aspect of the adventure that I will remember with
most
joy. Maybe not. Maybe it will be the example of generosity and kindness shown
to two, and later four, strangers by that marvellous
group of people at the
Observatory. They would not even accept our proffered payment for the
gasoline. Maybe, someday, I will be able, in
my turn, to provide such help to
a foreign adventurer in my mountains. I certainly hope so.

One ironic footnote needs telling. Alfredo, ``the foreman'', had
written his name and address on a piece of paper for I had promised to
send
him the pink slip for the Citation when I reached home. At the time I
did not look closely at the paper. A few days later I fished it out of my
pouch in order to fulfil my pledge only to discover that his name was Alfredo
Meling, and therefore a member of the family that owned the
entire area.
Perhaps I had chosen to give my car to the richest person at the Observatory.
I hope not.

Last updated 7/30/99. 
Christopher E. Brennen
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TRAVELS NOW AND THEN

© Christopher Earls Brennen

CABO SAN LUCAS 1992

Mon. Jun.15, 1992 
Fly from LAX to Cabo San Lucas on MX939

  

Checking in to Hotel Cabo Sab Lucas

  

Room in Hotel Cabo Sab Lucas

  

Hotel Cabo Sab Lucas
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Hotel Cabo Sab Lucas

  

Hotel Cabo Sab Lucas

  

Hotel Cabo Sab Lucas
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Hotel Cabo Sab Lucas

  

Hotel Cabo Sab Lucas

  

Hotel Cabo Sab Lucas
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Hotel Cabo Sab Lucas

  

Hotel Cabo Sab Lucas

  

Hotel Cabo Sab Lucas
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Cabo Sab Lucas

Thurs. Jun.18, 1992 
Fly from Cabo San Lucas to LAX on MX938

Back to table of contents

Last updated 7/30/99. 
Christopher E. Brennen
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TRAVELS NOW AND THEN

© Christopher Earls Brennen

PHILADELPHIA 1992

Trip to Philadelphia 1992

Wednesday, Aug.12, 1992

Flew UA174 from LAX to Boston

Friday, Aug.14, 1992

Flew US1285 from Boston to Philadelphia

  

Philadelphia

  

Philadelphia
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Philadelphia

  

Philadelphia

  

Philadelphia

  



Travels - Christopher E. Brennen

file:///C/Files/BOOKS/TRAVELS/travels/travphiladelphia92.htm[3/21/2021 4:15:49 PM]

Philadelphia

  

Philadelphia

  

Philadelphia
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Philadelphia

  

Philadelphia

  

Philadelphia
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Philadelphia

  

Philadelphia

  

Philadelphia

Monday, Aug.17, 1992

Flew UA99 from Philadelphia to LAX

Back to table of contents

Last updated 7/30/99. 
Christopher E. Brennen
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TRAVELS NOW AND THEN

© Christopher Earls Brennen

KOREA AND CHINA 1992

Sat. Aug 22

Flew NW23 from Los Angeles to Seoul

Sun. Aug 23

Arrive Seoul

  

Downtown Seoul    Changdeokgung Palace, Seoul

  

Changdeokgung Palace, Seoul    Gyeongbokgung Palace, Seoul
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ONR Hydrodynamics Symposium in Seoul.

Mon. Aug 24

ONR Hydrodynamics Symposium in Seoul.

Invited lecture at 19th Symposium on Naval Hydrodynamics, Seoul, Korea, Aug. 1992.

Kuhn de Chizelle, Y., Ceccio, S.L., Brennen, C.E. and Shen, Y. (1992). Cavitation scaling experiments with headforms: bubble acoustics.
Proc. 19th Symp. on Naval Hydrodynamics, Seoul, Korea, 72-84.

Tues. Aug 25

ONR Hydrodynamics Symposium in Seoul.

Wed. Aug 26

ONR Hydrodynamics Symposium in Seoul.

Tourist trip around Seoul and up near the DMZ.

Thurs. Aug 27

ONR Hydrodynamics Symposium in Seoul.

Fri. Aug 28

ONR Hydrodynamics Symposium in Seoul.

Attempted to fly from Seoul to Sokch'o but flight was cancelled.
Caught long distance bus from the Bus Terminal in Seoul to Sokcho.
Stayed at the Hotel New Sorak in Soraksan National Park.

Sat. Aug 29

Hiked to the summit in Soraksan National Park, Taech'ongbong, and back. Stayed at same hotel.

In the summer of 1992, I was scheduled to attend two conferences in
the far east, one in Seoul, Korea, and one the following week in
Hangzhou,
China. This meant that, along with one of my former students, Steven Ceccio,
and other participants, we had an intervening
weekend to indulge in whatever
activity we wished. Steven and others had elected to spend that time
in Hong Kong since that city was a
necessary transit point on the way to
Hangzhou. They also seemed to be attracted by the shopping opportunities
Hong Kong provided, a
feature that had no appeal whatsoever to me.
Nevertheless, since I thought it might be interesting to see the Crown Colony,
my initial
flight plan was the same as that of my colleagues.

I think that it was during the long flight from Los Angeles to Seoul
that I began reading a guide book for Korea, and started to take notice
of
the photographs of the rugged and beautiful mountains of Mount Soraksan
National Park. Several times I returned to those pictures, and
a possible
alternative weekend plan began to form in my mind. One of the problems,
however, was how to get there. Mount Soraksan is in
the far northeast corner
of South Korea, above the famous 38th parallel, and not far from the DMZ
(de-militarized zone) that separates
South Korea from North Korea. It
therefore lies on the opposite side of the peninsula from Seoul and,
although only about 150 miles(?) as
the crow flies, the journey is a
tortuous one because of the mountainous terrain and the deliberate lack
of railways so close to North Korea.
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To reach the Park, it would be
necessary to
travel to Sokch'o, a fishing center on the eastern coast. This could
be reached either by a 40
minute flight or by a 5.5 hour express bus ride
from Seoul. During the first couple of days of the conference in Seoul, my
plan began to
take concrete shape. If I could catch the flight from Seoul
to Sokch'o on Friday afternoon, I could then spend Saturday hiking and
catch a
return flight to Seoul on Sunday morning in time to connect
with a flight to Hong Kong. I finalized this rather tightly scheduled
itinerary
on Tuesday and looked forward with anticipation to my adventure
in Korea. Only one prerequisite remained. With the help of one of the
student aides at the conference, I located a map shop in Seoul where I
purchased a hiking map of Mount Soraksan that had some English
subtitles.

