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Bouldering in Little Cottonwood Canyon, Photo by Colby Van Sickler. 

Merry Christmas Everybody,  
 
The 2005 Texas Mountaineers 
Christmas Party this year was 
hosted by Diane Wanger and Carl 
Waychoff, and was a great 
success. We had a bunch of 
thirsty and hungry mountaineers 
show up, and indulged 
relentlessly in delicious food and 
quality beverages. 
Once the stomachs ceased 
growling, parting Chairman David 
Pratt gave a memorable speech 
summing up his Presidency… 

   I N   T H I S   I S S U E:  
  TR: Journey to the Top of the World 
   By Jim McCrain                                                           Page  

   Jim McCrain checks out the cold climates for and has one heckuva  
    time doing so… 

  TR:– Waterfall Rappelling in Venezuela 
   By Jonah Epstein,                                                         Page  

   Here is a crazy jungle adventure from one of our newest members ! 

   Head over Heels for …. Mountain Biking 
   By Julie Collins,                                                               Page  

   Julie strays from the straight and narrow and explores other  
    Sports starting with an “M”…. 

  TR: DFW – Climbing Mecca. 
    By Alex Gilson                                                               Page  
     Do you ever feel blessed to have so many local crags? …Continued on Page 13 
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December 2005 

Dear Texas Mountaineers, 

Hope you all had a good fall climbing season. With the 
weather the way it’s been, you certainly should have. (I know 
we need rain but who cares about agriculture or the sprinkler 
system when the sun is out and it’s 85F around 
Thanksgiving!) 

A new year is coming up, and there will be some changes in 
our club in 2006. First of all, we are changing our monthly 
meeting routine. Monthlies seem to have fallen out of favor. 
So, we’re going to try something else. Starting in January, 
there will be two climbing nights at Summit in Grapevine per 
month: the 1st and 3rd Wednesday! Whoever wants to climb 
from 5:00 to 7:00 PM can do there. Those who just want to 
get for dinner, beer, and good conversation, can meet the 
climbers around 7:30 PM or wherever we decide will be the 
best joint for post-climbing nourishment. 

We will continue to have our club climbs and hope to be as 
successful in terms of participation as last year. Club Climbs 
will be announced on the calendar (to the left) and on our 
website (http://www.texasmountaineers.org). Changes to 
posted dates may occur from time to time due to weather and 
participation or coordination. But we will try not to do so more 
often than necessary. 

Thirdly, we will try hard to come up with some really fantastic 
programs and presentations for which dates and subject 
matter will be announced at appropriate times… 

Most of our time though we want to spend on real rock having 
fun as a club in the outdoors. So lets’ climb more and talk 
less. 

Arne Gelfert 

TM Calendar Jan-Feb ‘06 

 
January 4 Gym Night at Summit 
 Climbing 5:00 – 7:30 PM 
 Beer ‘n Dinner from 7:30 PM 
  
January 18 Gym Night at Summit 
 Climbing 5:00 – 7:30 PM 
 Beer ‘n Dinner from 7:30 PM 
 
January 22/23 Club Climb – Hueco Tanks 
 (depending on members’ interest –  

details to be announced) 
 Contact: Arne Gelfert 
 
February 1 Gym Night at Summit 
 Climbing 5:00 – 7:30 PM 
 Beer ‘n Dinner from 7:30 PM 
 
February 11/12 Club Climb Enchanted Rock 
 Contact: Dave Pratt 
 
February 15 Gym Night at Summit 
 Climbing 5:00 – 7:30 PM 
 Beer ‘n Dinner from 7:30 PM 
 

CLIMB MORE – TALK LESS 
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TR: Red Rocks Canyon 
Sept 9-11, 2005 

By Dan Andrijeski and Paul Thibpdeaux 
Paul writes: We flew into Las 
Vegas from Dallas on Thursday, 
Sept 8.   Monica and her friend 
John were driving in from Phoenix.  
We meet at the house we rented – 
sweet deal, it came out to only $80 
per person for the 3 nights and it 
was a really nice place to stay.   
Not too far from the climbing area. 

Day 1 – Crimson Chrysalis 

We got up before dawn in order to 
be first into the park.  Dan and I 
selected Crimson Chrysalis (5.8+, 
9 pitches) on the Cloud Tower wall, 
a very popular route, actually listed 
in the top 25 of the Classic Climbs 
of North America.  We arrived at 
the gate just in time to greet the 
park ranger as he opened the 
gates, and drove on quickly to the 
Pine Creek Canyon parking area, 
We were on the trail by 6:30. 

As is tradition when hiking in the 
Pine Creek / Juniper Creek Canyon 
area, we didn’t take the most direct 
path to the base of the climb.  We 
lost the actual trail for a while and 
ended up doing a bit of 
bushwhacking through a gully, 
costing us an additional 20-30 
minutes or so.  We finally made it 
to the base of the climb by about 
8:15. 

We decided to switch leads the 
whole way up and I greedily 
commandeered the first lead.  The 
first 5 pitches of Crimson head 
almost straight up, just to the right 
of a long wide crack system.  Most 
of the climbing is actually on the 
face to the right of the crack, 
although the crack is sometimes 
used for stemming or protection.  
The first 7 pitches were all over 
100 ft each, providing a mix of 
traditional and bolted climbing.  All 
the belays were well-bolted but 
VERY uncomfortable on the feet 
because they are on very poor 
ledges. 

Though the first 4 pitches were fun 
climbing, they were nothing special 
to write about.  But things got more 

interesting on the upper pitches.  
Pitch 5 was significantly tougher 
than the previous ones and 
completely trad, except for one bolt 
in the middle.  Pitch 6 presented a 
bulge that the guidebook called 
“5.6 or 5.9, reach dependent”.  Dan 
managed the move without even a 
delay, though the anticipation of it 
was worse than the event.  On 
pitch 7, we had to be a little more 
prudent about route finding. The 
pitch veered off to the right and into 
red rock (lower part of the climb 

was white rock). Here, the bolts 
were a little harder to find.   

Pitch 8 and 9 really got interesting.  
These pitches are on the brown 
rock at the top of the climb, which 
appears to be a harder rock that 
has fewer and smaller cracks and 
huecos for holds.  For Pitch 8, the 
route meandered a little, following 
a crack system part of the way.  
Dan was so intent on following the 
diagonal crack that he did not 
notice the bolt off to the left as the 
crack turned to a vertical crack with 
very few holds.  He was a good 10 
ft to the right of the bolt when he 
finally spotted the bolt, so he down 
climbed to get back on track.  Pitch 
9 was even harder, meandering 
back to the right and providing very 
skimpy holds (skimpy for a 5.8).  
The old, rusty bolts were very 
difficult to see on the dark rock. 

By 3:30 PM we had both topped 
out – 6.5 hours after starting.   We 
rested briefly and enjoyed the 
warmth of the sun.  The entire 
climb is on a north-facing wall and 
is completely in the shade.  (editorial 
note: we have a severe alliteration alert for 
the following sentence!) The brisk 
breezes blowing all day made it a 
pretty chilly on some of the belays. 

Dan writes:…Just to add to Paul’s 
bit on Crimson- this was my first 
trip to Red Rocks and I loved it. 
The place offers all types of 
climbing-short sport , 1-3 pitch  and 
longer all day routes. There is also 
a good variety of ratings from easy 
to moderate (stuff I can actually do) 
to only-in-my-dreams stuff. Great 
rock quality and not too bad 
approaches made for a great first 
trip for me. While considering 
Crimson Chrysalis, Paul and I were 
told repeatedly and by various 
sources that 1) you have to do it 
because it’s a great route and 2) 
that the route is very popular and 
can be crowded. Both in print and 
personal accounts, I got stories of 
3-4 parties on the route at one 
time, parties rapping over and past 
each other, and the need for an 
early start just be able to get on the 
route. Paul and I decided to give it 
a try, and we lucked out. Not only 
were we the first on it but the only 
team all day. The weather was 
great. We climbed in the shade all 

Crimson Chrysalis
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day. There was very little wind, and 
nice temps added to the 
experience. Having never before 
climbed 1000+ vertical feet in a 
single climb, I was a little bit 
apprehensive, but having a strong, 
experienced and competent 
partner as Paul helped. In the end I 
had a great day, and the climbing 
was well within my level.  In 
conclusion, Paul and I rolled the 
dice on Crimson and walked away 
with a great day of climbing. 

DAY 2 

Having had a very long day on 
Crimson, we decided to tackle 
something a little easier the next 
day. So the whole group went to 
the Lotta Balls Wall in the First 
Creek Canyon area.  Access to this 
area is actually from outside the 
park at the First Creek pullout of W 
Charleston Road.  The hike in was 
mostly flat until nearing the wall, 
and took about an hour. 

Paul and I decided to do the 
flagship route Lotta Balls - 3 
pitches of 5.8.  I took the first pitch, 
a short face climb leading to a 
huge leaning boulder. Once on top 
of the boulder, you climb into a 
corner and up a flake system - 
somewhat awkward to climb. At the 
fixed anchor on another tiny ledge, 
I met Kevin who had climbed an 

adjacent route.  I belayed Paul up 
to my perch, and we switched 
leads.  It was around this time that I 
realized how sore my feet were 
from all the hanging belays on 
Crimson.   

The next pitch, the namesake, 
presented a lot of balls on an 
otherwise mostly smooth slab.  The 
“balls” are marble-sized protrusions 
providing just enough surface to 
pinch or edge on.  This section 
went for about 25 feet with 2 bolts 
for protection.  The first bolt was 
well up from the belay and the high 
winds made for a rather tense 
series of movements to reach the 
protection.  Scary, yet exhilarating! 

