Outward Bound 1965 Course C-13.      -      by Rob Jackson

1965 was the year of the "Deadly Bells."  I was 16 when I completed Colorado Outward Bound School course C-13 (July 11 through August 7, 1965).
As in all COBS courses, we got up at the crack of dawn and ran up Lost Creek to jump in the creek and then ran back to camp.  We rappelled down the rock face above Lizard Lake.  We used open frame metal packs.  We wore wool clothes from the Army surplus store.  We listened to Joe Nold, Larry Higby and others as they taught us how to be mountaineers.  We wore good leather boots.  Mine were La Dolomite.  We did the rope and agility course.  Our course was not like many other courses, however.
By the time our 12 man patrol was on the third day of the Basic expedition, we learned of the disappearance of a boy (Robert Rossetter, of St. Charles, Illinois) from the nearby Ashcrofter Boys camp.  He had been last seen on Trail Rider Pass. We had climbed Whitehouse and Treasure Mountains and glissaded down Bear Basin in the rain, but instead of returning to the main camp, we then joined another 120 students and instructors from Outward Bound in another three days of search and rescue.  The loose rocks, steep cliffs and heavy timber of the Crystal River basin made for difficult searching.  The boy's body was finally found in the river by an Outward Bound instructor.  Some thought that the boy had fallen through a snow bridge.  Food ran short.  I remember eating peas and instant potatoes at about 1:00 in the morning and thinking that it tasted great.

At Outward Bound, "gorp" was the trail mix of choice (there was only one choice)....salted peanuts and raisins....delectable! 
Next came the five day Alpine expedition which was to include an ascent of the 14156-foot Maroon Peak (the south "Bell") from Fravert Basin.  This is not the conventional route.  Although the Maroon Bells are among the most photographed mountains in North America, there are very few pictures of the peak from the back side in Fravert Basin.  We camped in Fravert and planned to spend a day preparing for the climb.  Another patrol was to make the climb that day in order to avoid having two patrols on the mountain the same day.  (This made perfect sense at the time based on considerations of safety from rock fall.)  For anyone who lives in Colorado now, you know that the 14ers are now a virtual freeway at times.  As we relaxed in camp, we were shocked to find out that the other group's instructor, Louis Covert, had been knocked from a ledge by a falling rock.  Two of us ran some two miles to Geneva Lake to relay the information and get a helicopter for evacuation.  There was a short wave radio there.  No cell phones then.  We ran through a lot of water and my feet were blistered badly by the time we returned.  The instructor had been killed and our climb was cancelled.
The next day we started our three day solo survival.  From my camp in Fravert Basin, the Bells loomed ominously above.  I kept a diary at Outward Bound.  Included is a poem written by another patrol member, Roger Curtis, from England, via Indiana.  It read as follows:

So brief the light, the light of day,

So brief the morn and evening sun,

Yet when it falters, come what may,

The evermore still needs be done.

So great the mountain's high flung peak

To draw small people near

Who climb them even while they speak

In undertones of awe and fear.

So small the mountain's movement when

It takes and snuffs out one small breath;

Then silent, tall and dark again

As if it hadn't caused the death.

So meaningful the death somehow

To life with a future as well as now.

Later in the summer of 1965 three more climbers (scientists from Los Alamos Laboratory) lost their lives on a snow field west of Maroon Peak.
Our Final expedition took us to Capital Lake, then north of Capital Peak and back south down into Pierre Lakes.  We traversed the east side of Snowmass Peak to Trail Rider Pass and then back to camp.

Our patrol was made up of young men from Colorado, Hawaii, California, North Carolina, Indiana, Illinois, Missouri, Massachusetts, New York and Ohio.
I ran my first 10k at Outward Bound.  The race was from the town of Crystal over Arkansas Mountain and down Lost Trail creek to the Outward Bound Camp.

I will always remember Outward Bound Course C-13.  I have climbed 33 14ers and completed the Basic Mountaineering School with the Colorado Mountain Club.  Even if I do not get up there as often anymore, my favorite times are when I am up in the mountains hiking.  My wife and I have six children, all of whom have become involved in mountaineering to varying degrees.
