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This issue of The Trading Post is dedi-
cated largely to the sport of rockclimb-
ing. For some of you, climbing might
seem like an extreme sport, an activity
for foolish young Nautilus-and-
steroids types in search of an adren-
alin rush, far removed from the
proper contemplation of nature.
But for me, climbing is the lac
est love in my lifelong affair with
the outdoors. For I believe there
is a common thread which runs
through all the activities of the
outdoor adventurer, from the day
hiker in Duke Forest to the Him-
alayan mountaineer. This thread
binds us rogether while weaving a
tapestry which depicts the whole
colorful spectrum of outdoor
sports. But perhaps the best way
to demonstrate this theme of com-
mon experience is to provide a
brief illustration.

A couple of weekends ago I went
climbing in West Virginias New
River Gorge. Saturday dawned
cold, wer and gray, but by late
morning the rain and mist had
largely dispersed and we managed
to sneak in a few sarisfying climbs.
That night, however, it rained
fiercely. We awoke with that rum-
pled, grimy feeling that comes from
sleeping all night in a “mostly dry”
tent. The gorge was full of creeping mist,
and the rock was utterly soaked. Hop-
ing for a repeat of Saturday, we waited
about in the gorge hoping the cliffs
would dry. We stood around on the
muddy dirt road, watched coal trains

The Editors View

chug by, peered into old mine shafts,
and stared into the sullen, brown under-
growth. We killed time until early after-
noon, by which point it was painfully

obvious that the fog and drizzle would
not let up. Frustrated, we decided to try
Stone Mountain in North Carolina, hop-
ing that conditions would be drier fur-
ther South.

Our main concern was getting to Stone
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Mountain before we ran our of daylight.
It was aggravating to think back to the
hours we had wasted at the New. How-
ever, as we drove over the crest of the
Blue Ridge we were dismayed to
sce an ocean of wet mist extend-
ing all the way to Winston-5alem.
We kept driving anyway, though
none of us believed Stone would
be dry enough to climb. Now I
was thoroughly depressed: Mon-
day it was back to classes and dead-
lines, and we had wasted most of
the weekend waiting for weather
O cooperate.

Bur as we drove the last few rural
miles to the park, the fog mysteri-
ously lifted. We arrived in the park-
ing lot with barely an hour onga -
light to spare. We grabhui our gear
and practically ran the mile to the
base of the mountain. We picked a
route that was short enough to al-
low us enough daylight, but hard
enough to be exhilarating. Stone
Mounmain is known for long
stretches of climbing devoid of
Fmt:.ction points to keep you from
alling a good distance. The chal-
lenging climbing and lack of pro-
tection forced me to concentrate
hard on the task at hand. When 1
finally reached the top of the pitch,
I found that the mental effort of
climbing had evaporated my frustrations
into a perfectly timed moment of light
and silence and clarity. The sun was start-
ing to set, casting long beams across the
valley, and I ?nz.ed from my perch high
on a sheet of granite at a mist covered
meadow and a sky turned into a sea of
pastel shades. The air was crisp and cool
and quiet as it is after a rain.

I suddenly felt very peaceful. The exer-
tion of climbing and the beauty of my
surroundings had completely obliterated
the antipathy I had to the coming week.
I fele alive again. Rejuvenated.

This, I think, is the experience we all
seek in the {rutdoom from alpine sum-
mits to the banks of the Eno: a sense of
the sublime, a perspective on our lives
we cant get in the rush of “civilized”
living. In short, a re-birth.




Fear and Loatin
ar the Needles

BY FRED LIFTON AND TODD VOGEL

Although we at Eno Traders live and work heve in Novth
Carolina, weye always intevested in heaving about outdoor
experiences from further afield. Consequently, when we
orthern
California, we were keen on collecting some of

recently met two young rock climbers

their tales about climbing in the Golden
State. They offered to write us a brief
travelogue about a recent tvip in
exchange for some cash, or VW parts
or cimbing chalk, or a fow cans of
Dinty Moore beef stew, or anything.
Unsuspectingly, we agreed, offering
to trade them the float valve to

a 67 bug carburetor and three
packages of instant sonp. What
follows is the result of this dubions
transaction. Ity a little odd, bur
then what do you expect fi
Ga.f{,‘&mium?w ey

Dateline:
a California highway, night-time.

