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Search
and
Rescue

RESCUE

Mission No. 7642M

17 & 18 Oct., Sun. & Mon.
Tahquitz Canyon

By Charles Bujan

The coals had just reached the
right temperature and I was ready to
start cooking dinner when the pager
went off. After a few phone calls, 1
found out that we had a rescue in
Tahquitz Canyon. As [ was getting
ready to roll, Larry Brown called to
tell me to come over to his house so
that we, along with Rich Quacken-
bush, could go to the trail head to-
gether.

The three of us arrived at the
trail head at 2000 hours. We immed-
iately went to the information board
in the RMRU van to find out the de-
tails of the rescue. The board in-
formed us that the first team of Fair-
child, Dew, Fulkman, Aldrich and
Zappe had just started to hike to the
base of the second water falls in Tah-
quitz Canyon where the victim, Mike
Everley (2 man suffering from a
bleeding ulcer) was last seen. As we
finished reading the board Larry
Roland, temporary operations lead-
er, came to tell us that he had just
finished questioning Mike’s hiking
buddy who had pointed out the sick
man’s problem, location and other
pertinent and necessary information.
From the conversation with the in-
formant, Larry had found out that
Mike was probably suffering from a
bleeding ulcer. Our orders were to
wait for Captain Canova to return

with Maalox and cream, the tempor-
ary remedy for the illness.

While we were waiting, John
Muratet arrived, whereupon Rich
Quackenbush took over as Ops Lead-
er because he had more experience
than the rest of us, enabling L.
Brown, J. Muratet, and I, to form a
second team. [t was 2033 when Cap-
tain Canova arrived with the Maalox
and cream. We stashed it in our packs
and started out immediately.

[t was a beautiful night for a hike.
The sky was clear, the air was fresh
and it was warm. Actually, I should
say hot, moving along as we were, by
the time we were half way up to the
second falls everyone was ringing
wet with sweat. (By this time we
were also taking bets as to whether
the cream would turn to butter by
the time we reached the subject!) At
2115 team one radioed to inform us
that they had left a rope in place to
help us get past a rock, known as the
Belly Roll, which went straight up on
one side and straight down on the
other. By 2130 we reached the Belly
Roll and the rope. As we were undo-
ing the rope to take along with us
after crossing the rock, another call
came over the radio. It was to tell us
and base camp that team one had ar-
rived on the scene.

When the first group made per-
sonal contact with Mike, they found
he was alone near the stream in the
canyon. Until about an hour earlier
he had had the company of Spirit, a
permanent resident of the canyon
and known to all the team by just
this name. Spirit had left Mike and
hiked down the canyon and met
team one hiking up canyon and had
turned and hiked back in with them.

Part of the first group of Fair-
child, Dew, Fulkman, Aldrich, Zappe
immediately went into action. They
began checking pulse, blood pres-
sure, and other vital signs, while the
others set up a radio-phone patch to
Dr. Norm Mellor at his home in Cor-
ona with the help of the Riverside
Amateur Radio Association who did
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an excellent job of making it sound
as though Norm was there with the
team. After a few minutes of con-
versation and exchange of facts,
Norm agreed that the young man
was suffering from an ulcer. An or-
der of 2 oz. Maalox on the hour and
2 oz. cream on the half hour was giv-
en as anticipated. This was to con-
tinue through the night until the
subject could be brought out.

At this moment we (the second
team) arrived with the Maalox and
cream. Despite its trip, the cream
was still nice and cool, to Mike's en-
joyment. Between servings, the plas-
tic bottle of cream was kept submer-
ged in the creek, almost to the neck,
which kept it fresh.

At this point we decided who was
going to take what shift during the
night to make sure Mike got his
Maalox and cream, as well as having
someone making sure that he was o-
kay.

While some of us were sleeping,
others were being entertained with
Spirit’s story telling. Still others
back at base were making arrange-
ments for Don Landells to fly us out
in his big bird. Quackenbush, with
the help of Captain Canova, was able
to guarantee us that Don would fly
in at 0630 the next day.

On Monday, we awoke at 0530 to
start getting ready for the arrival of
Don. Qur first priority was to find a
landing spot for the bird. This was
easier than we had expected, because
right above the area we had been oc-
cupying was a giant rock big enough
for the bird to land on. The next
problem was to get Mike up on the
rock. This proved to be easy too
with a little team work and muscle.
To make our whole morning com-
plete, Mike was feeling well enough
to get into the helicopter himself in-
stead of having to be flown out tied
in a litter.