Pitch 2 on Lotta Balls (picture) is a 
heads up (pucker) one that has 
only two bolts and nothing else.  
You pinch and edge on really cool 
ball shaped holds for 25-30 ft. The 
wind had picked up around this 
time and added to the challenge for 

Paul. After some 
focus time, he got his 
lead head on and did 
just fine,  reached the 
belay and quickly 
belayed me up. 

It was my turn again. 
We switched leads, 
and I stared up a long 
pitch that mainly used 
a left sided crack for 
protection. It was 
fairly straight forward 
climbing except for 
finding the last belay. 
The beta we had 
indicated that it 
should be obvious. 
But I found it to be 
otherwise. I ended up 
setting a belay higher 
up than we needed 
but still about 30 ft 
short of the top.  So 
we made it a short 

scramble to the finish. 

Getting down was an even greater 
adventure.  Again, books and beta 
state that there is an “easy descent 
down a gully from the top”.  After 
scrambling to the top, we checked 
out the gully. It looked very steep 
and hazardous (ok, maybe we 
didn’t look hard enough).  Then we 
saw some rappel anchors on a 

ledge that was a 50 ft scramble 
BELOW the top, not too far from 
where Dan had been belaying.  So 
we scrambled down to check it out.   
Starting down was intimidating 
since we could not see beyond the 
edge of the rock.  Paul started 
down, lowering just far enough to 
verify that there was a “next” rappel 
station, which turned out to be a 
small dirty ledge occupied by a 
very large bush / small tree slung 
with a half dozen pieces of 
webbing.  So… we started down…  
It took us 3 raps to get down since 
we only had one rope.  (No 
mention of needing two ropes to 
climb this route!) 

Anyway, Lotta Balls = lotta fun, but 
you may want to bail after the 2nd 
pitch or trail a rope to facilitate the 
raps. 

Day 3 – Y2K 

On the last day of our trip, Kevin, 
Paul and I decided to do Y2K 
(5.10a) on the Mescalito area.  
Kevin took the first pitch (he had 
climbed the route before and had 
the beta on the 10a crux move).  
Pitch 1, (150’) is fun face type 
climbing that is mostly 5.8 with 
several bolts and good gear 
placements.  The crux (5.10a) is an 
over hanging move (well protected) 
that was not too bad with beta from 
Kevin. The remaining portion was a 
combination of crack and face 
climbing that led to a bolted belay.  
Kevin led, I seconded and Paul 
brought up the rear on this pitch. 

Paul took the lead on pitch 2 – 160 
feet of 5 and a very fun face climb 
with interesting gear options. A 
large ledge was the belay point for 
this very fun pitch. We decided only 
to climb the first 2 pitches- so two 
dual rope raps got us back to the 
ground but not without some rope 
snagging issues while pulling ropes 
(not uncommon at Red Rocks). 
The two pitches on Y2K were my 
favorite of the trip and the (10a) 
crux move was not too bad with the 
right beta. All in all, this was a great 
trip. I cannot wait to return to Red 
Rocks. 

Daniel D. Andrijeski & Paul 
Thibodeaux 

Lotta Balls 
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Rappelling Waterfalls in 
Venezuela 

By Judah Epstein 
    

Last December, my friend and I 
ventured to Venezuela for an 
insanely crazy adventure.  We flew 
to the capital and embarked upon 
our journey with two scalped tickets 
for a hidden bus en route to the 
mountain city of Merida.  We made 
contact with a local tour agency to 
arrange a trip to Los Llanos for 4 
extreme days of Anaconda 
catching, Jeep safaris, horseback 
cattle driving, mountain donkey 
riding, whitewater kayaking, and 
snorkeling with and then fishing for 
schools of Piranhas.  Upon 
surviving these activities and an 
encounter with furious 
Venezuelans with a machete and a 
loaded pistol sized 12-gauge 
shotgun, we returned to the 
mountain town for a unique 
rappelling experience! 

My friend, a Welshman, two local 
Venezuelans, and I traveled to the 
tops of the Andes mountains to the 
source of the river and its amazing 
waterfalls.  Suited with ropes, 
harnesses, carabiners, and 
wetsuits, we began to hike down 
the river-flow and down the 
mountain.  Walking through the 
water, we became very chilled from 
the high altitude mountain water 
shaded by thick jungle canopy.  We 
continued hiking, jumping, and 
sliding down the small drop-offs.  

Sliding down these drop-offs is 
somewhat similar to a waterpark, 
except that these are natural and 
the outcome may be unknown.  A 
couple of times, I found some 
robust jungle vines hanging near 
the water to use like Tarzan to 
assist in maneuvering down the 
river. 

When we reached 
drop-offs of longer 
lengths such as 150 
feet, we tied rope to 
the slippery rocks 
and rappelled down 
the waterfall.  The 
first footsteps are 
the toughest as the 
rocks are slippery 
and the water is 
rushing over and 
bouncing off your 
head (fortunately we 
had helmets).  We 
were informed to 
look either down or 
straight.  If we were 
to look up at the 
water, then the 
tremendous force would hold our 
head back, either inducing 
drowning and/or a broken neck.  At 
one cliff with a freefall hang, the 
experienced Venezuelan told us to 
be extra cautious as it is extremely 
slippery and one slip could cause 
serious damage from crashing into 
the rock and losing control from the 
force of the water.  Immediately 
after this verbal lesson, the 
Venezuelan slipped but fortunately 
regained control.  Now it was our 
turn to begin the rappel without 
slipping and losing control at the 

freefall hang with 
the waterfall 
rushing over our 
head. 

Fortunately, 
everyone survived 
utilizing their 
monkey-like skills.  
Upon completing 
the initial descent, 
we rappelled down 
the Andes 
mountain either 
through and 
underneath or 
beside the 
waterfall, ending 

into a nearly freezing pool of water.  
These rappels were repeated at 
various instances while traversing 
down the mountain and stumbling 
upon breathtaking jungle waterfalls. 

At times the waterfall drop-off was 
not as steep and therefore we slid 
or jumped down the rocks.  At one 
point, we ended up at the top of a 

rock with a 15 foot mandatory jump 
into a square pool of water about 4 
feet by 4 feet square.  On all sides 
was a rock wall or one foot shallow 
water.  Additionally, I did not know 
the depth of the square pool of 
water to jump into.  I simply knew 
that the Venezuelan jumped and 
survived.   

The only path was this jump as 
there was no other way down and it 
would be impossible to go back up.  
After jumping and successfully 
landing into the square area, I 
became fully submerged and was 
happily surprised that the area was 
deep enough to not hit the bottom 
with the force of the 15 foot jump. 

This insane and insanely fun 
activity, known as canyoning or 
canyoneering is one of the most 
amazing experiences in which I 
have participated. 

JE 

Waterfall Rappelling 

Snake Handling ? 
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Head Over Heels 
for…Mountain Biking?  

By Julie Collins 
Okay, so this isn’t about climbing, 
but “Texas Mountaineers” and 
“mountain biking” do contain the 
word “mountain” … so close 
enough. 

As many of you know, I had hip 
replacement surgery 3 years ago.  
You would think that would be the 
reason to stop climbing and take 
up biking.  But, no.  The shoulder 
has been the most belligerent joint 
of all, inhibiting my climbing, tennis, 
softball, volleyball, even just 
throwing in general.  So, biking it is 
and it’s most fun when it’s off road 
(or trail riding).  Before you think 
that mountain biking is a piece of 
cake, let me tell you a few tales. 

A little history - John and I first rode 
mountain bikes on the streets 
many years ago.  My first up-close 
and personal experience with 
cement was also my first endo (an 
endo is when the body flies up and 
over the handle bars, leaving the 
bike behind).  Now I know many of 
you have had your share of REAL 
road rashes, complete disasters 
with vehicles, etc. So these stories 
may bore you, but they were quite 
the adrenaline boost for me.  
Anyhow, tooling around on the 
school grounds, John went over a 
curb.  He made it look easy and so, 
even though I had NEVER popped 
over a curb before, I thought “piece 
of cake”.  Obviously not.  The front 
tire hit the curb and stopped very 
appropriately while my body 
continued it’s momentum over the 
bike and onto the sidewalk.  I came 
away unscathed. 

Okay, back to the present.  Since 
I’m not climbing and we’re doing a 
lot of biking we finally bought some 
REAL mountain bikes this year and 
have been having a blast on them.  
While we have had our share of 
mishaps of falling over while 
getting used to clipless pedals or 
turning too sharply only to have the 
bike slide out from under us not to 
mention the numerous tree burns 
(better to hug a tree than to tumble 

head over heels, I always say) we 
have been lucky to have escaped 
major injuries.  

My first endo on trail was not a true 
endo, but nevertheless got the 
blood pumping.  While trying to 
make a quick turn around a curve 
all I could see was the tree off to 
the side.  I froze, but not enough to 
try to avoid hitting the tree. I 
slammed on both brakes which 
sent the rear wheel upward.  I hung 
onto the tree in front of me while 
the bike merely stopped beneath 
me.  No harm done. 

Next adventure was in Palo Duro 
Canyon where John demonstrated 
the Slo-Mo endo somehow going 
up over a hill.  Don’t ask me how it 
happened, I wasn’t there, but he 
was laughing when we came upon 
him, and he did not get hurt.   

Next, at Tyler State Park, came the 
leap-frog endo.   Going down a 
gentle incline my front tire 
managed to get sandwiched 
between 2 tree roots, twisting the 
front wheel sideways which 
promptly stopped the bike.  I flew 
over just like in leap frog, landing 
on all fours.  It happened so quick I 
don’t think I  had time to yell 
anything, but I do remember 
standing up after and thinking 
“Whew! That wasn’t so bad”. 