I heard the strains of an old Frank
Zappa tune driﬁ:ing up through my con-
sciousness. I looked around. I could per-
ceive motion. Lights were whizzing by
like colored streaks of molten perlon.
Ahh, a freeway. Yes, thatk it, I was in the
car. I was in the car drving. I glanced
over at the passenger seat. I saw some-
one, Eventually T saw in the gloom that
it was my old friend and climbing part-
ner, Todd. His eves were rolled back in
his head and a thin strand of drool con-
nected his upper lip to his lower. He still
wore his clim ing%nmt&&. I concluded,
therefore, that we were returning from
a climbing trip. But from where? How
long had we been gone? Had it been
fun? My hands hurt and dried blood
speckled the shredded tape on my knuck-
les, so it must have been. Suddenly, a

ungent waft of agricultural by-products

|l|o§ the already ripe ntmnsph::n: of the
carks interior. Ahh, ves, of course, we
were on Highway 5, roaring through
the agricultural heart of California’s Cen-
tral Valley.

Now my memory was rerurning. As
we sped through Wasco I knew with cer-
tainty that this was the route to and from
the Needles, in the Southern Sierra. If
we would just come to Los Banos I could
be certain we were on the right track.
Besides, I had a hankering for Dairy
Queen. An onc:::rr:jn% semi full of aged
sheep-manure reminded me of the im-
portance of warching the road. I tried
my utmost to concentrate, but one nag-
§ing question remained: what had I done
or the past twenty-four hours? My mind
laborc-fm reconstruct the pastevents.. ..

I dimly remembered working late with
Todd two nights ago. We were putting
the finishing touches on a rockclimbin
article. Suddenly, the words had jumpc%
off the ?agrc and possessed us with de-
mons of temptation, like Jimmy Swag-
gart in a pay-by-the-hour motel. Unable
to control ourselves, we had assembled
the essentials in a granite-induced frenzy:
six Zappa tapes, one rack climbing gear,
two quarts coffee, 10 gallons unleaded.
Oh yes, always safety conscious, we also
brought a lighter, stove, espresso pot and
extra coffee. And $3.47 in cash. Thus pre-
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. pared, we had driven off into the night.

We had gotten about as far as the end
of the block before we realized that we
had no idea where we were driving. We

ulled over and tried desperately to think.

mmm, climbing, climbing . . . where
could we go climbing? Yosemite was cer-
tainly close enough but the crowds, the
gaping tourists, the “rake-a-number” lines
ofp climbers at the base of our favorite
routes made The Valley less than appeal-
in]g. We wanted to climb, not wait around
all dav. Joshua Tree National Monument
had the acreage to insure plenty of avail-
able rock, but it was nine hours away,
Since we only had one day, 18 hours of
driving scemed, even to us, a litle ex-
treme. There was always Pinnacles Na-
tonal Monument, with its surreal, lumpy
mudstone formations, but we knew thar
when one is caught deep in the throes
of a climbing frenzy, only alpine granite
will suffice: long, airy cracks, crisp moun-
tain breezes, multi-Pl:ch routes ]cm*]i.ng
to real summits. We sat silently in the
car, thinking, thinking. Todd farted. I
rolled down my window. And, as if borne
in by the cool night air an idea formed:



“The Needles!” we shouted simultane-
ously. Yes, yes of course. Only five hours
from the Morthern California coastal
town where we made our home, a mere
200 miles down Highway 5, they were
easily in the range of a one day blast,
These virtually undiscovered Sierra spires
were sure to be without crowds and, best
of all, they oftered pitch upon pitch of
incredible climbing on beautful pink and
vellow granite. With a roar of the engine
and a screech of tres (no mean fear in
a'78 Subaru) we headed off towards the
highway.
he next thing [ could remember was
Todd genty kicking me awake at 7 a.m.
I smelled coftee. That was good. All I
knew was that we had somehow arrived
at the Needles: my mind drifted, envision-
ing this magical climbing area, a secret
lace, like Idahos Citv of Rocks. Only
werrer, Like Urahs Zion, but smaller, and
not sandstone. Sort of like climbing in
Baja only not much. And we were here:
New York . .. The Gunks! No...No. ...

