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As the DPS year draws to a close,
I am happy to have served as your
Chair. Thank you for placing your
confidence in me. I am content
knowing that the DPS is in good
hands for the year to come. But
times, they are a changin’. As
with the other hiking sections of
the Chapter, our membership has
declined. We have fewer outings
led by fewer leaders, owed in no
small part to new Sierra Club
regulations concerning the
currency of first aid training. In
an effort to increase participation
in the DPS, we for the second year
distributed copies of the Sage to all WTC students, and I
had the opportunity to speak to three of the four WTC
groups, inviting them to come hike with the DPS. So get
out for some great desert hiking, introduce a friend to the
DPS, and check out the LTC if you’re interested in
leading some trips, advice I could well take myself.

CHAIR’S CORNER
by David Baldwin
I want to start this, my last column as DPS Chair, with a
report on the recent DPS election. We mailed 207
ballots, for the regular election to fill three, 2-year terms
in the Class of 2009 and the special election for a 1-year
term to fill a vacancy in the Class of 2008. At the DPS
meeting on April 7 we counted the 81 ballots (39%) that
were returned. Edna Erspamer rides a landslide into the
Class of 2008, and in the regular election Audrey
Goodman, Michael Gosnell, and Gloria Miladin garnered
the most votes and are elected to the Class of 2009.
Congratulations to the DPS Management Committeeelect! After a week of email discussion, the members of
the 2007-08 DPS Management Committee have decided
on the following division of duties:
Chair: Michael Gosnell
Vice-Chair/Outings: Audrey Goodman
Secretary: Paul Cooley
Treasurer: Gloria Miladin
Programs/Banquet: Edna Erspamer

See you on the trail and off,
David Baldwin
Please join me in welcoming the new DPS leadership! I DPS Chair
also want to offer my sincere thanks to Bob Hethmon –
who is on the mend after a nasty fall – for volunteering to
run in the election.
The transition to a new DPS Management Committee is
tinged with sadness at the passing of our friend and longtime Treasurer, Pat Acheson. Pat’s six years of service
on the Management Committee matches that of any other
member in the last 20 years. Pat took over as Treasurer
under very difficult circumstances and is responsible for
bringing our account back from the brink to the stable
situation we enjoy today. I’ll always remember Pat for
her enthusiasm and her strength, even in the face of
terminal illness. She is sorely missed.
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and aids in the conservation and preservation of desert wilderness areas.
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TRIPS / EVENTS
MAY THROUGH NOVEMBER 2007
MAY 6
SUN
OCT 14
SUN
NOV 10-11 SAT-SUN

DPS
HPS, DPS
DPS

Desert Peaks Section Annual Banquet
Mt Baldy, Duane McRuer Memorial Hike
Mopah Point, Chemehuevi Peak

All participants on Sierra Club outings are required to sign a standard liability waiver.
If you would like to read the Liability Waiver before you choose to participate, please go to:
http://www.sierraclub.org/outings/chapter/forms/
or contact the Outings Department at (415) 977-5528 for a printed version.

MAY 6
SUN
DPS
O: Desert Peaks Section Annual Banquet: The Desert Peaks Section will host their BANQUET May 6th. THE
REEF, 880 S Harbor Scenic Dr, Long Beach, CA. No Host Bar 5:30 pm, Dinner, Awards and Program at 7:00
pm. Program by ALAN KEARNEY, climber, world traveler, author. Alan will present his climbs of some of the
Desert Towers: Washer Woman, Monster Tower, Sister Superior, The Priest, Ship Rock. Many trips to Patagonia:
New route up South Face Central Tower Of Paine, Fitzroy's North Pillar, 8th ascent of Cerro Torre, new route on
North Face Saint Exupery, and solo of Shark's Fin. Mark your calendar not to miss this great event and you will have
a chance to meet your fellow climbers. For Banquet tickets and information, please contact: Dean Acheson, P. O. Box
90043, Pasadena, CA 91109-0043, (phone 323-256-4069). Include SASE. deanacheson@earthlink.net

♦

OCT 14
SUN
HPS, DPS
O: Mt Baldy (10,064), Duane McRuer Memorial Hike: Join us on what would have been close to Duane's 82nd
birthday to celebrate his life in the mountains he loved. From Manker Flat to the summit via the Sierra Club Ski Hut,
the hike will be 8 miles r.t, 3900' gain. Strenuous but moderately paced. Ski lift option for $l0 and potluck
immediately following hike. Meet 8 AM at Manker Flats, 9 AM at the ski lift, or 7:15 AM at the parking lot at the
corner of Mills Avenue and Mt. Baldy Road. Bring food, water, good hiking shoes, great memories to share.
Leaders: Doug Mantle, Mary McMannes, Tina Bowman, Gene Mauk, Mike Manchester, Bob Hicks. Honorary
Leaders: Betty and Lara McRuer. (Email Mary McMannes for additional info, marymuir@earthlink.net)

♦

♦

NOV 10-11

SAT-SUN

DPS

MR: Mopah Pt (3530’), Chemehuevi Pk (3694): Join us for two climbs in eastern San Bernardino Co. Sat. Mopah,
class 3, 8 mi, 2000’+ gain. Sun climb of Chemehuevi, class 2, 7.5 mi, 2000’ gain. Must be Sierra Club member to
climb Mopah and submit medical form. E-sase or sase with recent experience on rock and conditioning to Leader:
Tina Bowman. Co-Leader: Tom Bowman.

