This ks What | Tho
When I Heard that Nick Hall Had Died

on June 21, 2012,

1 peow's wvorr Mick werl. | knew him well
enough, in a way. My first summer on Rainder,
last summer, he and 1 warked on the Paradise
side of the mountain. We were on the same
shift, and we spent many days ar the Camp
Muir hut cogether, climbing, shooting the
shit, daing our weak. | dea’t yer know how
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Mick died. He just died. Sometime today. [
dont know when. [ just got 2 call. Thas all. 1
still don'e know what happened.

There is 2 feeling of crysalline something
right now. A stillness o the aic The door i
apen to the verandz, and peaple and cars go
by. The public buses reach their antennae up
w the sky, pulling decrriciy from che wires
thar crissernss like 2 mesh grid juse above our
heads. There are joggers bere, and roses, and

pug-nased dogs on che leashes of people Il
never know. A million anomymous cars and
their drivers, and the Bding light of anccher
day. Evening inte night. Same douds gather
om the horizon, and 1 feel ghamed and bum-
bled by neticing all this beaury.

1 dont know what wo szy ahowur Nick. He
was bland, and this season he showed wp with
|n-n5 locks that made him look like a Sixties
surf bum. He koked grear He was sof-
spulmrt. and he ralked linle arbuus;h that when
ke did, you listened. Whar am 1 daing? This is
bullshiz. Someane who knew him bemer can
eulogize him.

1 don't know what & to be said Dieath is
2 phantom that creeps closer and dloser. 've
never lost 2 best friend, or a lover. My near
family members are all well and intact. Two
days aga, my sster had a baby, and this evenz
feels e me much the same: soome giant happen-
ing in the wodd that toeches me periphezally
at best. My email server shows me acquain-
tances on the sidebar to whom [ haven't walloed
in months or years. [ lve insde my bubble.

Nick told me not o stop pracicing
avalanche safery. He said that my heacon =kills
were shiz, and that i he was Euuts L CERIT U
with someone, ke would sure as hell hope they
were mace qualified than | was. He was cight.
I didn’t kenow shit about avalanches, much less
zhaut snow in genezal. | always respected MNick
far saying thar. He dido't sugarcoat anyshing.
He said, “Keep practicing, never stop
pracicing, consandy improve yeur skills”™
hadnt dame mudh. Why woald 1? Who could
ever die on Rainier?

Praple die there almaos: every year It
makes me wonder why [ am dhere, what 1 am
doing. A vacuuem rells through the bouse dis-
turhing me with how the word cantinues as i€
niushing has changed. | cook dinner and chep
omions. They make me cry. Finally

There are praver flags on the porch, and
some in my van. | don't know what they
mean. They are something superstisious [
think, same warning against bad lucks Come
mar heve. But [ don't know: In some ways, they
are 2 fad. People see them in the mountains,
and they like the idea of mountains, so they
bring them back kome oo che ciry. | think the
flags are the colors of the warld. The color
black is moe amang them. They amit thar alto-
gether. So the fzgs must be semething o ke
with you into the dade. Nigheime falls on the
Mountain, and now only the western slope of
Hainber’s mass fades aut in dying light.
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This could ke me. This could be me. Am
I saved, here, by my cawsion? | wmke fewer
charcex in the snow, because it i bizarre
and cold zmd white. [t ix fickle, and it does
not resemble the granite I've come to knew.
Crevasses disquier me—naot because of their
ominous natare, but because of how sleepy
and irrelevane they loak. They are nothing o
cruss.hm:nmismn:mwﬂl:mun&. Dioes
Wick lie now in one of those? Would 1 join
him if we were roped up? Wiould 1 have been
able o save him? Myself?

[ kave no answers for anything. | have anly
questions. [ doo’t undersand how 1 fed, oo
don't feel, ar what to do or not o da.
1 ate Thai food. [ chink I'll eat choco-
lare and drink juice and a beer mayhe.
I think there is some pie in the dresser
outside. Beneath the drawer with the
bananax. The whole ching is ahsurd.
The fruiz flies are our of control. Breed-
ing and repeating, eating and seeding.
My Ejrlﬁ'imd .Mcsm throws out the
dumpseer Bowers, but there are mone
fliex every day She's just dﬁnmg uwp
the waste of the wodd. Sdll, there are
three ivory wreaths thar h:.n[l; an the
banister ouwside, next tw the prayer
ﬂ:p.ngﬂmniudjehm'nubd
decompose, but now they are heauri-
ful in their autumn hue. There are pink
rases across the streer, and carmine
poppiss line the block. 1 think | sw
a magnali eree here in Seartde some-
where, We walked around Volunbeer
Park, and lay down henezth 2 big ald
western red cedar. We ate lychees and
drank German Eght white wine. How
come when David clled o tell me
the news some part of my mowth keps
quivering like 2 smile?