Don was operating his bird in top
form; within 30 minutes he had the
sick man with Fairchild and Dew at-
tending at the hospital and Muratet,
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Aldrich, Fulkman, Zappe, Brown and
myself back our cars, hungry for
breakfast. mrmrU

EVACUATION
Mission No. 7643M

29 Oct., Fri.
Round Valley
San Jacinto Mountains

By John Dew

On October 29 at 10:45 a.m. the
pager activated and the call said,
“RMRU member, John Dew, call
Banning ASAP!”

A frown crossed my brow and a
dread filled me as I made my way to
the nearest phone. The reason for
the concern was the team had just
been talked to by Walt Walker on a
Monday night training and by Jim
Fairchild the following Wednesday

night in regular training about in-
dividuals being paged on our pager
system. My first thoughts were -
who could be calling me? My wife
never uses this method of contact.
My second thoughts were - what
must the rest of the team think after
what we had just been told two
nights ago.

Upon contact with the sheriff, I
learned that Captain Canova had put
out the call because a man in Round
Valley up on the top of the mountain
had suffered what was thought to be
a heart attack during the previous
night. He had already contacted
Western Helicopter and a bird was in
the air at the time, but the pilot
didn’t know where Round Valley
was.

Captain Canova called me be-
cause [ work here in Banning and the
bird could just set down at Banning
Airport, pick me up and be gone im-
mediately. He wanted to know if |
could be ready to fly in twenty min-
utes. I assured him I could and asked
kim to call a couple other team mem-

bers to let them know what was go-
ing on.

[mmediately, | changed clothes,
put on my boots, grabbed all the gear
I thought I could possibly need (even
though a mission sounds simple, you
never know what complications you
may run into) and was waiting at
Banning Airport when my ride got
there.

We lifted off, flew to Round Val-
ley where Jerry Henderson, Park
Ranger, was holding a piece of orange
material to show us wind direction
and velocity. We set down quickly,
picked up the subject, George Wehbi,
a 46 yr. old man from Culver City,
Ca., and flew him out lying down in-
side the helicopter (a new arrange-
ment in the Western Helicopter cap-
abilities). We delivered him to Desert
Hospital in Palm Springs and then I
was brought back to Banning.

The whole operation took just 1
hour and 45 minutes and yet we were
able to be of service to still another
person in need. m RMRU

TRAINING

Technical

30 & 31 Oct., Sat. & Sun.
Joshua Tree
National Monument

By Hal Fulkman

Turning off the highway into the
monument John Dew and [ were
rapidly approaching Sheep Pass
Campground, to meet with the rest
of the team. The monument was es-
pecially spectacular at this time in
the morning with each rock having
it’s own color and hue, and changing
as rapidly as the sun rose.

Arriving at the exact location at
the precise time, John and [ were ap-
palled to find the entire group, which

came in the night before, still in their
sleeping bags. John, taking matters
into his own hands, snapped them
out of their unconciousness with 3
long blasts from his horn. The effect
was devastating! A movement here,
a groan there, an explitive every-
where.

Fifteen feet directly ahead of our
vehicle lay a mass of nylon, goose
down, and human flesh. This cul-
mination of unlikely materials turn-
ed out to be none other than our
own Ed Hill. To watch Ed emerge
from his sleeping bag was an exper-
ience worth the journey. The entire
process bore a close resemblance to
that of childbirth. First came the top
of his head, then an eye - then an-
other. Now his entire head is visable.
His shoulders are out now-and the
worst is over. With a groan and a
final push, Ed is standing erect in
front of us ready to face whatever
challenge Jim Fairchild has in store.

After everyone had arrived, Jim
called us together around the van.
The plan was to have three exercises
that day. Technical raise, tracking,
and multipitch lower. The first two
were timed, start to finish, and were
executed quite well. The technical
raise consisted of lifting a victim, by
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litter, from a suspended ledge to the
top of a rock face. One of the mem-
bers wives, Nanci Carlson, courage-
ously volunteered to be the victim in
the litter. After raising the fair dam-
sel safely to the top of the rock face
we all proceeded back to the van.

