AN INTERVIEW WITH CLUB FOUNDER, JACK LONGACRE

by Roger Rowlett

We all have Jack Longacre to
thank for us finding each other. Jack
would hardly seem like the type of guy
who would become our Highpointing
Guru or would found a Club that we feel
so passionately about.

He was born in the small Michigan
town of Sturgis on the Indiana border.
He doesn't have a lot of college educa-
tion. He owned a trailer park at Moun-
tain View, Arkansas, drove trucks for a
living, and worked in a shop at Boeing in
Seattle at a store providing parts for
boats.

But Jack had always hiked. He
Jokes he started hiking barefoot through
streams in the Ozarks. Then when he
moved to Seattle, Rainier caught his eye
and he learned to mountain climb with
the Boealps Club. He had never been to a
highpoint but within four years after
Rainier and Hood he climbed all 50,
completing on Gannett on Aug. 26, 1985.

Then Jack wrote the letter that
appeared in Outside Magazine in October
1986 asking if anybody else was inter-
ested in highpointing. A handful of peo-
ple responded, perhaps most notably Don
Berens, who was in the process of also
completing his 50th state. Don men-
tioned Jack and the Club in a wire article
that was being written about Don.

The next thing Jack was organizing
a get-together in Michigan in May 1987
to climb Mount Arvon which had just
been determined to be slightly higher
than Mount Curwood as the state's high-
point. This would become known as the
first Highpointers Convention. It was
attended by Clark Hall, Jack & Joyce
Parsell, Don Berens, George Johnson,
Dennis Whitehead and of course Jack.
Jack's report on the convention and other
developments came out in a one-page,
single-spaced typed letter dated 6/7/87.
This was later to become known as
"Issue #1" of the Highpointers Newslet-
ter Apex to Zenith,

Jack in writing about a visit out
West proposed by Clark Hall propheti-
cally wrote in the letter: "There's an out-
side chance I might be in the area myself
and if I get 1/2 a chance we'll stop by and
say hi to my new friends I met in Michi-
gan and maybe meet some new ones. Do
I hear a second annual highpoint outing
in --7 state for 19887?"

Highpointers talk in reverential
tones of these days. The participants are
considered pioneers of a most unusual

hobby. The hobby would especially take
off in 1988 when Highpointers over-
flowed the single room at a Flagstaff
motel at the second convention and many
of the prominent active members, includ-
ing Paul Zumwalt and Don Holmes,
came onboard.

Jack's huge contribution was that he
tigured out a way for people who have a
strange passion to find each other -- long
before it was much easier to do in the age
of the Internct.

Jack's foresight has earned him the
moniker of "Guru." It's not a title he
sought out. "I just did it for fun."

Jack started out literally doing
everything. He handled the membership,
typed the newsletter, retyped the mailing
labels with each issue -- all without any
computer aids. The newsletters were
folksy and always full of his humor. "The
most important. thing was that you tried
to mention everybody's name," he said.
As the membership grew he eventually
had typesetters give it a slicker look and
eventually got help doing all aspects of
the Club.

Even though Jack can always turn a
quote that is simultaneously wise and
funny, he has always been shy about
speaking at public gatherings. Perhaps
most famously was during the Maryland
2001 Convention when his response to
having to say a "few words" was to go to
the podium and literally say, "No" and
then sit down.

Jack's few words though form the
heart and soul of the Highpointers Club.
Jack has given his heart to the Club in a
way that no other person can possibly
match. Wanting to be near where High-
pointers were visiting, Jack pulled up
stakes and moved in the last 10 years to
Taum Sauk even though he didn't have
any friends or family there. He just
wanted to be some place where High-
pointers were visiting. All a person had
to do was just to stop by his house on the
road leading to the summit. The High-
pointers Welcome sign was always out.
No appointment was necessary. Jack has
had a standing offer to donate land to the
Club to set up a Highpoint Museum/Hos-
tel.

Jack has had a hard go of it since
the 2001 Convention in July. He has seen
a raft of doctors throughout eastern Mis-
souri as he has been battling cancer and
is being massively treated with chemo. I
interviewed Jack over the phone in April
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and May from both his hospital bed and
Taum Sauk. Here is some of the inter-
view,

What was your first highpoint?

