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Storm Bound on Mount Olympus 
By ASAHEL CURTIS. Chairman Outing Committee 

T HE attempt of the first party of Mountaineers to reach the summit of 
Mount Olympus through a driving rain and snow storm, with the 
storm clouds sweeping around the peak, was splendid even in its 

failure. It was the culmination of an outing remarkable for the number of 
ascents made, and was undertaken in the storm, only because there was no 
further time in which to do it. No ordinary storm would have prevented 
the ascent, even then, for the spirit of the party was splendid, but it was 
impossible to make one's way up the vast snow-fields facing the thirty-mile 
gale that was blowing, the fury of which can be judged from the fact that 
it was found later that a foot of snow fell on the summit during the 
storm. 

The ascent was attempted from a temporary camp in the Queets valley, 
about eight miles from the main camp, to which the party had moved on 
the 9th of August. At dawn on the 1 Oth clouds were clinging to the summits 
and often rolled down into the valleys, but a little later the weather ap­
peared to be clearing and the distant summits of Queets, Meany and Noyes 
came into view. I t was determined to make an attempt, at least, and if the 
storm broke away to push on to the summit. The party moved out from 
camp in company formation seemingly very cheerful and happy despite the 
cold raw morning and the poor prospect of success. Passing the base of the 
Humes glacier and swinging over a point of rock to avoid the broken ice 
along its face they dropped down on the ice on the right or northern bank. 
The mist had changed to a rain, a cold wind was blowing and the situation 
was anything but pleasant. Ahead for two miles, steadily ascending, the 
Humes glacier stretched away toward the main bulk of the mountain, now 
lost in the clouds. The ice-field seemed like a great road-way, walled in as 
it was by cliffs of slate. There was no danger of loosing the way, for all 
the snow at the base of the cliffs was smooth, unbroken by crevasses, while 
as a guide, on the left lay the main glacier with its dark, forbidding surface 
broken and impossible. Over this roadway the party made its way rapidly, 
the cold being an incentive to action. Only a few were troubled by the 
altitude, causing a difficulty in breathing, but this delayed the main party, 
for all must advance together. Because of the rock cliffs in the rear no 
one could be sent back, and no one could be left along the way. 

Half way up the Humes glacier the rain changed to flurries of snow, 
swept along by a stiff wind. Still hoping against fate, the advance con­
tinued. At the head of the glacier the snow-field rose at a steep angle, 
hiding the mountain beyond. Once out from the protection of this snow-
ridge, exposed to the full fury of the gale and everyone's hopes sank. 
Advancing still in company formation the party came out on the very edge 
of the snow-field, which here falls away to the great Iloh glacier at such a 
steep angle that its slope cannot be seen from the crest. Seven hundred 
feet below, now hidden by the storm, the glacier wound away to the north­
ward. Through the pass at its head a thirty-mile gale was blowing, whirling 
the snow along as it fell. The distant cliffs of the main mountain were lost 
to view. The party appeared suspended in the heavens on the edge of 
some great cloud, with a white desolate world forming out of the chaos. 
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Three members of the party were exhausted, and it seemed folly to risk 
lives on the glacier in such a storm for the mere bauble of a mountain 
summit. 

Action was necessary, but it must be a retreat. As disappointing as it 
was to abandon the ascent there was no other reasonable course to be taken, 
and after a few words of explanation the order was given: "Advance by 
companies independently." 

The long line appeared to melt away as the commands were given 
simultaneously: "Company A, Company B, Company C, Company D, fall in ." 
Four lines were moving forward instantly where had stood, but a moment 
before, a shivering group of people. The spirit of the party was still splen­
did, even in its disappointment, and when the bugler with the general staff 
sounded the retreat, a faint cheer went up. 

The most difficult part of the trip still lay ahead, that of getting a 
cold, half exhausted party down a mountain safely in a storm such as was 
then raging. Still moving at almost a double quick with the main party, 
a small party was ordered from the line and sent on in advance to start 
fires and prepare for the main party. The girls who were unable to keep 
up were ordered to the rear with men enough to help them along. Half 
way down the glacier, two of the general staff went on in advance to place 
a line up the rock where the party must leave the glacier. 

