Night Light Reflections

A book of poems by Felice Pace

1975 Felice Pace
Author’s Introduction:

The poems in Night Light Reflections were written in June and
July 1975 before, during and immediately after a climb of Denali
(Mt. McKinley) in Alaska. The book — a scaned copy of which is
presented herein - was compiled, edited and typed on a manual
typewritter during the Winter of 1977 while | was living in the
cabin | had completed overlooking the Scott River near Canyon
Creek in the Klamath River Basin’s Scott River watershed. The
cabin is still there and occupied, albeit with many improvements
from my days there. | completed the partially built cabin and lived
there while | was caretaking for Dorothy Knapp. This was my first
home in the Scott River Watershed.

On Denali”s summit —July 3, 1975
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Dedicated to Phil Costello who introduced me to
the adventure of climbing mountains, and to
Jose Gonzales who taught me how to see in nature.

These poems were written during an expedition on
the mountain named Denali in the Alaskan range.
Denali, which means "The Great One" is the local
Indian name for the peak known to most white men
as Mr. McKinley. It is the highest peak on the
North American continent.

1975 by felice pace



Prologue

Talkeetna means three rivers

coming together

chalk grey-green with rock flour

white grey tan green gravelly

cold with glacial melt

swift-flowing through the lowland bush.
piles'of driftwood logs

banks of glacial silt

in the background mountains

dark and white ragged foothills

upper peaks hidden

cloud and strange light.

somewhere Denali - the great one - waits
no one knows for what it waits

vain men think it's them

i think it's nothing

but i know the mountain waits

i wait too.

Jjune 12
Talkeetna, Alaska



flew up today through dense clouds
small plane banking mountain close
forest and meadow water-filled green
rivers like snakes meander

glacial silt, grey and black.

on the lower glacier small lakes
blue like deep ice deep
clear like crystal lakes

like you can't see 'cept here.

and then the rocks

crumbly shale sediments
angle-tilted by ancient uplift
give way at a single point

to granite mountain core

hard and fractured

face and crack.



we fly the glacier

up through clouds and snow

at 8,000 banking right

a narrow glacial arm

revealing tiny forms in bright colors
some still, some moving

tents and men.

down toward them we sail

landing on silver skis

with hardly a bump.

here we sit surrounded

Mount Hunter's grey and white face
most prominent before us

Foraker off to the southwest

and somewhere northward

hid in clouds

Denali waits with great patience.

june 18
southeast arm
Kahiltna Glacier



horizon maybe

yes and no

grey and white blending
sky and glacier.

soft snow floats

where is rise

where is fall

all becomes one.

june 19
Kahiltna Glacier




wide white expanse

peaks all around

one clears, another fogs
wind blows now,

later it is calm

so the mountains change
hour by hour

we respond:

put on a sweater

take off a hat

sweat or chill

we learn to be flexible
it helps down below

but that's not why we come

slowly we make progress.

Jjune 20
Kahiltna Glacier




white and wind

ice bites the face

nose and cheeks numb

still another step

head bowed against the wind
breath deep sucking air

a little rest each step.

finally we make the top
dig deep tent platforms
set the camp and crawl in.
above the wind still howls
time to sleep

wrapped tight in down warmth.

june 22
below Windy Corner
11,000 feet



steady slope trudge

wind blown snow biting
clouds moving

sun breaks through
diamond glint on new snow

lifting the spirit.

Foraker last night wreathed in cloud
looking like a Japanese print
someone said Fujiyamma

was it me?

june 23
viecinity of Windy Corner




walking up last night
13,000 plus

up the snow crust ridge
space like a dream

mist-filled.

snow glistens in the air
lands perfect crystal shapes on my parka

hold -

a moment before melting.

june 24
vicinity of Windy Corner
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finally we are on the mountain
West Buttress rising massive above
to the south a hanging glacier
hugh seracs seem ready to fall
crevasses everywhere

we test the ground.

the mountain is a quiet fastness

only the crunch of crampons on hard snow
the creak of ice-ax turning

torso bending

onward we march.

june 24

vicinity of Windy Corner




11.

sun sinks toward West Buttress

ice crystals in the air float and shine

to the right Foraker, to the left Hunter
below a sea of clouds, glacier and crevass
above sky, blue as night

we have come up from 11,000

Windy Corner lies below

three tents perch on the abyss edge

eleven tired climbers prepare for night.