Hood about 1980.

What's your background?

I was born in Sturgis, Michigan on
January 8, 1938 -- the same day as Elvis
Presley although I think he was born in
1935. I moved to Arkansas then to Seat-
tle when I operated a shop at Boeing.
Then moved to Arkansas and finally to
Missouri. Since I lived in Arkansas that's
where the y'all and all that stuff came
from. Everybody just assumed I was
from the South and I sort of played into
it.

There are different spellings of
your name ("Jack" and "Jakk").
Which one is your preference?

"Jack." I was trying to find some-
thing catchy to have fun with and so peo-
ple will remember. I first started signing
my name "Off Belay" but decided that
wasn't original so I thought I had to come
up with something more catchy. That's
when I started signing "Keep Klimbin"
which had the "K's"

Were you planning to highpoint
when you started?

No. I was living in Seattle and
working for Boeing building boats and
not plane. Boeing had a climbing club. I
took their course and they were going up
there. Then they wanted to go after the
"Northwest Six." So I climbed Rainier.
They have great climbing libraries. I
found Frank Ashley's book. That's when
I decided to go for them all. I climbed
California and Boundary.

When did you know you had the
highpointing bug?

When I pulled into Washington I
found that whenever the mountain was in
view I would always be looking over my
shoulder at Rainier.

How did you learn the technical
aspects of climbing?

The Boealps had an eight-week
course one night a week. The book
"Freedom of the Hills" was our textbook.
It was one of the best courses in the
country in my opinion. I had hiked
before and I moved to Washington
because I liked the mountain. I thought,
well I'm from Michigan. I'll just put on
some galoshes and go up there. Fortu-



nately I ran into the Boealps before 1 did
that.
How many highpoints did you
climb before you climbed McKin-
ley?

Not too many. Of all the mountains
I've climbed -- probably about 25 from
the top. At the last minute my climbing
partner got called away. But he hooked
me up with RMI with a big discount. At
the 11,000 foot level I met with some
climbers who had done the seven conti-
nents. One of the good things about
climbing the mountain is that you get to
shake hands with your heroes. Anyway
we went ahead and climbed the moun-
tain. We had good weather. 1 had a little
trouble coming down the mountain.
Rather than coming down in one day it
took us two and a half days.

What was the hardest highpoint?

McKinley was pretty much a walk
in the park. My hardest was Granite. 1
soloed 48 of the highpoints; all but
Denali and Rainier. I've done 39 twice or
more times.

The last peak was Gannett?

It was the only one I missed on. 1
had Ashley's book.

I heard about a story abeut veur
last highpoint (Gannett) and a bot-
tle of champagne?

I climbed it. Took a bottle of cham-
pagne. Putitin a creek, climbed back
down. A guy came over and said, "We
were kind of worried about you. You left
early this morning and we haven't heard
anything from you." I told him what I
did. I asked him if he wanted a bottle of
champagne and he said "Yea."

Why was Gannet the only peak you
didn't make on the first try?

Confusion. I went up the wrong
side. I went from Titcomb but I didn't
find the Titcomb Trail up to Dinwoody
Pass. I went straight away. Straight up
the mountain which was totally wrong.
What was your scariest moment on
a highpoint?

1 don't think there was a scary
moment. But on Granite I sure was tired.
What I did on Granite was carry a piece
of plastic and that's what I used to biv-
ouac. I would do that quite often. I got up
and did a subpeak, Tempest, and it was
really too much. On Granite I remember
placing my pack some 75 feet from me
because I thought it was going to storm.
Do you have any favorite high-
points?

Gannett. It's gorgeous back in
there.

Least favorite highpoint?

Kentucky because of the trash and
litter.

Why was the Granite the hardest?
1t beat the hell out of me. 1 didn't

have Don Jacobs' book or any other hook

for that matter. I went up the wrong

route. I still made it up.

How has highpointing changed in

20 years?

You have the books now. Pick up
Ashley's book and try to imagine trying
to do the highpoints with that book. The
other changes are in the Midwest like
Iowa and Nebraska. .