SAFETY MANAGEMENT
There's a "Safety Management" document available at the MOC (Mountaineering Oversight Committee) pages of the
Clubhouse extranet site (National site). The URL is http://clubhouse.sierraclub.org/outings/mountaineering/index.asp.
If people don't know the password and all, they can get it by going to the home page at http://
clubhouse.sierraclub.org/ Near the top middle of the home page, there's a "get the password" thing to click on. The
document is especially for mountaineering leaders, but much of it pertains to most outings. -Tina Bowman

SUBSCRIPTION REMINDER
If you haven’t already done so, please consider renewing your Sage subscription. Dues are $10 per year and multiple
year subscriptions are encouraged. If you feel even more compelled, the DPS offers a “sustaining” dues option ($20)
which delivers your Sage via first class mail. Send your check made payable to “Desert Peaks Section” to :

Ron Bartell, 1556 21st Street, Manhattan Beach, CA, 90266
Include accurate address information. For your convenience, you may choose to use the order form on page 18.
THE DESERT SAGE
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OUTINGS CHAIR
I know I speak for everyone in the Desert Peaks Section when I say we are all mourning the loss of Pat Acheson. She
has been instrumental in the finances, program – especially the banquet, merchandise, and even the outings of this
section. We are all going to miss her terribly.
I was hoping she would have been the chair this past year and was surprised when she didn’t wish to hold that position. Now I understand why, . . . she was ill and didn’t want to leave the section leaderless. But she did. She knew
that holding a position is not about ego or “title”, it is about trying to help the section grow and provide a service for
its members. We all turned to Pat for guidance on procedures and guidelines of the section. In other words, we turned
to her for leadership because she had such a long history with the inner workings of the group. Experience in hiking
or on the Management Committee is crucial. She had those qualities and she worked very hard to make the Desert
Peaks Section one of the best.
She served as Treasurer, Program (every year though she did not get credit for it), and Merchandise this past year.
Her husband Dean too has helped our section out in more ways than most people will ever know.
Acheson
Acheson
Acheson
Acheson
Acheson
Acheson

Patricia
Patricia
Patricia
Patricia
Patricia
Patricia

2002
2003
2004
2005
2006
2006

DPS Treasurer
DPS Merchandiser
DPS Treasurer
DPS Treasurer
DPS Treasurer
DPS Merchandiser

Acheson
Acheson
Acheson
Acheson
Acheson
Acheson
Acheson
Acheson

Dean
Dean
Dean
Dean
Dean
Dean
Dean
Dean

2000
2001
2001
2002
2003
2004
2005
2006

DPS Chair
DPS Outings/Safety Chair
DPS Chair
DPS Program Chair
DPS Mountain Records Assistant
DPS Mountain Records Assistant
DPS Mountain Records Assistant
DPS Mountain Records Assistant

I for one was honored to work with her and I will miss her very much.
Ellen Grau, Outings Chair

MEMBERSHIP CHAIR / ACTIVITY REPORT, March 20, 2007
Activity Report
Membership Summary
Type
Sustaining
Member
Household
Sustaining Sub
Subscriber
Extra

Current
28
155
37
2
39
4

Inactive
1
17
1
0
5

Totals:

265

24

New Member
Bill and Robin Eschenbruecher
1743 Willowhaven Road
Encinitas, CA, 92024

1 year

Laurie Loshaek
1221 St. Paul Street
Denver, CO, 80206
303-320-1852

1 year

Membership Renewals
Jim Adler
Gary Bowen
Lynne Buckner
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Dennis Burge
John R. Castel
Mark Conover
Tom Erspamer
Jon Z. Inskeep
Brian (Wolf) Leverich
Karen Isaacson Leverich
Gordon A. Lindberg
Terry Morse
Richard Pardi
Randolph Pitts
Rheta R. Schoeneman
Don Sparks
Jim Throgmorton

2 years
1 year
1 year
1 year
2 years
2 years
2 years
1 year
1 year
1 year
1 year
3 years
1 year
1 year

2 years
1 year
2 years
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CONSERVATION
Greetings fellow DPSers! My name is Peter Francev, and I am your new Conservation Chair. Over the next few issues, I will be writing about the proposed White Mountain Wilderness, the Las Vegas water issue(s), and for this, my
first issue, the proposed additions to the Hoover Wilderness. However, first I would like to introduce myself to you all.
I was born and raised in Whittier; a product of public schooling, I graduated with my B.A. in Philosophy from Cal
Poly Pomona, with a minor in English literature. After graduation, I studied abroad in Dublin, Ireland at James
Joyce’s’ alma mater, University College Dublin, where I took a M.A. in Philosophy. Upon returning to Whittier, after
rejecting offers to continue with a Ph.D. and jobless (who wants to hired a “professional” philosopher), I took a job
teaching high school English in Bell Gardens. I held out in the high school system for a couple years before I headed
back to Cal Poly and took a M.A. in English literature. Since graduating, I have been part-time teaching English and
Philosophy (occasionally) at various, local community colleges.
A little over two years ago, I became a lifetime member of the Sierra Club and the DPS. It was not until I picked up a
copy of Andy Zdon’s Desert Summits that I began to realize the awesome opportunities to hike and climb in the desert, and perhaps, more importantly, the need to desert protection, especially with suburban sprawl. I know that my
first piece is on the Hoover Wilderness. However, this is one wilderness I hold very close to my heart because I was
practically raised here during the summers of my childhood, and needless to say, I was “very excited” to see that there
is a proposed addition to the current wilderness size.
Currently, the wilderness has “stalled” in the Senate because, as it was described to me, “there is a war going on.” If
the Senate goes forward and passes the proposed bill, the “classic High Sierra landscape of deeply carved glacial valleys dotted with tranquil alpine lakes and forests of lodge pole pine” will be saved. In addition, the new addition will
protect twelve miles of the PCT, and set aside the “Bighorn Addition” to the Hoover Wilderness. The Bighorn Addition will protect the high plateau above Mono Lake that the reintroduced, endangered Bighorn Sheep population
needs as a means of survival. Historically speaking, the addition will preserve “the beautiful ranger’s cabin in Paiute
Meadows,” thus, enabling generations of hikers, climbers, and future conservationists to enjoy its magnificence.
It should be noted that in parts of the proposed wilderness, unregulated snowmobile use occurs on a daily basis during
the winter months. If the Senate fails to further protect this pristine wilderness, it is almost certain that snowmobilers
will go unregulated, and this will have serious consequences for those who call Hoover home. On the contrary, the
sooner that the Senate passes the bill, winter snowmobiling will be made illegal, and for those who continue to break
the law, heavy fines will be levied.
It is with the above reasons, that I strongly urge you, my fellow DPSers, and Sierra Club members to write our Senators urging and arguing for the expanded preservation of this wonderful, stunning wilderness, so that future generations can take pleasure in it, just as my grandfather and father did. Thank you.
Very Sincerely Yours, Peter
P.S. If you have any questions, comments, or up-dates, please do not hesitate to contact me!
“In wilderness is the preservation of the world.”--- Ralph Waldo Emerson

