On NoveMBER 4, 1980, &4 YOUNG CLIMBER

A sNowsToRM ON WAsHINGTON’S MOUN

\DAMS, AND FOR TWENTY=ONE YEARS-HIS

BROTHER NEVER STOPPED LOOKING, FOR:HIM. A'STORY IN'‘SEARCH OF AN ENDING.

AT TWENTY-FIVE, DAVE CLAEYS WAS SINGLE
and ambitious, your average guy with an open road. He had a girl-
friend and a VW bus, played decent guitar, and earned a living
handling people’s spit, stool, and blood as a tech at a hospital med-
ical lab. This he had learned in the Air Force, working pathology at
a military hospital in Germany. Now back in New Jersey, he was a
sophomore at Ramapo College, near his hometown of Midland
Park. He planned to study medicine, or maybe art. Life was open
to him and he to life, which had something to do with his big
brother, Gary.

Gary was twenty-eight, single, working as a psychiatric aide at
a state hospital near Portland, Oregon. Psychiatry was not his cho-
sen field. Gary had no chosen field. He lived his life in pursuit of
life, as a student of imagination and possibility. Since moving to
Portland, Gary had become passionate about mountain climbing.
Living in a fifty-dollar-a-month room on the hospital grounds
would help him pay for this, and a new friend and co-worker, Matt
Larson, would help him train.

In Jersey, Dave was more typical, an East Coast kid who liked
the outdoors but was hardly an adventurer. Not a climber himself,
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