Jjune 2Uu
14,000 feet




morning beauty a quiet whiteness

in camp no one stirs.

yesterday's ordeal
up from 14,000
Gary getting sick
everyone exhausted

headaches and low energy.

wind last night

strong on this exposed ridge
tent pole shaking

nylon flapping wild

we huddle inside

hoping it will hold.

june 27
16,300

1.2.




magnificent sunset

from this perch we see her go
-down in the northwest

shining under valley clouds
"fire in the hold"

red and purple, gold and orange
beauty lights warm fires

in our hearts

giving us strength to go on.

Jjune 27
16,300

13.




14,

high clouds move in from the south
perhaps there will be a storm
summit day tomorrow

unless the weather stops us

i reach deep inside for the will to go on.

Jjune 27
16,300



summit attempt 15.

starting early from 17 - 2

steep snowfield traverse

upward

at Denali Pass we break

candy bars and poly bottles

sidelong glances skyward

mares-tails above bode ill

still we continue

up the ridge - in and out of wind

we circle archdeacon's tower

high clouds moving in from southwestward
at 19,000 more wind

Michel says gusts to 80

to continue would mean the wind behind
returning head wind might be difficult
we walt undecided

feeling close - the long -sought goal
10 days on the mountain

11,000 feet - how many footsteps
suddenly big wind and snow hit

swirls and gusts

this decides us

quickly we move downward

two days past and still the storm rages.

June 30
17,200



big wind come up

and snow

white-out blizzard
comrades huddle in tents

talking in low voices.

a night of fitfull sleep
tent walls banging

wump wump, in and out
tent pole bending

like a miracle it holds together.

snow piles on tent walls
tighter and tighter the space
wind beats on nylon walls
nylon walls beat on head

headache and claustraphobia.

late in the morning we begin work
snow caves and igloos to be buillt
fighting depression with action.

june 29
17,200

1.6



17.

cloud cap over the summit
wind blown snow at Denali Pass

another day of waiting.

Hunter and Foraker stand sharply

the route revealed below

Windy Corner, Kahiltna Pass, the glacier shines
above still the great mystery

timing, foresight, courage - we try to balance

not sure what is required.

heads 1ift in silent question
eyes squint to see some sign
with talk and tasks we pass the time

biding time.

july 2
17,200




a night of fitfull sleep
I tension built to a taunt line

that will not bide rest.

by 3 a.m. we are up
it is strangely quiet
comrades move about their tasks

a sense of business come to hand

no hurry and yet no lingering
equipment is made ready
breakfast quickly gulped

and we are off.

there is a sureness in our way
we all feel it

today will be the day.

steps on a ridge

up and around archdeacon's tower

here where days before we turned back
an elation amid the trudgery

of steps on and on

endless steps

a long desert basin of snow

beyond the south summit

near and far.

18.



1.9

there is a last test

the snow is deep

and crust breaks through
to thigh and waists
slowed to a seeming crawl
we change the lead again

and again.

will there never be a top
even thought stops

and then beyond thought
infinity of time

as in a dream

arrival!

july 3
18,200 - 20,320



no words

just some quiet tears
thanks to The Great One
and to the other

waiting nameless beyond the mountain.

July 3
the summit

20.



21

~going down

hard crust snow crunch
in and out of rocks
delicate steps on knife-edge ridge
to the left and right -
space and chasms
inside -
emptiness.

2.

fixed line descent
deep new snow
over crusty old steps
we slide
hold on
ankles bend and strain.