HELP WANTED
The DPS needs your help. We are seeking a volunteer for the following position. Please contact David Baldwin,
DPS Chair if you are interested in helping out. Your efforts will be appreciated.
Merchandising Chair
The Merchandising Chair maintains a small stock of DPS merchandise including pins, T-shirts, and CDs, accepts orders, and ships merchandise. If you have a little extra storage space in your home or garage (10-15 cubic feet), have
an interest in sales, and can spare a couple of hours a month for your DPS, please consider volunteering to be our
Merchandising Chair!
COVER PHOTO: Arc Dome from the Reese River valley. Photo by Bob Sumner.
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In Memory of Duane McRuer
October 25, 1925 - January 24, 2007
Duane Torrance McRuer has passed from us, one of our noblemen, indeed--extraordinary climber, hiker, scientist,
philosopher, he graced our presence for 81 years. When someone said, "Show me men like our mountains," I'm sure
he was thinking of Duane. He met all of our expectations and more. At his 75th birthday gala held at Caltech, I sang
him a song, (in my best Ethel Merman imitation.) "There is nothing like our Duane...nothing in the world. There is
nothing you can name that is anything like our Duane!" How true--there was nothing like our Duane, affectionately
known as Mac.
At 6'4", a member of NASA, recipient of awards and fellowships from prestigious organizations (too many to name),
Mac towered above men, both physically and intellectually. In the first few years of our friendship, I was awed by his
presence, perhaps a little frightened. He was a genius, and I was a high school English teacher and often a nervous
nelly on the harder peaks. Mac and Doug Mantle were a pair, indeed. I called Mac the presiding king, and Doug, the
crown prince. They had their rituals on the trail, Doug would hum a few bars of a classical piece or show tune, and
Mac would finish it. As Mac loved lists, he loved quizzes and lectured in the wilderness on an incredible array of
subjects as we hiked up and down the great peaks or rested at evening campfires. One M.I.T. professor said it well,
"My son Eric is of the opinion, Mac knew everything. I think the event that impressed him the most was at a campfire where he and Mac discussed The Illiad in depth for a long time. He did not expect that from an engineer." Mac
could talk on a multitude of subjects more informed than anyone I've ever known. If he didn't know an answer, well,
he'd be creative. Once camping with George Toby, they saw tiny birds scurrying across the road. "Mac, what kind of
birds are those?" asked George. Mac looked at them and said, "Oh, they're mini-quails." He'd laugh when telling the
story as he had no idea what they were. But George trusted Mac to know all things, so he took him at his word.
In later years, Mac, Gene Mauk, and I climbed Baldy often. There was always a quiz at the beginning of the hike.
"Mary, name the four horsemen of Notre Dame." "Mary, in the U.S. Capitol, there is a Hall of Statues. Who are the
two from California?" He especially loved military lore and history and was proud of his Naval service. I was accused of being a Marcus Aurelius drop-out since M.A. rose early to fight battles, and I hated to get up in the mornings. We underlings were thrilled if we got any answers correct. We'd squeal in delight, and he would give us the
Mac smile of approval. At his bedside, the day before he left us, Mac called me in for a last private conversation.
Although weak and exhausted from his courageous battle, his eyes twinkled, and he craftily smiled. "Mary, I'm giving
you one of my prized bolos, but you must pass a quiz." Sure enough, he asked me to name
California's state bird, mammal, flower, gemstone, and rock. He hinted that the gemstone
was in the bolo, the benitoite found only in Russia and Benito County, California. He was
parting this earthly life but wanted to leave a lasting image of the tradition we always shared
between us. Mac was the teacher until the very end.
Give Mac a list or a new techno toy, and he was ecstatic. He finished the DPS list twice
plus HPS, SPS, and 49 High Points of the States. He was working on county highpoints,
state museums and historical sites lists. There wasn't a list he didn't like. Life was a constant learning experience for him, and the love of his life, Betty, accompanied him on many
excursions here and abroad. He never stopped learning and had an insatiable thirst for gathering and sharing information. Always the teacher, our Abba. I remember one starry night
in the desert when Mac brought out some telescopic apparatus and made us lie on our backs
while a tape played pointing out constellations and heavenly beings. I never did figure out
what we were looking at--but I said, "Oooooh and ah.." with the rest of the lookers. Mac
was in his element, indeed. Even in his final days, he was charged and recharged with constant visits to Wikipedia.
Mac was a genius, but he liked us little guys. Many climbers and hikers have written me
emails about their personal exchanges with him. Health issues (hip and knee surgeries, cancer) were his expertise, and he didn't offer merely sympathy but rather life-saving advice
about the best doctors and latest medical procedures. In spite of being a busy busy man, he
Mary McMannes and Duane at
had time for all of us. He made time for all of us.
White Rock Lake, September
2005. Photo by Dr. Art Bryson.
Even though named a Distinguished Alumnus of Cal Tech and holding court with Nobel
THE DESERT SAGE

7

May/June 2007

nominees and recipients, he liked being around us. I went to a Fab Four concert (facsimiles of the Beatles) with Mac
and Betty. We sat together, and I couldn't get over that Mac was bobbing his head, snapping his fingers, and singing
all the words with the rest of the leftover aging sixties' teenagers. Later, December 31, 1999, we gathered to ring in
the millennium, and Doug Mantle was quiz master for the evening and had appropriate twentieth century quizzes.
My favorite photo is Mac's sheepish grin when admitting that, "Charlie's Angels," was his favorite t.v. show from the
last century.
Duane liked scoops and tales as well as the rest of us. We climbers share a history of stories, follies, and foibles
along with our heroic efforts and climbing accomplishments. Some days, we are heroic and other days, utter buffoons. Despite our moments of poking fun and spoofing about the way we were, Mac knew our strengths and never
failed to point them out. He had a compliment for everyone--he was proud of all of us and what we had added to the
mountaineering commonwealth.
And so I say farewell and goodbye, dear Mac. I was blessed to have you as my mentor, good friend, and confidant.
You came into the world and left it a far better place. As I told you in our last meeting, you'll be just around the corner and a little bit ahead of us. "Mac, we'll meet again in a twinkling of an eye." Thanks for the laughter, the insights, the knowledge which you constantly imparted to me. I once sang, "Oh, what would we do without our
Duane?" Cuno Ranschau said, "If he wasn't King Midas and turned everything to gold, he sure made everything better, much better." A fellow Scotsman's marker reads, "Here he lies, where he longed to be. Home is the sailor, home
from the sea, and the hunter home from the hills." And for our climber, he's home from the mountain and the smoldering campfire.
Brilliant yes, heroic, truly. It was our privilege to accompany Mac on his fabulous unforgettable life journey.
-Mary McMannes

Duane & Betty McRuer, Rayne & Mary Motheral, c. 1980s
Photos provided by Mary McMannes.