When | was young, | was twld,
aften, that people smile when they lie.
Tell me the wuth! They'd sy 1 know
you're bying, look at you smile. But the truth
was that | smiled when [ wld the wuh—
because | was being entizely honest. No matter
whar they thoughr, | could smile becawss | was
ar peace with myself The truth is: | mourn
Mick’s loss slently, in a dumbfounded medley
of prinning and frowning. The crack is: 1 don't
know what to say. I am sorry for the world's
bass. [ know that the sun will rize tomorrow.
I'll eat again, and I'll return to Bainks, and
Camp Schurman. I'll wawch the sun set over
Searle. The amnge light will mek all over
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the #b:i:r.. and turn the bloe hues w pi:nh:
and violet. Those crevasses will suck in all
the JiEJ'u: rhq.- can, and melt out, bit h}- hit,
snaw from cheir glaciers and depasix it inte the
rivers helow—rivers that Bow back to the sea.
Everything will be the same, again. One day,
all of us will be the same again. We'll see.
iy Kislmar, Seattle, Warhingten

[0 Jurwr 21, remonemied climbing sanger ik Hall fell 2,500
tgat g his death dering 1he rascue of foer climbars diom
Raisier's Emmons Glacier. Hondrads ol pecg'e atteaded his
memanal sk, In o olfoal stabement, e US Depart-
ment of Intericr Secrstany praised Hall 5 “brave and sei-
ess malure. ™ Hall was thirty-thres vesrs old—Ed)
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I wnrre vo vou from the end of the road. The
signs an this road, labeled from somewhere
ehz.szyHishwzy W, the same mumber of
jpoints & the perfect star on Ernest Shadklevoc’s
grave. In the small houss of January 5, 1911,
an 2 vessel @t an anchor near Souwth Geor-
Fia, far beyand the end of any concrete mazd,
Shackleran wrote: "In the darkening wwilight,
[ saw a lone star hover, gemlike above the hay”
Minuees Lzer, his heart, which had fGleezed all

dnmg his Ansarctic advensures, m:p'peﬂ. And
be was dezd, leaving athers to imbue his gory
with their own rransplanied meanings.

I you cry to go past the signs on this road,
'5m-1.|.'|! oome, after a !nmE walk on ancient
stomes, o the croas thar marks the end of the
Americas, Cape Froward. A quidk S|:.nu into
the dicfonary reveals the mezning af this
MEZME; PETVETSE, difficule to deal with, unag-
proachable. The wales of boats and men who
iE:m:uﬂI this Warning are now scattered over
the hattom of the sea.

You'll and me in a bozt EDﬂ.I:i.ItS at anchar,
ifyoa curn left ar the seatwe of the Virgin Mary,
one of many lirered around the conti-
nent of South America. Usoally, these
EEuru are F:uh!v paineed dlay dolls
marking the ground where locals have
died. This one s 2 white cement copy
of an originzl in Lourdes. She smiles
serenely north toward the place whene
the bodies of the dead are sacked in
neat suburban rows, ramed and dated
in their perfect cemeteries. She mms
her back @ the immense, l"z.u.e;uni:.n
chaas of waidng stane and wind.

To the e, s long as the dadly
rainbows are not too bright, 1 can see
the grey coast of Dawsen bland, whene
General Pinocher is rumored to have
buried many of the victims of his secrer
police. The virgin does nothing abous
his yet-unpunished crime, :ll.'ﬁnu:sh'r]'l.e
wwanspeople come out by the busload
o implore her return.

I've abways wanted to write abour
my perception of where | am an this
road, but I'm just 2 silor washed up
on a beach, a dimber confused by too
many untouched summits. A man
who doesnt really know enough abeus
either pursuit (o write the conventional
wisdom. But | have been out Heze far-
ever. ‘What can | say abeuc anything?
Just what I see. Who will read it Well, you
are. What will I wrice ahaut? | will write about
Here, since there is not much else, here.

Here is where the concrete ends. Heze is
where the wind blows tornzdoes of sea foam
and then suddenly stops—like a narcoleptic.
Where even the albamrass has o mind the
gaps as it plides over puzeles of rodes laid
vt in eternity. Here &5 where you have naot
vet sent the bombs, though the read has
been szealthily designed o bring them. Heze
is where the numbers oo longer marck and
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