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Notes
Frank Buffum Memories of Bob Rockwell 

Bob Rockwell Climbing Mt Whitney 
Bob Rockwell, PhD Aeronautical and Astronomical Engineering from Stanford

worked at China Lake. He first climbed it at 16 years old on May 25, 1952 and 
saw flash of an atomic bomb test in Nevada. He was 80 on Nov 18, 2016. 

He has climbed Whitney over 160 times. His and his friend, Daryl Hinman, did 
the east buttress route of Whitney, a fourth and fifth class route, a couple of 
times unroped - he says those times were very exciting!. He talked about trying 

for the high point of each U.S. state. A real incentive to me – which I eventually 
did. He had party of 40 folks on Owens Peak to celebrate climbing 1,000 peaks 

(see below under Mt Owens). On those Whitney Climbs he somehow managed to
take photos of lovely girls(dressed and undressed). He had a folder of these 

photos. I don’t think it was the love of the mountain Had to get another photo.

State High points Bob talked about getting to the highpoint of each of the 50 
states. He didn’t do it. But I thought that was a neat idea, and I did do it.
I am registered as Highpointer 133. It takes a good wife who can plan the 

trips to do this. That planning (trip planning, drives, hotels, etc.) is almost 
equivalent to making the climbs.  In New England, my wife, Deb and I got 4 
in one week. But it was all due to Bob’s suggestion

“B” Mountain party
We use to climb “B” Mountain on the base frequently. It was our lunch time exercise 
event – and one other times as well. I myself have climbed it many, many times. Day, 
night,rain, snow, ...One summer at lunch time, Bob held a party on top of “B” 
Mountain. He had brought up lots of goodies which all enjoyed as a summit party. Not 
sure what he was celebrating. But the snacks were great!! 



Owens Peak – 35° 44.296’ N, 117°49.822’ W, 8,453 feet. 
Way 1 – shortest and usual way – 1.5 miles and 2850 feet elevation gain. 
Go up Indian Wells Canyon (below) taking BLM route 152.Park in lot near end 
of road. Take a look at the petroglyphs: 35° 43.532’ N, 117° 59.263’ W. This 
is also the start of a nice short hike to north-east through forest with many 
lupine. Walk up road by a dry stream bed past a big rockslide on right – to 
the north. Scramble up rock slide to ridge, turn right, take ridge to a flat area 
Then go up toward summit (north), and climb up side and then go up to peak.35°
44.296’ N, 117°49.822’ W, 8,453 feet.  Come on down, drive out. Can have a beer 
at IWV Brewery at about 2 PM (If you are under 50 and fast!). Bob Rockwell held a 
party on the summit on Nov 8, 1999 to celebrate his having climbed 1,000 peaks. 34 
people (including myself) and 2 dogs attended. Probably the most people on the 
summit at one time. There was a barbecue. He had 20 pounds of top sirloin, 
20 pounds of Indian Wells Lodge salad, baked beans, 6 dozen cookies, white zinfandel, 
a bottle of Kazakhstani cognac, and a 20 liter keg of Mojave Red beer. Served with 80 
pounds of ice that had been brought up the day before. Why climb 1000 peaks? “Not 
for the record, but for the fun of it”.



Notes
Sierra Madre Mountain Rescue 

Hi CLMRG,            

Sierra Madre SAR members are sending a check for $250  
in memory of Bob Rockwell.

We are sorry that we will be unable to attend the memorial on Saturday,

but want the team to know that we have always held Bob in very high regard.     

He was a true mountaineer and a class act. One of our members was 

involved in his first body recovery at Old Army Pass and Bob was there, 

watching out for everyone, and handling things in a very professional way, like 

the old pro he was. 

His supportive words were so helpful. Another member remembers 

leading a group of scout dads on their first overnight camping trip to Trail Camp 

in October of '09, and it snowed a bit. The dads were scared, the trip leader 

exasperated, and Bob and a crew appeared out of the early morning clouds 

coming down. Bob had a chat with the leader and encouraged her to be patient 

and kind and take them slowly and carefully back down as they were clearly out 

of their element. She needed to hear that.

I'm certain Arnold Gaffrey and many of our past members have stories 

to tell, too. 

Be well and be safe.

Best regards, Susan! 
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.J\lex Lowe 

"Thinking back to yesterday, I appreciate why I 

come to the mountains;not to conquer them but 

to immerse myself in their incomprehensible 

immensity" 

George Leigh Mallory 

"So if you cannot understand that there is 

something in man which responds to the 

challenge of this mountain and goes out to meet 

it, that the struggle is the struggle of life itself 

upward and forever upward, then you wonti: see 

why we go." 

A Gallery of Eloquence 

Bob Rockwell 

,. 

"Will climb for bee1:" 

Maurice He.rzo g 

"For us the mountains had been a natural field of 

activity where, playing on thefrontiers of life and 

death, we had found the freedom for which we 

were blindly groping and which was as necessary 

as bread." 

Norman Clyde 

"'In such a life there is. of course. a good deal of 

adventure, some romance, and a certain amount 

of hardship. The more one learns to take care of 

himself, however, the less hardship there is!" 

Eric Toller



Photos Ricky Lovett

Tom Brown



Tom Brown



Photos

Lee Lucas





Rockwell Pass





Gathering Photos





Gathering Photos





Memories
Bob Huey - memories of Bob Rockwell, Jan 11, 2020

My Mentor, teacher, leader and friend 
My first hikes with Bob outside 

of the summer class in 1980 were in 
1982. He was my Mountain Mentor for 
37 years and I did > 120 trips with him. 
In 1982 we did 3 trips/5 peaks: Virginia 

Lakes; Kingston, Clark and Petosie (near 
Las Vegas); and Mount Mt Russell. The 
first trip to Virginia Lakes was with Bob, 

Carl Heller, Lee Lucas, and Mike Renta. 
At camp Bob fell in the stream while getting water, but continued as though he was 
perfectly dry. It was so cold the 2nd day, with the wind chill, we checked each others 
faces for frost bite as we hike, and we turned around without making the peak. I was 

not well prepared wearing double thick Long Johns  (for -30 degree’s in WY), a heavy 
fur lined coat from Korea, and rubber boots with no lining!! 
Bob taught me to do multiple peaks In one trip - in 1984 we did 5 peaks In one trip -
Rogers, Bennet, Telescope, Bennet and Rogers. We often did Whitney and Muir in one 
trip. A later trip objective was to do a 10 peak traverse from Lone Pine Peak to Russell, 
which would include Lone Pine, a peak I Dubbed “Rockwell Pk” (pk 3,985), LaConte, 
Mallory, Irvine, McAdie, Hitchcock, Discovery Pinnacle, Muir, Whitney, and Russell.A
favorite of Bob’s in the later years was Corkscrew Pk in Death Valley where Bob led us 
up and down at least 6 different routes. Near Corkscrew he also explored a peak he 
named “Ah So Peak”. In the Panamint’s we did Maturango, French Madam, and 
Parkinson in one trip.We attempted Mt Sill or University Pk in the winter 1/2 dozen 
times. He guided me to most major peaks in the Sierras, Inyos, Panamints, Slate 
Range, Argus Range, Death Valley, California/Nevada Border, and near Las Vegas. 
Most were named peaks, but many only had numbers - like Pk 13,248; 12,960; 
12,851 wherever they are!
The most popular/highest attendance trip I was on with Bob was “Nellies Nipple” near 
Tehachapi. We explored an alternative route up Mt Whitney via a chute South of Muir, 
and retreated after Bob broke through and broke through a and fell down a short snow 
chute and we were unable to go any further. 
Bob always took different routes and “short cuts” which made all trips exciting.

Some of Bob’s often frequented peaks included: Owens, Candlelight; Thor; Wotan’s 
Throne, WHITNEY; Sill; University.



One interesting trip was Bob’s trip to Search for Tilley - he lost his Tilley Hat 
near Laurel Mountain and he invited several of us to join him the next week to 
search for it. It was not found!

Bob and I were the Tortoise and the Hare. He would do his “Rockwell Shuffle” 
while I ran ahead and, exhausted, watched him walk by and summit before me. 
When I would decide to explore my own route on a hike, I would end up 
thrashing through brush, over rocks, and going on long detours, while Bob 
calmly walked leisurely up or down the easiest, most direct route!

I took Bob up on his challenge to do the John Muir Trail in 10 days (1987)
- 210 miles, with no more than 35 lbs. This meant that Roseman, Castro and I 

carried NO tent, sleeping bag, stove, or water. The 35 lbs consisted of the pack, 
1 1/2 lbs of food a day, a bivy bag, an empty water bottle to get water out of the 
streams along the way, all of the cloths we could wear and a light ground cloth. 
Bob Westbrook told me that after he did that challenge with Bob the only way he 
would do it again was “if he was re-incarnated as a Jackass”.
Bob challenged me to keep up with his number of peaks and trips per year, but 
when he would do over 50 a year, I would max at 20-40.

