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Prez’s Ledge- An Origin Story and 
Continuation to a Legacy 

Like the reemergence of a perennial after a long winter’s frost, we 
are pleased to present the revamped edition of the dormant, but not 
gone, ROWCC newsletter – “What’s the Beta”. With humble 
beginnings in the 90’s, the newsletter initially shone through the 
printed words and stories of a tight knit group of friends in Lake 
Arrowhead that lived and breathed rocks. These friends, whom we 
now refer to as the “OGs”, formed the foundations of the club and 
have continued to nurture it, their love for climbing, and all that 
comes with it. 

The Warm-up 
Fast forward several decades from the newsletter’s first release to 
January of 2022. I had just found a place to live in the San 
Bernardino Mountains at the end of the COVID lockdown, and I was 
taking my sweet time with the move up from Redlands. Flowstone 
Climbing Gym had just reopened its doors and I was eager to 
boulder indoors once again. My session had started in what was 
understandably a “quieter than normal” gym when, in between one 
of the sets, I noticed a strong, motivated, female climber just 
cruising up the plastic holds; her name, Sarah Hill. Little did I know, 
the brief conversation that followed would set off a chain of events 
that would eventually place me squarely in front of my computer, 
tapping away at my keyboard, and sharing this story with you. 

First Pitch 
Sarah and I exchanged a few pleasantries that afternoon and I 
quickly found out she also lived in the mountains. “Have you heard 
of the Rim of the World Climbing Club?!”, she asked. Music to my 
ears; not only had I found a friend in the mountains, I had found a 
climber that was married to a climber that knew other climbers that 
live in the mountains!! The lockdown treated everyone differently 
and, in my case, being the social and hugging sensitive type, I 

worried that my move up the hill would 
isolate me further. Good thing the 
opposite turned out to be true. I signed 
up to be a member of ROWCC the 
day after meeting Sarah. It wasn’t long 
after that I received a text message 
from Kenn. I knew he was of a special 
breed, not only because he spelled his 
name with two n’s, but because he 
immediately offered to help me, a 
complete stranger, move the last of 
my stuff up the hill. 

Second Pitch 
It was winter when I attended my first 
session at Pat’s Gym after “officially” 

moving. Obliviously, I had searched for the gym online and that had 
gotten me nowhere in my efforts to know what I was getting into. 
Kenn had been the Lake Arrowhead Tuesday Night Coordinator for 
some time and during the winter season, he would lead club 
members and locals through the gauntlet at Pat’s. The gym had 
walls that train strength and endurance through repetition, all the 
meanwhile having experience at your side. That was the first of 
many Tuesdays. It’s not difficult to get hooked on climbing when you 
are around Kenn, or any of the OGs for that matter. They hold a 
treasure trove of knowledge, stories of adventure and individualized 
success. All the reasons why it was easy for me to turn a few 
Tuesday nights at Pat’s gym into climbing outdoors with Kenn, 
multiple days a week leading up to my first Rendezvous in June of 
2022. 

Third Pitch 
Rendezvous is the biggest weekend 
event hosted by the club each year. It 
represents the end of a climbing year for 
awards, beginning of the membership 
cycle and most importantly, a celebration 
amongst climbing friends and family, 
through activities, food, raffles, live music 
and of course, climbing. With a chill 
atmosphere, easy vibes, and fun 
activities, it’s not hard to get lost in 
conversation or get roped into helping 
set up Kenn’s zip line, when not climbing 
the local crags. That first year I did 
volunteer to (hu)man the grill; a decision that led me to my current 
role in the club. “But how?!?!”, you might ask. Well, you see our own 
Dan Thiele, then Vice President of the club, was in charge of grilling 
up the burgers and dogs for attendees. My casual attempt to help 
that Saturday afternoon was enough initiative for the other officers 
to take notice and recommend I take over the VP role; a role that 
Dan was more than happy to pass on to yours truly that July while 
he focused on maintaining our club’s records as our club historian. 