Have highpointers changed?

No. They're fine people. They have
not changed at all. I like everybody I've
met. There might be one or two excep-
tions. But I like everybody.

Why did you move to Mountain
Home?

I wanted to retire and it was
cheaper. 1bought a trailer park. Then
the Club took off and I wanted to be
around where highpointers were coming
through. I went to Mount Magazine but
there was federal land all around and so I
went to Missouri and saw there was land.
What inspired you to put the item
in "Outside" Magazine that got the
Club started?

I don't read many summit registers
but the ones I did read there were a lot of
people who were saying, "This is my
28th, this is my sixth and so forth. So 1
thought there were a lot of other idiots
out there doing the same thing I'm doing
so I wondered where I am in line with
them. So I sent the letter to Outside.
They put it in. Pretty soon I was writing
to 30 people. Qutside Magazine got the
name wrong though. They put John Lon-
gacre in. [ have a brother named John.
Had you met anybody who called
themselves a highpointer before
vou?

Oh, yea, I was just the seventh one.
There was Vin Hoeman and the others.
How did the Club get started?

I was contacted by Don Berens in
New York State. He was about to finish
himself. There was a news wire article
about to be written about him. He said
why don't you write something about this
guy and they did and it went all over the
country.

Did you have any expectations on
the Club?

No. I just wanted to meet high-
pointers.

Was the newsletter 2 lot of work?
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I tried to keep it a secret up to 1400
people. It got to be that all I did was
work and the newsletter. Then I con-
vinced John and Dave to take it over. We
got it up to 2500 members. We 're now
down to 2200. I just want the Club to be
at a comfortable level. I don't care how
big it is.

You typed the newsletter to begin
with,

I typed everything except the labels
until other people volunteered to do it.
When was the first convention?

We got together in Michigan
because it had to be redone after Mount
Arvon was determined to be the highest
point. They said "let's start a club” and I
said 0.k. and now they call that the first
convention. Like I know how to run a
club.

Whose idea was it to have a con-
vention every year?

We just did. That's my only expla-
nation. We just did. I had one the next
year in Arizona at Humphreys. I had the
convention. We were in two different
rooms. It was all messed up. But every-
body seemed 10 enjoy it. So we went into
the third year and then somebody else
took it over. I helped out on a couple
others.

How did the watermelon tradition
get started?

That started before the Club even
got started. That actually started in the
Ice Caves on Mount Rainier. I led hikes
for people in Seattle. Thet were what I
called street people. I told them that if
they made it up to the ice caves I would
give them a surprise. I got an intermedi-
ate pack and carried it up. [ pulled it out
and they were thrilled. That's how that
got started.

I understand you're writing a
book.

It's a joke book. It's a trip joke
book. It's all about climbing all 50 high-
points plus a couple intro chapters. It
gets into some sentimental stuff. Mostly
1t gets into jokes. For example you can't
have an adventure on every highpoint so
I started coming up with stuff for
between highpoints.

What about the Highpointer
Museum?

It wasn't my idea. ButI liked it and
so I pushed it. I have land that I could
donate for it but I'm o.k. Wherever the
Club wants to put it.

What would you put in 2a museum?

I thought that each state could have
a display. There could be brochures from
each state. Maybe a diorama depicting



their highpoint. I have some books and
rocks. Paul Zumwalt said he would be
willing to donate his surveying equip-
ment.

How did you get the "Guru"
name?

Somebody wrote in and started call-
ing me that. I used it and it just sort of
stuck.

Where did you get the "Apex to
Zenith" name?

Somebody suggested it. If you read
the first newsletters carefully you will
read about it.

I understand you want to have-

your ashes scattered on all 50 high-
points.

It's inmy will. It's all set up. I want
to be on the mountains. That's where |
belong. I've had a good life. Highpoint-
ing was the icing on cake.

What was the most rewarding
thing about organizing the Club?

The people.

Anything not rewarding?

I can't think of one thing.
Final comments?

Keep Klimbin'

TRIBUTES

Jack Longacre affected everybody
in different ways. Here’s some anec-
dotes, stories and tributes to the founder
of the Club.