Bob started the Go Light Phenomenon 
light pack - Ghost, Gossamar, etc... (from 3-5 lbs lbs down to less than 1) limited 
sheets of toilet paper 
1 1/2 lbs of food a day
no water except from streams or snow 

clothes you wear don’t count in the weight 
no need for heavy ropes - everything is 3d class (up to 5.6)
if you needed a rope it could be what I called "Butt Floss” - 5 mm vs 12 mm 
climbing rope. 

He preached that since Bears shit in the woods so can people. His analysis of giardia
in the Sierra’s was that the first reported case was really caused by poor human 
hygiene and that the chances of getting giardia in the Sierras was less than getting it 
from the City water supply in SanDiego.
We talked about a plethora of subjects on our hikes: His number one priority was 
family - always had a note from Sheila in his lunch (Love is....) 

Starting a Trust account to protect Sheila and family
How to get East Coast AND West Coast TV channels
Investing in the stock market, Bob’s desire to possibly work in Switzerland 
Growing up in China Lake, Music Elder Hostel Tripsto, Listen to music
Study literature, Study The Constitution



Memories
Bob Huey - continued

Bob Collected statistics and data:  number of climbs, conditions, and times,     
number of peaks, climbing companions, CLMRG average age. One of my last hikes  

with Bob was to Mount Whitney in March of 2010 – Bob was 74 years old and had 
at least 2 heart surgeries.
Companions included Hinman, 
Meyers, Stratton, and Bodine. We 

hiked from the gated road to Lone Pine
Lake the first day with 40-60 lb packs 
and wearing snow shoes. To Trail Camp
the 2nd day. We got within 1 mile of the

summit before returning to camp the 
3d day. Out on day 4.



Peter Woodman - memories of Bob Rockwell

I happened to be with Bob when he ruptured his Achilles tendon on the top of 
Mt. Russell. It was a day climb up the standard route from the Russell/Carillon 
saddle. We got to the summit in good time for lunch and were undoubtedly 
entertained by the Clark’s Nutcrackers. After lunch Bob decided it was time for a
photo and set up his camera10’ish feet from our place of repose. As he hurried 

back he stumbled and went down onto his hands and knees and began rapidly 
crawling back to get in the picture. Well, Bob crawling was a sight to behold and 
apparently I was laughing heartily as Bob got situated for the shot. As soon as the 
camera shutter clicked Bob said he was afraid he hurt his heel. I reckon he already 
suspected what happened. He took off his boot and his Achilles was absent. Where 
the tendon should have been taught there was nothing but soft mush. It took a few 
moments and a few “well shoots” to sink in before moving to practical matters. 
Being long before 911 could be dialed from the top of a 14,086-foot peak I asked 
Bob if he wanted me to hoof it down to get a helicopter. Of course he said no, he 
would give it a try and see how he did. We headed down the ridge and he did just 
fine. He said he had to concentrate to lift his foot a bit higher as his toes drooped 
and scuffing was not a pleasant experience. It did probably help that we were 
wearing fairly rigid boots, no Keen’s yet, which prevented greater drooping. At the 
saddle between Russell and Carillon he said he had the hang of walking without his 
Achilles so would continue. He did not take much longer on the descent and we got 
back to Whitney Portal in late afternoon/ early evening, as per normal. The closest he 
got to a complaint was as we got close to the portal he said matter-of-factly that he 
guessed that would be the last mountain he would be up for a while.

A remarkable man.



Memories
Mike Myers – Memory, Bob and I on a Rescue Operation 

A special memory of Bob occurred on an operation about a week before 
Christmas 1994 near Mt. Cummings in Tehachipi. Bob and I discussed this 

operation for many years to follow because it was one of our most memorable 
operations either of had ever taken part in. I hope this memory resonates 
with some of the newer members of the Team on why the Group focuses so 

much on developing and maintaining your man tracking skills.

It was a search for a 16 year old, mentally challenged boy, named Javier Perez. 
Search teams had been looking for Javier for three days before China Lake 

was called in to assist. Bob and I made up one of several teams for the fourth 
days’ search. We were dropped off by truck on the north side of the mountain 
with an assignment to search a gulley that led to the summit.

After climbing about 1000’ up a gulley we discovered the boy’s tracks in the snow. We 
followed his tracks all over the place, sometimes ascending sometimes descending, 
with no real direction of travel, but just meandering all over the place. At some point, 
three sets of mountain lion tracks appeared on top of the boys. The cat tracks 
appeared to be one large lion and two young ones. It was obvious the cats were also 
tracking Javier, and they did so for a very long distance. With the interest of the 
mountain lions, we had to make an adjustment in our search techniques. In additional 
to following sign, we had to add looking under brush piles as well.
We discovered a tree in the saddle west of Mt Cummings where it appeared, from 
snow encrusted into the bark, the boy had spent some time sitting in the fork of that 
tree. From there it looked like he made a commitment to go down hill toward the west 
where the snow finally ended and tracking became very difficult. We could only find 
partial prints with no detail, but we were convinced it was still Javier. When we would 
loose his tracks, we’d backtrack until we could pick up enough sign to continue. 

On a side-hill of about 45 degrees, we found sign of where Javier had slid and 
stumbled. We continued to follow the faintest of sign to a barbed wire fence where all 
sign of the boy ceased to exist, as if he had just vanished. We retraced our steps 
cutting a large area thinking we had missed something, but still nothing. We ended up 
back at that fence scratching our heads. He couldn’t have just disappeared. Slightly 
downhill from where we stood was a huge growth of dense brush that went from the 
ground levelup about 15 feet. It appeared to be completely impenetrable, but it was 
the only place left to look. We descended to the upper edge, still without any sign, and 
examined the dirt. There appeared to be a faint scuff-mark in the dirt right at the edge 
of the brush. 



I, being the younger guy, got the job of trying to penetrate the massive brush 
pile while Bob cut for sign around the outer edge. I lay on my back and slid 
feet-first downhill about 40 feet with my hands and arms protecting my face. I 
came to a very small clearing in the middle of that mess, and there I saw the 
non-responsive Javier lying on his back. He couldn’t really move but was 
blinking his eyes.
I yelled through the brush to Bob that I had him, and Bob’s response was, which 
way are his tracks going. When I told Bob that he was lying at my feet, he didn’t 
say a word, but he sounded like a freight train plowing straight through that 
impenetrable thicket to get to us.
Javier was in dire condition. He was extremely weak and at first was 
non-responsive. With us talking to him he became more lucid and was in a great 
deal of pain. He had spent three days wondering around in the snow wearing 
tennis shoes so his feet were in bad shape. His great toes on both feet had 
frostbite, with lesser degree frostbite to his other toes and heals. We assumed the 
warm sun had thawed his feet creating intense pain which made it impossible for 
him to walk. This was as far as Javier was going to go.

The clearing where he was lying was too small to work in, so we found another one 
a bit larger a few feet away where we could eventually get him into a stretcher. Bob 
used his body to knock down and hold the brush while I carried Javier to the new 
spot. We gave him water and wrapped him in warm clothes while we waited for 
addition help to arrive. With no way to get him out of that thicket, the sheriff sent in 
a helo to do a vertical extraction, and a ride to a waiting ambulance at the command 
post. Javier lived that day, while Bob and I created a memory that would last us 
forever.

Mike Myers – Memory of Bob

Myself and other team members sat on a steep icy slope on Mount Baldy a 
few years ago, quietly waiting for the extraction of our friend and frequent 
climbing partner Ali Aminian, who’s body we had found earlier that day. We 
covered his body, and while we waited for the coroner to be flown in, we 
began to share stories of our trips with Ali, and it turned into a healing time 
for all of us, just like today. While we waited I shared this story; 
Ali and I rescued Bob on a winter climb,... well it was more of a frantic assist 
than a rescue. Bob, myself, and Ali set out to do an overnight winter climb of 
Temple Crag. We donned our gear and hiked up the south fork of Big Pine   
Creek most of the day. The daytime temps were cold, but as long as we were 
moving and the sun was shining, it remained comfortable.



Memories
Mike Myers – Continued

As with any winter Sierra climb, the warmth of the sun goes away the instant the 
sun falls below the Sierra Crest. This was just such a day. As soon as we lost the 

sun, we set out to locate a spot where we could set up our tent for the night. The 
temperature was probably around 15-20 degrees, with a blustery wind.