Duane, Sue Wyman, Vic Henney, and Doug Mantle (bottom) holding up fingers for
how many times they have finished the DPS List, January 2000.

Mary McMannes, Duane, and Gene Mauk atop Mt Lola, September 2005.
Photo by Dr. Art Bryson.
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Duane & Betty and Doug Mantle at a party in 2002.
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In Memory of Howland Haskell Bailey
April 5, 1912 - December 26, 2006
Once again, the climbers and the hikers are saying goodbye to another one of our favorites--Howland "How" Bailey
who passed away the day after Christmas at the age of 94 years young. I first met How in 1982 on the DPS listed
peak, Spectre. After a long, hot, and arduous day, How and I were instant friends and continued to be so over the
years.
His big warm smile and quiet demeanor impressed all of us. His daughters sent me his funeral program--and there
were so many things about How that many of us never knew. He never bragged about his own accomplishments (and
there were many) but instead asked us about ours.
How was a premature baby and frail--but he didn't let that stop him from a life of incredible adventures. He lived life
to the fullest right to the end. In his twenties, he scaled school buildings and in his nineties, he was delighted when he
bid and made his first seven no-trump bridge hand. How's educational
background is impressive with degrees from Haverford, Duke, Caltech;
winning scholarships until he earned his Ph.D. in physics. He was
barely twenty when he landed a teaching position in Tarsus, Turkey;
and during vacations he'd ride his bike all over the place covering
ground whether it was the road to Glasgow or Baghdad! Anne was his
wife of fifty-eight years, and she said, "How never met an adventure he
didn't like, and a hair-raising bad road or swaying vine bridge only improved the experience."
He taught at M.I.T. during World War II, and after the war moved to
California where he worked for RAND Corporation in Santa Monica.
Rand continued to employ him well into his eighties. Of course, coming to California provided the arena for How becoming a mountain
man. He joined the wonderful Sierra Club and bagging peaks became a
mission.
He earned his DPS emblem in l966, his DPS Emblem in l967, and completed the HPS list in l969. How was a favorite leader for all the sections, and he made a game of connecting his peak climbing routes in the
San Gabriels with canyon and ridge hikes he often did by himself. The
Sierra Club honored him with the HPS John Backus Leadership Award
(l968), Angeles Chapter Outings Service Award (1978), and the coveted Chester Versteeg Outings Award (1983).
This great mountaineer with the heart of an explorer managed to visit
over one hundred countries with his beloved Anne by his side. Later,
he led his daughters, Bernadine and Barbara, and his four grandchildren
on many backpacking and peak adventures starting at the crack of dawn
and being picked up days later somewhere in the Sierras. How loved
his friends, and his great smile will not be forgotten. Even in his nineties, this exceptional scholar, climber, and hiker met each day with joyous appreciation. There was always an adventure to be had whether reliving memories of scaling difficult peaks or winning a hand at bridge.
How blessed our lives and will be greatly missed.
-Mary McMannes

Trip leader How Bailey descending from summit of Old Baldy
during Hundred Peaks Section moonlight climb of Mount San
Antonio (Old Baldy), August 14, 1976. Photo by Bob Cates.
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In Memory of Priscilla H. Libby
1918 - 2007
It is with great sadness that I announce the passing of my mother, Priscilla Libby, in
Santa Cruz, California.
Raised and educated in Maine, Mom was a single, working mother in West L.A. who,
with a life-long love of the outdoors, had vowed to join the Sierra Club when the kids
were older. About 1971, she fulfilled this wish and I, being the youngest, was fortunate to be part of that. My mother and I took BMTC together in 1972 and LTC the
next year, and were co-leaders of trips for the HPS. She also led trips with many other
people and sections, including a number of bus trip/backpacks for the West L.A.
Group. She was an SPS member, a DPS emblem holder, and an HPS list finisher, and
had also hiked the John Muir Trail.
In her 60's, she took up running, and by the time of her last marathon at age 80 (yes,
80), she had completed over 50 marathons, a tough 50-miler (Catalina), and scores of
other races. She specialized in the tough trail courses, such as Pikes Peak, Catalina,
and Wild, Wild West.
She was also the consummate world traveler in later years, visiting such places as
18,700 foot Kala Patar above Everest Base Camp (at age 67), the Tien Shan Mountains
of the U.S.S.R., Antarctica, Baffin Island, and Greenland. She rode the Trans-Siberia
Railroad across the U.S.S.R. alone and took a boat to Japan. On a trip to Africa, only
illness prevented her from summiting Kilimanjaro.
My five siblings and I, as well as her numerous grandchildren and great-grandchildren,
her brother, and many more will always profoundly miss her.
Anyone wishing to contact the family to share stories of trips, say hello, or whatever,
may do so via my e-mail.
Chris Libby, bajachris2@yahoo.com

Priscilla on a Sierra Club outing to
Escalante Canyon, Utah in July 1978.
Credit: Alice and Jack Goldberg
Collection, Sierra Club-Angeles Chapter
Archives

———————————————————————————————————————————————
Pricilla and I did the first third of
the John Muir Trail together. We
were to do the subsequent legs later
on, but we never got together
again for that. Chris and Jack both
met us at the end of the week
when we hiked out. The thing that
amazed me about Priscilla was that
she could tell the time of day just
by looking at the sun. She'd ask
me what time it was because I
wore a watch and I'd ask her to
make a guess and she was always
within 15 minutes of the correct
time. She finished it with other
friends and I did too later all by
myself. I lost touch with her when
she stopped hiking with the club.
She was a great hiking and backpacking partner. - Alice Goldberg
Priscilla in Aravaipa Canyon, Arizona.