Summit 
It’s been over three years since that summer and the club has 
grown considerably since. We have members all over the San 
Bernardino Mountains, surrounding cities in the foothills, L.A., San 
Diego, in the Sierra Mountains, out of state in Nevada, Utah, and 
even retain members elsewhere after they move away. In 2024, 
Marina Amador, our then President, moved off the mountain and 
passed her duties on to me. Luckily for me, several other members 
stepped up as officers to help carry the legacy of this club. A legacy 
with origin in 1990, first documented by Mike Rigney, the club’s first 
president, who conceived this column intended to provide opinions 
and stories through the eyes of the club’s Prez. I’ll do my best to 
continue what was started by Mike; in the meantime, enjoy this 
newsletter release! 
José Valencia - Club Prez 
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Outings 

February 13-15 New Jack City 
March 20-22 Joshua Tree (10 in a day) 
April 9-12 Red Rock 
May 14-17 Eastern Sierra 
June 5-7 Rendezvous in Big Bear 

 

**Reminder: paid members with updated waivers will 
receive email invitations approximately two weeks prior 
to the trip. If you are not receiving invitations and feel 
you should be, please contact us at weclimb@gmail.com  
and we’ll get that fixed! Annual memberships are 
June-May 
 

Bomber Biz 
Our club is filled with business owners and 
supporters! Check them out and show some love 
with likes or follows!  
 
@bearvalleyoutfitters  @oncrux_official  
 

 
 
 
@hangar18climbinggyms @flowstone_climbing  

 
 
 
@bigwillimc                            @senderone  

 
 
 

 

@wolverinepublishing @cafecrepebigbear 

    
 
 
@cliffhangerguides 

 
 

Tidbits 
Show Me the Ropes 

My first lead was a 80’ tall 5.8 at Monkey Face. I don’t 
remember the name of it. It was my first time in that area and 
is easily the most beautiful place I’ve been to yet. I had no 
intention to lead my first route that day, but my bro Ivan had 

just finished his first ever lead and I 
had to keep up. He has more guts than 
me, and climbing with him has pushed 
me to improve in a bunch of different 
ways. Throughout the whole climb I 
was terrified but surprisingly, I stayed 
laser focused the whole time. The best 
part of it was getting to a point where 
the conversations at the ground faded 
away and all I could hear was the 
rushing water of the fall, my heavy 
breathing, and my cursing between 
breaths. Once I was on solid ground 
again I was SO PSYCHED, and since 

then Ivan and I have led a bunch more stuff together. My 
current best lead is a 5.10d at The Coven in Fawnskin. I’m 
hoping to push to 5.11 in the next few months. 
-Jake Galeotti 
 

Crystal Crag 
My very first multipitch!! 

Justin Huegel 
July 2024 I finally visited the Mammoth area for the first time 
as part of the monthly club trip. I had a little extra stoke going 
as I had planned my first multi-pitch climb with none other 
than, our prez at the time, Marina!! It was pretty chilly so we 
started the morning off kinda slow. We had already discussed 

mailto:weclimb@gmail.com
https://www.instagram.com/bearvalleyoutfitters/
https://www.instagram.com/oncrux_official/
https://www.instagram.com/hangar18climbinggyms/
https://www.instagram.com/flowstone_climbing/
https://www.instagram.com/bigwillimc/
https://www.instagram.com/senderone/
https://www.instagram.com/wolverinepublishing/
https://www.instagram.com/cafecrepebigbear/
https://www.instagram.com/cliffhangerguides/?utm_source=ig_web_button_share_sheet
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doing this climb in a pretty relaxed manner since it was going 
to be my first multi, so we were fine with the slow start. We 
still managed to get over to the parking area and beat feet at 
a pretty good time. As we trekked up the trail we talked a 
little about the climb, snapped a few pictures and chatted up 
a few people we crossed paths with along the way. As we 
were passing a lady and her dog she looked at our gear and 
asked us if we were heading up Crystal Crag. We told her we 
were and which route we planned to take up. She told us we 
were going to love it and that it was going to be a beautiful 
day for the climb. She then told us that she and her husband 
had just climbed it a few days prior and that they had left two 
pieces of gear that were stuck. They spent a lot of time trying 
to get them out so she was just warning us that we may burn 
a lot of time if we decide to try to get them. Once we parted 
ways with her we were pretty close to the bottom of the 
climb.  
 