We worked our way into some protective trees, looking for a flat spot, when all of a 
sudden Bob fell through the snow into icy water. He was down to his arms in the    

snow, but up to his waist in water, and couldn’t get out. Ali and I threw off our packs   
hurried to pull Bob out. Once he was out of the water the search for a flat spot 

stopped. While Bob was busy taking off all his wet clothes, Ali and I put up the tent in  
record time. We had the tent up and Bob’s sleeping bag inside before Bob finished 
getting out of his clothes. His shivering was getting more intense by the minute.

While I was helping Bob into his sleeping bag, Ali was busy setting up a stove to heat 
water. With Bob in his sleeping bag and drinking some warm liquid, Ali and I finished 
making our camp ready for the night.

Bob eventually warmed up and then the discussion turned to what to do the
next morning.

We knew we were going to retreat, but Bob’s clothes and boots would be
frozen. Ali and I devised a plan to share one of our layers with Bob, but 
wasn’t sure what to do about his feet. I learned how to pack from the 
master of packing light, Bob himself. I knew I had nothing in my pack that 
was extra. As I dug to the very bottom of my pack, I struck gold – there I 
found a clean dry pair of wool socks that weren’t supposed to be there. 
Fate had stepped in, his boots were frozen, but at least he would have something dry 
between his skin and the frozen leather.

At dawn, Ali took Bob’s frozen long underwear and pants, and beat them 
against a tree to knock the ice out of them, then we had Bob put them on 
while still in his sleeping bag so they’d warm up bit. We began our descent 
and while Bob’s boots were uncomfortable, we were able to safely make
our retreat. Bob and I were friends for 26 years. Mountaineering was something I had 

discovered in my late 30’s, it was something Bob had done nearly all his life and I was 
and still am, in awe of his knowledge and skill. I had many an adventure with Mr. 
Rockwell and could stand here and regale you with stories all evening, but as I 
prepared myself to write a few words I started recounting story after story to my wife, 
who listened, and finally interrupted me to ask, yes, but what did Bob really mean to 
you?



As I reflected, I realized that he was so much more to me than my favorite
climbing partner. When I came home from a day with Bob I rarely told Cindy 
about the details of the trip, but instead about conversations I had with Bob. 
He made me look at the world in a different way, he inspired me, he helped 
me build confidence in myself, and made me envious of his remarkable 
intelligence. He made me chuckle at his continuous analysis of everything, from
the average age of the members of the Rescue Group or who had the best 

ascent times up Whitney, to the meticulous log of every step he had taken on a 
mountain; there was always a spreadsheet of data.

I admired his devotion to Sheila and hers to him; He would share the “Love Is” 
notes that Sheila always left in his lunch and would often share insight into how 
the two of them managed the balancing act of rescue group activities and 
relationships. Their experiences helped Cindy and I work through the difficulties 
that arise from so much time and effort dedicated to a passion that may not be 
shared by both of you. 

The rescue group and its commitments has taken its toll on many a 
relationship over the years, and threatened ours more than once; but The 
Rockwell’s “Kitchen Pass” advice helped us many times over and Cindy and I will 
be forever grateful for their guidance. Bob was a Renaissance man in every sense 
of the word. He was a handsome man, an intelligent man, a scientific man. He 
appreciated the arts and spoke of philosophy, and he had a wonderful sense of 
humor. He loved adventure and the physical and mental challenges that came with
it. He could recharge with a 10 minute power nap on the trail and survive with the 

bare minimum of comforts. Most of all he loved Sheila and his family.
My days as a mountaineer are over — but my memories of adventures with Bob will 
be with me forever and I will be grateful for his friendship and presence in my life to 
the end of my days. I will think of him always.

Tom Roseman - Memories of Bob

As I reflected on my memories of time spent with Bob, I decided on a couple of 
events to share that captured the spirit of his creativity. My first trip with Bob that I 
remember was the Mount Whitney Marathon. This was a very informal event that Bob 
scheduled from time to time. I was new to the area and didn’t realize what I was 
getting myself into, but decided I would give it a go. The plan was to start down at the 
big switchback on the road up to the portal in order to make the route the required 
26.2 miles. Very little running was done on the way up to the summit as I recall. One 
stipulation was that you had to stay on the trail all the way up and down. 



Memories
Tom Roseman – continued

As we stumbled back down from the summit with tired legs I saw Bob trip and fall 
more than once, but he seemed not to care or worry. My goal became to beat Bob 
back to the switchback, Bob’s goal seemed only to have as much fun as possible! 

Although I survived the run/hike, I had a great deal of trouble walking for the next 
week.
The second event occurred a number of years later. Bob, Daryl and I were training 

for an early spring attempt on Denali. A winter ascent on Mount Whitney was agreed 
to as a worthy training event. We reached Upper Boy Scout Lake as our ‘high camp’ 

for our summit attempt, and started up the next morning good weather. As we 
started up the trough we found very deep snow, requiring several snowshoe stomps  
for each step of forward movement as we switched back across the slope. Bob  
suggested we retreat. As I was feeling strong, I offered to break through all the way to 

the notch with the intent that we would turn around once at the notch. Upon reaching 
the notch, I was exhausted and now ready to turn back. Bob piped up that no way 
should we turn around now that we were close to making a winter ascent. So up we 
went, summited and started back down. We once again forgot about Bob’s drive to 
reach the summit of any and all mountains!



Tom Sakai - memories of Bob Rockwell 

I have climbed over 300 mountains with Bob Rockwell. My first with him may 
be what got me hooked. I was taking the “Basic Mountaineering” class that 
CLMRG has taught every summer since the 1960’s and Bob was leading the 
overnight mountaineering trip for the class. It was going to Mt Tyndall, a 14,000 ft 
peak in the Sierra. We would be spending the night at a place called “Anvil Camp” 
which is about 10,000 ft elevation, so, summer overnight temperatures would 
be fairly cold.
Bob was developing his ultra-light hiking philosophy at the time and
he felt 15 lb. was sufficient to have enough gear and clothing to spend the night. 

So, he stipulated that our packs could not exceed 15 lb. That meant no sleeping
bag, tent, and probably no insulating pad. He got 5-6 hardy/naive/foolish students
as well as a couple of rescue group members. He later added that he would weigh 

each students pack at the parking lot and if it exceeded 15lb., he would take things 
out until it was below the limit. He was the expert, I was the newbie, so I took him at 
his word.

So, wanting to minimize the weight of my pack and maximize the weight of the 
contents, I went to Todd’s, the local camping supply store, and bought the 
lightest pack I could find. It was basically a light canvas back with shoulder straps. I 
carefully weighed each item I hoped to take and took great pains to not exceed the 
15 lb. limit while bringing enough to survive the night. Finally, I achieved my weight 
goal and was ready for the hike on the following Saturday.
Saturday arrives, we meet at the parking lot to arrange car pools, get to the trail head, 
and start our hike. I learned my first lesson about Bob. He didn’t weigh anybody’s 
pack. He gave us the 15 lb. number to make us “think light”. The first day’s hike took 
several hours, I think 4 or 5, or maybe 6. About 2 hours into the hike, I learned my 
second lesson. When Bob talks about pack weight, he doesn’t count the weight of 
water because he often doesn’t carry any water from one water source to another. My 
15 lb. included 2 lb. for a quart of water.
We finally got to our night’s destination at Anvil Camp, settled in, and prepared dinner. 
After dinner, Bob put on all his clothes, stepped into his bivy sack while standing, then 
launched himself backwards into a bush where he spent the night. The bush was his 
insulating layer. Lesson three: like a bear, Bob seemed to be able to keep himself 
warm overnight with minimal covers. All of us students were not so capable and less 
prepared and would have spent a cold night were it not for sleeping near the fire we 
kept burning all night (campfires used to be legal in the mountains). 



Memories
Tom Sakai – Continued

The next day almost all of us ascended the peak, my first mountain and first14’er, 
and had a long uneventful hike out. But, with the thrill and satisfaction of having 

scaled such a high peak.

After the hike, Bob opened the ice chest he had in his car and pulled out a (cold ?) 
beer. I think he had a few extra to share. Lesson four: bring cold beer for after the 
hike and some to share.
That hike was over 40 years ago. It was a great introduction to mountaineering 

by a great mountaineer. But, Bob was like that.



Jim Freeland - memories of Bob Rockwell 

I was a recent flatlander transplant in the early 2000’s when I first became 
aware of Bob Rockwell. I had moved from Florida to Ridgecrest to be near the 
Sierra; my only experience in the mountains being backpacking trips on a nearly 
annual basis. As I explored my new Sierra and high desert playground and came 
to know others who shared the same passion I heard the name “Bob Rockwell”
and references to his stories; and that the best way to hear his stories was to be 
on a hike with him as opposed to asking for the stories in some other context. I 
remember hearing about his climbs of Whitney dating back to the days of the 
atomic tests in Nevada.