In the early afternoon of Friday, August 28, 1992, I took the free
airport shuttle bus from Hotel Lotte in downtown Seoul to Kimpo
International Airport, leaving adequate time to navigate the domestic terminal
and catch the late afternoon Korean Air flight to Sokch'o.
As I waited for the
beginning of check-in to be announced, a message flashed on the screen: the
flight to Sokch'o had been cancelled due
to weather conditions at that
airport. Unlike other parts of the world, that seems to be the end of the story
in Asia; you then queue for a
refund and are on your own in so far as
alternate travel plans are concerned. I sat there bewildered, trying to figure
out what to do next. I
could return to my original travel plan and give up my
visit to Soraksan. Or I could try to find my way to Sokch'o by express bus.
The
cosmopolitan nature of air travel means that, in airports, one can
be fairly confident of finding someone who speaks English should
difficulties
arise. Bus travel is, however, a completely different story, and so I was
somewhat apprehensive about setting off in a bus for a
fairly remote corner of
Korea. But my sense of adventure got the better of me, and I soon found
myself on a crowded city bus bound for
the Seoul express bus terminal.

Thanks to a kind lady on the city bus to whom I communicated my
destination by means of bus sounds, I alighted at the correct stop next
to
the large and scattered complex known as the Seoul Express Bus Terminal.
Fortunately, each major destination had its own ticket booth
and, after some
searching, I finally located the Sokch'o booth, identifiable because I had
memorized the Korean symbols for that city. The
5.00pm bus was fully booked,
but I was able to purchase a ticket for the 5.30pm bus. The bus itself was
clean and comfortable. Initially I
failed to realize that I had purchased a
ticket for a specific seat, and so had to be asked to move from my first stop
near the front of the bus.
However, my spirits were quickly revived when a
beautiful young Korean woman in a red suit took the seat beside me. I
guess she had no
choice. I had the impression that she was a little taken
aback by the strange foreigner in the seat beside the one allocated to her.

The bus set out on time for the five hour journey and initially
travelled quickly on a brand new freeway. However, after an hour or so we
turned onto a narrower, two-lane road called (somewhat inappropriately) the
Yong Dong expressway. This wound its way through the
mountains that occupy
most of the western part of the Korean peninsula. We passed through very
pleasant countryside, valleys filled with
farms and separated by ridges of
mountains. The land was green, the valleys fertile and the mountains
covered in trees. Traffic was heavy
on the Yong Dong Expressway and
so our progress was slow in places but otherwise the bus travelled quite
quickly. At one point the
young woman beside me seemed to summon the courage
to offer me a can of fruit juice she was carrying. I declined but worried
that I
might thus have offended her.

Daylight was dwindling as we
passed the city of Wonju and the peaks of Ch'iaksan National Park off to
the south. With the advent of
sunset the young woman and I embarked on our
first conversation. Though her English was very limited, we made some progress
thanks,
in part, to the phrase book chapter in my guide book. Apparently,
she worked in Seoul and was returning to her family in Sokch'o for the
weekend. Like me, she had been booked on Korean Air and had
to make alternate plans when that flight had been cancelled.
The bus then
arrived at a way station called Hoenggye in the mountains
just south of Odae-san National Park. Here restrooms and food-stands were set
up to serve the needs of bus passengers. I tried to find something to eat
that I both recognized and could consider reasonably safe. I did not
do very
well. The young woman in red realized this and bought some delicious
fried corn that she shared with me when we reboarded the
bus. As we
resumed our journey through the night, the weather worsened and it began to
rain heavily. Worse still for the prospects of my
hike the next day, the
mist reduced visibility to about 20 yards. In these miserable conditions, the
bus followed a long and windy road that
descended from the mountains to the
eastern coastal plain. We passed close to Kangnung and then turned north,
following the coast toward
Sokch'o. The bus stopped again at a rest stop
where the 38th parallel meets the eastern shore. In Korea this latitude
has considerable
historical significance. Following the Second World War,
Russia, Britain and the United States struck a deal in which Russia was
to
occupy the peninsula north of the 38th parallel and the United States the
land south of that line. The dispute over this boundary eventually
flaired
into the Korean War in which one side and then the other pushed deep into
the other's territory. When the final armistice was
signed, it
established the current border and the broad Demilitarized Zone (DMZ) not
far from the 38th parallel. On the east coast the
border and the
DMZ are some miles north of the 38th and hence the location of the bus stop
has real signifcance for the Korean people. A
large monument marked the
exact location of the 38th parallel.