Rowlett Creek Preserve is probably 
the closest place for folks in the 
DFW area to go off road so we 
frequently ride there.  one day, we 
decided to try a loop we had not 
done yet.  As I was getting ready to 
cross a bridge (no railings) over a 
ravine, I noted the exit side.  The 
left side had a tangle of roots and 
the right side was smooth dirt.  I 
kept telling myself “go to the right, 
go to the RIGHT!”  However, in 
biking, when you keep looking at 
something you tend to run right into 
it.  So, I really wanted to go right, 
but I kept looking at the roots on 
the left.  As expected, the front tire 
did not deal well with the roots.  
The biked bounced a couple of 
times and off I went, tumbling into 
the ravine and sliding down 
towards the manky black water.  I 
had a death grip on the handlebar 
as if the bike was actually going to 
keep me from going any further 

when, in reality, I was only 
dragging it with me.  I managed to 
grab a big knobby root (roots - you 
love ‘em, you hate ‘em, usually I 
hate them) which stopped me from 
going into the watery stink hole.  I 
managed to rip off one of my brake 
levers and ended up with a salad 
plate sized bruise on my leg as 
black as black paint.  It looked 
scary.  Geez-Louise, maybe I 
should quit while I still have a head. 

John decided he needed to get in 
on this endo thing.  His first one, at 
Erwin Park, was so much his fault 
that it’s sort of funny.  He read my 
book on mountain biking, which 
includes a description of how to do 
a rear wheelie.  Yes, you actually 
try to pop up your rear wheel on 
purpose.  Well, to do this you have 
to come to a near stop.  As we are 
riding on the trail, I see John 
slowing down, looking like he is 
messing around with his brakes.  I 
think something is wrong when 
suddenly the rear wheel flips up 
and John is slammed to the 
ground.  He is in so much pain he 
cannot talk.  I pull the bike off him 
and he just gets up and walks 
away.  I’m left standing in the trail 
with 2 bikes.  As I drag them off the 
trail I’m trying to find out what 
happened.  John mutters he was 
trying to do something, and it 
dawns on me what it is he was 
attempting. Not the best time to be 
trying out that little trick.  But I know 
he is in pain. So I keep the 
laughing down to a quiet snicker.  

A month or so later, we find 
ourselves in Waco at Cameron 
Park on our way back from various 
trails we tested over Labor Day 
weekend.  We are having a blast 
back on hard pack dirt trails instead 
of slip-sliding away on the loose 
rocky stuff we encountered at Hill 
Country State Natural Area and 
some at Dinosaur Valley State 
Park.  John always leads and for 
good reason.  As we are heading 
down a hill there is really rough 
terrain ahead, and John just plops 
over the seemingly harmless 18 
inch ledge only to find a large hole 
on the other side that grabs a hold 
of his front wheel.  I was not far 
behind and came to a quick stop as 
I watched his rear wheel go straight 
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up.   It’s almost like watching 
someone get bucked off a horse, 
except it usually takes just one 
“buck” on a bike.  Once again, I go 
over to pull the bike off and find he 
has only twisted his arm. 

The most recent adventure was 
back in McKinney at Erwin Park 
about 2 months ago.  There are a 
few really fun whoop-de-doos there 
(imagine 2 short, steep hills, about 
2 bike lengths in height, very close 
together where you go down very 
steeply and fast only to go right 
back up on the other side, feels 
sort of like a roller-coaster).  I love 
these things, but only when they 
are straight forward.  For instance, 
one of the whoop-de-doos here 
actually has quite a bit of space at 
the bottom between the down and 
the up.  In fact, at the bottom 
there’s flat, a hump, then flat again 
before turning sharply to the left on 
the up side. We did this one once 
before, no sweat.  This time, John 
goes down, flies over the hump 

and yells back up on the other side 
to be careful, it’s dangerous, and 
maybe I really shouldn’t do it.  I 
thought, yeah, yeah, I did it before.  
Piece of cake.  I fly down, hit the 
hump and have no idea what 
happended except that I was 
suddenly off the bike, flying like a 
torpedo, head first, straight into the 
ground.  It happened so fast I didn’t 
have time to get my hands in front 
of me to catch the fall.  My arms 
were down by my side, my face 
hurt, my mouth was full of dirt and 
leaves and it was very dark.  
Hmmm…..yes, my face IS buried in 
the ground.  I do remember 
screaming.  John ran down to me, 
yelling all sorts of questions.  I told 
him to just stop and please let me 
get my bearings.  I seemed 
unharmed and finished the rest of 
the trail, thinking most of the way 
“What the HELL happened?”  The 
next day my entire upper body was 
sore. It hurt to hold my head up.  In 
the car, everytime John would 
make a turn I would moan.  I also 

discovered, wouldn’t you know it, 
that I slammed my already bad 
shoulder into the ground as well.  
My neck ligaments are still sore, 
but I’ll tell ya, I feel DAMN LUCKY 
it didn’t turn out any worse. 

Hopefully, we are learning lessons 
from each fall as each cause of the 
fall is different every time.  Well, 
except for those damn roots.  I just 
can’t seem to get away from them.  
I think we have used half of our 
lives up by now and I hope to have 
this bike thing figured out before I 
get to “9”.  In the meantime, 
despite the risks, I still love getting 
out there and pushing myself just a 
little bit more.  I just hope I can 
climb again before I’m too far gone 
into mountain biking. 

(editorial note: Now, Julie, did you 
really think that mountain biking 
was going to be “better” for your 
shoulder than rock climbing ??? 
We want you back !!!) 

 

Psy-whatica ?  
By Heather Horn 

 

I sat waiting for what seemed like 
hours before Dr. Heather opened the 
exam door (yes, my doctor and I 
have the same name, and because 
of this I know we must have some 
deep connection—yeah, right!) 

“It hurts kinda down the side of my 
hip, down my thigh and to the top of 
my knee.” 

“Stand up.”  So I did as the doctor 
ordered.  “Does it hurt… here?” 

“Ow ow OW!” 

“Okay, and what about… HERE?” 

“Yup! Still hurts!” 

“You have sciatica.”  

“I have a whatica?” 

“Sciatica.  It’s the inflammation of 
your sciatic nerve.” 

So, of course, I ask the obvious 
question, “What is the sciatic nerve?” 

That’s where it all began.  For those 
who don’t know what your sciatic 
nerve is, it’s the largest nerve in your 
entire body.  It starts from your spinal 
cord in your lower back and runs 
down your butt, across your hip and 
down your legs.  So, what is 
Sciatica?  It’s the inflammation of 
your sciatic nerve.  Okay, great, 
someone or something really got on 
my nerves!  But now where did this 
Sciatica thing come from exactly? 

Usually, if you’re a normal person, 
sciatica is caused by “a bulging or 
ruptured disc in the spine pressing 
against the sciatic nerve. However, 
sciatica also can be a symptom of 
other conditions that affect the spine, 
such as narrowing of the spinal 
canal, bone spurs caused by arthritis, 
or nerve root compression (pinched 
nerve) caused by injury. In rare 
cases, sciatica can also be caused 
by conditions that do not involve the 
spine, such as tumors or pregnancy.”  
(All of that is thanks to WebMD). 

Well, as most of you know, I’m not a 
“normal” person.  So now the 
pressing question (haha no pun 
intended), how did I get this sciatica 
thing?  Apparently, it just kinda 
showed up.  Like, “Hey there, how’s it 

going?  So I am Left Sciatic Nerve 
and you are…?”  

“Heather.” 

“Oh, yeah, Heather.  Nice to 
meetcha.  So, in my planner here I 
have October 24, 2005 marked down 
as my first Inflammation Day!” 

“Wait, you have a planner?  I don’t 
even have a planner, and you do?” 

“Yup, it’s all the rage now.” 

“Um… okay.  And you did what 
exactly?” 

“Oh, I inflamed on Monday.  Well, I 
actually started inflaming on Sunday, 
but you didn’t notice it until the latter 
stages of my inflammation on 
Monday which is why you opted to 
stay at home, sit on that heating pad 
in your La-Z Boy and watch Batman 
Begins with your boyfriend.  Little did 
you realize the heating pad was of no 
use because I was fully inflamed by 
that point.” 

“So why this week?  Why now?  
What did I ever do to you to deserve 
this?!” 

“Oh, dear dear dear.  Relax.  No no, 
really, relax or I’ll never uninflame.  
Yes, uninflame is a word now.  Didn’t 
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know that?  Now you do.  It’s funny 
what your nerves do to you 
sometimes, huh?” 

I stare blankly - what the --- ?! 

“What did you do to me?  What did 
you do to me?!  Oh, I’ll tell you 
alright!  You work me like a DOG!  
You work me to the bone!  You go 
rock climbing and motorcycling and, 
not to mention, you rattle your nerves 
when you procrastinate on your 
studies, then try to cram every 
last sentence of all six 
chapters of Modern Biology 
into your small, pathetic brain 
in only a few hours!” 

“HEY!” 

“Okay, okay, sorry.  That was 
uncalled for.  Your brain is not 
pathetic, I take that back.” 

“Alright, fine!  So I do treat you 
rough sometimes, but who 
doesn’t?” 

“A dead guy.” 

“OKAY!  FINE!  I’m not 
dropping dead just for you!” 

“Shucks” 

“You know what Left Sciatic 
Nerve… I know exactly how 
you’re going to go away.” 

“Oh? Really?  Do tell, do tell.” 

“Yeah, Dr. Heather gave me 
some good drugs.” 

“Didn’t your parents ever tell 
you to say no to drugs?” 