THE DESERT SAGE

Photos provided by Chris Libby.

10

Priscilla atop Glass Mtn, August 1990 (age 71).
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Priscilla Libby and her son Chris were very active
HPS'ers in the early 1970s, the same time when Maureen and I were active. We always wondered what had
become of her. She was pretty amazing, as she seemed
somewhat frail even back then, but then she surprised
us and would make it to the summit. I remember she
didn't like heights and I was pleased to be able to rope
her up so that she could get Lily Rock even by the easy
back route. I also recall her participating on our second
lead of the Zion Narrows. It was a wet, high water year,
and at one crossing she stepped off a rock into the
muddy water and disappeared backpack and all. A
hefty young man right behind her reached down into
the water and lifted her one-handed and deposited her
on the opposite shore--none the worse for wear except
for being completely soaked. Pricilla led an adventurous life and we were always glad to see her.
- Bob Cates

Priscilla relaxing during a desert outing. Photo provided by Chris Libby.

In Memory of Patricia Acheson
Pat was my love and companion for the past 30 years. She died March 2 after a brave but quiet five year battle with
cancer.
Those who knew her knew of her love for the outdoors, her love for those desert peaks and her love for the people
who climbed those peaks. She was never happier than when she was climbing a peak or sharing a potluck or talking
around the campfire.
She loved the Desert Peaks Section, and insisted on its healthy survival. She rescued the treasury a few years back
and as Treasurer brought it back to its current good health.
At a very young age Pat devoured the library’s offerings of religion and philosophy, and followed her trail to find herself. She loved art and music (especially opera) and she loved traveling to sample the cultures and foods and landscapes of earth. She loved animals, birds, plants and fresh air. She loved the British comedies, Turner Classic Movies
and Masterpiece Theater mysteries.
Pat’s glass was always half full. She left
me a treasurehouse full of rich memories.
To Pat, I offer the following very meaningful words:
She lived for truth;
She loved with passion;
She left in peace.
I will sorely miss her.

- Dean

Pat and Dean, Christmas 2006. Photo provided by Dean Acheson.
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A Goodbye to Pat Acheson
How do you say goodbye to a friend? Someone I’ve worked with and played with for over 15 years? Pat Acheson
welcomed me when I returned to the DPS in the early 1990’s with her warm smile and hugs. She and Dean were always cheerful and made any gathering more fun.
I remember one of our famous pot lucks when Mirna Roach devised a “Perfect Tortilla Making Contest” after a
climb. We all tried and tried, with Mirna’s wonderful hints, to make the “perfect tortilla.” Whose tortilla won (Mirna
was directing the contest, not a contestant!)? Pat had a huge grin on her face when Mirna announced that Pat’s was
the roundest, and puffed up just right after all her careful handling of the dough.
On another earlier trip to Palen, I recall my son and I having a dickens of a time finding the trailhead. I was driving a
Toyota Camry to the event, and on some road that was scary in such a car. About the time I was in tears, Ron Jones
and the rest of the crew (including the Achesons) drove into meet us. I was extremely happy to see everyone, and the
group certainly was kind to us. We climbed
Palen the next day, on an extremely hot day, and
Pat and Dean were there as always with their
smiles.
Pat and I served together for many years on the
DPS Management Committee. The most recent
stint was particularly difficult because of the
situations handed our way. Pat was the most
conscientious treasurer the DPS has ever had,
and she single-handedly ensured the DPS remained in good standing and health for many,
many years. Her hours and hours of dedication
did not go unnoticed, especially during trying
years and doing the tedious year-end budget reports. It takes a team to make things happen, and
thanks to Pat, we were always a team and kept
the DPS rolling. She and Dean received DPS
awards for their dedication and work.
I was fortunate to have known this lovely lady,
and thank her for making my DPS experiences so
great. I will miss her smile. - Linda McDermott

Pat on the trail to Keet Seal, Arizona.
Photo by Dean Acheson.

The Potluck Gang Remembers Pat Acheson
We were celebrating Vic Henney's and Edna Erspamer's birthdays, and our potluck gang convened at my place, the
last Saturday of February.
I'm not sure how this group got started--but it was years ago, when we were working on or finishing the DPS list.
There are 10 or 12 of us...and we celebrate birthdays or often just celebrate ourselves. Dean and Pat had been with us
for several years and too many potlucks to even count. We all had our signature dishes: Tomas' chili, Jim's salads,
my cheesy potatoes, Vic and Sue's "The Cake," and Dean and Pat, the veggie hors d' oeuvres. How many times did I
open the door to a smiling Dean and Pat and that gigantic basket of fresh veggies and dip? We loved our parties, and
we loved each other. The last potluck where everything seemed the same-- Pat was a little thinner and perhaps a little
more pale, but her eyes were sparkling, and there was that great smile. At the last minute I took photos...little did I
know how much those pictures would mean to all of us. Dean called five days later and said, "Pat has passed from
us." The group was devastated. With dignity and stoicism, she never wanted us to know she had terminal cancer.
We didn't even know that last night. There were signs, and we missed them.
John Muir wrote after his best friend died, "I wonder if leaves feel lonely when they see their neighbors falling." I
think of Pat, and I look at those last photos. There were four things that Pat loved and not necessarily in this order:
her family (Dean, son Steve, the great dogs, Gozer and later Cinnamon); Texas and everything Texan (she was a
THE DESERT SAGE
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ranch girl from Texas); anything DPS, peaks,
campfires, banquets, management meetings; hanging out with us at our potlucks.
She loved being with us and fretted if an out of
town trip made her miss a party. In other words,
she let us know our friendships were top priorities
in her life. Pat didn't talk much about herself but
was always interested in our comings and goings.
She was a wonderful listener and gave welcomed
compliments.
I think she was a stewardess at one time, and later,
she and Dean traveled the world and had great adventures. Their DPS List Finisher was one of her
happiest days --Sombrero and Jacumba...and everyone came. We climbed, we drank, we sang, we ate
--and had a parade of pancakes in the morning. It
was one of those perfect desert days.