My new guide helped me again, this time to get some very-welcome
hot coffee and we then set off on the final leg of our journey as heavy
rain continued to fall. The bus passed through the coastal village of Yangyang
and, a few miles further, the woman in red pointed out the
junction where
the road to Mount Soraksan National Park joined the coastal highway. By then
we had reached the outskirts of Sokch'o and
very shortly thereafter stopped
at the very rudimentary Sokch'o bus stop consisting of a small, and almost
unlit, shelter. Without the help
of my new found friend I would have been
left standing in the dark and the rain without much idea what to do next.
There were taxis that
pulled up and embarked bus passengers but
none seemed to have any interest in a stranger. However, my friend
buttonholed one cabbie
who was headed for Sorak and persuaded him to
add me as a passenger. And so I hurriedly put my luggage in his trunk and
squashed into
the front seat. In the rain I had only a moment to thank
the woman in red and to say goodbye. I tried to give her my umbrella for she
had
none and the rain was still pouring down; but I could not make myself
understood and she would not take it. Time was too short even to
understand
what she said when she told me her name. As the taxi raced away in the rain I
was saddened that I would never be able to write
to her to
thank her for her kindness to a stranger. I also reflected on how often, in
the furthermost corners of the earth, I had met kind and
gentle people
who had given me help when I needed it.

The cabbie had been directed to take me to Hotel New Sorak where I
had a reservation and it was not long before I was checking in. The
hotel,
which was relatively modern and clearly designed for westerners, seemed almost
deserted. Though the guidebook said they spoke
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English, I had great
difficulty making myself understood. Nevertheless I was soon settled in a
pleasant room and began organizing my
hiking gear for an early start in the
morning. As well as my boots, clothes, rain gear and emergency kit, I had
brought my small back pack
with me in anticipation of a hike such as this. And
in Seoul I had purchased some provisions such as bananas, crackers, canned
fruit and
orange juice. And so I went to sleep hoping that the weather in the
morning would be substantially improved. I woke with the dawn, and
was
delighted to find that the rain had stopped and that the mist had cleared.
From my window I could see that the hotel was in a broad
canyon in the
foothills of the mountains. Below me a fast and full river carried the
substantial run-off of the last few days to the sea a few
miles to the east.
The rugged and steep, tree-covered mountains rose dramatically to the west
though the higher elevations were still
hidden in the clouds. My excitement
grew as I anticipated some marvellous hiking and very soon I
was walking up the road toward the
entrance to the National Park about a half
mile away. Here a substantial complex of souvenir stands and snack
shops had been built to
cater for the bus loads of tourists (mostly Korean
schoolchildren) who visit the Park every day during the season. But as I
walked through
at 6.00am, the place was deserted. I intended to follow the
trail toward the highest point in the Park which is sometimes known as Mount
Sorak or Soraksan but whose proper name is Taech'ongbong Peak. I was not at
all sure that I could reach that destination in the time
available that day. The summit was about 11km. away at an altitude of 5607ft and my hiking map
suggested that it would take 6 hours and
20 minutes to get there. I
would have to travel significantly faster in order to make it there and back
during daylight.

The trail is initially broad and easy as it follows the main river
valley past a series of snack bars and souvenir stands located at
regular
intervals along that part visited by the average tourist. It is
a delightful valley with abundant mixed forest, waterfalls and pools. The
weather was clearing rapidly and allowed me a view of the rugged mountain
pinnacles for which this area is so well known. The sun even
broke through and
made the walking even more delightful. Soon the trail steepened, the canyon
closed in and the scenery became more
and more spectacular. The Park Service
had installed metal bridges and staircases to allow one to cross the river or
negotiate particular
places that would otherwise have needed climbing
gear. These bridges and staircases occurred with increasing frequency as I
progressed
upstream. The trail itself also became noticeably rougher. In a dry
climate like California's, the trails often get ground down to a fairly flat
surface; on the other hand the rainfall in this part of the world washes away
the finer material leaving a rough, rocky surface that is
considerably harder
to walk on. Soon I left the tourist area behind and entered the backcountry
which only experienced hikers penetrated. I
met several groups of hikers
who were obviously returning having spent several nights in the wilderness.
And here I began to encounter a
curious phenomenon. The Koreans are very
keen on hiking but the interest is primarily confined to the younger members
of the educated
class. Most of them have studied English extensively and
are usually very keen to take any opportunity to practice conversation
with a
native English speaker. The further up the mountain I progressed,
the more likely it was that anyone I met would fit into this category.
Consequently, the further I penetrated the wilderness the more likely it was
that anyone I met spoke English. Somehow that seemed very
strange to me.

       

View from trail View from trail Metal Staircase

At just about the time I began to feel hungry, I reached a particularly
beautiful set of waterfalls and pools and so I sat down to consume my
mid-morning meal of bananas, crackers and canned fruit washed down with
orange juice. Though odd, the meal was just what I needed for
it contained
lots of sugar. Soon after lunch, I encountered a young German couple who were
descending and stopped to chat. They had
clearly become somewhat dispirited
by the downpour of the previous day during which they had tried to reach the
peak. The rain and the
mud had made for very hard going; they
had given up the attempt and suggested that I would find it equally
impossible. That was
momentarily discouraging for I thought I had been making
good progress up to that point.

A few yards later I came upon the first back country rest stop called
Yangp'ok Shelter. Initially, I was not sure what to make of this shelter.
It
consisted of a small wooden shack with an awning and some benches arrayed in
front of it. The front of the shack was constructed like a
street vending
stall and a limited range of goods were displayed for sale. There seemed to
be hard-boiled eggs, candy bars and an
assortment of canned drinks. Some
of these were recognizable, for example the ubiquitous soft drink cans, Coca
Cola, 7 Up, etc. Other
products one could guess at by the pictures on the
label, for example some of the orange juice cans. But other goods were
labelled only
with undecipherable Korean letters. All of these goods must
be hauled in on the backs of the people who operate the rest stops and
tend the
vending booths. They seemed friendly though clearly unused to
foreigners. The prices were a little high and, I would find out, rose as one
ascended the mountain. But that seemed only fair. I purchased some orange
juice and candy and also a can of Pocari that I had read
somewhere was the
Korean equivalent of Gatorade, though the name Pocari apparently means
something like pig sweat. At any rate, it
tasted very like Gatorade and I was
glad to have identified it. Sitting down to enjoy my Yangp'ok snack, the other
features of the rest stop
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came to my attention. A short distance away was
a rudimentary two story brick building with openings rather than doors and
windows. A
number of young Korean hikers were seated in the openings packing
their gear and lacing up their boots. I recognized that establishment
as
one of the hostels I had read about where one could spend the night under
a roof for a very modest fee. I wondered, idly, what the place
smelt like.
But I quickly reprimanded myself for such a culturally-biased thought;
chances are it was quite clean though I never checked.
Finally I also
recognized that the raison d'etre for this rest stop was the presence of
a nearby shrine that I did not visit.