As I gained knowledge and training from those with far more experience, I decided 
to take the mountaineering class offered by the China Lake Mountain Rescue 
Group, of which Bob Rockwell was an integral member.
Taking that class played a pivotal role in my transformation from a recreational and 
occasional hiker to a mountaineer, and a lot of that credit goes to people like Bob 
Rockwell. After taking the class I had the pleasure of sharing some hikes with Bob, 
including but not limited to places like Sacatar, the southern Sierra, Death Valley, 
Corkscrew Peak, Candlelight, and of course encountering him either on one of the 
routes to Whitney or at the portal. Thanks to him, I became aware of water sources 
and cross country routes in the area that continue to serve me well. 
I fondly recall some of his stories and funny anecdotes and was fortunate to draw 
upon his many years of experience in the 
mountains.
Examples include his wry smile as he 
recounted finding ways to outpace hikers/
climbers who were far younger than him 
based on his familiarity with the terrain;
the puzzled looks he would get as he met 
them again and again along the way. 
I have fun replicating that as an older hiker
when I get the chance.

I also admired his willingness to share 
information about the mountains, routes, 
conditions, safety considerations, avalanche 
risks etc. 



Memories
Jim Freeland – continued

In the later years I remember seeing him in the Whitney area in his ranger uniform      
as a volunteer; he was motivated to give something back. 

Among the phrases I learned from him and still use are 
“good day on the mountain”
“finding a route that goes” 
“off the mountain”—i.e. safely back after an outing 

Among some of the ideas I gleaned from him were: 

To set a turnaround time before heading out
The summit is optional — the parking lot is mandatory
To pace oneself along the way, eat, and drink water
Turn around and look now and then behind you to know the way back out 
and spot landmarks to follow

I was fortunate to have known Mr. Rockwell, to have learned from him, to have shared 
some mountains with him, to have laughed with him, and that’Il still apply what I 
learned from him to this day. I am appreciative of having known and learned from him; 
he touched many lives. 

Rest in Peace Mr.Rockwell. Respectfully, Jim Freeland aka Sierra gato

Walter Runkel – memories of Bob Rockwell
I first met Dr. Bob Rockwell about August, 1989. He was teaching an Advanced 
Engineering Mathematics class I was taking on the base at China Lake. At the time I 
knew nothing about his mountain climbing or the China Lake Mountain Rescue Group 
(CLMRG). Later that Fall I saw Bob out on B mountain every day at lunch time when I 
started going out there with coworkers for exercise. The following Spring Bob told me I 
should “put my conditioning to good use” and come on a climb of Maturango with 
him. So on March 3, 1990 I climbed my first mountain with Bob and the CLMRG. We 
met at the Crest Donut shop on Norma and Bob told me every weekend there were 
folks meeting there to go out for a weekend of climbing. I was enthralled.

In the summer of 1992 I took the CLMRG summer class but missed a lot of it due to 
the death of my father in June of that year. I went out with some friends that summer 
and we climbed Owens, Telescope, and Mt. Whitney. Bob seen me out on B Mt that 
August about mid-week and invited me to go with him and the CLMRG up the 
mountaineers route of Mt. Whitney that upcoming weekend. I told him I had just been 
up Mt. Whitney two weeks previous (implying I was still “recovering”). 



Walter Runkel - continued

He replied that he had just been up there the previous weekend! He told me to 
show up at 0600 at the overflow parking lot if I wanted to go. I wanted to check 
out the mountaineers route so I did and I made the first of many ascents with 
Bob up Mt. Whitney.

Bob was good about sending the rescue group climbing schedule to me every 6 
months and he told me to let him know if I was interested in going on any day trips. I 
went up Argus with Bob and the rescue group in March of 1993 but that was the 
only other peak besides Mt. Whitney I climbed with Bob and the CLMRG before 
joining the rescue group in 1995.
After taking the summer class again in 1995 I decided I wanted to join the 
CLMRG. The first overnight I went on was a climb of Dade with Bob and Tom Sakai 
in September. We drove up to the trailhead on Friday night to get an early start the 
next day. We brought sleeping bags and bivy bags to sleep at the trail head. It 
seemed like Bob had no more than laid his head down when he started snoring. I 
got the impression that here was a man who was as comfortable sleeping on the 
ground out in the mountains as he was on his couch at home.

In October we did a fun overnight climb of East Vidette. The first day we went up 
over University Pass which was solid ice and crampons were required. The next day 
when we were on top of East Vidette Bob looked down over the edge at some 
vertical 4th class and said, “That doesn’t look like too bad of a way to go 
down”. Being a newbie at the time it looked scary as hell to me and I hoped he was 
joking. But from the seriousness in his voice I knew I would lose my shirt if I ever 
played poker with Bob! It was always hard for me to tell when he was kidding and 
when he was serious.
Over the years my favorite peaks with Bob were of course Mt. Whitney and East 
Vidette (’95), The Four Gables (’96), Snow Crown (’96), Picture Puzzle (’97) and 
McAdie (2007). An extra special trip was when Bob went with me for a day hike of 
Mt. Whitney on my 50th birthday, in December of 2003. We drove up to the Portal 
the night before and slept in the back of his truck. He wasn’t able to make the 
summit with me but I appreciated his going along. Bob was known for his many Mt. 
Whitney ascents but in looking at my records he also climbed Thor and Gould a 
lot. He once told me he was rarely home two weekends in a row. If he was home 
one weekend he was probably going out the next.

Bob always knew what conditions were like in the Sierra because he was out almost 
every weekend.



Memories
Walter Runkel - continued

He could read snow better than any other mountaineer I climbed with. Several 
times in going up slopes like the one below Trail Pass, when I was in the lead, he 
would direct me over to where the firmer snow was. Bob knew how to build igloos 
and set snow anchors and belays. He was an encyclopedia of knowledge and I 
considered him an expert on winter mountaineering.

Around late 2000 or 2001 I noticed Bob slowing down a little. He was having some 
heart issues and he had heart surgery a year or two later. Afterwards he had 
problems with a “racing” heart and took beta blockers to control it. He had a 
second surgery around 2005 when doctors zapped his heart with microwaves to 
stop it from racing. But gradually Bob got better and when I climbed Candlelight, 
Mallory and McAdie with him in the fall of 2007 he was as strong as ever. My last 
climb with Bob was Sawtooth on April 12, 2014. I had climbed with Bob for 24 
years and in that time we went up or attempted about 123 peaks.

Like any of us, Bob would forget various items from time to time. He drove out to my 
house one evening and realized he had forgot an ice axe. We drove back up to his 
house to get it and then drove on up to Whitney Portal to spend the night. My first ice 
axe was one I bought from him. He had left it up on a saddle out in the Sierra and 
hadn’t retrieved it until almost a year later! So I got an ice axe with some 
history. There are two occasions I remember when he brought the wrong pair of 
crampons. The first time he brought the wrong pair we were able to swap and make 
them work on each other’s boots. The second time he just did without them going up 
some hard, steep snow (pretty much solid ice) above the cables on the Whitney 
trail. He chopped some steps but they were pretty small and I expected him to slip 
and have to arrest at any moment. It was a tribute to Bob’s skills that he was able to 
chop/kick several steps this way without slipping.

Another time he forgot a spoon and was eating yogurt with the tip of his ice axe! Leave 
it to Bob to improvise. I had a spare plastic spoon with me and he accepted it, even 
though he had already consumed about half the yogurt before I noticed how he was 
eating it.

Some amusing stories about Bob I have heard second hand. Like the time Bob 
wanted to go on a day hike with the summer class, couldn’t find any trail food to take, 
so he took a can of peas! Or the time he was sleeping out and felt a mouse run across 
his chest. The mouse did this 2 or three times and then stopped and bit him on the 
nose! I think he had to have rabies shots to be on the safe side.

Bob was always about bagging a peak.



Walter Runkel - continued

In his last years of climbing he had to take 4 days to summit and come down 
from Mt. Whitney, but that didn’t stop him from summiting. He just did what he 
had to do. Bob would also climb many desert peaks during the winter months.
It always amused me how he would get 5 peaks out of climbing Telescope. He 
would go over Rogers and Bennett going in and again coming out after 
summiting Telescope. That way he could count Rogers and Bennett twice and 
get 5 peaks instead of 3 (or 1 as most people did).

Bob was also known for his ultra-light packs. He had specially made down 
sleeping bags that would weigh about 1.5 pounds or less! He could sleep colder 
than anyone I knew. I tried it a few times but it just wasn’t for me. I could learn a 
lot from Bob about saving weight, but I could not BE Bob.

Bob was a true friend. Not only did he teach me a lot about mountaineering but 
several years ago he took the time to write me a letter and explain to me how to get 
started investing in mutual funds. It touched me that he would take the time to do 
that.