Vic Henney, Mary McMannes, and Pat Acheson at her last potluck, February 24, 2007.

Photo provided by Mary McMannes.
I have lots of photos and evidence that we were all
gleeful in celebrating their awesome accomplishment of driving miles of dirt roads and climbing the worthy peaks. Even Gozer, the peak-bagging dog, was smiling
broadly. After that, Pat threw herself into hours and hours of supporting the DPS in all endeavors. Even today, her
name is listed as banquet reservationist ...and it was only last year, she was running to and fro making sure our '06
banquet was a perfect one (and it was.)

Caring and considerate describe Pat -- and eager to listen to our scoops and stories which bound the potluck gang together.
A courageous and brave friend, even at the end--she didn't want to burden us with sad news. We all have so many
regrets about what we could have done and said to make it easier for her. How hard to imagine that Dean and Pat
won't be standing at the front door carrying that gigantic basket of veggies and dip and a newly discovered fine wine.
It was our privilege that we were like a family bound together by many hours of climbing, star-gazing, campfires, and
friendly banter in this close-knit group. Farewell, dear Pat. We'll see you often and forever in Auld Lange Syne.
-Mary McMannes

Baboquivari Inquiry
To Editor, "The Desert Sage"
Some of your Desert Peaks Section members visit Mount Baboquivari, in Southern Arizona. I know because I am the
keeper of the Summit Logs for that peak. Reference: http://www.climbaz.com/babo_logs/pdf/03--Nov%20and%
20Dec%2074.pdf . (Scroll down to Page 7 for December 22, 1974.) A couple of us in Arizona are putting forth an
effort to make more complete my collection of log books.
A late member of yours, Bill T. Russell, wrote about having placed a book on the summit, in 1991. Reference: http://
angeles.sierraclub.org/dps/archives/dps00220.htm . Is there a chance that some of the rest of you have some leads I
might follow to help fill in my collection? I have material that covers 1954 to '60; '74 to '77; and from '93 to the present. You can see the beginnings of our preservation effort at: http://www.climbaz.com/babo_logs/babo_logs.html .
Thank you in advance.
MARVIN G. STAFFORD, Oro Valley, Arizona
mgstafford@comcast.net

THE DESERT SAGE

13

May/June 2007

PHOTOS

Duane McRuer contemplating his favorite TV show, December 31, 1999.
Photo provided by Mary McMannes.

Pat Acheson at Monument Circle, Indianapolis. Photo by Dean Acheson.

Pat Acheson atop her last peak. Photo by Dean Acheson.

THE DESERT SAGE

14

May/June 2007

onto a New Bedford whaling ship—not a good idea, as it
turned out, because “the crew was brutish, the captain a
tyrant, and the living conditions almost unbearable.”
Browne’s friend became ill and was put ashore in the
Azores, but Browne, “who possessed of a wiry
resilience,” endured, and was eventually able to gain his
release in Zanzibar by supplying a substitute and paying
$10 plus his sea chest.

BurtFalk@aol.com

Returning to Washington in 1843, Browne, then
twenty-three years old, secured a job as a reporter for the
U.S. Senate, and, better yet, met his wife-to-be, eighteen
year-old Lucy Mitchell, the daughter of a local
physician. Although it was a difficult courtship—
Lucy’s parents were not happy about their daughter
marrying someone considered to be a rolling stone—the
couple tied the knot in 1844. The senior Mitchells
needn’t have worried, because, even though Browne did
continue to travel extensively, the couple went on to
become the parents of ten children and remained devoted
to one another until Ross’s death in 1875.

BOOK REVIEWS
J. ROSS BROWNE:
AN AUTHOR WITH ITCHY FEET
Adventures in the Apache Country, a Tour
Through Arizona and Sonora (1869)

I

n his introduction to the University of Arizona’s 1974
reprint of the original 1869 edition of Adventures in
the Apache Country, Donald M. Powell, author and
compiler of western bibliographies, declares that the
author, J. Ross Browne, “was born with an itch in his
feet and ink in his veins.”

Settling down, Browne found a new job as a clerk in
the Treasury Department, and was soon promoted to
private secretary to the Secretary of the Treasury.
Validating his interest in writing, Harper’s Monthly
published his “Etchings of a Whaling Cruise with Notes
of a Sojourn on the Island of Zanzibar,” an essay, which,
combined with his drawings, enjoyed critical success,
including a review by Herman Melville, whose later
classic Moby Dick it certainly influenced.

Well, indeed he was. John Ross Browne (he used the
initial J, instead of John, however) was born in a village
near Dublin in January 1821. His father, Thomas
Browne, was an outspoken critic of the government, and
his opposition to the tithe system plus other rebellious
ideas eventually caused his imprisonment. In 1834, after
his sentence was commuted to a seven-year banishment,
the elder Browne, with money raised by friends, brought
his family to America, first settling in Cincinnati, Ohio,
then moving on to Louisville, Kentucky, where he
established and conducted a seminary for young ladies.

Browne’s feet began to itch once more, however, and
the discovery of gold in California gave him the
opportunity—with an appointment from the Secretary of
the Treasury as Third Lieutenant, United States Revenue
Service in his pocket—to ship out for the Pacific Coast.
Fortunately, during the voyage around Cape Horn,
Browne’s ship had to make an unscheduled stop at Juan
Fernandez Island, an occurrence which provided the
author with material for yet another series of articles to
be published in Harper’s Monthly, and for a successful
travel book, Crusoe’s Island (1864).

Getting an early start in adventuring, Ross Browne, at
the age of seventeen, spent a year as a deckhand on a
boat operating between Louisville and New Orleans,
after which he wandered on foot though parts of Texas
and several eastern states. Powell states that by the time
Ross was twenty “he had already traveled 2,200 miles.
It was only a beginning.”

