
In M e m o r i a m
RONALD E. FEA R 

1943-1973

During the last few years, Ron’s parents only saw glimpses of their 
son as he returned home from one expedition to exchange gear and clothes 
so he could leave on another. He managed to pack more expeditions into 
his 29 years than most climbers could hope to do in a lifetime. He would 
jet from  Alaska to Peru and then come back to the U.S. to work for a 
few months and then leave again for the Himalayas. Yet he never seemed 
rushed; it was his nature to take things as they came. “Life will care for 
itself— therefore do not be too anxious,” he wrote from 21,000 feet on 
Dhaulaghiri.

Ron was on his way to becoming one of the country's best expedition 
climbers and his crampons bit the ice of almost every continent on earth: 
Alaska, Peru, Europe and the Himalayas. He breathed the thin air from 
the summit of Dhaulaghiri II and returned two years later on the Am er­
ican Dhaulaghiri I expedition. Most of all he loved Peru. He left his foot­
prints on top of 6 summits in that country, including 2 first ascents. But 
making a laundry list of Ron’s summits would do no justice to his real 
reasons for climbing: his love for the sight and smells of foreign lands, 
trekking through the hills to be in the land of the snow giants, feeling 
their overawing greatness and enjoying the camaraderie of his fellow men 
and women in the mountains.

It seems ironic that his life was lost on a tributary of the Amazon 
River during a rafting trip. He had finished the climbing season in Peru 
and he wanted to warm up in the jungle and float the Urubam ba River. 
A small waterfall was waiting for him and his companion, W alt Churchill, 
as they rounded a bend and were caught in the current of the river as it 
funneled to the falls. Unable to escape, they perished in the rocks at the 
base of the falls.

There is a part of Ron that lives on in all of us who knew him. You 
could not help but be affected by his perennial optimism. If he was on 
the expedition, you were insured high spirit and high morale for the entire 
trip. His joy of living out each day to its fullest was contagious. Just 
seeing “Fearless” made you feel good— his bearded, smiling face, m atch­
ing rainbow colored balaclava and sweater, yellow pants, orange parka 
and red boots. His colorful, cheerful character is perhaps best described 
by his favorite word— “great.” Every ice peak that loomed up as we 
would trek into a climb would be described by Ron with the exclamation 
“great!” Every colorful flower we found in an alpine meadow would



be “great!” and when he was with his friends on a climb that was the 
“greatest of all.”

We are going to miss him. Climbing just won’t quite be the same 
now. He was a rare, colorful alpine flower that has become extinct—  
he won’t be there to brighten up the high places any more. And in the 
end I think we are the losers, not Ron.
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