Outside of family my most cherished memories are with Bob Rockwell in the 
mountains. I enjoyed being with the man and learning from the man. I liked his 
style of climbing. If there was time left in a day we were going up a peak, not sitting 
around. I loved our winter trips, enjoying reheated sausage and libations in the 
comfort of a tent while the elements roared outside. Bob was like a second father to 
me and one of my very best friends. In later years even though he slowed down 
some we still got together to climb a desert peak or something in the lower Sierra. I 
will always cherish the many good times we spent together and I will always miss 
Bob. He was the best!



Bob Joy - memories of Bob Rockwell

In the Black Divide 
with 
Dennis Burge, 
Russ Hughes, 
Peter Woodward 
Marlin Clark, 
Al Jones, 
Dave Brown and 
Bob Joy.

Photos by:
Bob Joy



Bob’s Trivia
sayings, facts, obscure facts, foggy recollections , ticklers, guesses, legends

Bobisms

Rule 1 - “Don’t sweat the small stuff”

Rule 2 - “Everything is small stuff” 
“The Leader Gets to make the mistakes”
“Everything in the Sierra Goes” (you can always find a way) 
“Don’t wast daylight hours” (Start hiking at dawn and get back to the car after 
dark)“
If you don’t use a rope it is Class 3” (5.4 to 5.6) Mt Whitney Buttress Route 
“Mountain Madness”
“Don’t drive longer than you hike”

Facts, obscure facts, foggy recollections , ticklers, guesses, legends

1. List Bob’s Mountaineering Maladies 

2. Ideal Pack weight : (what was included and excluded) 

3. Frequent food and drink items: 
4. Where did Bob celebrate his 1,000th hike? 

5. How was it celebrated... 
6. Bob’s Expeditions/Adventures: 

7. What is the OPG /GS 7
8. What was the “Search for Tilley” 

9. What was Bob’s Favorite music 
10. What groups did Bob Hike with and lead trips for 

11. What is an obituary shot? 
12. Number of climbs on Mt Whitney 

13. What did “Go Light” mean to Bob 
14. What was Bob and Sheila’s contribution to the annual Christmas 

CLMRG Party 

15. How many squares of toilet papers are needed per day of hiking? 
16. How many hiking companions did Bob hike with 

17. How many Dr opinions did Bob get before hiking Kilimanjaro? What were 
their responses?? 

18. Favorite part of Bob’s lunch on a hike 



Facts, obscure facts, foggy recollections , ticklers, guesses, legends –

19. Who is “Some Guy”? 

20. What was the name of the mountaineering store run by Bob and Al Green 
21. How fast did Bob hike on Beta Blockers? 

22. How many alternate routes did Bob establish on Thor, Candlelight, 
Corkscrew? Name some... 

23. What was included in Bob’s tax deduction advice?

24. Where are Flip Top, Pull Tab and Screw Cap Peaks? 
25. How many times did Bob hike B Mountain? 

26. Fireworks? 
27. What structure did Bob build at the bottom of B Mountain? 

28. How many peaks would Bob do in a year? 

29. Bob’s data showing the (oldest) average age in CLMRG 
30. What was Bob’s Feathered Friend? 

31. Bob got a special ride on his expedition to Gasherbrum II in Pakistan 
32. How many cross country routes did Bob develop on Mt Whitney? Name some... 

33. Bob’s Challenges: 
34. Where is Rockwell Pass?



Bob’s Trivia
Answers, Best Guesses, Foggy Recollections
1. Severed achilles tendon on Russel

Rescue on Denali 1994 
Call for crutches to Whitney Trail for twisted ankle, glissading Secret route 
Frostbite due to boots too tight first trip on Denali 
Going blind at high altitude - solution = aspirin 
Dysentery on fist trip to Kilimanjaro

2. 15 - 35 lbs 
Max 1 1/2 lbs of food a day 
bivi bag — critical gear 
If you wear all of the clothes you need they aren’t counted in the weight . . .

3. Fried chicken, brandy, hot jello, beer, home made sandwiches, pizza, Walmart
mini pie

4. Owens Pk.
5. Pony keg of Mojave Red, Tri Tips, Charcoal 

6. Denali x2, Logan, Orizaba, Mt Communism, Aconcagua, Kilimanjaro 
Gasherbrum II, Shishapangma, others?? 

7. Occasional Peaks Gang/Geriatric Section 

8. Searching for Bob’s Tilley Hat that blew away near Laurel Mountain 
9. Classical and Jazz 

10. OPG, WPMB, CLMRG, AAC, Sierra Club?? Southern CA Mountaineering Club? ? 
11. Picture taken at the beginning of each hike of each individual to be used if they 

didn’t return 

12. >160

13. go light...... 

14. A string quartet or other musical group 
15. Only 4

16. 522 
17. Three Dr Opinions

1) If you go you will die
2) If you go you will die
3) 50/50 - Bob’s response “ I’ll take it”

18. Notes from Sheila - Comic strip “Love is....” 



Answers, Best Guesses, Foggy Recollections

19. Bob (of course) 

20. Mountain High LTD 
21. As fast as they would allow him to go! 90 bpm?? To the top of Mt Whitney! 

22. Many! Thor - Secret Route, E Slope, S Drainage, Smiley Face.....

23. Bob would pass out a list each year. Who remembers what was on it? 
24. Near Corkscrew Pk in Death Valley?? He must have named them! 

25. Who knows? 5 days a week for years!! 
26. From the top of a peak26 

27. A shower room
28. 50-60?? 

29. Average Age = 60 years old (year??) 

30. A down-filled sleeping bag 

31. A Russian helicopter. The base camp was near an armed conflict in the area 
32. A dozen or more: Elephants Ear route - N Fork drainage, Pie tin route - above 

Mirror Lake 

33. Mt Whitney Marathon, Goddard 24 hr Madness, John Muir Trail (210 miles) in 
10 Days, others? 

34. Named by R. J. Secor in his book The High Sierra - a 12,000 ft peak 1.7 miles 
from Tyndall. “It leads between the upper reaches of Tyndall Creek and Wright 
Creek.”



Talus Pile Notes
A few reports Bob made as Operations Leader, 1977, 1979, 1984

84-15 9/2-3/84 Transit Yosemite Valley, Rockwell
About 1630 hours on Sunday, Sept. 2, young Russell Dizon (age 7) became
separated from his party on the trail back to Happy Isles from Half Dome. The Park
Service was notified and alerted the MRA teams. We received the alert call via the
Sierra Madre SRT at 2050, followed by the definite "go" at 2115 hours. An hour
later we were on the road. After breakfast in Fresno, we arrived at the Yosemite
Valley SAR cache at 0600 Saturday, expecting to go immediately into the field.
Instead we received the happy news that Russell had been found shortly after
midnight by the NPS search teams. (An excellent testimonial for searching at night
whenever possible.) We arrived back in Ridgecrest at 1400 hours. Responders
were Huey, Gleason, Geyer, Dan Harris and me. In town coordinator was Mary
Wyatt, assisted by Janet Westbrook.

84-16 9/3-4/84 Search Mt. Tom, Rockwell
Charlie Shore of the Inyo County Sheriff's Posse called me at 1600 hours Sept. 3, a
scant 2 hours after we had concluded the Yosemite transit (#84-15). Walter Hill, age
42 of Bishop, had not returned from a day climb of Mt. Tom on Sept. 1. He carried 2
quarts of water, some cheese, and snack food. Inyo had searched that day to no avail,
and wanted our assistance the next morning. Ten of us assembled at the hut at 0430
hours the next day, left shortly thereafter, and arrived at the Bishop airport base
station about 0730. Helo support via the Forest Service would be available soon.
Upon assessing the previous day's efforts, we concentrated on sweeping the
drainages on the west and northwest sides of Mt. Tom as the high probability areas.
We laid plans for a broad perimeter cut around Walter's camp at Horton Lake as soon
as more manpower arrived. This would hopefully rule out the possibility that he had
headed off in a different direction. The first team departed base camp around 0930
by car to begin hiking up Gable Creek from the Pine Creek road. The helo began
emplacing searchers above Hanging Valley Mine at 0955. A radio relay was positioned
on Pk 12224 west of Mt. Tom, and other teams were taken southwest of the summit
to start their descents into their respective drainages. I must admit that, after 3 nites
out with virtually no food or overnight gear, none of us held much hope for finding
Walter alive. However, at 1134 hours, the Gable Creek team reported a possible
sighting of the victim.
Subsequent events proved this to be true, with the helo viewing Walter waving at them
20 minutes later. The helo swooped down for a pickup as the first Hanging Valley
team watched from 1500 feet higher;

(https://www.clmrg.org/taluspile.html)



84-16 9/3-4/84 Search Mt. Tom, Rockwell – continued 

their assignment would have had them at the victim's site an hour or so later.
At 1212 hrs. Walter was landed at Northern Inyo Hospital. They pronounced him 
fit and did not detain him further. Evidently, he had reached at or near the 
summit of Mt. Tom around sunset. After descending some distance he decided 
that he was lost and then did what we all preach: stay where you are and wait for 
someone to find you. For three days! We arrived back home at 1700 hours. 
CLMRG members responding: B. Rockwell, Adams, Huey, Hine, Gleason, Finco, 
Derrickson, Jones, Seibold, TerHeun. Coordinators were J. Westbrook and Wyatt. 