3.

across the crevass field
opening new each day
i fall in one.

L.

we rest at 14 thousand

light snow a wet-patch pattern
on orange tent

by 9 p.m. it is clear

we set out again

bound for base camp at 7-5.

5.

Windy Corner in evening light
rose bright

the mountain blesses us

with a perfect evening.

6.
seracs broken from the glacier

lean to fall into a sea of cloud
across the way Foraker watches.



22
s

rivers snake silver gold

through earth like smoke

far off horizon glows ember red
dark mountain sillouetted skyline
how far i ask

farther than ever before

i see.

8.

big cornice leaning

we stop to take pictures

clouds glow rose with lowered sun
shadows green with evening.

9.

steeply down toward Kahiltna Pass

we rediscover our ascent route

finding it changed with time and weather
the mountains ageless face

changing and not changing

never the same

always itself.

10.

dizzily down to Peter's Glacier

blue ice hangs precarious in the chasm

black rock waits mistily for tumbling

we step lightly and talk in whispers

feeling without thought the presence of balance.

11.

Kahiltna Pass at sunset

changing from crampons to snowshoes
snow crusting with evening

but soft at 10 thousand

we are off the mountain

and on the big glacier.



23.

12.

alaskan night light - light night
sky blue depth and glowing
edges clear and sharp
yet somehow soft

the mystery of clarity
a spirit world alive in mind's eye
reality beyond hope of day.

13.

ahead Hunter and Foraker - two women
regard each other across the valley
the first, young and latin spice

all dark with rock and contrast,
glares closely across the void.

the other, soft and mature

rests sure as nature's condescention.
behind The Great One watches all -
disinterested.

1y,

two lines of men down through the valley
dark contrast against a glowing sky
the only movement in a world of stillness.

15.

exhaustion -

mind light like fluff

legs heavy weights

socks like sandpaper on tired feet
it is time and past time
to be off the mountain.

16

we turn the glacier fork

ahead, in this valley, the plane will come
already the sky has changed to lighter blue
the wind, blowing behind us all night,

has shifted headward.

now the sun returns

we squint - too tired to put on glasses.




17 2y,

the last mile is the longest

many small slow steps

at last a line of tents

tired bodies fall exhausted onto packs
shoes, undone, reveal old and wrinkled feet
slowly - after some time - tents go up
someone makes water

low talk and exhausted sleep fill the time
finally the orange plane banks snowward

the hour of parting has come.

1.8

it is a glorious flight

sun bright as diamond light

the peaks stand out closely

as if triumph and homage have joined

to express the oneness we feel with them
old friends who have tested us and we them
Hunter, Foraker and Denali

no longer names but memories.

19,

eye follows thought back and forth

from mountain heights to glaciers and bold rocks
then forward toward rivers grey,

wandering fields of varigated green

and forest dark with summer growth.

future and past are one and frozen

as thought stops amid the silent crash

and sensation is all a moment which exists eternal
but also changes - a miracle -

and we are banking to land in gay Talkeetna
busy with tourists and climbers.

20.

the mountain is gone behind the trees

and we are in a different dream -

footsteps float on dusty gravel

nose quivers a thousand old smells new

we are high and giddy with the taste of green
laughter sliding easy on the air.

still there is the whiteness through the trees
we look at it and wonder what it means

there will be days and years for this to seep
slowly but surely into a deep self

we barely know except in dreams

but feel is there and follow when we can.

july 5 - 8
17,000 - 1,500



25

Epilogue

Mountain over Lake -
the image i seek to complete
the judgment i will not make
it was what it was and is living within me still
although i walk on other paths
although those with whom i shared are gone
in spite of time and space -

thoughts like gentle haze.

there will be more to obscure this feeling
memory both less and more than truth
and yet i am sure it will remain -
feeling beyond image
ethic beyond judgment
as the indians have named it
THE GREAT ONE
its lesson shall endure

in the stillness of the soul.

july 9
Talkeetna, Alaska