Just beyond Yangp'ok Shelter the trail entered a truly precipitious
canyon where passage was only possible because of the metal gangways
and
staircases. In several places these hung precariously from the sides of cliffs
several hundred feet above the river. Progress required a
good deal of
effort to suppress my fear of heights. At the same time the canyon was
fantastic, particularly the spectacular Ch'ondang Falls
which came into
view as the canyon made a left hand turn. Eventually, I came to a point
where the canyon levelled out and the metal
walkway ended; here the trail
left the river to climb a steep and fairly high slope to the ridge above. This
climb was quite hard for the
temperature had risen and it had become quite
humid.

   

Huiun-gak shelter On Taech'ongbong Peak

After many switchbacks, I finally reached the ridge and shortly thereafter the second rest stop known as Huiun-gak, equipped with
vending shack and overnight shelter.
Here, again, I purchased Pocari and sat down on one of the benches to enjoy
a rest. A number of
other young Korean hikers were similarly resting and
struck up a conversation with me. They seemed genuinely impressed that an
old (and
presumably dissipated) Westerner could make it that far in one day
and somewhat dubious about my prospects of making it to the top. The
man
tending the booth also joined in and, through translation by one of the
young hikers, pointed out the best way to the summit. Patchy
clouds were
beginning to roll in as I started up the steep trail that followed a
ridge to the summit. Though there were many places where I
had to find toe
and hand holds to ascend the ridge, the trail was well travelled and the climb
was not too difficult so I made steady progress
over the last 2000ft. The
view at many points was quite spectacular, and made other-worldly by the
patchy clouds below me. In several
places I could look down over 2000ft to the
valley through which I had come. Moreover, one could look north over the
DMZ into North
Korea though there were no visible signs of that demarcation
line. Close to the summit, the clouds closed in completely so it was
something
of a surprise when the trail emerged onto a broad ridge leading to the peak
about a hundred yards away. The cairn at the summit
was decorated with
several inscribed monuments, including one large one with the
Korean characters corresponding to Taech'ongbong, the
official name of the
peak. Even up here there was
a rest stop though it was discreetly placed about a hundred feet down the
windswept
slope from the summit. Again I bought a can of Pocari; at this
elevation it cost about a dollar for a small can. There were some other
low
huts beside the vending booth but I could not discern whether they
included an overnight shelter. I rested for a while and listened to the
wind.

I could have tried to descend by a different route but eventually
decided to take the safest course and retrace my steps. The descent was
tiring and, because of the roughness of the trail, hard on the
ankles and knees. By the time I approached the bottom, I was quite
exhausted
and stopped at several of the tourist shops for orange juice or
Pocari. Unlike my passage in the early morning, this time the bottom
was
filled with crowds of schoolchildren. My fatigue made me impatient
when they got in my way. They looked at this strange Westerner with
puzzlement and I could not help but wonder what they thought. I stopped
in one of the tourist shops for some supplies and then, exhausted
but
exhilerated by a marvellous day of hiking, returned to the hotel and
a most welcome rest. After much difficulty, I was able to obtain a
tuna
fish sandwich from room service and prepared for an early start in the
morning.

The morning brought rain and low clouds, and I felt very fortunate
to have had such pleasant weather the previous day. I had arranged for
a
taxi to take me to Sokch'o airport for the early morning Korean Air flight to
Seoul. There I would connect with my Korean Air flight to
Hong Kong.
However, when we arrived at Sokch'o airport, I discovered that my flight was
cancelled yet again because of the weather
conditions. Others arriving to
catch the same flight departed resignedly as though this were a not
unexpected occurence. I protested that I
would not be able to catch my
flight to Hong Kong. The ticketing agent then engaged my taxi driver in
animated discussion, the outcome
of which was a plan to get me to Seoul
in time to catch the flight to Hong Kong. The taxi driver would drive me
to the airport in Kangnung
(about 80km down the coast) in time to catch
a flight from Kangnung to Seoul. And so we set off at breakneck speed along
the narrow
two-lane coastal highway. The driver seemed to revel in the
challenge. Many times I closed my eyes and prayed. In the end we made it
to
Kangnung airport with time to spare and the flight to Seoul allowed
me to catch the flight to Hong Kong with little difficulty. It was
somewhat depressing to find myself enclosed again by aluminum and plastic.
It had been another marvellous adventure in an out-of-the-
way corner of
a strange land and in a park of enchanted canyons and pinnacles. And I
will always remember the woman in red.
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Originally published in abbreviated form in the Korea Times,
August 30, 1996.

     

Trail to Soraksan

  

Trail to Soraksan
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Huiun-gak trail stop.    Nearing the summit.

Summit of Soraksan, Taech'ongbong.
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Sun. Aug 30

Tried to catch early morning flight from Sokch'o to Seoul but the flight was cancelled. Korean Airlines agent arranged a taxu ride to
another airport, Kangnung, to catch a flight to Seoul. Just made it and flew Korean Airlines from Kangnung to Seoul. 
Flew Korean Airlines from Seoul to Hong Kong.

Stayed in Hong Kong Sheraton

Mon. Aug 31

Flew Dragon Airlines 310 from Hong Kong to Hangchow, China

Hong Kong street.