“Actually, mine said: ‘Say yes!’ 
because my dad sells drugs, 
but that’s beside the point.  Dr. 
Heather gave me 
Methylprednisolone tablets!  Ha!  
You’ll go away in NO time and you 
know it!  So THERE!” 

There was a momentary silence 
between the two of us.  I was feeling 
very confident that I was winning the 
battle and that poor Left Sciatic 
Nerve was shriveling under the 
pressure.  I felt great until he burst 
out laughing!  Laughing sinisterly, 
nonetheless. 

“Ha ha ha!  You really think that 
stuff’s going to work?  Honey, that’s 
old school.  We nerves have heard of 

this so called “steroid” and have 
evolved to shun the effects of that 
drug.  Didn’t think it was possible?  
Sad for you.  How many days have 
you been on this drug?” 

“Two days.” 

“Yup, and so you feeling any better?” 

I paused.  I didn’t want to answer.  
Oh must I answer?  The truth was 
no, I didn’t.  He knows well that the 

drugs haven’t helped at all.  He 
knows because he’s still inflamed big 
time.  Because he hasn’t “un-
inflamed” one bit.  In fact, I think he’s 
gotten more inflamed because he’s 
taking away the feeling in my calf.  
Jerk! 

“It’s okay honey.  One day you’ll 
learn not to treat me so bad.  But, a 
punishment’s a punishment, and I 
can’t lessen it.  No, no.  You’ve 
avoided me for a very long time now.  
You’ve beaten me up, and I just took 
it.  I silently allowed you to beat on 
me over and over.  But this is the last 
straw.  YOU’VE gotten on MY 

nerves!  So now you must pay!  And 
pay you shall!  Pain you shall feel!  
And you’ll learn to love my pain.  No 
pain, no gain!  When you love my 
pain, and I mean really love my pain, 
not that fake middle school puppy 
love ‘I love you’ crap, but deeply truly 
love my pain, then I will uninflame.”   

Crap.  He’s serious.   

Maybe today’s just a bad day.  That’s 
what I told myself anyway.  

Sometimes you’ve just gotta 
tell yourself that.  That 
tomorrow’s another day in the 
war against the evil Left Sciatic 
Nerve.  Dr. Heather said to 
finish the drugs and then see 
how I felt.  Four more days of 
drugs to go, and then hopefully 
I can say “Bye Bye Sucka!” to 
that sciatica. 

It’s been over a week since I 
last saw Dr. Heather and two 
days since the last 
methylprednisolone pill.  I was 
feeling a little better while 
actually on the drugs, but I 
think the pain’s gotten worse 
now that I’m off the drugs.  It 
has spread to both legs now 
and is taking over my lower 
back. 

Evil, evil sciatica or whatever is 
causing this.  Whatever it is, it 
SUCKS! 

Tomorrow I go back to Dr. 
Heather to see what the 
problem is.  I hope she can 
figure it out.  Maybe I could get 
some cool x-rays or an MRI.  
That would be pretty sweet.  I 
love looking at x-rays and the 
insides of people.  It’s even 
cooler to see messed up things 

like broken bones or the stomach of 
a dog that’s eaten rocks.   

So today I gimped around all day like 
a pirate who lost his peg leg.  I had 
crutches that I borrowed from my 
parents but since my lower back has 
been taken hostage by “the thing” I 
figured they wouldn’t do me any good 
because even if it took the stress off 
my legs, it would put stress on my 
back.  What kind of a freakin’ ailment 
is this?!  I guess one that only comes 
to freaks.  So sad.  So sad.  Not that I 
would ever wish this “thing” onto 
anyone else, other than someone 
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weird and quirky like me.  I wonder 
what this will do for my love life?  Ya 
know, like, “Hi, my name is Heather, 
but you can call me gimpy.  And you 
are..?” 

“…Leaving” 

“No NO!  Wait!  I can explain!  SHUT 
UP SCIATIC NERVE!  No, please…. 
Please… I’m desperate for a date!  
Just come baaaaaaaaack!…” 

Okay, so dating would be out of the 
question.  What would this do to my 
social life?  I’d be Dallas’ own Quasi 
Moto… Igor… Tweedle Dum!  And 
the sad thing is that I don’t even 
know which leg to limp on now.  
Both legs hurt, at different 
times, sometimes at the same 
time.  I look like Jell-O lady 
when they both go out at once.  
All my peers would make fun of 
me, not only for being a gimp, 
but for being a schizophrenic 
gimp!  Right, no left, no wait, 
what!? 

Pretty soon I’ll be kicked to the 
outskirts of towns and will 
forever live the rest of my life as 
Heather the Hermit.  Not just 
that, but Heather the Quasi 
Moto Igor Tweedle Dum 
Schizophrenic Gimp Freak 
Hermit.  And then there’d be 
absolutely no chance of me 
ever making it on The Price Is 
Right!  All I ever wanted to do 
was meet Bob Barker and tell 
everyone to spay and neuter 
their pets. 

All my dreams gone down the 
drains.   

Wait.  I got it.  Maybe I’m being 
possessed by something.  
Yeah.  And it’s taking over my 
body inch by inch, starting at the root 
of the problem.  So I don’t need Dr. 
Heather.  I need an exorcist!  Like 
that Father somebody or that Priest 
so-an-so.  Hey, if it worked for Linda 
Blair it can work for me!  Then 
afterwards I could join the circus with 
my newly acquired spinning head 
vomiting trick.  

But wait, nobody wants to date a 
spinning head vomiting girl.   

Now I’m really lost.  I feel like Alice in 
the rabbit hole.  How far exactly does 

this rabbit hole go?  Aw man, now 
not only am I making terrible 
children’s stories allusions but also 
Matrix allusions.  What’s the world 
coming to these days?  Just remind 
yourself, Heather, there is no 
spoon… there is no spoon… there is 
no spoon. 

“Heather, wake up.” 

I hear the snap of finger tips and I 
blink my eyes open while slowly 
letting them come back into focus.   

“So, did it work?”  I anxiously ask. 

“Well, I don’t know Heather, you tell 
me.” 

Wait a second.  I recognize that 
voice.  But, where…  where have I 
heard this voice before?  It sounds 
too familiar, like my conscience or 
something, but, no, it’s not my 
conscience.  I haven’t heard from it in 
nearly 10 years.  I think it died along 
with my spinal alignment. 

Then it hits me like a slap in the 
face… 

“SCIATIC NERVE!  
NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO
OO.” 

“YES!  You thought a little hypnosis 
would rid you of me?  Well, you were 
wrong again, baby.  I’m large, in 
charge, soon you’ll call me Sarge!” 

I stare at him blankly.  The light was 
not on. 

“As in SERGEANT!  I knew your 
brain was small and pathetic!”    

I started to cry.  Is this what my life is 
coming to?  Am I to forever be ruled 

by this thing that’s 
demanding that I call him 
Sergeant?  Tears puddle 
in my eyes but no matter 
how sad-puppy-dog-faced 
I looked, it was of no use.  
I am going to have to 
succumb to the Sarge.  
Soon I’ll be marching 
around saying “SIR, YES, 
SIR!”  As long as I don’t 
have to wear a swastika or 
anything.  I’d rather be in 
jail punching out license 
plates than march around 
calling my nerve 
‘sergeant’.  MY OWN 
NERVES!  Man, I never 
knew what could happen 
when you got on your own 
nerves’ nerves.  Wait, is 
that right?  Yeah, your 
nerves’ nerves.  How is 
that even possible?  I 
mean, that’s like spraining 
your ankle’s ankle.  Or 
your uncle’s uncle.  Heh, 
those words are funny 
when you repeat them: 
ankle ankle uncle uncle.  
(editorial note: this sounds like a severe 
side effect this author was on while 

undergoing treatment…) 

AAAAAHHHHH!! Now I’m sounding 
like a crazy.  Put me in the looney bin 
quick!  Those waskaly wabbits 
haven’t seen nothing yet.   

Wait!  Snap out of it Heather!  Listen 
to yourself!  LISTEN!  You’re not 
crazy.  You’re normal.  Well, okay, 
not necessarily normal, but you’re far 
from crazy.  Just go to bed.  Relax.  
Sleep it off and go see Dr. Heather 
tomorrow. 
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You’re right.  And as my parents 
always said, Shadrack, Meshack and 
to bed we go.   

- - - 

“Ok Heather, tell me where it hurts 
again.” 

“Well, now it hurts mostly in my back.  
When I walk it moves to my hips, 
thighs and knees.” 

“Okay, bend over.” 

Do what the doctor says… 

“Where is it hurting you now?” 

“Still in my back…” 

“Hmmm…”  She does some 
more poking, prodding, lifting, 
bending.  “Well, I don’t know 
what’s wrong with you so we’re 
sending you to get an MRI…” 

“All we’re going to do is take a 
few pictures of you.  That’s all.  
It’s not going to hurt, just taking 
pictures,” the nurse explained as 
she escorted me back to the 
machine. 

I walked into the room with the 
machine and tears welled up in 
my eyes.  It looked like it was 
going to eat me!   

“Okay, just hop up and lay 
down.” 

Yeah, right!  Just hop up and lay 
down… uh huh, sure.  And 
you’re gonna put me in that 
thing?...  I don’t think so.  But, 
sadly, I had no choice.  Before I 
knew it I had headphones over 
my ears and a big blanket on me 
and zweeeeeeeeeeeeeeee, in I went. 

“Okay sweetie, we’re going to take a 
test scan to make sure you’re in the 
right position,” the nurse explains via 
the headphones.  I brought along a 
CD which was playing through the 
headphones.  I thought maybe that 
would help calm me down.  Nothing 
like Maroon 5’s love songs to calm 
down this chica. 