Upon arriving we were greeted
by another disaster. Three hikers,
team members girlfriends, had been
caught in a freak October blizzard.
Although a blizzard condition was a
little hard to simulate, with a little
imagination the mission got under
way. The tracking segment went
well and in a short time we found the
victims on the very brink of oblivion.
After treating their simulated hypo-
thermia, we evacuated them by litter
back to the van.

The third exercise was the most
difficult, multipitch lower. Multi-
pitch lowering is a method used
when in the course of lowering a lit-
ter it becomes necessary to set up
additional anchoring points down
beneath the original ones. This is
employed when the lowering dist-
ance is greater than the length of our
rope or obstacles make it impossible
to continue lowering.

Sunday was devoted to practicing
rock climbing techniques. With Ber-
nie Mclivoy as head of the class, we
were all given some very good in-
structions, as well as given a dazzling
exhibition of rock climbing skill.

® RMRU

=

T
T '
\‘QM \'w %(Wr

il

W

X

The Road Runner Sez-
By Jim Fairchild.

As my belayer lowered me farth-
er down the waterfall | began to re-
gret my decision to “give it a try”, A
“wall-to-wall” pool of deep, brown
water awaited below, with no visible
escape from a swim to reach the far
side twenty feet away. It was like
decending into a large, rocky cylin-
der - sheer on three sides, the fourth
side featuring a ledge above another
vertical waterfall with another deep,
brown pool at its bottom. Well, it’s
only water, and I don’t want to look
like a chicken. Calling for a steady
rate of lowering, | soon was at the
water’s edge. On tension it was a
rough scramble, scrape, grab, lunge
to force my body left onto a ledge,
thus missing all but one shoe full of
water. A handy staff four feet long
helped, and when shoved down into
the pool went several feet and bob-
bed up not having touched bottom.

Over to the ledge at the edge of
the next pool. My flashlight’s beam
revealed a similar pool with no ledges
at all, but T knew there were no more
waterfalls requiring rope-downs.
Upon arrival at the water | was dis-
gusted to find no alternative but to
swim. 1 kept shining the light into
the water for some indication of a
weakness. There it was - a sunken
sandbar ten feet right! Swinging ov-
er | cautiously put a foot into the
murk and stepped out. Eighteen feet
of wading and only knee-depth. My
companions atop the upper waterfall
had been guffawing and enjoying my
predicaments. I yelled up, “Who's
next?” Absolute silence. Then, Hal
Fulkman answered, “Il try it.” Of
course, he arrived at the bottom
much sooner having the benefit of
my experience. Larry Roland, Randy
Morrow, and Randy Miller quickly
removed the anchors and rigging,
coiled the ropes, and made their way
out of the canyon via the high trail.

So, what was all this about? Qur
frequent, informal Monday evening
training. We were in Massacre Can-
yon, a steep, deep cleft in the west-

ern part of the Soboba Hills, a couple
of miles northwest of the city of San
Jacinto. We chose to get some famil-
iarity and practice in these hills the
last two Monday trainings because
they are the most dangerous hills we
have ever entered for missions. Their
southern scarp is deceptively steep
and the earth is a matrix of soft loose
dirt with rocks and boulders therein
ready to roll or slough off with little
excuse. We've evacuated a number
of stranded, injured, or deceased vic-
tims of the Sobobas. During warm
weather numerous rattlesnakes are
encountered, having given us anx-
ious moments in the past.

Back at the van where John Dew
had waited we had a short de-brief-
ing. As was the case two weeks ago
in another canyon, the comments
emphasized how easily one can un-
derestimate the problems encount-
ered there. Randy Morrow com-
mented on the narrow trail with fre-
quent rock outcroppings at the sides
that force one onto the edge a bit,
and one had better take all the equip-
ment that could be logically required
for a technical evacuation on Tah-
quitz Rock, plus long pickets for
anchoring in the sand and dirt. Thad
to confess that the reason I did not
come back up the rope upon deter-
mining the depth and extent of the
pools of water was because I forgot
to put my second technical bag into
my pack - the one containing my
Jumar Ascenders (clamps that attach
to the rope and permit one to “walk
up” it).

Qccasionally our training ses-
sions provide us with “mini-adven-
tures.” Through the year we try to
manage our training so that it is at
least as difficult as any actual search
or rescue would be. Hence, when
the real thing gets our attention, the
main difference is that the subjects
we assist differ from our “pretend”
victims only in that they surprise us
as to when and where they need that
assistance. m RMRU
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