What are my thoughts on Jakk Lon-
gacre? Where do I begin? I am quite sure
my life would be very different were it
not for this man. Roll back the calendar
to around 1990. I first heard of him when
my friend Steve Doppler slipped me a
couple of photocopied issues of the
Newsletter. I immediately enrolled in
Jakk’s Army. He and I communicated a
few times in the early 90’s, as I had ques-
tions, sent in things for the NL, etc.
Always that red pen, omnipresent,
always in a distinctive style. To this day,
T use ared pen 90% of the time at work. I
don’t consciously do that because of
Jakk, but where else would I have gotten
that habit?

A few years go by, and in 1994 |
finally made it to my first convention, in
NM. I pulled up with my 10-year-old son
Chris in tow, just as light was fading
from the campground. I saw a bunch of
people standing around a fire, with one
fellow seeming to be in the middle, talk-
ing to everyone in a whirlwind of speak-
ing, listening, laughing. It seemed as if
all knew him, and he knew them all. [

felt very alone, for I knew no one at all.
Soon, he came over to us, introduced
himself, and then introduced us to about
a dozen others. Soon more were coming
over, and those he did not know, he met
and made them, too, feel like he had
known them all along. It was strange, but
wondertul. I can’treally describe, except
to say that I was soon chatting with many
people I had never met before, and I
came to figure that many didn’t know
anyone one else a day before. Jakk has
that way with people; he meets you, you
feel like you’ve known him for a while,
and Time marches forward, with your
friendship with Jakk securely in Time’s
grasp. Such is the way of the Highpoint-
ers Club, and it is largely to do with
Jakk’s influence on us all.

Well, fast forward Mr. Time. It’s
1997, and he is asking John Mitchler &
[ if we would like to be the Newsletter
Editors. Yeah, right, like I know very
many people, or anything at all about a
newsletter? Uh huh! Well, 14 issues
later, I think we’ve done a pretty decent
job, and it’s always with thoughts of how
Jakk did it that hang over us while we
work on each issue. How could he do it
all by himself? We don’t even handle
membership, or money, or communica-
tion with the other elders of the tribe. For
one man to do all this, on behalf of a
thousand-something fricnds of his, with-
out benefit of a computer really, is noth-
ing short of miraculous.

Fast Forward Mr. Time again. It’s
2002. Time has not been kind to Jakk
lately. We all have wrinkles, gray hair,
less hair, more flab. Big deal. Jakk has
something eating away at him. We can
not understand what he goes through. I
pray we don’t ever understand it, because
it means something has gotten off-track
with ourselves. He remains cheerful,
shares his thoughts, wants many good
things to happen to keep the Club mov-
ing in the right direction. It isn’t fair.
What a great person, a great human
being, a great highpointer. What did he
do to anger Mothcr Nature? It is a good
lesson for our children. Nothing is for-
ever. Not Highpoints, not Clubs, cer-
tainly not people. Cherish all that we
have, while we have it. Jakk, we cherish
you, for we would not be the same people
we are today without you having stepped
into our lives, and introduced yourself,
and introduced us all to your wonderful
world of highpointing. Thanks for shar-
ing.

Dave Covill
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Anyone who can start an “interna-
tional club” has to be a pretty amazing
person! I've been a member of the High-
pointers Club long enough to have read
all the newsletters that Jakk created. We
all know he has quite a sense of humor,
that he is a little bit crazy (like most of
us) and has a heart of gold. On at least
two Soonoions, Jakk has carried/hauled a
watermeion ;0 ihe 1op of 2 mountain so
people couid have a snack when they got
there! Cne of the mountains was Ari-
zona’s Humphreys Peak. As [ recall, he
carried a feast to the top of Minnesota.
There were fresh peaches and I think
crackers and other snacks.

Barb Gurtler

Although I had spoken to Jack off
and on during the prior two years, we
first met at the Highpointers Convention
at El Paso, Texas, in 1990. Here was a
guy just bubbling with enthusiasm about
the fledgling Highpointers Club. At that
first meeting, I knew that this was some-
one whose friendship was certainly to be
valued. His sense of humor, so well
defined in the columns he writes for the
Newsletter, was well evident in El Paso.
To lend a bit of formality to the climb of
Guadalupe Peak, the highpoint of Texas,
Jack carried a coat and tie which he wore
at the summit. Of course, that was the
only time I saw any formality from Jack.