I realized that [ must have fallen asleep
again.

My face was scalded by burning hot
espresso, Todd had become more sincere
in his wake-up efforts. I stumbled from
myv bag and grabbed the guide-book and
a cup of joc. Briefly, reason prevailed
and we decided o start with a moderare
route: “White Punks On Dope.” The
name seemed fitting given the amount
of coffee weld already consumed. Accord-
ing 1o the guiduh[mk, this 5.8 jewel had
it all: face, hand crack, licback, friction,
off width and big red splotches of jellv.
Oh no, wait, that was just on the guide-
book. Withour further ado, we packed
evervthing we needed. This was simple
as wed forgotren evervrhing but climb-
ing gear. Oh well, lunch-schmunch, we'd
just have to go on bady fat.

The three-mile approach afforded spec-
tacular views of the Mineral King range,
Mount Whitney, the Kern River Canvon
and mv tired feer, The trail ended at the
base of the ladder leading o the Forest
Service fire-lookour on Magician Needle,
the first of the five distner spires which
comprise the Needles. From here, we
scrambled along a climbers” rrail, con-
touring over soree and through pine duff,
As we skirted along the base of the crags,
we were filled with the magic of rji'u:
Southern Sierra, in our shoes mainly,
Finally, we skidded down through the
pine-needles and dirt around the |:*,1_.w of
Voodoo Thame, to the bottom of our
rewite. The Ceremonial Toss of The Cara-

biner resulred in rthe biest lead Eujll‘l_f, (8]
[odd. The pitch was 1607 of pertect
5.7 hand-crack, narrowing out to double

finger-cracks and homs. The crux was
off-fingers and hard smearing on thin
eddges and F-nlnl].n.'d dishes, S0 far the
“lingo-quanient™ for the route was high,

I led on through the second pitch which
climbed thmlliFh a_deceptively intimi-
dating roof. The third picch combined
the best elements of surfing and rock-
climbing: a perfect 5.8 lie-back through
an arched, curving dihedral thar lﬂfﬁ(s
exactly like the tube on Hawaii Five-0.
Only vertical. From there the route took
us through a long, run-out pirch of 5.7
friction to a big sandy ledge. Finally, 1
led the last pirch, a finger crack leading
to face, past a mirage of a Coke machine
and up to an illusory giant keg of cold
brew. Hmmm, perhaps we should have
hmught more water on the route. We
topped our around noon in the blazing
Southern California sun. To the north
we could see the snowy peaks of the
Range of Light, while east of us, and far
below, the Kern River thundered. Bur
cnough sightseeing . . .

Briefly, reason prevailed and we
decided to start with a moderate
route: “White Punks On Dope.”
The name seemed fitting given
the amount of coffee we'd
already consumed.

We consulred the guidebook. Cleverly
determining thar classics were designared
by blobs of jelly, we turned to the page
facing “White Punks.” Hmm, on the cast
face of the Sorcerer was the “Don Juan
Wall, Grade 1V, 5.11.” or mavbe “5.1."
the rating was obscured by a strawberry
seed. We did a briet gear inventory, Yes,
we had some. Thus equipped, we pro-
ceeded to the base of the Sorcerer, Origi-

- .

FRED LIFTON

nally A1, this five picch overhanging thin
crack left us at a loss for words,

“Speaking of words,” Todd mused
:Linqu “words can be very cnl]lihing.“
“What do you mean?™ 1 asked, sitting
down on a boulder,

“Well, for example, take “a pair of pants.’
Have you ever worn just one pant? Whart
i5 a lp:mt.. singular? One leg? What do
vou have if vou have one pant? Nothing,
[ sav.