Through all of this the discipline was perfect. Orders were obeyed 
as quickly as given; no one seemed to misunderstand and everyone appre­
ciated the necessity for haste. When Company A reached the foot of the 
rock slope the line was in place and, without halting, the party moved 
along up. Company B followed in the same perfect order and when the 
two companies were up, the small party of girls, having reached the foot of 
the slope, were sent up to keep them moving toward camp. The two ad­
vance companies were ordered to go to camp without waiting for the others, 
as the rest of the way was well known and there seemed no possible chance 
of danger. When the girls, now four in all, reached the top of the slope 
they were plae*d under command of one of the lieutenants and also 
ordered to go to camp. Company C and Company D followed as rapidly as 
possible and soon the whole party were apparently out of all danger and 
within but a half mile of the temporary camp. Momentarily loosing their 
way in the mist the small party turned to the right and attempted to go down 
a steep draw to the snow-field. Here on the slippery, rain-soaked heather 
one of the girls, Miss Winona Bailey, lo.st her footing and in a moment slid 
and fell over the rocks a hundred feet, until she wedged under the snow at 
the base of the cliff. That the fall was not fatal seemed miraculous. Dr. 
Stevens, who was acting as rear guard for Company D, was called forward 
and was working over the girl within five minutes after she fell. A stretcher 
was hastily improvised from a life line wound around two alpine stocks and 
as soon as the worst wounds were dressed she was started for camp, half a 
mile away along the mountain slope. 

The task before the party now was tremendous, that of fitting up a 
hospital in a driving rain, without even a tent for shelter, and caring for 
a helpless girl ten miles from the main camp, with that camp sixty miles in 
the heart of the mountains. That it was possible to dress wounds as severe 
as her's here in the mountains was due to the foresight of Dr. Stevens, who 
had brought instruments and supplies, and in the meager shelter afforded 
by a strip of canvas stretched against a rock, was able to dress her wounds 
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perfectly, even though one cut alone required eleven stitches. Here in this 
rude hospital, with the rain still falling, the main party was compelled to 
leave a small band to* watch through the night and for days and nights to 
come, until it was possible to move her by stages to the main camp. Dr. 
Stevens was relieved on the second day by Dr. Eaton, who stayed on with the 
second party. 

When at last a report came that the girl was safe the main party fell 
in line once more and continued the march to the main camp. Reaching the 
upper Queets valley they turned backward to look long at the two lines of 
smoke that now rose almost straight to the heavens from the commissary and 
hospital fires while to the westward the vast bulk of Mount Olympus 
shrouded in clouds refused even to bid them farewell. 

A Day on Mount Vesuvius 
By ADELAIDE L. POLLOCK 

W HEN I reached the top of Vesuvius, a wish of many years 
standing was gratified. Looking backward to my childhood I 
see myself and two brothers playing under great firs in the 

wooded meadows of a western farm. Tired with following the sugges­
tions of capricious wills we found a shady nook and read the wonderful 
descriptions of that persistent traveler, Bayard Taylor. His marvelous 
tales awakened in me a desire to see for myself the great places of the 
world, and a determination to climb the heights and look out upon the 
wonders and glories of the earth. 

When, last July, I left Rome for Naples it seemed as if the porters were 
never before so slow in getting the passengers settled, the guards never so 
deliberate in their saunterings about the platform, but there came a time 
when the last call of "Napol i " was given and we were off. The day was 
hot, the train dirty, and the journey over the long volcanic plain was dreary 
and uneventful, but as we journeyed south the scene changed. Groves of 
oaks, fig trees, chestnuts and olives appeared and merged into patches of 
corn, stretches of vineyard, and great fields of hemp, where barefooted men, 
women and children, all in short garments resembling Mother Hubbards, 
were at work. At Sparanise dear old Father Baldeker said we should get 
our first glimpse of Vesuvius. How keen was the disappointment on scan­
ning the southern horizon to find the summer haze too thick to penetrate. 
The ruined castles and picturesque towers crowning the hilltops or hanging 
on bluffs were consolations until a mountain did appear. Was that Vesu­
vius? Could that irregular slope be a volcano? All my previous ideas of 
the mountain forgotten, we gazed in disappointment. Not another soul in 
the compartment knew any English and therefore it was not possible for 
me to express my disenchantment. The luxuriant vegetation attracted my 
attention while the train made a wide circle, and when I looked again the 
green slope had apparently rolled northward and a great brown eone stood 
out boldly against the deep glowing colors of an Italian sunset. But where 
were the red lava and the black smoke of the Vesuvian postcard? Was 
this ashy mass of earth a living volcano ? What could those irregular white 
horizontal streaks on the mountain sides bo? The threatening feeling of 