Since that first meeting, Jack has
certainly made a success of the High-
pointers Club. It has been my privilege



to work with Jack on the Highpotiists
Club in the interventng years. Aad, yes, |
was right in 1990 when I decided that
Jack’s friendship was certainly 1o be val-
ued.

Don Holmes

Lam grateful io Jack for taking on
the responsibility of forming a club from
just a few when at the Michigan lighe
point. It took time and as & resuli the
highpuinlcrs‘ Is now in i 161k year, Jack
is @ man of expericuce th hiking, having
himself au/omplmlu,d all 50 hnghpoits
Quiet m many ways, and there Lo grve
insight and support for the pood of the
club. I always cujoyved his ©
Klimbin™ ” column

What a privilege it was Toe £ illian
and 1 to be able to aticnd ihe Mizsouri
Convention when held at Jakk s Conven
tion Center - the garage. We andved
early in advance to tuke advaniage of the
“fun stuff” prior w the Conveation Coa
ter being overfilled (o ¢
the week. No one looks
alls™ as does Jakk. | remcmmbor writling
him & few years prci asking o we could
view his shides ol his cluab (o e wp of
Mt McKinley. They arrved shorily
thercafier and wo watched v thon
once. What a giant ol o leade: Jabk i [
ook forw HIUEC Gt N
and having Jakk leud ihv pack Lo the wp

Gene Ellivtt

I eep

pactty later o i
betice e "over

ward to indny

FArst et dakk v Y9910 on B
ary Peak Nevada, Bty tiai §ohad
heard about the Highpoinico aud
planned my bip o coineide wiili the con
vention. As 1 hiked through the lower
meadows by wysell | oarie wpoi a gioap
resting. They were all surounding vie
man, he was holdiog cout an b lay
reclined in the tall prass thai sveayid i
the breeze. The i PLOUp #as i
on his every word. Mo introduction was
necessary, | had finally wel ikl Fouga
cre!

Robert Hyvman

Phiest knew aboul Jacl i ougacic
from a newspaper witicle aboui i and
Don Berens, whi\';h was published by the
AP an 19870 1 calicd Jack 16 get wmoie
information dh()ll[ soue of the state Ligh
points that had chanped toorceeni veas,
like Michigan and Jowa as Geonge al |
were headed that way 6 6 some bigh
points.

[t was that actcde flad o Vrewt g
Vandersiuis interesicd «nmplx iy the
50 state highpoinis since oul
people bad acconpilitiod il i

I u“ﬂ,l

While talking to Jack on the phone,
I was amazed at how friendly and down
toe earth he was since he was the 7th per-
son 1o have completed the 50. 1 felt very
intimidated calling this man| who had
accomplished so much! As [ recall, I
think Jack was out in his garagw‘é or work-
shop, working on some project. Still he
took time to have a lengthy conversation
about highpoints. At that time| I had not
done any state highpoints.

In 1987 George and 1 jpined the
Highpointers Club and received the
newsletters for 3 years. Finally, in 1990,
I had the honor of meeting Jackl on Guad-
alupe Peak. I was so nervous because |

found myself on the trail with about 6 of

the guys who had completed a|l 50, Jack:
being one of them. Of course, they all
made it to the top ahead of me| but were

so friendly that I lost some of iny fear of

being with all these ‘big’ climbers! 1
remember Jack, greeting each c|f us as we
rcached the peak, in a suit coat and tie
He was, of course, joking and asking
everyone if they didn’t receivd (or read)
their invitation which said ‘forrnal atiire’.

Jack is a unique individial. What
an amazing feat... starting a club that has
grown to 2200. In the beginrling, Jack
had contact with 100% of the nlembers i1
one way or another. Everyone felt so

weicomed by him, Every comersation 1
have ever had with Jack has madc me
smile, or laugh. I remember when he
asked me to pull together the Compen-
dium. Littie did I know what | was gei.
ting into.