84-17 9/4/84 Alert Mount Whitney, Rockwell 
While wrapping up the Hill search (#84-16), word came through the Independence 
Sheriff's Office of a woman with three children a day overdue from a climb of Mt. 
Whitney. Since Lone Pine was on the way home, and we had planned for a multi- day 
search for Walter Hill, it would be little additional effort to divert our people for a 
search on Mt. Whitney. Sgt. Lucas and the Inyo team agreed, but the call cancelling the 
alert came in a half hour later.

Lessons learned:
1) While it is hard to argue with success, we should have traveled to Bishop 

Monday night. We were told at 4 p.m. that we were definitely needed. We could 
have arrived at base camp and laid the following day's plans Monday night, 
getting some teams in position on Tuesday several hours before the expected 
arrival of the helicopter. 

2) Communications between our Midland base radio with directional antenna and 
teams on the mountain were excellent when near line-of-sight conditions 
existed. The relay with our PT-400 on Pk 12224 served otherwise.

84-18 9/8/84 Alert Mobilization Kearsarge Pass, Rockwell 
Sgt. Lucas of the Inyo Sheriff's Office called Sheila Rockwell at 10 p.m. CLMRG 
member Dan Sherman had just reported that his climbing partner, Delores Holladay of 
North Hollywood, was missing on an ascent of Kearsarge Peak (near Onion Valley). 
They had gotten separated near the summit and when she did not appear at their 
vehicle in a timely manner, Dan drove to Independence. After reporting the incident, 
he returned to Onion Valley. Sheila called me at a neighborhood party (she had shown 
better sense than me in going home early): was I in sufficiently good health to lead the 
operation? After pleading the fifth amendment, I requested a full callout. 



Talus Pile Notes
Reports Bob made as Operations Leader, 1977, 1979, 1984 – continued

84-18 9/8/84 Alert Mobilization Kearsarge Pass, Rockwell – continued
Members should bring technical gear because some of the terrain on Kearsarge
can be severe, and we would probably be searching at night. (The moon was 
nearly full.)
I was at the rescue hut before 11, with others arriving immediately there-
after to begin selecting ropes, radios, stretcher, etc. for immediate 
departure. Ten minutes later Pat Elliott of the Inyo County Posse called to 
report the good news that Delores and Dan had been reunited. Delores had 
descended the northeast side of the peak, toward Sardine Canyon. Upon 
realizing her error, she traversed over to the Onion Valley road, intersecting it 
well below their vehicle. She was hiking back up when Dan met her around 
10 p.m. Thirteen field members responded: B. Rockwell, Renta, Adams, 
Huey, Atkins, D. Burge, Don Harris, Joy, Gleason, Amster, Dan Harris, 
VanVerst and V. Anderson. Janet Westbrook helped Sheila with the callout.

4-19 9/21-22/84 Rescue Mt. Sill Rockwell 
Richard Abrams, age 31 of Goleta, was descending after an unsuccessful attempt of 
the Swiss Arête route (Grade II, class 5.4) on 14,162' Mt. Sill in the Sierra Nevada of 
Inyo County. His climbing partner was Neil Gray of Santa Barbara. A short distance 
away, John Fischer of the Palisade School of Mountaineering was descending the 
North Couloir with a group of clients and observed the Abrams party heading off-route 
and into a very difficult area. They were unroped and not wearing helmets. He called 
to them to indicate the correct direction, but they did not appear to comprehend 
Fischer's instructions.

As Fischer watched, Abrams fell approximately 100 feet on steep terrain. He bounced 
off of two ledges and finally hit hard and stopped on a third ledge. The time was 1245 
on Friday, Sept 21. The altitude was 13,500 feet. 
Fischer ascended third class rock to reach the severely injured climber. He did a quick 
survey of the obvious injuries, noting deep head and face lacerations, left shoulder 
pain, bleeding from the right ear and unequal pupil sizes. Remarkably, Abrams was 
still conscious. Gray stayed with the victim and Fischer descended for help. Fischer 
ran virtually the entire way back, reaching the roadhead in well under 2 hours (normal 
fast time for a hiker with pack would be 4 to 5 hours). He contacted Sgt. Dan Lucas of 
the Inyo County Sheriff's Office at 1535 hours. 



4-19 9/21-22/84 Rescue Mt. Sill Rockwell – continued

Dan alerted the China Lake SAR pilot, LCDR Buz Massengale, 10 minutes later, 
and Buz requested 2 CLMRG personnel to accompany the helicopter to Mt. Sill. 
Bob Adams accepted leadership, and began calling people who might be able to 
leave immediately.The wisdom of keeping ready packs in our rescue hut paid off 
once again, as Linda Finco and I grabbed our gear, changed, and arrived at the 
cold line about 25 minutes after being called. Proving that speed is almost as 
good as a ready pack, Adams showed up just before liftoff, at 1655.
We flew to Sage Flat on the Glacier Lodge road west of Big Pine and debriefed 
Fischer and Inyo Deputy Jamery Ray. With as much gear as possible left behind, 
the helo departed for the accident site at 1815 with Adams and Finco from 
CLMRG aboard, and the helo crew. The victim was sighted still on the ledge with 
his climbing partner, approximately 500 feet above the snowfield of Glacier 
Notch. 

Adams and Finco were deposited at Glacier Notch. Clearly demonstrating the 
value of altitude conditioning, they reached the victim 20 minutes later and
placed him in a Miller Body Splint. Abrams was by now extremely dehydrated and in 
considerable pain, but still alive. At 1907, officially 20 minutes after sunset, Buz
Massengale was able to complete a spectacular hover pickup.

Ideally, five people on the ledge would not have been too many to safely lift Abrams 
into the waiting helicopter. The shifting footing caused by loose rubble of the ledge, 
and the necessity for raising the victim to arms' length overhead, contributed to the 
possibility of further injury. The noise and down-wash of the hovering helo, 
punctuated by Abrams' loud complaints as the rescuers struggled, added to the 
stress of the situation. 
Finally, with the main rotor tips disturbingly close to the rock, and requiring 
almost herculean strength by Adams, Finco and Gray, Abrams was lifted aboard. 
The near-certainty that he would not last the night in such an unprotected 
location without adequate cold weather clothing and medical treatment 
necessitated these dangerous maneuvers. A few minutes later and he was at 
Northern Inyo Hospital in Bishop. Because darkness precluded another helo
flight, the CLMRG team would have to endure a cold bivouac at Glacier Notch 
and walk out in the morning with Neil Gray. I had remained behind at Sage Flat 
and now helped load the extra gear into the Sheriff's Bronco or transportation to 
the Bishop Airport and a rendezvous with the helo and crew. 



Talus Pile Notes
Reports Bob made as Operations Leader, 1977, 1979, 1984 – continued

84-19 9/21-22/84 Rescue Mt. Sill Rockwell – continued

I called Sheila to get someone to drive to the roadhead and await Bob and Linda; 
Bill Martin would turn out to be the lucky one who would voluntarily forfeit a night's 
sleep. The helo arrived back at China Lake at 2300 hours. While there was a slight 
chance that Bob and Linda might walk out in the darkness, I was not too surprised 
when Bill Martin reported no sign of them by 0900 the next day. Nevertheless, at 
1100 I put our people on Alert and at 1230 decided that we should mobilize for an 
immediate departure. Under normal circumstances this might be considered a few 
hours premature,but I wanted to be in position at the roadhead to initiate a search

if the two were still missing by midafternoon. Finally, at 1315, Martin called me at the 
hut. Bob had just arrived, with Linda perhaps an hour behind. They had opted to 
assist Neil Gray in bringing down his and Abram's considerable equipment, besides 
their own. The 70 pound loads had slowed them down significantly. Helo personnel: 
LCDR Buz Massengale, AE3 Barry Beavers, AMHAN Kevin Conger, HM3 H. Michael 
Buckelew / CLMRG on mobilization: Huey, Sakai, Hine, Mitchell, Amster, Rogers, 
Wisecarver, TerHeun, B. Rockwell; N. Hinman, coordinator 9.

P.S. On Saturday morning, Sept. 22, Northern Inyo Hospital reported that Abrams was 
doing well, with no apparent evidence of brain injury by that time. His lacerations had 
been patched up, his separated shoulder had been treated, and he was on the mend. 
A very lucky guy, for whom several individual events during the rescue process just 
happened to go almost miraculously well for him. Anything less and he most certainly 
would not be here today.