Tick.  Tick.  Tick.  Errrrr.  EEEEEE. 
Onnngggggggggggggggg. 

My heart races.  Tears flood my 
cheeks.  I didn’t know how to 
breathe.  Too fast, too slow, don’t 
want to mess up the scanning…. Oh, 

God.  Why is it vibrating?  Is it 
supposed to vibrate?  Are my arms 
okay? Why is it so loud? Just be 
calm, just close your eyes, it’s okay. 

“Okay, sweetie, everything is in the 
right place, we’re going to start the 
first test now.  You’re doing just fine.” 

Tick. Tick. Tick. Tick. Tick. Errrr. 
EEEEEE.  Onnnnnnggggggggg. 

“…this love has taken its toll on me, 
she said Goodbye too many times 
before…” 

EHHHH EHHHHH EHHHH EHHHH 

EHHHH 

I open my eyes, but that didn’t help 
anything.  I felt like I was in a coffin.  
Just close your eyes and it’ll all go 
away… 

ERRR ERRR ERRR - EEEE EEEE 
EEEE 

“Okay sweetie, we’re all done with 
the first test.  You’re doing great.  I’m 
going to start the second test now.” 

Thirty minutes later the machine spit 
me out.  The nurse escorted me back 
to the dressing room to change from 
the scrubs back into my clothes. 

“Can I see the pictures?” 

“Sorry. I already have the next 
patient cued up.  Plus they have to 
get processed.” 

“Oh…” 

“I’m sorry sweetie.  We’ll send the 
results back to Dr. Seidmeyer’s office 
as soon as possible.” 

As my mom and I walk out to the 
parking lot, mental breakdown in 5, 4, 
3, 2, … tears race down my face. 

“Oh my gosh sweetie, does it really 
hurt that bad??” 

I couldn’t stop crying.  I felt as though 
I had just experienced one of the 
most traumatic moments ever.  I 
just couldn’t think.  My brain was 
mush.  I don’t know what that 
machine did to me, but whatever 
it was, I don’t want it to happen 
again. 

This whole waiting-until-Monday-
to-get-the-results-from-my-MRI 

thing just straight up sucks.  Part 
of me just wants to check myself 
into a hospital right now to get 
something to stop the pain.  
Another part of me wants to call 
the doctor’s office and leave a 
voicemail to please call me back 
as soon as they can with the 
results because I can’t stand to 
wait much longer before treating 
whatever this is.  And the rest of 
me is just scared.  I’m afraid of 
what the results may or may not 
be.  If they don’t find anything 
from the MRI, then I have to go 
see an orthopedic doctor, Dr. 
Douthit, and hope to get in to 
seeing him that day or the next 

day, and who knows how many tests 
he’s going to run on me.  I guess 
more than anything else I wish I had 
just checked myself into a hospital 
last Thursday night when I could 
barely walk.  I would probably have 
some results by now.  But I’m a 
stubborn German.  I can tough it out, 
right?  That’s what I keep telling 
myself anyway.  It’s just one more 
day, Heather.  You can make it 
through one more day.  No need to 
go to the hospital… Just one more 
day… 
 

(editorial note: the author has by now recovered from 
her condition and is enjoying life again, and hopefully 
soon a prolific writing career.) 
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DFW - Training Mecca ? 
By Alx Gilson 

Climbers are well aware that the only 
way to truly train for outdoor climbing 
is to climb. However, let me state the 
obvious- the D/FW area is flat.  D/FW 
climbers don't loose hope in honing 
those climbing skills! We have some 
of the best climbing around. No other 
area can boast having 5 major indoor 
climbing gyms, not to exclude the 
numerous recreation centers and 
college campuses offering climbing 
walls as well. As the first General 
Manager of Canyons of Frisco Indoor 
Climbing Gym in Frisco and 
Operations Manager of Exposure 
Indoor Rock Climbing Gym in 
Carrollton and a climber, I have 
extensively researched not only the 
various gyms in the area but across 
the country as well.  Therefore, I 
thought I would share some of the 
pros and cons of each of the gyms in 
our area for those starting out in their 
training or wanting to work on 
outdoor skills during the winter 
months.  

When I started climbing, there was 
DynoRock in Arlington, Exposure in 
Carrollton, and Stoneworks in 
Carrollton (editorial note: back when Carrollton 

was the Yosemite of North Texas gym climbing). I 
made it a point to climb at each of the 
various gyms in a rotation. I felt that 
each gym had something different to 
offer. I still feel that is the case, even 
more so with the addition of Summit 
(Grapevine) and Canyons of Frisco 
(Frisco) 

In an attempt to write this with as little 
bias as possible the gyms are listed 
in alphabetical order. 

Canyons of Frisco is located at the 
far northern reaches of Dallas 
County, but is well worth the drive. 
Canyons walls were built by El 
Dorado wall Company and offer 
numerous dihedrals, arêtes, slab, 
overhangs and an arch. But that's not 
all Canyons offers, it has the only 
"real rock" boulder in the area. 
Standing approximately 10' at the 
nose, the boulder gives climbers a 
real feel for climbing outdoors.  For 
those wanting to practice multi-pitch 
climbing techniques, there is a "multi-
pitch" tower that can be used as a 

training tool.  The pitches are short 
but one leader can lead up to the 
ledge, set up a top belay, bring up 
the second, then the second can 
continue to the belay bar to set up a 
hanging belay to bring up the 
second. After tying in, the rope can 
then be reconfigured for a rappel, 
either double rope single or a "simul-
rappel". There are 3 cracks: on the 
outside of the main fin there is a 
crack similar to Crazy Alice at the 
Wichitas to practice on before you try 
to lead her at WMWR; on the 
multipitch tower there is a dihedral 
crack (similar to Amazon Boulder on 
Freshman Mountain at Erock) to 
practice lie backs or jamming in an 
awkward position; in the back is a 
straight "Indian Creek" style hand 
jamming, foot 
jamming 5.8 crack 
of fun. Canyons 
also has a large 
separate lead 
area.  Although 
the real rock 
boulder is the only 
area designated 
as a boulder area, 
there is plenty of 
bouldering to be 
had.  If you don't 
have a partner, 
you can jump on 1 
of the 4 auto-
elays that are 
available.  

When I asked 
Shannon Smith, 
the General Manager, what he felt 
were the best features of Canyons 
his immediate response was "Safety. 
There have been no serious 
accidents since the gym opened in 
Aug of 2003." Then Shannon went 
on to say that the route setting was 
another strong point. They have 
Lance Hadfield, Nationally ranked 
route setter that also sets for major 
indoor climbing competitions, coming 
in 4 times a year to oversee easier 
routes and put up some extremely 
challenging 5.12s-5.13s. Along with 
Lance, there are 6 other route setters 
that keep a constant flow of new 
routes up. Canyons is just starting up 
a proshop and currently carry Singing 
Rock Zenith harnesses and Montrail 
climbing shoes. However, they can 
order just about anything you may 
need.  

www.canyonsclimbing.com or 214-
387-0906 

 

DynoRock is located in the central 
Arlington area close to N. Collins and 
Division not far from U.T. Arlington. 
And according to General Manager 
Mark Busby "there is not another 
gym in Texas that can match their 
size." But, we all know size doesn't 
really matter right.  What about the 
training, the routes, the bouldering.  I 
feel that DynoRock has some of the 
best routes around.  They don't have 
the tallest walls around but they are 
technically challenging, not really 
sandbagged, and just a lot of fun. 
They have reconfigured the gym a bit 
in that they now have a sustained 45-

degree wall that will put you to the 
test. They have a very challenging 
separate bouldering area upstairs 
and a new training area. 

DynoRock was designed and built in 
the "old school" way. The walls are 
plywood, covered with texture. But, 
that doesn't stop Josh and the gang 
from putting up some creative routes. 
Josh is nationally certified to set up to 
5.12. They also keep 3-4 autobelays 
up and going all the time so you can 
train on your own. DynoRock has a 
fairly extensive pro-shop that they 
are in the process of redoing as well. 
So right now you can pick up some 
Boreal or 5-10's on clearance (but, 
big feet may be out of luck on the 
sizes). They also carry Prana 
clothes, Cams, BRD's various 
training stuff (boards, rings, etc.), 
Cinches and yoga stuff. For 

DynoRock Bouldering Cave
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harnesses they are carrying Petzl 
and Trango. (Be sure and give them 
a call on their clearance stuff). 

www.dynorock.com or 817-461-3966 

Exposure is one of two gyms located 
in Carrollton, although some think it's 
in Addison since it's right across from 
the Addison Airport. When I was 
training heavily indoors, Exposure is 
the gym I always went to for the most 
technically challenging routes. Kyle 
Clinkscales is not only their head 
route-setter (has been for years and 
years) he is certified to set up to 
5.13B and is nationally certified to 
certify other setters. I asked Kyle 
what he thought the benefits of 
Exposure are and he said "the routes 
and training are the best around for 
outdoor climbers. The feel of the gym 
is old school but, with the overhangs 
and the route consistency you can't 
beat it for training." Kyle should know 
his Team Texas has placed 1st as 
the National Team 3 years in a row 
and he has an adult training class 
that can't be beat (incidentally he's 
starting a new one in January). 
Exposure was one of the first gyms 
to offer a sustained 45-degree wall. 
They call it The Prow and the way a 
lot of routes running The Prow are 
configured you have a sit start then 
go up onto the 45 for a bit then heal 
hook over the edge onto the pseudo 
vertical/overhanging section. They 
opened up "The Slabs" a couple of 
years ago and if you’re looking to do 
some delicate footwork there are 
some way awesome routes. The 
newest area they opened two years 
ago is a huge bouldering area that is 
separate from the vertical stuff. If 
you're in to bouldering, Exposure has 
a great bouldering scene. They have 
a really good proshop that has 
something for TR, the boulderer, the 
tradey, and the sportey or if you want 
some training stuff they have that 
too. Their prices are pretty decent. 

www.exposurerockclimbing.com or 
972-732-0307 

Stoneworks is the other Carrollton 
gym (located at 35 and Belt Line) and 
perhaps the most unique of all the 
gyms in the metroplex. Some might 
refer to Stoneworks as "The Silos". I 
really enjoy Stoneworks for a couple 
of reasons. The most obvious is the 
lengths of the routes. They have 

routes from 18 feet to 121 feet. You 
can climb indoors or enjoy the deck 
in the back. And when I say you can 
climb indoors, well you'll have to ask 
the staff how to get to some of the 
"caves". A couple of years ago they 
had a fire in one of the upper 
climbing areas but everything is 
reopened now. I'm not sure how 
many routes they have but I do know 

you won't be bored. Some of the 
routes have been up a long time but 
that's cool too because when I'm 
really wanting to do some endurance 
training say for a trip to the Sandias, 
I'll put on a 40 pound pack and do 
laps to increase the stamina and 
remember what it is like to climb 5-6 
hours with a pack on. 