Jack has the ability to pull people
together for a common goal, ?nd make
everyone feel welcome and a pait of
something bigger. Jack is the reason we
have the Highpointers Club axlld Jack 15
the reason I am a ; 7
Highpointer...with
a great deal of
pride at being a
member. I have a
great deal of
respect for Jack
Longacre, but even
more important, |
just plain like him
very much!

Mary Maurer

Guru  Jack
“Jakk” Longacre -
The man that got
this whole thing
rolling. The carrier
of the watermelon
when we'd do the
Klub Klimbs. A
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member of the “Order of the Fruit Jar”.
The master of the one legged pig jokes
(or was that frogs?)

I first met Jack while reading one of
the outdoor magazines. The article was
about highpointing. Highpointing! What
the heck 1s that? AsIread on I was com-
pelled to say “Hey Jack, that’s for me.” 1
sent Jack a letter, along with my $5, and
prociaimed that it was time for me to
make the leap into highpointerdome. A
while went on and all of a sudden I
received a newsletter, highpointing infor-
mation and a short, hand writien, note
welcoming me 1o the Klub.

As 1 was reading one of the news-
letters, I noticed Jack was asking for help
in getting the Virginia Konvention
together. I called him at home and told
him “Jack, I think I can find time to help
you with the Konvention.”

“Great” he said, then proceeded to
tell me that he wanted me to do the whole
shooting match as it was too far from
Arkansas for him to do it (the Klub
started out in Arkansas). Well, it’s hard
to tell Jack Longacre no. 1t was a blast
for myself and my “Better Half™ Mary
Jane doing this, and then getting to meet
all these Highpointers first hand

After taliing over as the member-
ship guy awhile back, 1 reflect on how
much work that is involved in this ¢lub.
The time spent with people on the phone,
the time speii with the letters and the
time spent with the loose leaf record
keeping systen that kept this club alive.

Then I Liave to think about the
newsletter. 1 can’t imagine doing what I
have to do now and then having to con-
tend with writiug the newsletter, editing

it and then sending the thing out. There’s
a bunch of worl being done in this club




that started out being done by only one
person, “Guru Jakk”. Now, as [ read the
notes from the latest batch of members,
they seem to run in a trend. Usually
something like “Hey Craig, that’s for
me”... No, “Hey Jack, that’s for me.”

Being with this Club so long, won-
dering just how I became a Konvention
Host, a Board member and later the
membership guy. Did I ever tell y’all
that it hard to say no to Jack Longacre?
We love you man!

Craig & Mary Jane Noland

The first time I met Jakk, in 1996,
Lee Strickland and [ were on a Midwest
Highpointing trip, and had just spent the
night at the Taum Sauk campground. The
evening before, we had stopped by his
house and left a note saying we were
sorry we had missed him, but that we
were at the campground and leaving
early the next morning. It was not yet
first light when my dog awakened me, I
let her out, I heard someone talking to
her, then I crawled out. I could barely
make out the mophead that was striding
toward our campsite booming, “:I
THOUGHT YOU SAID YOU WERE
LEAVING EARLY!” We all talked as
fast as we could—about highpointing, of
course—like we’d known each other for-
ever. Lee and I got on the road 3 hours
later. And that’s how it is with Jakk: I
don’t believe he ever met a Highpointer
he didn’t like.

Since then, I have worked on Con-
ventions with him, climbed with him,
hiked, snorkeled, kayaked, spent hours
talking with him and visited back and
forth between Missouri and Oklahoma.
We’ve become great good friends. (Now
here’s the part where [ embarrass you,
good buddy) The thing that stands out
about Jakk, for me, is his Generosity of
Spirit. He seems automatically to think of
what would be good for the other person.
And then he does it! Even that dark night
in the blizzard and white-out up on Mt.
Hood when I said I"d had enough,
wouldn’t they please park me in my tent
and go on, retrieving me on their way
back? “No” said our fearless leader.
“We’re a team, if one of us goes back, we
all go back.” And he aborted the climb. 1
felt badly about being, you know, the
One Who, but I've even forgiven him for
waiting two months to tell me, “You
know, we had no business up on the
mountain that night”. Gotcha, Jakk!