By the time Browne eventually arrived in California,
his appointment as a revenue agent had lapsed, and so,
instead, he became a reporter for the contentious debates
of the California constitutional convention—during
which the issues of slavery, state boundaries, and
taxation and representation were argued— being held in
Monterey. In the fall 1849, editing the material during
his return voyage to the East Coast, he then guided the
report, published in English and Spanish, through the
press. By the time it was finally ready for distribution,
the interest in California and its gold fields had grown so
intense that it became an instant commercial success.
With the profit derived therefrom, Browne took his
growing family, including his sister-in-law, to Italy,
where, after establishing a base in Florence, he departed

Browne’s literary career began early on also, his first
publication an essay appearing in the Louisville Literary
Newsletter in February 1839, followed by several short,
romantic stories.
In 1841, the elder Browne moved his family again, this
time to Washington, D.C, and there Ross, mastering
shorthand, became his father’s assistant in reporting the
proceedings of Congress for the Congressional Globe.
Young Browne, however, soon grew weary of the
sedentary life, and in July 1842 he and a friend signed
THE DESERT SAGE
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for the Near East, gathering material for yet another
book, Yusef, or the Journey of a Frangi (1853), a volume
which some say inspired Mark Twain’s Innocent
Abroad, published sixteen years later.

Iceland, and wrote two additional books, An American
Family in Germany and The Land of Thor.
Returning to California, Browne—you guessed it—
was off again, first revisiting the Nevada silver mines,
and then, with his old friend Charles D. Poston, touring
Arizona and Northern Sonora, trips which provided
material for yet another a series of articles to appear in
Harper’s Monthly, and which, in 1869, was published in
book form—the subject of the following review—
Adventures in the Apache Country.

Browne wanted to keep traveling, but he also realized
that a reliable source of income was necessary to support
his large family, and so, during the period 1853-60, he
became employed as a special revenue agent
investigating federal agencies across the country,
especially in the West. Lawrence Clark Powell, author,
bibliographer and librarian, states that Browne “proved
to be an efficient and incorruptible government servant,
one of the best our country has ever had. He served
untarnished in a time of patronage, greed, and
corruption.”

In 1868, President Andrew Johnson appointed Browne
Envoy Extraordinary and Minister Plenipotentiary of the
United States of America to China. Unfortunately,
Browne’s opinions—at odds with more optimistic
reports then circulating in Washington—were not well
received, and a year later he resigned.

And it was during this period also, in 1855, that
Browne moved his family to Oakland, California, where
he later built an elaborate home, Pagoda Hill.

But Browne’s wanderlust was sated at last. His final
years were spent in Oakland, involved in real estate and
mining ventures, and promoting various irrigation
projects. He died suddenly, most likely of acute
appendicitis, on December 8, 1875.

In 1860, following a tour of the new silver mines in
Nevada, Browne penned, “A Peep at Washoe,” a
satirical article which Lawrence Clark Powell claims
“prepared the way for another triumph by Mark Twain.
Roughing It was essentially the same experience brought
to the level of genius.”

Adventures in the Apache Country, a Tour Through
Arizona and Sonora (1869)
Although an interesting book throughout, one of the
most remarkable occurrences takes place at the outset,
and concerns the manner in which Browne signed on for
the four-month tour.

Browne was still not ready to settle down, however.
Leasing out their Oakland home, he moved his family to
Germany, where they resided until 1863. During this
interval, Browne visited France, Spain, Scandinavia and

“I had no more idea on Saturday morning, December
5, 1863, of starting on such an important expedition at 4
p.m. of the same day, than I had of going on a
prospecting tour of the Mountains of the Moon.”
Indeed, while in San Francisco that morning, Browne
met his old friend, Charles D. Poston, an Arizona
pioneer, who had just been named Superintendent of
Indian Affairs for the new Arizona Territory. Poston,
coveting Browne’s knowledge of mineral development
and his writing and sketching skills, attempted to
persuade his friend to join him—even though they would
have to leave that same afternoon—telling him, “We
would have a grand time; we would feast and hunt and
hold pow-wows with the Indians, and do up the whole
country even to the Moqui villages, which…, on
authority of an English missionary, were inhabited by a
race of Welshmen who made a voyage to the Continent
of North America in ancient times.”
Browne was sold. “Over to Oakland—a hurried
explanation—a parting glance at the pleasant homestead,
the garden, the wife, and the little ones—ah me! How
often the same insatiable spirit of adventure has driven
me blindly through the same trying ordeal!”
“There was no trouble about getting ready,” Browne
continues. “A knapsack, as usual, was my only baggage.
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The contents were soon packed; a few coarse shirts, a
box of pencils and paints, a meerschaum and a plug of
tobacco…At 4 p.m. I stood upon the deck of the good
steamer Senator, fully equipped and prepared for the
important enterprise on hand.”
Upon landing in San Pedro, several days are then spent
gathering supplies, after which the expedition, including
Browne, Poston, a supply wagon and driver, an
ambulance, a cook, a Pima Indian chief, two additional
men, and a guard of five soldiers and a sergeant, begin
their journey, via Chino, Temecula, Warner’s Ranch,
San Felipe and Vallecito, to Ft. Yuma
Crossing the 116 mile stretch of the Colorado Desert
between Cariso (Carrizo) and Ft. Yuma, Browne
describes the surroundings as: “Barren hills of gravel
and sand-stone, flung up at random out of the earth,
strange jagged mountain-peaks in the distance; yellow
banks serrated by floods; sea-shells glittering in the
wavy sand-fields that lie between; these overhung by a
rich, glowing atmosphere, with glimpses of Indian
smokes far off in the horizon.”

antics in the public places to the most diabolical din of
fiddles and guitars ever heard.”
Moving south, they visit the mission of San Xavier del
Bac, built by the Jesuits in 1668, “one of the most
beautiful and picturesque edifices of the kind to be found
on the North American continent.”
The village
surrounding the mission was inhabited by two or three
hundred Papago Indians, a tribe depicted as “a
peaceable, industrious, and friendly race.”

In regard to Ft. Yuma: “The banks of the river for
many miles below are fringed with groves of mesquit(e)
and cotton-wood; above the junction of the Gila and
Colorado an extensive alluvial valley clothed with
willow, cotton-wood, mesquit(e), and arrow-weed
stretches far off to the foot-hills of Castle Dome...”

Next comes Tubac, deserted at the time due to Apache
depredations, followed by a side trip into Sonora, to
search for a party of American mining people, which,
Browne and Poston had been informed in Tucson, had
been waylaid by Apaches.