The other 
thing I really 
enjoy about 
Stoneworks is 

the 
atmosphere. 

It's more like 
being at the 
crag then 
being at a 
gym. The 
routes at 

Stoneworks 
are rated more 
like a ski slope 
with black 
being the 
hardest, blue 

moderates, 
and green the 

easiest. But don't let the greens fool 
you, they're challenging in their own 
right. They don't have "certified" route 
setters, their setters are climbers that 
get creative so some may be reachy 
or if you can't figure out the 
"sequence" of the route you may 
come off.  You do have to take a lead 
class in order to lead there even if 
you lead outdoors (it's that whole 
insurance liability thing). And you 
may feel that you know more about 
leading than whoever is "teaching" 
the class but hang in there. Also, this 
gym is the only one that you're using 
your own belay device. You will have 
to go through a safety check, just like 
the other gyms, and it's an additional 
$5 the first time. Stoneworks is not 
climate controlled, so when it's hot 
outside it's humid, muggy hot inside 
the gym. On the other hand when it's 
freezing outside, it's really freezing 
inside (but that wears off as you 
climb).  Stoneworks is a must climb it 
to appreciate it place. 

www.stoneworkssilos.com or 972-
323-1047 

 

Summit is in northwestern Tarrant 
County in Grapevine off 360 and 
Mustang near Grapevine Mills Mall. 
Their walls were built by Eldorado 
Wall Company very geometric and 
heavily textured. They have a great 
arch that you can tr (be ready for a 
pendulum if you come off) and 
bouldering area. I asked Zach Allen, 
Summit's climbing team coach, what 
he felt Summit's best feature is and 

Exposure Climbing Wall

Climbing the Silos
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he responded the "awesome climbing 
and it's a family oriented 
environment". Their routes range 
from 5.5 - 5.13 and are traditional 
(easy to read) to dynamic (creative). 
You can actually go to their website 
and see the variety of ratings they 
offer on their routes. They offer a 
couple of auto-belays for solo 
training. Summit has a couple of 
really heinous cracks that I've only 
seen a couple of people send and 
they have a nice 5.9 vertical 
"hand/foot jamming" crack. There is a 
really funky chimney on the front 
wall. Summit has a separate 
bouldering area that offers some 
spiderman/ spiderwoman techniques 
that are great if you’re climbing a lot 
of overhangs. They've also added a 
45-degree training wall. As far as a 
proshop goes, they can special order 
anything you need at competitive 
prices. 

www.summitrockgym.com or 817-
421-3888 

All of the gyms in the metroplex have 
gotten on the "Team" bandwagon. So 
if you want to do some serious 
training climb on Monday, 
Wednesday or Friday. All the gym 
teams practice on Tuesday and 
Thursday between 6-8:30 pm. The 
bread and butter for the gyms are the 
kid party circuit. So, if you're wanting 
to climb on Saturday- wait 'til the 
evening. 

Alx 

 

Christmas Party (Cont’d) 
…and was soon drowned out by 
the cheers and weeping of his 
long term supporters… 

After that, annual elections were 
held, and you can find names for 
all newly elected officers in the 
back of this publication. 

If you are ever wondering why 
the club doesn’t do certain things, 
be it organize trips to certain 
climbing areas or offer certain 
kinds of programs you would be 
interested in, please don’t 
hesitate to email individual 
executive board members or the 
entire yahoo group. It is a 
common misconception that 
people in the executive board 
populate that board because the 
like to be in control or have 
nothing better to do with their 
lives. In fact, those of us who 
have been on the board, 
welcome any suggestions, input 
from those humble TMs not 
currently holding an office. 

Let’s all work hard to make 2006 
an exceptionally good year for 
the Texas Mountaineers. Let’s 
get out there and climb, and all 
the while never forget to have a 
good time! ----Arne Gelfert 

 
 

Check Out the Coolest Hangout in 
Town! 
 

● Awesome Rock Climbing 
● Instruction  
● Group Rates  
● Corporate Team 

Building/Ropes Course  
 

Located right outside DFW Airport 
behind the Tinseltown Theater 
 

1040 Mustang Drive 
Grapevine, TX 76051 

817.421.3888 
summitrockgym.com 
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Journey to the 
Top of the World 

By Jim McCrain 
It was the summer 
of 2001.  I was not 
feeling well, and 
could tell that a 
case of the flu 
was coming on.  I 
started taking 
some medication 
that I had brought 
along, for just this 
reason.  My head 

hurt, I had a temperature of over 100 
degrees, I was feeling very sluggish, 
and the plane was flying at about 
1000 feet above the frozen sea.  I 
couldn’t turn around now.  I was 
headed for the north coast of 
Greenland as one of two mountain 
guides for a two-week exploration 
expedition. 

It had started a couple of years 
earlier, in Aspen, Colorado.  I just 
happened to be in the right place at 
the right time, with the right attitude 
and mountaineering skill set.  The 
right place was at a slide-show of a 
1996 expedition to Greenland.  The 
time was right, because that team 
was looking to go back up north, and 
I had just quit my job to climb fulltime.  
The attitude was right because this 
new expedition was going to try to 
locate a remote, unclimbed peak in 
the world’s largest nature preserve 
and name it in honor of John Denver.  
I mentioned that I had actually met 
Denver, played guitar, and sang 
many of his songs.  The 
mountaineering skills were right, as I 
was the only member of the 
proposed team that had been above 
14,000 feet, and I had many more 
trips and expeditions under my belt 
than anyone else.  A month after this 
initial meeting, I was offered a spot 
on the team as one of the 
mountaineering guides. 

As the next year came and went, 
funding for the proposed trip also 
came and went.  It was postponed 

from 2000 to 2001, funding was 
finally secured, and the team was 
“set.”  With only one exception.  The 
other mountaineering guide had to 
quit due to other obligations.  I was 
asked if I could find someone else to 
fill his shoes, and I immediately 
called a friend of mine in Alaska.  He 
said “YES!” so fast that I wasn’t sure 
that he had heard the question.  For 
someone that had already climbed all 
of the seven summits, and that 
guided on Denali every year, he sure 
was eager to go.  We decided to 
discuss it further “next month” when 
we were both climbing on Denali.  By 
the end of that trip, I had officially 
signed up Vernon Tejas as the other 
climbing leader.  (Vernon is well 
known for the first solo winter ascent 
of Denali.) 

The next year we spent arranging 
logistics.  I would be creating the 
menu and ordering all of the food.  
The three “Team Leaders” would 
finalize all transportation and funding.  
The scientific team would apply for all 
necessary permits, and the “official” 
photographer would check and 
recheck all of his gear.  I was also 
approached to handle the satellite 
phone communication link-up 
system.  We would be making 
several “live” reports during the trip, 
via hand-held satellite internet 
equipment.  As this aspect was being 
finalized, we were offered two Sony 
video cameras to take with us, and it 
was decided that Vernon and I would 
be the camera operators as well as 
climbing guides.  The technology 
aspect was handed off to another 
team member.  The expedition was 
coming together. 

Then, the day came for us to board 
the plane.  All of the team would 
converge in one spot and fly from 
there together to Iceland.  From 
there, it was a short hop by Twin 
Otter aircraft to the north coast of 
Greenland.  Excitement mounted.  
My heart was beating fast as I said 
goodbye to my wife and started 
winging my way north. 

Then it all started to fall apart. Flights 
were delayed getting to Minneapolis.  

I arrived on time, but other team 
members were delayed.  The bulk of 
us were together and were starting to 
get acquainted and bond into a team.  
Let me explain that last statement.  
Six of the nine members were old 
hiking and climbing buddies.  Another 
was the son of one of the members.  
Vernon and I were the only 
“outsiders” in the group.  And Vernon 
was late!  I had only met the entire 
team once before, a year earlier in 
Denver, and then only for two days.  
So, I spent a few hours getting to 
know everyone and judging how they 
handled the “stress” of late flights 
and crumbling logistics.  I wasn’t 
feeling too sure about this group!  
Nevertheless, we boarded the flight 
to Iceland, and what a great flight it 
turned out to be! 