Tues. Sep. 1

Second Int. Symp. on Propeller and Cavitation, Hangzhou, China, Sep. 1992.
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Kuhn de Chizelle, Y., Ceccio, S.L., Brennen, C.E. and Shen, Y. (1992). Cavitation scaling experiments with headforms: bubble dynamics.
Proc. 2nd Int. Symp. on Propeller and Cavitation, Hangzhou, China, 272-279.

  

Hangchow Lake.

Wed. Sep. 2


  

Touring near Hangchow.

Thurs. Sep. 3


Fri. Sep. 4


Sat. Sep. 5


  

Shanghai.    On the way to Xian.
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Terracota Warriors, Xian.    Great Wall of China.

  

Great Wall of China.    Imperial Palace, Beijing.

  

Imperial Palace, Beijing.    Imperial Palace, Beijing.
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Summer Palace, Beijing.    Summer Palace, Beijing.

Sun. Sep. 6


Mon. Sep. 7


Tues. Sep. 8


Wed. Sep. 9

Flew NW23 from Peking to Narita, Tokyo 
and NW2 from Narita to Los Angeles.

Mon. Aug 24


Back to table of contents

Last updated 7/30/99. 
Christopher E. Brennen
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TRAVELS NOW AND THEN

© Christopher Earls Brennen

OXFORD 1992

Tuesday, Oct.6. 1992

Fly TWA 720, LAX to LGW via St. Louis

  

North Oxford apartment

  

Oxford

  



Travels - Christopher E. Brennen

file:///C/Files/BOOKS/TRAVELS/travels/travoxford92.htm[3/21/2021 4:13:37 PM]

Oxford in the rain

Thursday, Oct.15, 1992

Fly BA 4592, LHR to BFS

  

Mum's house, Magherafelt; Mum and Aunt Irene

  

Renovating Cranagh Dhu

  

Renovating Cranagh Dhu
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Renovating Cranagh Dhu

  

Renovating Cranagh Dhu

  

Renovating Cranagh Dhu
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Slieve Gallion and Lough Fea

  

Rainey Endowed School

  

?? House, County Down
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?? House, County Down

  

Ferry, County Down

  

McReynolds Home near Coagh
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McReynolds Home near Coagh

Monday, Oct.19, 1992

Fly BA 4673, BFS to LHR

  

Burford, Cotswolds

  

Remains of Roman Villa, Cotswolds
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Roman baths, Bath

  

Bath

  

Bath
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Stonehenge

  

Stonehenge

  

Stonehenge
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Avebury

  

Avebury

  

Avebury

Saturday, Nov.7, 1992

Fly TWA 721, LGW to LAX via St. Louis

Nov.?, 1992

Fly United Airlines, LAX to LHR
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Brecon Beacons

SNOWDON

``Leave to Robert Browning

Beggars, fleas and vines


Leave to squeamish Ruskin

Popish Apennines


Dirty stones of Venice

And his gas-lamps seven;


We've the stones of Snowdon

And the lamps of heaven.''

From ``Letter to Thomas Hughes'' by Charles Kingsley.

 

Dark age sailors, voyaging from Ireland toward their fellow Celts in Wales,
were often guided by the snow-covered hills on the skyline
that came to be
called the Snowy Hills or, in Gaelic, ``Snaudune''. Later the name came to be
applied to the highest of these peaks, the
beautiful, windswept mountain we
know as Snowdon, the highest point in Wales. Those from warmer climes, on
hearing that the
summit of Snowdon is but 3560ft above sea level, might be
tempted to imagine it as little more than a hillock. They fail to take into
account the fact that, at these high latitudes, the change in climate with
elevation is much more dramatic than at lower latitudes. One can
drive to the
top of Mount Wilson in Southern California and, at 5500ft, hardly notice the
change in climate from the basin below. On the
other hand, conditions on the
summit of Snowdon can be radically different than those just a few thousand
feet below. This means that
Snowdon is a more challenging climb than one might
otherwise expect.

Snowdon is the highest among a group of mountains in the northwest
corner of Wales, one of the most scenic and historic regions of the
British
Isles. It lies in the ancient kingdom of Gwynedd, also the name of the modern
county in Wales. On the coast below the peaks
stand the remains of some of the
most storied castles in Europe. And Anglesey, the island just offshore, is
equally historic. Many of the
ancient Britons, driven westward by the
Roman invasion, found refuge on Anglesey, known to the Romans as Mona.
There, these
people on the edge of prehistory not only sought safety but also
the potential of the arable land of Anglesey. However,
in the immediate
aftermath of
the invasion, the well-populated island represented such a threat to the
Romans that the new governor, Suetonius, felt it
necessary to organize a
campaign to subdue it. Thus it was that, in the year 61 AD, the
Romans built a fleet of flat bottomed boats so
that their infantry could cross
the narrow Menai Straits separating Mona from the mainland. The
Britons lined the shore to resist the
invasion. They included women clad
in black ``like the Furies with their hair hanging down and torches in their
hands'' and Druids
screaming encouragement and curses. Though initially shaken
the Roman forces overran the island. As always, the history was written
by the
conquerors who were clearly doing their best to justify their
uninvited ravages of a native population. Like many invaders before
and
since, the Romans proceeded to kill and destroy all they could
find, leaving little to allow construct of the other side of the story.