“Yeah,” 1 agreed, “And the same goes
foor a “pair of glasses.” Whart is one ‘glass.”
Irs a monocle, thats whart! Or a martini.

W realized that we were procrastinat-
ing in the face of fear.

So, without further ado, we readied
the rack. The crux of the route came in
the first 130 feer. Forrunately, a “Rock
and lee™ editor in the parking lor had
given us the beta for the crux moves on
this amazingly acsthetie 11.c pirch. The
first fow Jams were moderate 510 finger
locks, physically challenging, but not toao
technical, a stark contrast to the gvim-
nastic sequence ahead, According ro the
beta, tlwll:le: solid 5,10 finger jam ended
with a right lietle finger, palm out, thumb
up. From here it gor more comphcared
Mext, apparently, Jammung vour left pinks
toc gave vou the height needed o bre
in a [ocker noseril jam which, after chalk
ing and hooking vour lefe heel, rolled
out mnto a full-nose smear, followed In
a thin earlobe jam from which vou had
to dvno to a manky Hake large enough
for a i'ing-ﬁngl:r cuticle. (Left hand only
For those with facial beards, a rest [
just ahead. From here, the bera claimed
it was just a pair of litdle-finger locks w

O Sce NEEDLES on page 4




BY JOSH BODINE

When the winter melted into spring
I used to dive into my gear closet and
excavate my hinking boots. You know
the ones—those all-leather, deeply-lugged
soles, suff, heavy, clunky 1970% stvle
boot. As I coerced my recalcitrant feet
into them, [ would often wonder if there
wasn'’t perhaps a more appropriate boot
for a dayvhike in Duke Forest,

Well, as it turns out, there is an alterna-
tive to Spanish Inquisition stvle hiking
boors. Many shoe companies now manu-
facture comfortable, lightweight hiking
boots—at one-third the price of “tradi-
tional” ones. However, these light boots
offer many other welcome features in
addition to a good price. They come in
a wide range of sizes, so entire familics
can affordably outfit themselves in qual-
ity footwear, The high-carbon outsoles
will outlast event the toughest kid, and
the mulri-laver foam midsoles will cush-
ton evervthing from leaps out of trees
to last minute sprints to catch the car-
pool o work,

Muost lighoweight boots are constructed
with a very breathable mesh fabric, with

NEEDLES
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happy Jug-land. But did that mean one,
two or four lietle finger locks? We deter-
mined that since “finger-locks” was plural,
there must be more than one. Therefore,
we decided to do four halt moves, keeping
at least two in reserve, Good thinking!
We congratulated ourselves on our fore-
thought.

The remaining four pitches, although
less technical, were c-.ju.llly.' SCTCMLOUS,
This roure was -.iut'mlrl:ly' CONTINUOUS
5.1 tollowing a single crack all the way
tor its airy summit. YWe were especially
glad thar we had discarded our extra
pairs of pants. The weight of four pants
would have made the chimb infinitely
more complicated.  Nonetheless, the
climbing was incredibly aesthetic, The
meuntan silenee was broken only by the
swooping crv of swallows and the ]i[lg-
ling of gear on our shngs, The crack
swept upwards through oceans of the
il Iden lichen which characterizes Needles
granire. By the nime we summired it was
5 o'clock. We had been out of water since
morning, having used the last of it o
Brew the Mg cottee, We had com-
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leather reinforcements. The result? Your
feer stav cool in the summer heat, and
drv quickly after that unexpected shower.
Lack of leather docsnt rranslate to lack
of support, though: you'll find a steel
shank in the midsole of most models,
which provides lateral stability, while
stff plastic heel cups keep vour hecls

pleted two grade IVS and 10 pitches of

climbing in the baking Southern Cali-
fornia heat. We looked down into the
scree and manzanita covered Kern River
Valley. Five miles and 4,000 feet below,
the niver glimmered invitingly. We eved
cach other briefly and then started run-
nming. Unnl we came tight against our
-.mq;ﬂm'. We paused to think more ration-
ally abour this. Hmmm . . . we had just

clhimbed up five pirches. Therctore, our
potential energy had increased bv a fac-
tor of five. Thus, we could coast the five
miles cross-country down to rhe rives
However Todd, a master logician, poinred
ot thar we would then have o hike the
five mile bush whack back up. Bur 1. a