First off, if you ever get the chance to 
fly Icelandic Air, do it!  Even the 
“coach” seats felt like first class!  
Great food, free wine, and since the 
plane was empty, everyone had both 
an isle seat and a window seat.  As 
the sun went down, we were treated 
to an incredible sunset over the 
southern coast of Greenland.  As we 
headed east, the sun was soon gone, 
and everything below was quickly 
enveloped in total blackness.  But 
then a glow appeared on the horizon.  
The pilot came on the intercom and 
then banked the plane several times, 
making sure that everyone knew that 
we were viewing the northern lights 
from an altitude of 30,000 feet.  What 
a sight!  Brilliant greens, with a bands 
of yellow, orange, and red.  I had 
never seen the aurora borealis 
before, and was thrilled. 

Hours later, we landed in Keflavik, 
Iceland.  That’s funny.  I could have 
sworn they said we would land in 
Reykjavik.  It seems that the 
“leaders” were a little dismayed at 
this, too.  That’s when we found out 
that we had to take a bus the next 20 
miles to Reykjavik.  We would then 
catch another flight to Akureyri, were 
we would spend the night.  The next 
day we would start the trip into 
Greenland. 
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Well, that was the plan.  In Aukueiri, 
we met with the pilots of Flugeflag 
(the Twinn Otter company) and were 
told that northern Greenland was 
being hammered by severe storms 
and that our flight would be delayed 
for a day or two.  This was both good 
and bad news.  Bad news, because 
Vernon was guiding a trip on Mt. 
Everest in just three weeks.  A delay 
could cause a lot of problems for him.  
It was good news for me, as I would 
have a chance to explore a country 
that I had never been too before.  (I 
spent several days visiting museums, 
art galleries, and local pubs.)  It was 
also helpful reprieve because some 
of our luggage had been lost on the 
way to Iceland! 

So we spent the first day locating lost 
luggage, sorting through gear that we 
had shipped ahead of time, and 
making sure that everyone knew how 
to use all of the equipment.  We 
packed the air-drop food bags, tested 
each GPS unit, tried out the satellite 
linkage system, distributed the gear, 

set up the tents, 
adjusted 

snowshoes, 
checked the 
stoves, found 
fuel for them 
(how did this 
item get left 
out?), weighed 
each pack and 
sled, and then 
redistributed the 
gear.  We also 
went shopping 
for new 
equipment to 
make up for the 

lost luggage.  New boots, new jacket, 
new sleeping bag, new clothing, and 
new personal items racked up quite a 
bill for Ken!  (The luggage DID show 
up after three days, just a few hours 
before we leaving Iceland!) 

Finally!  We were leaving the island 
of Iceland, and heading north.  This 
is when I started to feel 
bad.  I napped during 
the flight, only to 
awaken after four hours.  
The plane was flying 
low, and some of those 
icebergs were looking a 
little hungry.  The 
gapping maw of death 
seemed to be opening 
up to devour me as the 
plane was spiraling 
down into the sea.  
Then I realized that we 
were actually in the 
process of landing on a 
little spit of land at a 
military depot to refuel the plane. 

We did this 
three times on 
the flight north.  
A twin-otter 
cannot carry 
enough fuel to 
make it all the 
way up there, so 
Flugeflag had 
arranged with 
the Danish 
military to use 
their fuel-
caches, located 
strategically at 
military bases 
along the 
coastline.  This 

had not been done before, at least by 
our pilots, and we all scanned the 
ocean trying to locate each small 
island or landing strip. 

I guess I had better describe these 
military “bases.”  They were actually 
simple dirt runways with a couple of 
small shacks located nearby.  Each 
one had an old, dirty bulldozer at the 
end, standing near a stack of 55 
gallon fuel barrels.  As soon as the 
plane landed, two men would emerge 
from one shack, grab a hand pump, 
and start transferring fuel from the 
barrels into the plane.  This took 
quite a while, so each member of the 
team got a chance to help out.  I 
don’t remember a single word being 
said by any of the “Army Guys” to 
anyone on the team.  Maybe they 
didn’t speak English, and I sure don’t 
speak Danish!  (Greenland is owned 
by Denmark, by the way. - (editorial note: 
one might put this not quite so bluntly, but yeah, some 
sort of affiliation, if not outright ownership, exists today. 

Please don’t quote me on this one.) 

After a full day of heading north, we 
finally landed at a REAL military 
base: Station Nord.  This one had 
radio communications, real buildings, 
lots of clean machinery, thousands of 
barrels stacked neatly in rows, 
several aircraft tucked neatly into 
individual hangers, a mess hall, 
about 30 sled dogs, and a total crew 
of six men.  That’s right, just six men.  
That’s all it takes to patrol an area 
where no one ever goes! 

We landed and found that we could 
no longer stay in the barracks as we 
planned.  You see, we were a couple 
of days late.  Our bunks were being 
used by another scientific team that 
was working in the area.  So, we had 
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the luxury of “camping” in an 
abandoned hangar.  Remember, this 
is almost at the top of the world, on 
an island just off the mainland, 
surrounded by ice, and another storm 
is coming in.  We couldn’t set up the 
tents either, as we were on a 
concrete floor, and there wasn’t an 
effective way of anchoring them 
anywhere.  The place smelled of jet 
fuel, grease, and lemming droppings.  
Did I mention that I was coming down 
with the flu?  What a great place to 
try to recover!  And I had several 
days because another storm was 
coming in. 

This delay gave me time to get well 
and explore the base.  I was 
immediately intrigued by the sled 
dogs, and arranged to film the dog 
handler as he fed and cared for 
them.  All I can say is that they were 
extremely well trained!  They ate only 
at his command, and would actually 
stop eating if ordered.  He explained 
how the dogs were used on a yearly 
winter-patrol of the northern 
coastland, and that each dog was 
awarded an actual military rank.  
When I asked about why they were 
used instead of snow machines, he 
answered simply: “They don’t break 
down, and we can eat them if 
needed.”  I skipped dinner that night. 

Finally the weather cleared.  We re-
tested the satellite phones, re-packed 
all our bags, and climbed into the 
plane.  Feeling better now, but still 
not great, I quickly went to sleep 
again.  I awakened three hours later, 
to see us skimming along the rocky 
coast only a few hundred feet above 
the surface.  “Oh good.  We’re 
landing.”  Nope!  Low-lying clouds 
were developing, and we had to fly 
beneath them.  The ground was 
getting closer and closer, and a few 
semi-tall hills were seem looming in 

front of us.  At the last possible 
moment, the clouds lifted, and we 
could get back up to a respectable 
1000 feet of altitude.  I stayed awake 
after that! 

During this flight, we made a few 
passes over Oudak Island, which is 
the northern-most point of 
permanently exposed land on our 
planet.  This was the “jumping off 
point” for the original team in 1996, 
where they discovered another (very) 

small island.  (This 
“island” later turned 
out to be just debris 
pushed up from the 
ocean floor along a 

submerged 
ridgeline, and has 
since disappeared.)  
We also started to 
see and examine 
the area that we 
were going into.  
We soon landed at 
Cape Morris 

Jessup, which was discovered and 
used as a base camp by Admiral 
Peary for his attempts to reach the 
North Pole.  This cape would be our 
final destination, so we dropped in to 
leave a food cache.  Twenty minutes 
later, and we were airborne again, 
heading south to a place where no 
human had ever been. We had 
entered unknown territory. (… To be 
continued ….) 

Rock Shoe Review 1: 
La Sportiva Rock Jock 

By: Paul Mogote 
 

I’ve been climbing since 1992 - with 
the exception of several long hiatus – 
(editorial note: would this have to be 
– Plural – hiati ? Na, sounds like 
Haiti). Most of my climbing has been 
pure recreation.  I’m lazy, so I don’t 
like doing things that I don’t have to – 
like putting a shoe on/off before/after 
(or during) a climb.  That’s why I 
wanted to try out the La Sportiva 
Rock Jock.  It’s one of the hybrid 
shoes that are on the market now 
that look like a climbing shoe with 
padded heels, but is more of a 
climbing shoe than an approach 
shoe. 

For reference, my feet are somewhat 
narrow; especially my heels.  My 
ankle bone sometimes gives me 
problems because they rub against 
shoes that come up too high along 
the outside.  I wouldn’t say they’re 
exceptionally strong, so I look for a 
shoe that’s got a layer of sticky 
rubber thick enough to give support, 
but just thin enough so that I can feel 
the rock.  

Fit: I did a little research before 
buying and the shoe got good marks 
from others.  Most said that the shoe 
should be bought the same size as 
your “street shoe”.  That was a good 
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sign, because I don’t like foot 
discomfort.  I did just that and was 
quite pleased that they fit, well, like a 
shoe.  I can wear them with thin 
socks or with no socks at all since 
they’re lined. 

Heaven forbid that I should ever have 
to re-lace these shoes because I’m 
not so good at weaving.  But they 
have a special lacing system that’s 
supposed to pull the heel in towards 
the toe box.  For me, I have to tighten 
them up pretty tight for that to 
happen.  And when I do that, it 
creates not-so-comfortable pressure 
points on the top of my foot.  So I just 
tighten them up enough where my 
foot doesn’t move around inside 
when I’m climbing. 

The front of the shoe is rounded, so 
there was virtually no squishing of 
the toes.  While my toes weren’t 
crushed, they weren’t wiggling either.  
They were just right.  I think it might 
have something to do with the lacing 
system.  As soon as I put them on I 
thought, “Man, I could wear these all 
day”.  I’m sure the folks at La 
Sportiva would have been proud. 

Construction: I’ve owned La Sportiva 
shoes before and in the long run, 
they weren’t quite as durable as 
some old Boreal shoes that I had.  
But they fit me well and that’s what I 
pay attention to when buying.  Since 
these shoes are sort of hybrid, 
they’re a bit “clunky”.  The roundness 
of the toe box doesn’t allow you to 
stick your toe into a small hole on a 
rock face.  But it’s covered with 
adequate sticky rubber that works as 
well as most other climbing shoes. 