We set up and decided to combine the first two pitches into 
one, then Marina took off on lead. Once she got to the 
anchor point it was my turn to finally step onto a multi-pitch 
route. This has been a goal of mine from day 1 of climbing as 
I ultimately one day would like to do some alpineering. I 
cruised up to Marina and as I approached her I saw 
something. It would become my first booty!! It was a clean, 
red black diamond carabiner. I asked if she had dropped 
anything and she said no, so I shouted “I’m goin’ in!!” I went 
headfirst into the hole and came out with my shiny new 
beaner (very stoked). We snacked for a sec and then I 
headed up the next pitch leading. From this point it's pretty 
easy climbing so it was a pretty stress free ascent. I was able 
to take my time placing my gear and really enjoy the entire 
thing. As I knew I was nearing a point where I should stop 
and build an anchor, I looked up and saw it. A nice blue cam 
in this beautiful vertical crack. 
 
I went ahead and built my anchor so I could belay Marina up. 
When she got up to me she started to tell me that we were 
almost to the “crystal” part and I could have kept going. Then 
I showed her the cam. She then hung out and chatted with 
other climbers as I tried to free the gear. Within a few 
minutes I got it to wiggle so I was confident that I could free it 
up. That early confidence then drove me though at least 45 
minutes to an hour of battle with this cam. But after great 
persistence I got it!!! Stoked doesn’t begin to describe the 
feeling. It was a truly epic moment for both of us. We then 
proceeded up the last bit of the climb.  
 
Once at the summit we learned that we had options. We 
could either repel down and call it a day having climbed the 
part that everyone comes for or we could continue up the 
ridge to the actual summit. Once we got to the repel we 
looked and the summit was so close. So we figured we 
should go ahead and bag the actual summit. Other climbers 
had told us that once we passed the summit we would follow 
the ridge a little and then we would see the obvious route 
people use to skirt down the mountain. Now mind you, from 
the crystal summit on we did not use any gear. It was 
scrambly enough that the gear would have just slowed us 
down. However, Marina was not initially stoked on this 
decision to proceed without gear. After fighting through a 
couple of sketchy spots we were cruising though. So now we 

are a little ways past the summit, cruising along without the 
safety of gear. After a little while we both realize that we have 
not seen the “obvious” trail and if we continue on then we are 
going to go down the ridge on the backside of the mountain 
adding a lot of hike once we are down. So I propose that we 
just start skirting our way down slowly and carefully. It didn’t 
look too bad really. Well, wrong again. LOL.  
 
The skirting down was super sketchy and full of loose rocks 
and scree. As we worked our way lower. We were able to 
spot a tree at a drop off. We decided to use the tree to repel 
down the rest of the way, saving us a lot of time. As we get to 
the tree the rain starts. Not a lot, but enough to make 
everything super slick and add a nice level of extra sketch to 
the repel. Once we were down from the repel we celebrated 
and started our hike down. We were back to the car in no 
time where we enjoyed Marina’s favorite, potato chips and 
beer as a celebration. It is definitely a climb I will never forget 
with a friend I will never forget. 
 

TRUE ADVENTURES OF PAT, KENN (and BOB) 

By Kenn Kenaga (March 1978) 
 
The overhanging crack reminded me of a huge wave just 
starting to crest, its smooth wall arching gracefully upward 
until it starts to break. At that point a long horizontal opening 
appears, its size able to soak up anything between yellow 
T.C.U's and the biggest Camalots. 
 
This wave had been eyed by many people who thought it 
surfable, but the power and skills required to enter one side 
and exit the other without injury led them to explore tide 
pools instead. Pat Brennan once hauled and stored some aid 
gear nearby so he could "clean it up for the first attempt." But 
surf conditions were never right and many other first attempts 
were done long before anyone would brave its strong 
currents, and it wasn't going to be a pretty sight.. 
 
We were to meet at the Shooting Range an hour later than 
our usual time because, as Pat said "It's COLD out there, 
cold, cold, cold, cold." We headed for the "Center of the 
Universe." Which is this great meadow a half hour from the 
parking lot. The crossing of a couple of streams left by El 
Nino should have warned us of the rough surf conditions on 
the rocks, but the string of passed, rained out weekends 
made us anxious to climb. 
 
Pat, who has climbed more routes and first ascents in the 
Lake Arrowhead Pinnacles area than any one on the planet, 
had his eyes on two pinnacles which, according to Pat, we 
would "Go where no woman has gone before." The first 
pinnacle looked like a sculpture one would find on Easter 
Island. 
 