In the centuries that followed the native Princes of Gwynedd, descendants of
the ancient Britons, became the most powerful of the
Welsh kings, benefitting
from the natural protection of the mountains and from the fertile
land of Anglesey. In the 1200s, Llywelyn the
Great came
closer to the creation of a unified Welsh nation than at any other time in
history. The region was not overrun by the English
until Edward I, following
his accession in 1272, determined to extend his dominions and invaded
Gwynedd, killing the last of the
Llywelyns and destroying the remains of the
Welsh resistence. To ensure the subjugation of the region, Edward built
a series of
formidable castles in strategic locations along the coast. These
included the castles of Caernarfon, Beaumaris, Conwy and Harlech,
which remain
dominating features of the coast around Snowdonia. Edward also offered his
first-born son to the Welsh as their new
prince in a ceremony at Caernarfon
castle that has been repeated by English monarchs ever since. The current
Prince of Wales was so
designated by Queen Elizabeth in a televised ceremony
at Caernarfon some years ago. We should also note that the Welsh had some
small, symbolic revenge about two centuries after Edward's invasion when Henry
Tudor, with princely Welsh blood in his veins,
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defeated Richard III at the
battle of Bosworth Field and was enthroned as the first of the Tudor Kings of England. The Welsh like to
attribute the vitality of the great Tudor
monarchs, Henry VIII and
Elizabeth I, to their Welsh heritage, to say nothing of Elizabeth's red
hair.

Again, Gwynedd faded into a backwater for many centuries. It achieved brief
renown during the Victorian era when the demand for
slate promoted the
development of large quarries in Snowdonia, leaving livid scars on some of
the foothills. There were also smaller-
scale attempts to mine copper and
other semi-precious metals but these brief efforts were quickly
superceded in effectiveness by much
richer veins in other lands.
Tourism became the major industry in the early years of this century.
Holyhead on the island of Anglesey
became the major port of embarkation
for Ireland and the construction of a railway through Snowdonia to
Holyhead enhanced access to
the region. Railways, especially of the narrow
gauge type, had become a local speciality in order to transport slate and
ore from the
quarries and mines. As tourism increased, narrow
gauge railways were also built as tourist attractions.
So it was that a narrow gauge,
cog railway was constructed from Llanberis at the foot of Snowdon to the summit. Built in 1896, this triumph of Victorian engineering
is the only rack
and pinion railway in Great Britain; the 5 mile journey climbs an average
gradient of 1 in 7. Today the Snowdon
Mountain Railway
continues to carry tourists to the summit during the summer months.

In 1951, Snowdonia became a National Park, a belated response by the British
Government to the example set in the United States by
Theodore Roosevelt
about 40 years earlier. Today, it is heavily used throughout the year by
a British public for whom it remains one of
the few areas of relatively
unspoilt wilderness in the British Isles. But, to the American visitor, there
remain some intrusions that would
hardly be tolerated in the US or Canada.
For example, sheep roam freely throughout the Park, the ancient grazing rights
of the local
shepherds clearly unimpeded by the newly acquired status of the land. Sheep
have grazed these mountains (and all others on these
islands) for so many
centuries that they have become a part of the natural order. One wonders how
different the mountains would have
looked without the sheep. Other human
intrusions do not have the excuse of centuries of habit. Some of the lakes,
including Llyn
Llydaw, are used as reservoirs, which, in itself, is not
necessarily objectionable. However the large diameter concrete pipe that
carries
water from Llyn Llydaw down toward the local towns and villages is
an ugly eyesore,
an unexcusable scar upon this land. No attempt
was made to bury the pipe;
instead it is suspended some feet above ground by regularly spaced
concrete plinths that add to its ugliness.

Once, many years ago, I had driven quickly through Snowdonia on my way from Holyhead to London. I had seen enough through the
rain and evening gloom to know that I wanted to return some day. And in the fall of 1992 I had an opportunity to revisit many of the
places and people of my youth. In that year I travelled back to my academic roots for an all-too-brief sabbatical term in Oxford. Doreen
joined me for the first four weeks and we delighted in this opportunity to revisit the city where we spent three years in relative poverty
while I completed my graduate studies. We went to concerts and high table, delighting in the effortless elegance of the senior common
rooms of Oxford colleges. We made many lazy tours through the Cotswolds, relishing marvellous meals in the gentle English country
pubs. And we strolled through and around the city itself,
exploring the many ancient walkways and distributaries of the Thames and
the
Cherwell. It was one of the best times Doreen and I ever had together
and yet it was tinged with sadness for we knew we could not hide
away there
forever. And the four weeks came to an end too quickly.

Left alone for the remainder of the term I busied myself with lectures,
academic discussions and visits to other friends in England. My
host
in Oxford, Terry Jones, had been a graduate student with me in the
Engineering Department in the early sixties. I remember many
hours when
Terry and I had sat and talked over our cigarettes. I suppose we hoped that
inspired theses would miraculously materialize
out of thin air.
He and his wife Lesley were at the same stage as Doreen and I, both with
very small children. I had seen Terry very
briefly on several occasions
since those times. However, it was still surprising how easily we fell into the same pattern of chat, the same
easy cameraderie. I have often wondered how it is that we sometimes find other people who fit naturally and easily
into our
personalities and vice-versa. Almost like two halves of a jigsaw
puzzle. Not only do I experience pleasure in the company of people like
Terry but I must also admit to a certain analytical fascination. Perhaps
if I studied such people sufficiently closely I would find myself
in
sympathetic sillouette. There seemed to me to be many parallels between
Terry's life and my own since our days as graduate students.
On the
mundane side we had both shed the nicotine devil and had both come to
enjoy hiking and solitude. At a deeper level, I could
now see in Terry
some of the mindless drive that I knew lay within me. But more
importantly, I came again to enjoy his company. On
several occasions,
I had mentioned to him my desire to see Snowdonia and when he suggested
that we go hiking there together I eagerly
agreed.

So it was that early on a Saturday morning in November, Terry and I set off from Oxford for Snowdonia. The drive is quite
uninteresting until one begins
to enter the hills of northwestern Wales. Despite the fact that it is the
main road to the Irish ferry at
Holyhead, the road narrows from a motorway
to a winding, two-lane country road by the time it reaches the land of the
Welsh at
Llangollen. Not only does the quality of the highway decline
significantly but, simultaneously, the names on the signposts become
strangely foreign. Instructions to motorists are bilingual. And yet the
faces of the people and the atmosphere of the villages were oddly
familiar
to me for they reminded me of my native Ireland, not really
surprising considering the common Celtic heritage. Even more
specifically
one could sense the stern cultural overlay of non-conformism similar
to my native Ulster, a feature
that gives the villages an
iconoclastic bleakness. My eyes see this as
unattractive but this judgement is overridden by my affection for the
culture and the people.