Comfort is the key to these shoes 
because there’s extra padding in 
some areas.  One of those areas is 
the tongue.  It’s a little beefy.  For 
me, when I ratchet down the laces, 
the tongue sort of wrinkles up.  It’s 
not that big of a deal, but I’d prefer 
that it would stay flat somehow.  But 
like I said earlier, it’s a good think the 
tongue is thick because tightening up 
the laces could cause some 
discomfort in places. 

The heel isn’t exactly equivalent to a 
Nike running shoe or anything.  But 
the difference is quite noticeable and 
gives your foot a different angle (heel 

slightly higher than the toes) that’s 
more comfortable. 

Performance:  I’ll disclaim this review 
now by saying that I’ve only used 
them at Stoneworks (editorial note: 
what better place for shoe testing. 
Here, you can test shoes in any 
weather, any season, and any time of 
day.).  But I did test them well 
enough to know that I was somewhat 
surprised by how well they held some 
rather small edges and smears.  
Getting my foot set on the holds took 
more attention because I couldn’t feel 
as much.  But once found, the foot 
stuck. 

Summary: Overall, I’d give these 
shoes a B-.  Great for very long 
routes or routes with long walk-offs.  
If you’re like me and don’t like taking 
your shoes off once you have them 
on – go for it, this is for you.  I’m a 
little curious as to how they’d do on 
cracks.  I don’t climb a lot of cracks 
because (as noted above) I don’t like 
too much discomfort.  This shoe 
could ease some of that since there’s 
plenty of sticky rubber all the way 
around the shoe and cranking it in to 
some crack might not crush your toes 
since they’re in a comfy toe box.  For 
very steep or sharp edgy climbs, I’d 
stick with a more specialized rock 
shoe. 

Currently, you can find these on 
close out by some on-line retailers 
which is where I got mine for the 
friendly price of $69.93.  Original 
retail is $119. 

Rock Shoe Review 1: 
5.10 Anaszasi Mesa 

By: Arne Gelfert 
 

I have found the shoe I love. After 
three years of climbing, I have finally 
learned what it means to climb with 
the right shoe. But there is a 
problem… 

My first shoe three years ago was a 
La Sportiva – can’t remember the 
model. It was fairly comfortable, and 
since, like everybody else, I started 
climbing like a gorilla hauling jugs, it 
never entered my mind that there 
was more to learn about shoes. 

The La Sportivas wore out after a 
vicious summer of non-stop climbing. 
Rather than pay beaucoup $$$ for a 
resole job, I switched to Mad Rocks, 
$69.00 a pop, barely more expensive 
than paying $ 50.00 for resoling. The 
Madrocks fit my feet much better and 
opened up a new realm of edging 
possibilities. But Madrocks are not for 
you if you like to climb a lot. They 
were out faster than more expensive 
shoes… so I thought. 

After two pairs of Madrocks, when 
the time came to buy shoes again, a 
friend of mine recommended 5.10, 
Anaszasi Mesas. I tried on a pair that 
fit snugly, and opted for a size even 
snugger than that. Then, I ordered a 
pair  from gearexpress.com where 
they were on sale, and when they 
arrived, my face must have gleamed 
with excitement. I put them on, and 
for a few weeks, climbing was better 
than ever. The shoes, boasting a 
fiberglass last, were stiffer than any I 
had worn. 

After a few weeks, however, the shoe 
started falling apart. I contacted 
gearexpress.com and sent the shoe 
back. People at GX were 
exceptionally cooperative giving me a 
full refund, and since I loved the fit of 
the shoe, I applied the refund directly 
towards the last two pairs of the 
same shoe they had on sale. But 
again, after three weeks, the shoe 
began to fall apart. The sole came 
peeling off the toe like they forgot the 
glue. 

I contacted 5.10 and was informed 
that this problem is part of the reason 
the shoe is being discontinued. So 
back to gearexpress.com again. I felt 
a bit silly complaining again. But they 
were awesome and gave me a 
refund, no questions asked. They 
were however curious about what 
5.10 had told me, and I gladly shared 
the news with them. 

I was happy about getting my money 
back. But now what? I love the shoe . 
Its life expectancy sucks, and by 
now, I have heard similar tales about 
it from other climbers. My hope is 
that I can resolve the issue by having 
it resoled. All the sudden, one-
summer Madrocks are a real option 
again. - Whichever shoe it is, it will 
come from gearexpress.com. They 
know how to provide reliable service. 
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 About the Texas Mountaineers 
The Texas Mountaineers was 
founded as a nonprofit organization 
dedicated to the promotion of 
climbing activities in the North Texas 
area. Originally formed in 1978 as an 
extension of the Dallas Sierra Club, 
the Dallas Rock Climbing Section 
(DRCS), in 1988, the DRCS became 
the Texas Mountaineers, establishing 
itself as an independent organization 
from the Sierra Club, during a period 
of significant growth in its 
membership. The original dozen 
members of the DRCS have now 
grown to a membership of more than 
150 mountaineering enthusiasts. 

 Membership 
To become a member, the annual 
membership fee is $30.00 for 
individuals and a $40.00 joint 
membership for couples. A one year 
membership is included in the fee of 
the beginner and intermediate class. 

 Application 
You can download a PDF version of 
the membership application form 
from our website. Complete and sign 
the form (all 4 pages) and send a 
check to the address printed on the 
application form. 

To receive an application form by 
mail, please call us at (972) 504-
6766 or send us an email at 
info@texasmountaineers.org. 

For membership information and 
changes of mailing address, 
telephone number or e-mail address, 
please contact: 

Annamarie Ferguson 
Phone (972) 788-2167 
annamarie.ferguson@intervoice.com 

 

 Membership Benefits 
As a Texas Mountaineer, you enjoy 
the following club benefits: 
•  An electronic bulletin board and 

a periodic newsletter to keep you 
informed 

•  Monthly meetings featuring slide 
shows and videos of climbing in 
Texas and around the world 

•  An inventory of club-owned 
climbing equipment from which 
you can borrow expensive or 
uncommon 

•  A club library from which you 
can borrow climbing books, 
magazines, and video tapes 

•  Free campsites at all club-
organized climbs 

•  A chance to meet club president 
and top climber Julie Collins.  

•  A 10% discount on all climbing 
gear purchased at Mountain 
Hideout 

 

 Climbing Classes 
Beginning and Intermediate Rock 
Climbing Classes are typically 
offered both in the spring and fall. 
Classes consist of classroom 
instruction and a weekend climbing 
outdoors. Check our website for 
class schedules. Anyone 18 years or 
older can sign up for these courses. 

To enroll in the Intermediate Class, it 
is necessary to first take the 
Beginners Class. 

 Newsletter 
For questions about the newsletter, 
please contact: 

Arne Gelfert 
Phone (817) 459 1282 

agelfert@aol.com 

 

If you would like to… 

•  Contribute by writing a trip report 
•  Expound on a revolutionary 

piece of gear 
•  Share some crag photos with us 
•  Or otherwise make yourself be 

heard,  
              then please be encouraged 
to do so. 

 

NOTE: The next newsletter will be out in 
November, which means that all you 
eager readers will have till just right 
before some time in November to come 
up with something to write for that next 
upcoming newsletter, then sit down and 
actually write it, and when you’re done, 
send it in just in time for the Editor to put it 
into that next newsletter right before the 
next newsletter comes out. 

 

E X E C U T I V E  B O A R D 
 
Chairman:  Arne Gelfert 
Vice-Chairman: David Pratt 
Secretary/Librarian: Alex Gilson 
Treasurer:  Burt Gilson 
Members-at-Large: Laura Deffke 
   Dan Andrijeski 
   Carl Devendorff 
   Heather Horn 
   Marshall Gulley 
Newsletter:  Arne Gelfert 
Webmaster:  Michael Mohler 
Equipment:  Brent Wise 
Operations & Safety: John Ferguson
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Mystery Mountaineer 
of the Month (December 2005) 

(Guess his name and she might buy you a beer (if knot, don’t blame the 
editorial staff). 
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Do you love the great outdoors? Adventure 
sports ? Dream of mountain and desert 
travel … the spectacle of Alpine activities? 
Are you an independent person who 
welcomes the excitement of physically 
challenging athletic experiences ? 

Then discover rock climbing … Expose 
yourself to the world of mountaineering… 
an exhilarating and fulfilling sport that will 
take you beyond the ordinary pursuits of 
other leisure activities. 

The Texas Mountaineers make rock climbing a fun experience to learn – to enjoy ! 
Learning the proper techniques and use of climbing equipment will open up a whole new world of spectacular adventure, 
with a feeling of confidence. For over two decades, the Texas Mountaineers have safely provided rock climbing instruction to 
the North Texas area. 

Two weekend courses are held in the spring and fall season of every year, devoted to the skill development of the beginner 
and novice climber. Each trip is preceded by an evening classroom instructional session. Participants are not expected to 
have any previous climbing experience. They will be introduced to the “top tope” technique which allows for full protection 
and safety. Students are taught the basics of belaying, anchor setting, rappelling, and movement on the rock. 

The Intermediate instruction is open o graduates of the beginners instruction or to those with an equivalent course. During 
the intermediate outing, students will follow leaders on multi-pitch climbs and will be introduced to the technical aspects of 
protecting the safety of roped climbers. Classes are kept small and intimate. The ratio of students to instructors rarely 
exceeds two students per instructor. 

Find out more at http://www.texasmountaineers.org 

 
 
Attn.: Arne Gelfert 
5526 Morningside Avenue 
Dallas, TX 75206 

 
 