S e

The Lowdown on Lightweight Footwear

locked in. Hi.F,h-mp models  feature
padded scree collars to keep out pebbles,
rwigs, dirt and small animals, while pro-
viding grearer ankle support. Moderately
lugged soles help provide off-road trac-
non, so even off-trail enthusiasts can
tread confidently,

Backpackers are wise to pack light boots
in addition to the classic variery. When
camp is made, just peel off those hot
and heavy clunkers and slip into that
pair of cool (seemingly weightless) lighe
I‘umh. [hen, on the hike back into civili
garion, when vour p.lck is almost empry,
vou can stroll back in vour lighter boots,
vour feet will love you for it (In fact,
KON H[ml:g-ﬁu:ird r-:nplc CVen Carm,
heavy loads in light boots; Dve carried
up to sixty pounds in my Hi-Tec “Sierra
Lates.™)

Diepending on vour needs and rastes,
VOnL can find a fitting boot in a price
range of £30 o S100. S0 grab the kids,
hl'iny the spouse! Heck, yvou can even
get Fido into a pair. Bur please —don'
ignore your old, rrusey clunkers in the
gear-closet; they'll always be there when
vou really need them.

super-cxtra-good logician, having manm
grade VI logic |‘||'|1I“~L-n‘|!. under my belr,
rcasoncd that since we would have come
dowwn five miles, the five miles back up
would cause the terms on cither side ol
the equation to cancel, leaving us on the
SUMMIE, a5 we ||1|.Ei~|‘|1|[.1h|_~. were, In the
face of these mcontestable Bors and ner
having any strength left to argue with
amvway, we decided to simply hike back
o the car

So, now it all made sense — Frank Zap
pa. the Central Vallev, Highwav 5, drin
ing, bloody hands, agriculoural stench
We were, in fact, returming from the
Needles, trulv one of Califiornia’s srearess
climbing arcas. Ahead of us ln the LT
road, Dairy Queen’ grease-soaked french
tries, and an untinished climbing article

A transplanted Caltforsion, Fred Liftor
s ane Enalesly mrndtate stident ai [ n
Iro bis sp #) it fre sl
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BY JIM WILTENS

“What d'va think Charlie, should we
cat it?

“Don’ know vet,” Charlie scrarches the
stubble on his chin, “the tops sure look
like carrot tops.”

His friend nods enthusiastically. “Yeah,
and look at this root,” he vanks a plant
out of the stream bank, “itk a ringer for
a parsnip”

*“Yeah, bur I don’ know.

“Come on Charlie, Here, look at the
seeds, They look just like what vou see
on fancy baked breads,

Charlie purses his lips. “Kinda’ look
like whar my wife calls dill sceds.”

“50 whars holding vou back?

“T don't like them little purple splotches
on the stems.

“Come on Charlic, we'll eat just a lirtle
to make sure its okay,

And with that, Charlie and Friend join
“the list.”" A |U|11_1', hist. Another human
suckered 1n, This plant is one of the black
sheep of the carrot Fumlyv. In oueward
appearance it shares similarities with car-
rof, parsnip, parsley and dill. Bur, inside
it has black heart, stamped with a skull
and cross-bones, This is Cicieta macrlata,
commonly known as Water Hemlock.

Warer Hemlock 1s found throughout
the Eastern Region, from New England
toy Florida, and as far wesr as Texas, [t is
Eairly common in the South where it lurks
m wer meadows, thickees and freshwarer
swamps, Parents who safeguard their chil-
dren are often appalled when they ‘dis-
cover’ what Water Hemlock looks like,
Phe creek bank where the kids play is
often filled with the mnocent “carrot-
like planes-" Their voungsters have been
romping around the equivalent of an
open medicine chest. Water Hemlock is
closelv relacted o s evil owin, Poison
Hemlock (Coreneon Macilatum).