As the party continues east up the Gila River, Browne
recounts the events surrounding the January, 1851
massacre of the Oatman family, and the battle of
September 1857, during which the Pimas and Maricopas
were able to hold off a large raiding party of Yumas,
Hualapais and Mohaves (see “The Captivity of the
Oatman Girls,” and “Massacre on the Gila,” Nov./
Dec.2005 Desert Sage), both of which occurred in the
area through which they are passing. He also describes
visiting a tree from which the dried body of an arrowriddled Apache is hanging—left there as a warning to
other marauding Indians by the famous Arizona Indian
fighter, King Woolsey.

Passing through several small towns as they move
southward, the expedition eventually reaches Magdalena
before turning back toward Arizona. Describing the
Sonoran population, Browne offers his now politicallyincorrect view on the subject, referring to the area’s
inhabitants as “greasers,” and reporting that, “Owing to
the climate, perhaps, and idleness, which is the father of
all mischief and many mixed breeds of babies, these
mongrel little humans abound to an amazing extent in
the small towns of Sonora... (which) I think can beat the
world in the production of villainous races.” “Mexican,
Indian, and American blood concentrated in one
individual makes the very finest specimen of a murderer,
thief, or gambler ever seen on the face of the earth.”
Oh, my!

Continuing, the party inspect the ruins of Casa Grande,
then stop at the Pima Indian village of Sacatone, where
“munificent presents”—including paint, red blankets,
beads, brass buttons and calicos, plus more practical
items, such as shovels and pickaxes—were distributed to
the friendly tribe.

During the return trip to San Xavier del Bac, Browne
and his companions visit several mines—both
abandoned and operating, discover what happened to the
Americans that had been attacked by the Apaches (they
had been lucky to escape), and make a swing through
what is now the Tohono O’Odham reservation, west of
Baboquivari Peak.

After crossing the Ninety-mile Desert, the expedition
arrives in Tucson, which Browne describes as: “Adobe
walls without whitewash inside or out, hard earth-floors,
baked and dried Mexicans, sore-backed burros, coyote
dogs and terra-cotta children; soldier, teamsters, and
honest miners lounging about the mescal-shops, soaked
with the fiery poison; a noisy band of Sonoranian
buffoons, dressed in theatrical costume, cutting their
THE DESERT SAGE
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and Poston part ways, the former, learning his wife is ill,
heading home for Oakland; the latter starting north on a
political campaign.

Although Browne enjoyed early success, his fame
diminished after the publication of Adventures in the
Apache Country. Lawrence Clark Powell explains it
rather well, when he writes, “Dana, Melville and Twain
had genius. Browne had talent. It was not enough to
give him a lasting hold on readers, at least in his
lifetime.”

Later, while writing his introductory chapter, Browne
muses on why Arizona, with its “wonderful resources
and a climate equal to Italy,” had failed to attract much
of a population. His conclusion: “Two great obstacles
…still exist: difficulty of access, which can only be
remedied by a port of the Gulf of California (that
problem was solved instead by the coming of the
railroad in the 1870s); and the hostility of the Apache
Indians, for which there is no remedy short of
extermination.” Wow! An unfortunate, but, at the time,
commonly held view.

Powell does, however, consider Adventures in the
Apache Country to be a Southwestern classic. I consider
it to be a classic, as well—a DPS classic.
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DESERT PEAKS SECTION

DPS NEWSLETTER - The DESERT SAGE - Published six times a year by the Desert Peaks Section of the
Angeles Chapter of the Sierra Club. SUBMISSION DEADLINE FOR THE NEXT SAGE IS JUNE 9, 2007.
SUBSCRIPTION/MEMBERSHIP - It costs ten dollars a year to subscribe to the SAGE. Anyone can subscribe to
the SAGE, even if not a member of the DPS or the Sierra Club, by sending $10 to Membership Records. To become a
member of the DPS you must (1) belong to the Sierra Club (2) have climbed 6 of the 99 peaks on the DPS peaks list
and (3) send $10 to Membership Records for a SAGE subscription. Non-members who subscribe to the SAGE are not
allowed to vote in our elections. Renewals, subscriptions, and address changes should be sent to Membership
Records, Ron Bartell, 1556 21st Street, Manhattan Beach, CA, 90266. The subscription/membership year is for six
issues, regardless of when payment is received.
EMBLEM STATUS AND GUIDES - To receive DPS emblem status you must climb 15 peaks on the list, five of
which must be from the list of seven emblem peaks, and have belonged to the section of one year. To work on the list
you will probably want to buy from the Treasurer (David Baldwin, 3760 Ruthbar Drive, Hawthorne, CA 90250-8473)
the Desert Peaks Road and Peak Guide 5th Edition - $28 + $2 Postage or if you like to explore without much
direction just purchase the DPS PEAKS LIST - $1 (enclose a self-addressed envelope).
CORRESPONDENCE - We welcome all articles and letters pertaining to outdoor activities of interest to DPS
members. Some submittals tend to be too long and space limitations and other considerations are factors in the
decision to publish an article/map. The editor may modify submittals in a perhaps, misguided attempt to increase
clarity or decrease length but will hopefully not modify your meaning. Trip reports on official DPS sponsored trips
are always printed. If you are a participant and know that the leaders are not going to submit a trip report then feel
free to submit a report. We welcome reports of private trips to unlisted peaks and private trips using non standard
routes to listed peaks. Please DATE all submissions. Please indicate topo map names, dates and contour intervals.
Digital (word processor files) content are essential and will help ensure that there are no typographical errors. Send
copy to the Editor (see below) by the published deadline. Please include a SASE if you would like to have your
material (maps/floppies) returned. If possible, print on the back of a picture when and where it was taken, what it is
of, who is in it, and who took it. Email usually works best for simple text-based submissions and minimizes editing
complexity. Email editor for details on submitting attachments and/or digital photo scans.
ADVERTISEMENTS - You can advertise in the SAGE to recruit participants on private outings or sell items. The
cost is $3 per line with a maximum of 5 lines per ad.
EDITOR - Bob Sumner, PO Box 7337, Mammoth Lakes, CA, 93546
Email : bobsumner@worldnet.att.net
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