Jean Trousdale

Jack Longacre has been the heart
and soul of the Highpointers Club. As

founder and president of the group that
became the “Highpointers”, Jack initially
did all the jobs: organizer, secretary, trea-
surer, newsletter editor, chief correspon-
dent, humorist, and goodwill
ambassador. For eleven years he per-
formed all of these tasks which grew to
be a herculean effort. The Highpointers
Club was his idea, and he has watched it
grow from approximately 30 members to
more than 2,000. He is the reason why
many of us joined the Highpointers.

Jack is a “people person” and is
friendly and enthusiastic. He has led cel-
ebrations at the summits of the conven-
tion climbs and is famous for carrying
watermelons and other refreshments to
the tops of state highpoints. (He also
dressed in coat and tie for the celebration
at the summit of Guadalupe Peak in
1990)

During the annual banquets, Jack
has not sought the limelight, but has been
available to help or coordinate activities
in any way possible. He was the 7th per-
son to reach each of the 50 state high-
points, a great accomplishment in itself,
but the enthusiasm and effort that he has

‘put into organizing the Highpointer Club

is why he 1s so deserving of the accolades
and highest honors that the club can
bestow.

George Vandersluis

For those who have had the privi-
lege to be acquainted with Jakk—you
know that he is always up to something
for a laugh. I have eaten some of those
watermelons and peaches that he has
packed up to a highpoint, hiked in several
states with his companionship, and was
on that eventful Hood attempt that Jean
mentions. A few months after the Hood
attempt, Jakk presents me with a gift. It’s
a rock he says, from the summit of
Mount Hood—which he soloed a couple
of months after our foiled attempt. He
tells me I have to return it. So—the next
June—back to Oregon four of us go. We
load our heavy packs and head up the
slopes of Mount Hood to a base camp at
around 9500 feet. The wind never lets up
so we decide to pile in the tent early.
Besides, we need to be up at 3:00 or 4:00
AM to start climbing. We just get situ-
ated in our bags and, true to his usual
self, Jakk pulls out a 5” television and
wants to know what we want to watch on
the tube! I dare say we were the only
people above Timberline watching TV
that night. And yes—Jakk watched me
place that rock back on the summit the
next day.

Tim Webb
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No matter how much our member-
ship grows, Jack always remains “Jakk.”
He offers a warm greeting to every new
Highpointer he meets, always encourag-
ing them, above all, to “have fun.” His
enthusiasm, humor, and relaxed attitude
make sure that no one feels like an out-
sider; his spirit has defined and shaped
our group and the spirit of our offbeat
hobby/sport.

Whether he’s carrying a water-
melon to share at a highpoint, dressing up
for a special occasion in a way sure to
bring a smile, or giving the world’s short-
est speech at a Konvention, Highpointers
know we can always count on Jakk to
bring a smile to our faces and joy to our
hearts.

[ know all Highpointers join me in
sending our collective positive thoughts
back to Jakk, wishing him health and
happiness, and thanking him for bringing
this wonderful group of people together.

Diane Winger

I have always thought a lot of Jack
ever since we met in Arizona. He’s a
good guy and would do anything for you.
He carried my survey equipment up Har-
ney Peak when we surveyed it to find the
exact highpoint (it’s on a pinnacle by the
tower). He had some problems getting
down from one of the pinnacles but never
complained. He’s quite a character.

Paul Zumwalt

Jack is at once private yet outgoing.
He does not give long speeches, but he is
a chatty, friendly fellow. His home is
always open to visitors, and he is truly
interested in the adventures and accom-
plishments of all who befriend him.

His personality is the spirit of the
Highpointers Club. His love of life is
only matched by his love of the great out-
doors.

My first recollections of Jack are at
conventions - - leading a group climb,
chatting with friends, or handing out his
new newsletters from the back of his red
pickup. Appropriately, my first introduc-
tion to Jack was at a convention campfire
(when he quipped, “Someone just burned
their dinner” after Ken Akerman’s camp
stove blew up in flames.)

Jack is a good man. I thank him for
producing an incrediblc organization and
wish him the very best, always.

John Mitchler