7905 6/17-18/79 Rescue North Palisade

From the way the winds had been blowing in our valley with storm clouds over the Sierra, 
I was not too surprised when the phone rang at 10:30 pm Sunday night (6/17). The Inyo 
County Sheriff's Posse (Pat Elliott in charge, Jean Saylor and Bud Clayton, coordinators) 
had received the report of two persons 24 hours overdue in the Palisades, out of Big 
Pine. One was 16 year old Scott Jackson from Chicago, the other his grand uncle, Dr. 
Reed Boswell, 61, from Los Angeles. The Forest Service helicopter was to overfly the 
area after dawn and back-up from our team was expected to be necessary. 
On the overflight early Monday morning, one victim- alive - was spotted on the summit 
snow slopes on North Palisade, at 14,200 ft. While the chopper was carrying Bob McCoy 
and Brian Norris from the ICSP to Polemonium Peak, where there was a flat spot for 
landing, we were called again (0830). Although eleven of us were ready, only two 
would be needed. 



7905 6/17-18/79 Rescue North Palisade – continued

Green and I left immediately for the airfield to board the China Lake Huey, 
piloted by LtCol Ben Adams and LCDR Larry Crume. Crewmen were Miller and 
Hall. First stop (0950) was Sage Flat, at 7000 ft on the Big Pine Creek road, 
which would serve as Base Camp and heliport.
Our day's efforts were to be concentrated on the victim who had been sighted. 
Night time temperatures had dropped to around 0 F and after two nights in the 
open it seemed remarkable that even one of the two was still alive. While McCoy 
and Norris were doing the difficult traverse from Polemonium, dropping to the 
U- Notch and ascending the North Palisade side, Rick Ackermann of ICSP, Green 
and I would be flown to the Palisade Glacier at 12,500 ft to begin ascending the 
45° snow of the U-Notch. 
Some times:
1225  Ackermann, Green and I land on the Palisade Glacier.
1300  We reach the bergschrund (13,200') to begin the climb up to the U-Notch 

(14,000’).
.1355  At the U-Notch. We make visual contact with McCoy and Norris above, who 

now have the victim, Scott, with them.
1500  We wait below as Scott is being lowered down a 200' vertical cliff to us.
1510  Scott reaches us. He seems in reasonably good physical shape considering his 

ordeal, but is somewhat confused and dazed. He takes some food and drink. 
His pulse is 120.

1530  Green and I begin belaying Scott down to the Glacier. I have him on a 10' tether 
for stability and travel with him, while Al supplies a good succession of belays 
using one of our 200 ft ropes.

1710  We reach the helispot on the Glacier. Scott's condition has deteriorated 
markedly and he can no longer walk without support. He is now more confused 
and is hallucinating.

1720 The Huey comes in to pick up Scott (and Al) for the trip to the Bishop hospital.
1855 By now the rest of the rescuers have joined my location on the Palisade Glacier.

The Huey returns for us and we transit to Sage Flat.
At this writing (Tues noon) the operation is still ongoing, with seven
from CLMRG (Lee Lucas, our leader) now with the ICSP to concentrate on the second 
victim. Scott was of limited help in describing his experiences, his routes and locations, 
and the area where his uncle might be. But we do not hold out much hope for the uncle 
at this point. 



Talus Pile Notes
Reports Bob made as Operations Leader, 1977, 1979, 1984 – continued

1977 77-04? Rescue 29 May 

The first of two operations on this date had its beginning when Wayne M Hughes, 
31, of Long Beach climbed part way up Capitol Dome in Red Rock Canyon, around 
dinnertime on 28 May. His descent was blocked by darkness and timidity on this 
4th-to-5th class terrain. When friends and later Park Ranger and Sheriff's Office 
personnel could not retrieve Mr. Hughes, CLMRG was called at 0215 on 29 May. 
The advance team of Heller and Moore departed at 0320, with Stronge, Joy, 
Mason, Robbins, Daniel, Rockwell following 25 minutes later.
A climb to the top of Capitol Dome by a more sensible route, followed by a rappel 
to the victim, was made more interesting by the complete darkness. Mr. Hughes 
was lowered to the ground by 0520 and the operation was completed before 
dawn. We returned home by 0700.
June 1977 page 6 
CLMRG manhours: 33 Mileage: 75 Vehicles: 3 

1977 77-05? Transit 29 May 
At 1630 we received word that 7 young people from Orange County were stranded on 
a cliff in Hall canyon, approximately 6 miles northeast of Ballarat in Panamint Valley. 
Because of the hour, I considered transport by helo but the only available helo was 
already on a SAR mission for a downed aircraft. We left by car at 1730.
Arriving at Indian Ranch near the mouth of Hall Canyon, we found that friends & 
relatives of the stranded hikers had been able to lead them to safety. We happily 
returned home. Responders: Heller, Moore, Buffum, Rockwell.
CLMRG manhours: 18 Mileage: 140 Vehicles: 1 

Mt Denali Rescue 5/10/1992 
Three CLMRG members—Daryl Hinman, Tom Roseman and Bob Rockwell— had started 
out on April 24 from the mining camp of Kantishna (elevation 1,600'). Our plan was to 
do a traverse of Denali, going up McGonagall Pass to the Muldrow Glacier; over Denali 
Pass; and down the West Buttress; to be flown out from the customary landing strip on 
the Kahiltna Glacier. We would climb the summit (20,320') from Denali Pass. The 
distance involved was 45 miles from Kantishna to the summit, then another 16 miles to 
the Kahiltna landing strip. We expected a three week excursion.
The weather was colder than usual, and we crossed frozen Wonder Lake and the 
McKinley River with ease. We reached McGonagall Pass (5,720') on the 28th and 
dropped to the Muldrow; and by May 3 were at 11,000' starting up Karsten’s Ridge, the 
crux of the climb. Karsten’s Ridge is a knife edge in places, and ascends quite steeply in 
others: a lot of exposure. But the snow conditions were good for climbing. 



Mt Denali Rescue 5/10/1992 – continued

Also, we were able to clip into old fixed ropes for some protection in several spots. 
Temperatures usually ranged from about -20° in the early morning to perhaps 
+5° at midday, and the weather had been good.
On May 7 we started up gentler terrain on the Harper Glacier from our camp at 
14,600'. Tom began to experience a serious lack of energy, but with no other 
symptoms. We attributed it to a touch of acute mountain sickness, and the fact 
that we had had no rest days in our two weeks on the mountain. We were to learn 
later that he was developing high altitude pulmonary edema: HAPE.
By the end of the next day we had managed only 3,000' higher and 3 miles. Tom 
was considerably weaker, and now exhibited a high resting pulse. Still, we did not 
suspect HAPE because he felt fine otherwise: good appetite, no lung sounds or 
coughing, and his breathing rate was normal.
On May 9, even though the conditions were poor—cloudy, and winds of 30 knots 
with higher gusts—we had to move over Denali Pass. In an unfortunate accident on 
May 5 we had lost a gallon of fuel, and now had only enough for three or four more 
days. We needed 4 to be on the west side of the mountain in a descent mode, just 
in case this was the beginning of one of the infamous Denali storms.
We started out at noon in subzero temperatures. Tom's lack of energy was worse than 
before. Resting for 20 hours had not helped him at all. We stopped often and yet the 
stops did not help. He stated later that keeping going was the hardest thing he has 
ever done in his life.
We reached Denali Pass around 1400 and headed down the steep west side for a 
place to camp. Even in descending Tom was lethargic. Soon it got icy and only the 
points of our crampons pierced the snow. After a couple of falls which fortunately we 
were able to arrest— the longest was 180'—we anchored and belayed each step of the 
way. But the anchors were not always secure, and a fall was still a serious
event. Miraculously—in spite of Tom's helplessness, the high winds and bitter cold, and 
our anxiety— we were not injured.
Finally, at 2200, we found a filled-in section on a crevasse big enough for the tent. The 
elevation was 17,400'; it had taken us 8 hours to descend 800'! The temperature was -
25° (note: -25° with a 30 mph wind is a wind chill of -87°). We were all cold and 
exhausted. Tom had a coughing spell and although it was a dry cough, we thought for 
the first time of the possibility of HAPE. Also, half of his left foot was now frost bitten, as 
well as Bob's toes and fingers.
The next day we discussed going for help or continuing down on our own. 



Talus Pile Notes
Reports Bob made as Operations Leader, 1977, 1979, 1984 – continued

Mt Denali Rescue 5/10/1992 – continued

But even if Tom had been able to move at a normal rate (patently impossible), it 
would have taken two more days to reach the Kahiltna landing strip. And two more 
days in subzero weather would have a dire effect on Tom's and Bob's frostbite.