We would be climbing to the right of its huge smooth nose. 
Bob Cable did an excellent job leading. His protection 
consisted of a wire and a few Lowe Balls before he got the 
bolt in. Pat and I took turns trying to follow, which took 
several tries, and the only way I was able to make it was to 
reach right, mantle with my right hand, fingers pointed 
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downwards on a tiny flake, and stand up. It was very balancy. 
Pat did it a little differently, but we all agreed we wouldn't 
want to make those moves off of Lowe Balls and it needed 
another bolt. The new club prez, Brad Singer showed after 
the bolt was installed and gave it a couple of tries before 

making the moves, Brad 
hates mantles. Because 
this climb was so close 
to the main trail, the easy 
bush-whacking (which 
was none), and with 
Bob's bold lead we 
named it "The Cable 
Route." 5.10c. On Easter 
Island pinnacle. If you 
ever hear anyone say 
"That's a Cable route" 
they're referring to a 
climb with a short 
approach. 
 
We then headed west 
toward the second 
pinnacle, which from a 

distance looked like it had a great crack going up one side. 
On closer inspection, we discovered it was rounded, 
bottoming, and fist size. I got the lead and found it actually 
doable. I put in one good cam, a couple of not too good 
ones, and two bolts, one which I got to test when a hand size 
hold broke. The other guys made it look easy, but 
thought it too could use a third bolt down low. We rated it 
5.10b. 
 
I wanted to get my feet wet on that new overhanging crack, I 
announced. The prez said he thought he heard his wife 
calling or something about meeting his son a half an hour 
ago, and was gone. Pat said he didn't want anything to do 
with "That Crack" but wanted to explore another area and 
see what some other climbers were doing. He handed us the 
rack and told us he'd meet us there later. Bob and I headed 
toward a formation called The Skull, scrambled up the slab, 
skirted the west side until we were looking up at this rock, 
which if it had been water would have been crashing down 
on us. Unlike surfing, where the surfer is stationary and the 
wave is moving him over the water. In climbing the granite is 
stationary and the climber is moving over the rock. I waded 
through the first twenty feet, it reminded me of the ocean 
floor, being decomposed by the elements. I was breaking off 
chunks of rocks and wherever I put my hands and feet sand 
would appear. The next section was overhanging and out of 
reach of the elements. It was solid, the edges sharp, the face 
smooth. I started to swim when I reached the start of the curl 
section and found that by cupping my hands like a swimmer I 
could slip them into the rock as if it were water. When my feet 
were on the solid rock, it was like standing on a surfboard, 
like surfing. But as soon as the board moved up the wall, 
whoosh, I was hanging from the rope. As I thrash my way to 
the top of the wave, I found myself straining just to touch the 
wall with my foot. This takes some of the weight off my arms. 
There was a time as I'm clipping that I looked like I'm doing 
the back stroke, laying on my back, one hand over my head, 
the other reaching for the gear sling, my right foot pointing 

and level with my head while the other foot was at the low 
point of the kick. Two more pieces and I'm hanging again, 
feet dangling. I'm no longer free climbing or surfing but aid 
climbing or wiping out. After seven or eight pieces I'm 
hanging from two fists wedged into the horizontal crack and 
studying the exit moves. I gasp for air as I rest on the three 
and a half Camalot, then pull up and throw my right foot into 
the expanding crack. A couple of awkward moves later finds 
me with both arms up to the elbows with solid fist locks, and 
my right leg shoved up to the knee in the granite. I can let go 
with both hands, but it's not a rest. I found some thin pockets 
on the face above, but didn't have the strength to pull me to 
the end. I go back to the elbow deep fist jams, get my leg out 
and tell Bob to take, hoping to rest on the last piece which is 
only a foot left of my shoulder, I release the right jam and free 
the arm but when I try to get the left arm out it does not come 
loose! 
  