Powson Hemlock s deadly serious,
Sinee anawent s it has been known
to be highly toxic. One of the carliest
accounts of 1ts lethal nature 15 contained
m the Fhacdeo, written in 399 B.C. The
victim was the Greek P!ulnknphcr Soc-
rares who was forced to drnk a wea
brewed from Porson Hemlock. In early
Lireece this plane was a preferred method

if execunon tor State prisoners. There
as also g penod in Europe when mar-
inberntance and succession were
solved i the Locreta Borgia fashion,
whding Poison Hemlock extract to a
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The Deadly Hemlocks
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rivals drink.

A common misconception among plant
foragers is that a small bite of an un-
known plant is a safe method of ascer-
taining edibilty. This is a deadly miscon-
::E}]‘t[im'l since some polsonous plants are
lethal even in small quantitics. A botany
student in Southern California was curi-
ous abour the taste of Hemlock. To sai-
isfy her curiosity, she touched some of
the plant to her tongue and immediately
spat 1t out. A halt hour later she was
taken to the hospital complaining of
numbness in her legs, one of the charac-
LETISTIC SVINPLOmS of Hemlock poisoning,
The poison in Hemlock works on the
central nervous system, .'*-.ir.u'rini_; in the
legs, there is a progressive paralysis, work-
ing up the body to the lungs, resultung
in death by asphvxiation. Symptoms are
often apparent within a half hour after

C See HEMLOCKS on page 7

Econotes/Earthhwatch

Third Fork Creek
Stream Watch

BY GRETCHEN COOLEY

Groundhog Day this vear marked the
sixth anniversary of the Third Fork Creck
Stream Watch —a diverse group of more
than 100 Durham residents, most of
whom live in the Morehead Hill, Tyvon
Park, St. Theresa, Forest Hills, Old’ St
Joseph and Rockwood neighbourhoods.

hird Fork Creck begins south of
downtown Durham, with its branches
coming together in Forest Hills Tark,
and flows south-west forming the third
tork of New Hope Creek which flows
onward to B, Everert Jordan Lake,

The creek’s recorded history dates back
to 1750 and the Stream Warchs mission
15t give it a future—one free of trash
and pollutants, Warer from the creck is
not rreated before it runs into the New
Hope and Jordan Lake.

A core group was brought together
originally through two grants from Z.
Smuth Revne aldaﬁ‘:uumhttu m, Their mis-
sion was initiallv educanonal, to inform
those living and working near the creck
of their existence, For vears people have

—

dumped all sorts of substances inro the
creck. Residents have used the Third Fork
as a depaository for motor oil, leaves and
trash. Monitors have locared spots where
raw sewage was entering the creck be-
cause dlLlpid ared sewer lines, laid during
World War I1, had dereriorared

The bad odor of dec miposing milk
was traced o pipe u[-iila at the James
Street Flav-O-Rich Dairv, The group has
alerred the ciry on several occasions about
bad smells from the arca near Forest Hills
Shopping Center and the Forest Hills
Park. Testing by the state identified the
pesticide dichlovos (used to protect stored
tobacco), toluene, xviene, nicotine and
menthol coming from American Tobac-
cok plant on Blackwell Street,

Several of these substanoes wer present
in amounts large enough to be poison
ous. Those from American were entering
the stream when the loadine dock was
hosed down and the run-off wenr inn
A storm sewer svstem thar dramed
Fhird Fork. American received o i

- See STREAM WATCH on pagt




BY RICK THOMPSON

Less than a decade ago most climbers
in the castern United Stares belicved thar
all the major crags had been developed
and nearly “climbed-oue.” The Gunks of
New York and White Mouneains were
considered the only major arcas though
some knew of the diverse chiffs of North
Carolina. However, in the early "80% the
thirst for new rock was quenched, The
south-cast became a hor E)Ld of activity
as a multitude of new crags were discov-
ered. At the top of this F\t 15 West Vir-
Flmﬁs New River Gorge, considered
v many widely traveled climbers to be
Americas finest crag,