The road winds through increasingly wooded and hilly terrain and then
drops into a very beautiful, forested glen at Betws-y-Coed, a
favorite holiday
base for outdoorsmen since the turn of the century. The substantial annual
rainfall feeds marvellous rivers and
waterfalls, making this area a favorite
venue for kayakers and canoeists. Indeed, as we passed through the next
village, Capel Curig, it
was clear that a substantial kayaking event was being
held there.

After Capel Curig, the road climbs toward the mountains around
Snowdon and the land becomes bleaker. The trees disappear and the
landscape takes on that aspect common to most land above 1000 ft. in the
British Isles. Valleys were covered with heather whose
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accumulation over many
centuries has blocked the easy runoff of rainwater forming many small,
cold lakes. The uplands are rocky but
have, to some degree, been rounded
by glaciation. Only the hardiest grasses seemed to survive on these
rugged hills, lashed for most of
the year by rain and gales. At higher
altitudes even the grasses have difficulty surviving and lichens and mosses
become more prevalent.

We drove to the gap through the mountains that is called the
pass of Llanberis or Pen-y-Pass. A small group of dark, stone houses
on
the saddle at the top of the pass service the needs of the stream of hikers who stop here. One of these structures is a well-known youth
hostel. We stopped in the crowded
parking lot and were immediately approached by a group of very demanding
sheep. It appeared to us
as though they would attempt to eat just about
anything including boots! It required quite vigorous protestation to hold
these scavengers
at bay. Eventually, however, we organized our equipment
and food, strapped up our daypacks and were ready for the trail.

Very crudely, the summit of Snowdon can be visualized as the confluence of six
ridges or spines
running north, northwest, southwest,
south, southeast and northeast
from the peak. Glaciation during the ice ages scooped out great
amphitheatres between many of these
spines, leaving precipitous cliffs on
the sides of the ridges. The spine to the north is the broadest and
least steep and it is up this route
that the railway runs on its way from
Llanberis to the summit. Another popular trail skirts the great
amphitheatre between the
northwestern and southwestern ridges; it then
climbs the scree to the top of the northwestern ridge and thence to the
summit. Actually
two parallel trails called the Pyg Track and the Miner's Track follow this route, the former high above the latter. They both
begin at the
trailhead at Pen-y-Pass, where the road from Llanberis to
Capel Curig reaches a saddle summit at an elevation of 1100 ft. It was
this
route that we followed to the top, taking the Pyg Track during the
ascent and the Miner's Track for the descent.

The Pyg Track climbs along the north side of the ridge
that runs due west from Pen-y-pass to the summit of Snowdon. Quickly
our view
north toward Llanberis and the sea opened up and we paused
several times to admire the scenery. It had rained the day before (and
would
rain heavily the next day) so we felt very lucky that to have been spared
a soaking. Better still, our view was relatively
unimpeded; only the very top of the mountain was hidden by the clouds.

  

Climbing Snowdon with Terry Jones

  

Climbing Snowdon with Terry Jones
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Climbing Snowdon with Terry Jones

  

Climbing Snowdon with Terry Jones

After about half a mile the trail reached a notch on the crest of the ridge
and suddenly revealed a marvellous view to the south. Below us
shimmered
the lake known as Llyn Llydaw, lying in the bottom of a large bowl
scooped out by glaciation. The other side of this bowl
consisted of quite
dramatic cliffs forming the northern side of the ridge known as
Y Lliwedd. At this saddle one can choose to continue
directly up the spine of the ridge, a very challenging climb along the jagged rocks known as
Crib Goch. We chose to continue up the
easier trail that climbed gradually
up the south side of the ridge. Above us we could occasionally catch sight
of more intrepid climbers
negotiating the rocky obstacles on the ridge.
Below, others were hiking up the other trail, the Miner's Track that
starts along the shore of
Llyn Llydaw but then climbs to meet the Pyg
Track that we were following. As we climbed the trail eventually
graduated from the large
glaciated bowl into a much smaller and
steeper amphitheatre containing the circular lake called Glaslyn. A ribbon
waterfall hundreds of
feet high fed the lake. At this point the trail became
considerably steeper and rougher as it climbed the steep scree in one
corner of this
small amphitheater. Gradually we climbed into the cloud cover
and the temperature fell quite dramatically. Then, quite suddenly, we
reached the railway line and turned south to follow the railway for the
last quarter mile to the summit. Here in the clouds, the
temperature was
below freezing and a thick frost covered all the rock surfaces. The frost
had a quite unusual shape. The crystalline ice-
stalagmites seemed formed by
the combined
effects of a temperature wavering below and above freezing, the continuous
supply of
moisture in the air and sculpturing by the wind. The crystals
adorned the rocks and the rails and, with the mist, lent our surroundings
a
slightly surrealistic aura.

We paused briefly
at the large, vertical lith marking the trail junction before walking the
last few hundred yards along the railway to the
summit. There, the station
building was boarded up for the winter, but still served to provide some
shelter from the freezing wind.
About thirty feet above the station a
substantial cairn marks the summit and we imposed on one of the many nearby
hikers to take our
photograph on top of the cairn. People were standing and
waiting in the hope that a break in the clouds would allow a momentary
view
from the summit. One could detect that the top of the clouds were not
far above us for hints of blue sky could be glimpsed. And we
knew that the
bottom was not far below us. But we waited in vain for that break in the
clouds.