When surfers wipe out they are no longer stationary but are 
tumbling along the hard bottom of the ocean. I, on the other 
hand, find myself stationary and this wave is breaking on my 
arm, even though I'm not moving. I yell to Bob to take again, 
but it's no use, the rope is already tight, the knot through my 
harness is touching the biner which is hanging from the sewn 
webbing Black Diamond puts on their Camalots. But the 
harness is a long way from being tight to the knot. My 
strength is gone, washed away, I have no choice, my arm is 
stuck, and I know something is going to break. I slowly relax, 
and my 175 pounds are slowly lowered. I hear the snap, 
crackle and pop of my ligaments and tendons as my elbow 
bends in an unnatural position. 
The bone under my biceps 
dislocates and starts to push 
against the skin, the bulge 
looks like a Popeye muscle. I 
stop sinking and think Bob's 
belay is holding some of my 
weight. "No kidding. There I 
was. I thought I was going to 
die!" Now I'm hanging from a 
dislocated elbow, Bob is sitting 
on the rope with his feet up 
against the rock, if he gives me 
any slack at all my arm will 
start to separate more. I ask if 
he can tie off to anything so he 
can climb around and give me rope from above but he can't 
without giving me some slack. I yelled for help to two hikers, 
they were 5 or 10 minutes away and said they would help. 
Pat was coming back but didn't know our predicament. Bob 
said we've got to do something and asked if I could put in 
some more gear? I couldn't reach any but could get to the 
runners around my neck. I girth hitched one and tried to get 
my knee in it but it was too short. I take another sling from 
my neck, link it to the first and am able to stand in it, taking 
the weight off the arm. The Popeye muscle disappears as 
the bones get reunited. " Man O Man did that hurt!" I hate it 
when that happens. I'm lowered and think to myself it's going 
to be months before I'm climbing again. I hike down to the 
meadow with Bob's long sleeve shirt as a sling and wait. Bob 
pulls the rope leaving 13 pieces of gear in the wave. 
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Then two minutes later Pat shows, shoulders two packs and 
heads down to where I'm standing. On the way they stop and 
from a distance stare at the pinnacle which looks like it came 
from Easter Island, its summit no one has ever stood upon, 
until today. 
 
The next weekend it was raining but Bob went back and set 
up a line and fished out all Pat's gear that was left to rust in 
that wave. I, on the other hand, spent that week off work, 
seeing doctors and getting x-rays. A few weeks later Bob, 
Pat, Eric Tipton and I were climbing multi pitch routes in Palm 
Springs. But that's another True Adventure of Pat and Kenn. 
 
 **There were no pictures from the incident, but shown are 
pictures of Jeff Brennan on the same climb many years 
later** 
 

Spotlights 
Danielle’s first lead - Indian Cove “Wet Your Whistle” 
Jesus’s first lead - Shooting Gallery “Fish and Game” 
Madeline’s first trad lead - Morbid Mound 
“Myrmecocystus Ewarti” 
JD and Nate’s first epic - Red Rock “Group Therapy” 
 

2026 Goals  
Andrew V - V6 
margie.climbs - lead more and V5/6 
Nate H - produce a cinematic bouldering video 
behindthelifejouney - Palisades Traverse 
Madeline B - in Pat’s Gym: sub JD’s chimney time and 
finish offwidth 
chimbombas_ - V6/7s 
HV & Jason - 20 countries and 20 states 
JD - more V4s, lead more 5.11 and sub Madeline’s 
chimney time (if she beats mine) 
Scott C - first V11 and onsight 5.11 Trad 
 

Links 
BVO has started a local rebolting project to keep 
us all safe! If you’re climbing up in Big Bear and 
notice any bad bolts feel free to report them on 
BVO’s website or link below. 

 Bear Valley Re-bolting Project
 

 

A Word from the editor 
Hi. JD here. I’m not a writer or editor, but I’m really 
good at volunteering for things I don’t know how to 
do. This is the first reboot of the club newsletter 
from the 90’s. If you have any input, ideas or 
stories to share, don’t be afraid to reach out! I will 
respond on GroupMe, Instagram, or Facebook. 
Hope you enjoy what I’ve put together! 
 
ROWCC 
José Valencia  | President 
HV Le | Vice President 
Kenn Kenaga | Treasurer & Lake Arrowhead Climbing 
Coordinator  
Elmer Blanco | Secretary  
Dan Thiele | Club Historian 
Mike Rigney | Commissioner of Awards 
Adam Schenk | Big Bear Climbing Coordinator 
JD Nguyễn | Social Media  
Nate Herrera | Merchandise  
 

Rim of the World Climbing Club  
www.rowcc.com 

weclimb@gmail.com 
PO Box 290, Twin Peaks, CA 92391 

 

https://docs.google.com/spreadsheets/d/1g3ahTZqPVxz5C-LikF74VT271v5mTkU84RuDdLb3jtU/edit?gid=0#gid=0
https://www.bearvalleyoutfitters.com/
http://www.rowcc.com/