From irts name one might assume the
New River Gorge to be a recent geo-
logical occurrence bur, in face, it 15 be-
heved o be one of the oldest rivers on
carth, second only to Egypt’s Nile River.
-"uln:}ni_, a G0-mile stretch th wrough central
West Virgima the river has carved out a
spectacular, narrow gorge up to 1200
teer in deprh. Near the downstream end
of the gorge the rim develops a nearly
continuous rock bhand which varics be-
rween G and 150 feer high and stretches
foor more than 10 miles on cach side of
the river. Comprised of diamond-hard
Nuttal Sandstone, the 325 million-year
old formation has weathered into a per-
tect medium for climbing, Though sedi-
mentary i nature, this fine grained,
compact sandstone contains a lugh per-
centage of quartz and more resembles
ql.mu.riu than true sandstone. Texture
varies from mildly coarse to that of pol-
ished marble, while the rock’s sedimen-
tary origin accounts for the abundance of
Gunks-like horzoneals thar make it par-
ticularly user-friendly, Cracks, for 'u]l‘m.h
the area indtially became renowned, lie
in heavy COTCETTEATION along many of
the walls., While ity true that some of
the linest cracks in the castern United
Stares are found here, thevie juse the
beginning for the wigue architecture of
these or 18 punl-.lu an endless variery
of chm hml' Texthook dihedrals and
aretes of per fect geometry are abundant,
Roofs of mega- }uupnllurrh litrer the
walls and Nakes of every imagimable con-
figuration can be found, Between all of
these feature lic a plethora of blank-
lesoking faces that are covered with edges
and pockers of all sizes and shapes.

In carly 1985 work began on the fiest
guidebook to the area, Initally, 125

roures were docomented on several crags.,
By mid-"85 a handful of active climbers
were feverishly developimg new routes,
In the fall of *85 The }]:m. less Wall was
opened up, a crag which streches for
more than 4 miles withour a single break
and has since become the nucleus of New
River climbing. Though attempts o fi-
nalize the Ltlir:]':_ during 1986 continued,
the unpar; alleled and amazingly tast 1.|.L'
velopment made 1t J!I‘Il‘ltl\\ll‘l e to com-
plete it. Finally, in the ":Frmg_, of 1987
Mew River Rock was published and in-
cluded more than 460 routes, the major-
ity of which were the obvious, classic
lines established by traditional, Ameri-
can ethics with pu.dmmn antly natural
protection. In carly 1987
NEw Crags wis discovered downstream
from the existing areas. Bubba Ciry was
born and during the 1987 and "88 scasons
this group of walls became the east coast
hose- %‘:q d of Euro-stvle climbing. Trads-
tional erhics gave way to rap-pl aced boles
and Bubba became an area riv: 1l|an Ore-
gon’s Smith Rocks for high-stand ard face
climbs. However, this trend has not been
limited to Bubba Ciey as the 1988 season

. o
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saw the spire ad of Euro- stvle roures to the
balance of the other crags. By late 1988
the total number of ru'iru at the New
exceeded 200, with more than 250 5.10%,
2005.11%, 100 5.12% and a dozen 5.13%,

Although rhe ourstanding repurartion
of the n:.|t1‘|‘.|hl|1l=' here has only just begrun
to spread the numberof v I\I[II‘l”L|!I'|'||"I. s
|'|1l.|hun on a steady increase for che past
pwo seasons, Sell, wn-.nth-.'- 1T ALY
of rock, vou .*-llnuld tlwavs be able o
find solitude, even on the bustese of week-
ends, I voure planning a climbing wip
scon, The New River Gorge simply should
not be mssed. Local chimbers are as
fricndly as vou'll find anvahere and wiall
l..|'|1..1..t’['l.l”‘. show vou arcund.