It was too cold to lunch at the summit so we soon decided to begin our return
journey. Retracing our steps down along the railway line
we had no difficulty
in locating the monolith marking the trail junction and so began the steep
descent into the amphitheatre of Glaslyn.
Where the two parallel trails meet
we left the Pyg Track and followed the Miner's Track down the scree slope to
the shore of Glaslyn
itself. Here the remains of a miner's barracks provides
an attractive novelty. Perhaps the purist would see these ruins as an
eyesore equal
to the concrete pipeline. But to the average arbiter its age and
the fact that it was constructed of native stone makes it quite
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unobjectionable.
Terry and I ate our lunch seated on the stone steps of this antiquity. But we
did not dally long for the day was ebbing.
From Glaslyn the Miner's Track
follows the shores of that lake and of the lower Llyn Llydaw. A broad track
it passes other ruined
buildings from the mining era including the remains
of the ore-crushing mill of the Britannia Copper Mine. Near the end of
Llyn
Llydaw the trail crosses the lake by way of a causeway that was
originally built so that copper could be more readily transported down
the
mountain. Finally we contoured along the ridge back to the Pen-y-pass car
park.

As the late afternoon gloom settled over the mountains and people and
sheep gathered themselves for the coming cold, we resigned
ourselves for
the long drive back to Oxford. The gloom seemed to summon silence and was bolstered by the thought that that was that.
On Snowdon we had chatted as we almost always do when we are together. Yet I remember little of the subjects we covered. What I
will remember is that sense of easy and enjoyable companionship that characterized all our times together. Mountains help bring those
feelings into sharper focus. They provide perspective not only for the surrounding
landscape but also for the landscape of our emotions,
relationships and
desires. But they do not make it any easier to put those feelings into words.

Third I.Mech.E. Int. Conf. on Cavitation, Cambridge, England, Dec. 1992.

Kuhn de Chizelle, Y., Ceccio, S.L., Brennen, C.E. and Gowing, S. (1992). Scaling experiments on the dynamics and acoustics of
traveling bubble cavitation. Proc. 3rd I.Mech.E. Int. Conf. on Cavitation, Cambridge, England, 165-170.

Thursday, Dec.3, 1992

Fly BA 4592, LHR to BFS

  

Birthday Party, Magherafelt

  

Birthday Party, Magherafelt
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Birthday Party, Magherafelt

Birthday Party, Magherafelt

  

At Mum's house, Magherafelt

Tuesday, Dec.8, 1992

Fly BA 4593, BFS to LHR

Saturday, Dec.12, 1992

Fly United Airlines 935, LHR to LAX
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      36O Olive Tree Lane
      Sierra Madre
      Calif. 91O24
      USA
      Sep.27, 1992

Dear Alfredo,

 When I returned home I could not find the pink slip for the
Chevrolet Citation. Next week I will go to the Department of Motor
Vehicles in order to get one for you. Perhaps the attached document
testifing that the vehicle now belongs to you will be sufficient. If
not then I will send you the pink slip when it arrives though that
can take several weeks. My apologies for that. I also enclose some
other documents relating to the California Smog Test in case they
are of use to you.

 Let me say again how deeply grateful Douglas and I are to you
and all the other marvellous people at the Observatory. We will always
have very fond memories of our days in San Pedro Martir National Park.
I do hope the car has some value to you.

   With very best wishes,

   Christopher Brennen

Alfredo Meling 2,
Calle Fco. Marquez,
# 1640 Col. Ninos,
Heroes Ensenada
Baja California, Mexico
C.P.22840
� I get to Oxford.

 We hope to have a little time to visit N.Ireland though we probably
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      36O Olive Tree Lane
      Sierra Madre
      Calif. 91O24
      USA
      Sep.27, 1992

Dear Edgar,

 Now that I have returned home safely after my adventures in San Pedro
Martir, I recognize that I will have long and very pleasant memories not only
of that beautiful country but also of fantastic hospitality and generosity
we found at the National Observatory.  Both Douglas Hart and I (as well as
our rescuers Ann Hart and Beth McKenney) want to thank you once again for your
part in that experience. We were, in a way, fortunate that our old car had
such difficulties for otherwise we might not have had the good luck to meet
all of you at the Observatory.

 Again many, many thanks,

   With very best wishes,

   Christopher Brennen

Edgar Saenz,
National Oberservatory of Mexico,
P.O.Box 439027,
San Diego, Cal. 92143‐9027
�
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      Jan.1, 1992

Dear Terry,

 If I may I would like to resume a correspondence which I began a
number of years ago concerning the possibility of my visiting Oxford. You
may recall that I had to suspend those previous plans when I was asked to be
Dean of Students here at Caltech. The end of my four year term as Dean is
now approaching and I am making plans for a sabbatical year in which I hope
to finish two books and to reinvigorate my research and teaching plans for
the future. As a part of this process I would very much like to spend a
term in Oxford and I have taken the liberty of writing to Les Woods, Ray
Franklin and others to explore this possibility.

 As you can see from the publications list in the attached curriculum
vitae much of my recent research has been focussed in two areas: (i) unsteady
flows and instabilities in turbomachines and (ii) the dynamics and acoustics
of cavitation. I would, of course, be more than willing to present whatever
seminars or lectures which you might feel would be useful to your students
or staff.

 It transpires that there is a cavitation conference in Cambridge
(I.Mech.E.) on Dec. 9‐11, 1992, to which I have submitted a paper. Consequently
I have tentatively visualized spending a period of about three months in
Oxford beginning about Oct.1, 1992.

 I would very much appreciate any suggestions you might have regarding
my plans.

      With best wishes,

      Yours sincerely,

      Christopher E. Brennen

Dr. Terry Jones,



Dept. of Engineering Science,
University of Oxford,
Parks Road,
Oxford,  England.
�neering Science,
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