No mountain rescue person ever wants to be the subject of a rescue, and we were 
especially sensitive to the fact that many climbers on Denali who request help are in 
fact quite capable ofgetting out of their predicament themselves. Certainly we felt 
that as mountain rescue personnel we would be even more expected to do so. 
Nevertheless, this was a time where discretion was called for . . . and Daryl went for 
help.

During the climbing season the National Park Service maintains a ranger camp at 
14,200' on the West Buttress route; with shelter, communications and a helispot. 
Daryl took his sleeping bag and bivvy sack; crampons, snow shoes and ice axe; lunch, 
and two canteens of hot water. He left at 1030 and hoped he would encounter 
climbers with a radio. Failing that, he counted on getting to the rangers' camp in the 
afternoon. 

Daryl passed other climbers but none had a radio. He reached the ranger camp around 
1400 and reported the situation. Then, things moved quickly. Barely an hour later a 
Lama helicopter arrived at Tom's and Bob's location, and hovered with the front points 
of each skid on our platform; the main rotor was missing the slope above by a few feet. 
Two rangers— Ron Johnson of the NPS, and volunteer Julie Culberson— got out and we 
climbed aboard. 

Within minutes we were reunited with Daryl at the 14,200' camp! We complimented the 
rangers on the ultra- fast response, and Daryl pointed out that one of the reasons was a 
major storm from the Bering Sea expected that night. As it turned out, the four-day storm 
brought four feet of snow at the Kahiltna strip and 110 mph winds on the summit. One 
ranger described it as the worst in ten years for that season and more typical of 
December, not May. Six climbers perished as a direct or indirect result of this storm. 
Unfortunately, this was only the beginning of by far the worst year in history for fatalities 
on Denali. 
Then came a second helicopter ride to the Kahiltna landing strip, a fixed wing trip to 
Talkeetna, and another to Anchorage. By 1900 Tom and Bob were at the Humana 
Hospital emergency room. There, ER physician Peter Hackett, probably the best high 
altitude physiologist in the world, examined Tom. After only a few seconds with the 
stethoscope, he announced "You've got High Altitude Pulmonary Edema!". 

(https://www.clmrg.org/taluspile/tp%20089.pdf)



Mt Denali Rescue 5/10/1992 – continued

Everything now seemed to fall into place and we breathed a sigh of relief that 
Tom's HAPE had evidently not progressed to life- threatening levels as we 
climbed from 15,000' (about where he first began to have problems) to over 
Denali Pass at 18,200'. 
Bob stayed in the hospital for two days and will recover completely. Tom left the 
hospital after a 5 
week and a half, and will probably lose the tip of one big toe. Daryl had suffered 
some frost nip but did not require treatment; he was able to hike out after four 
days, when the storm subsided.
Analysis of Accident. 
Denali can be a killer mountain. We were well aware of that, and we practiced and 
trained seriously for it. Because we would be on the Muldrow side early in the 
season, we knew we had to be even more capable and independent. And, we were 
experienced: Rockwell had been to 24,600' in the Soviet Pamirs, had been on six 
prior expeditions, and had climbed Denali before. Hinman had climbed Mt. Logan's 
east ridge (with Rockwell) in 1989. While this was Roseman's first expedition, he
had been on numerous winter ascents in California's Sierra Nevada; and he was 
physically the strongest of the three at the start of the climb. 
We feel that our preparation—while it did not prevent the problems from happening—
kept them from having far more serious outcomes. 



Standford Press
A Record High

By Scot Hillman

Bob Rockwell was 16 years old when he first set foot on Mount Whitney. That foot 
was clad in a street shoe, as were those of the high school friends who 
accompanied him on May 24, 1952. “We were just kids looking to beat the 
summer heat,” Rockwell says. “Unfortunately, we were completely unprepared to 
do it.” Although snow covered the trail at 10,000 feet, two of the day hikers 
pushed on to the 14,497-foot summit. Realizing it was too late to descend, they 
sought protection in the hut there. “The door had been blown off during a winter 
storm, and inside was drifted five feet deep in snow,” Rockwell says. “We hung our 
socks on the wall to dry, ate the one candy bar each of us had brought for the trail, 
and spent the night sitting facing each other with our bare feet stuck in each 
other’s armpits to try and avoid frostbite.” 

Rockwell may have first climbed the tallest peak in the contiguous United States on a 
whim, but today he’s “an unashamed repeat offender” on the heights. He has 
ascended more than 1,700 peaks around the world, in Russia’s Pamir, South 
America’s Andes, Pakistan’s Karakoram, Nepal’s Himalaya, the Alaska Range and his 
own Sierra Nevada. He has climbed with luminaries such as Eric Simonson and Ed 
Viesturs. Nowhere is his achievement more remarkable than on Mount Whitney. In the 
136 years since the first documented visit to the apex of the United States, no human 
being has signed his name in the summit register more times—145 as of May—than 
Bob Rockwell. 

After earning his undergraduate degree in physics from Cal and his advanced degrees 
in aeronautics and astronautics from Stanford, Rockwell returned to China Lake, 
Calif., where he had spent his 
high school years. He worked in 
what he cryptically describes as 
“weapons research” at the local 
naval base and raised three 
children with his wife, Sheila. 
In whatever spare time he could 
claim, Rockwell headed for the 
hills. His Whitney forays were 
frequent, many times 
undertaken as a means of 
training for other climbs. 

Profiles – Bob Rockwell                                                     July/August 2009



A Record High – continued

Rockwell’s decades of experience 
were on full display during Climb 
No. 143, in August 2008, as he 
guided a party of three up the 
rugged “Mountaineer’s Route” on 
Whitney’s northeast shoulder. He 
shared his knowledge of safe and 
unsafe water sources, ran a full 
set of vitals on a distressed 
climber near the top, and on the
descent monitored the progress of a slow-moving solo hiker whom he feared 
might not return to the trailhead until well after midnight. 

During a break near Iceberg Lake, the conversation turned to his record number 
of Whitney ascents—and his likely challengers. “There’s one guy named Jack 
Northam,” Rockwell said. “A former competitive cyclist from Colorado. He’s been 
climbing the mountain a lot lately. I think he has around 68 ascents. Sometimes 
he’ll leave at midnight, climb the trail to the top and get back around 10 o’clock 
in the morning. Then he and his wife, Betsy, will make another lap up and back 
together. He gets two summits in a day that way. He told me a few weeks ago, 
‘Bob, you may own the record for 
Whitney ascents, but I’ll bet Betsy and I hold the record for the most climbs by a 
married couple. I have 65 and she has 28.’ And I told him no, that my wife and I 
have that record too. I have 142 ascents, and Sheila has never climbed the 
mountain.” 

Scot Hillman is class of '80 



Honorary Member
China lake Mountain Rescue Group

Dr. Robert "Bob" Rockwell joined the China Lake Mountain 
Rescue Group in January 1970. In his nearly 50 years of  service, he 
was an integral part of  the Group as an officer and leader. Bob has 

held multiple roles, including 
Qualifications Committee Chairman, Public Education Chairman, 

Vice-President, Talus Pile editor, Group historian and 
statistician. He committed to hundreds of  SAR operations.
A classic Mountaineer, Bob, summited over 1,700 peaks, and 

organized expeditions, with Group members, throughout the world 
including Alaska, Canada, South America, Africa, Himalayas, and 
notably in the Pamirs in the former Soviet Union during the height 
of  the Cold War. Perhaps his most important contribution to the 

Group was his ability to impart his mountaineering knowledge and 
skills to those whom he climbed and hiked with. He provided a 

wealth of  mountaineering information, advice, and mentor-ship to 
new and veteran Group members.

It is for these reasons that Bob Rockwell is nominated for China 
Lake Mountain Rescue Group Honorary Member.

Dan Bishop

11 January 2019





Memories
Katy Ann Kelly – Memory, Bob Rockwell

I won't make it due to being on the east coast and Curtis is away on deployment 
but Bob Rockwell rescued me from a car accident on the way up to Mt. Whitney. I 
remember the pain from the airbags and seat belt burning my skin, the blood 
dripping from my head, kicking my window out to escape the car, and all the coins 
from the bank roll rolling around the floor of the car, but most of all I remember 
Bob and his friend finding me on the side of the road. My shirt was covered in 
blood and torn. Bob with a calming voice helped me calm down while he assessed 
my injuries. He then drove me back into town to my mothers house. He wasn't too 
happy to take me home verses the hospital. I never knew his name until one day I 
was working at the store and he walked in and recognized me. Doug came out 
from the back with a big smile on his face and said "Katy, this was the man who 
rescued you from the side of the mountain." Bob was gracious and kind like it was 
no big deal but to me it was a huge deal. I think of him often, especially when 
driving up to the store.










