For more information get 1 copy of
New River Rock from Eno Traders o
write to Erched In Stone Guiadebonsks,
Box 387, Sewickley, A 15143
e -'_thh".ia' East Cansts berter fnowen offindr
ers, Raek Thenapsen s @ paytizer ad i
desiqier ai Tl pson Bieiders e .',r;
v e i abo te anther of New Riva
Rock and a corvespondent fior Climbing
and Rowk&lee smansine.




FIELDNOTES

[from page five
ingestion. In the case of the botany stu-
dent, her dose was not lethal, she sur-
vived. Never taste test any unknown or
toxic plant, to do so is nothing short of
Russian roulerre,

To identify the poisonous Hemlocks,
look for the following characteristics:

1. The full grown plant is 3 to 6 teet
high.

2. Smooth upright stems are hollow
and often blotched with purple spors.

3. Stems are hairless,

4. Leaves appear tern-like with num-
erous small divisions.

5. Small white topped flowers occur
in flat-topped clusters,

6. Boot looks like a small white carror,

Crush a pornion of the plant and

vou will notice an unpleasant odor (some
people describe it as mousev).

Learning, to recogmize some the toxic
members of the plant communmnity is viral
knowledge for the skilled outdoors per-
son. It mav save vou from friends like
Charlie’s.

Tins colwminn s based on the book, Thistle
Greens and Mastleroe, I.'Hn'-u'r.-'ﬂ'}:'ri' i Wild
crness Press, T author, Jime Waltens @5 o
professtoneal wmonentain guide, anthor, lec-
rtever and divector of Deer Crossing Caneph,
Ine., a sumier camp for tecns i Califor-
miak High Sicrra and Hawasr, For more
inforsation, phone (408) D06-0448,

CONOTES

fromi page five
of Durham permit in 1982 ro discharge
waste into the city sewer system, but the
storm dran ran directly into the creck.
[vash clean-up has been an n|1-\uuing
concern along the creck. A grant from
Merropolitan Lite made owo inter I‘al.‘!i_';h-
borhood eftorts possible. One hundred

| people moved 5,175 pounds from a sec-
ton m Lvonn Park and another group
woduced 3,335 pounds of debris down-

I trom OId S, Josephs Church,
Most recently, sasolne leaks from ser-
we stanons at Forest Hills Shopping
have been indenttied and are
11 i_'._ll":. R

Monmronng 15 an ongoimng acnivin If

LY TIRE Ty DYWCCCHTE I"|'k||i‘.-;'._| Vi

contact Stream Warch  president,

R Foushee, at 489-3063. Financial

tribunioms are alwavs helpful, as s

:'l"'l PACT WAL CLean-ups ':.:'I'II_'\.IE [l'tl.,"\l_'

| wiluled tor lager this Spring and [im
' Parmentier, $89-0954, 15 charge,

i“".

Check Out
Eno Trader?
expanded ond wmproved
Climbimg Department

Featuring fine rock gear from:

ynanannEnwnasvayanii!®S

= 5.10

Blue Water
Chouinard
= Climb High

= Mammurt

r= Misty Mountain Threadworks
= SMC

Sole Survivor/Boreal
Wild Country

r= Wild Things
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M

=
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March:

“The Lemurs of Madagascar” slide-show/lecture

April:
[ ]
“Hotspots of North Carolina Rockelimbing™ slide-

show with professional mountain guide Charlton
Durant of Looking Glass Guides

April 4th:
“Rock Climbing Ground School”™ Get off the ground

and learn the basics of rockehimbing right in the

store. 7230 pm.

May:

“Family Camping Made Easv” seminar (sequel to
last year’ bestseller!)

May 11-13:
L ]
Dont miss huge savings throughour the store during

our monster STOREWIDE/TENT DAY SALE!

For move information, and specific
times and doys, stop by Eno Tiaders
or call 286-4747.

ENO
TRADE

ik -4
The hasddoor i it ters i, L
737 anth 5t .
Drham, NC 27705
2R6O-4747




