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Only those are fit to live who do not fear to die; and none
are fit to die who have shrunk from the joy o f life. Both
life and death are part o f the same great adventure.
Theodore Roosevelt

Toby, are you there? Can you hear me? M ay I have the strength to
live life with the same robust and intense passion as you did. But your
departure strangles the will and leaves a void within th at hungers for
your w arm th, beauty and love. Do you know how m any tearful friends
yearn over your departure and refuse to accept the idea th at you will not,
once again, return to bring joy to their hearts with your radiant presence?
W e loved you, Toby. W hy did you go away? There was still so m uch
to do and say. Does nothing survive?
Toby, forgive my self-pity. Y our spirit, benevolence and joy for
living will rem ain in all whom you touched. W henever I climb, your

enthusiasm will be there. Y our reverence for the wilderness will forever
be a part of my m ountain experience. A nd my joy and love for another
hum an being will em anate from the w arm th you gave me. Toby, you
gave all of us so m uch in your short tim e that your spirit will have a life
of eternity within us and those we touch.
Do you rem em ber our first great adventure together in 1973 when
we m ade the first ascent of M ount F airw eather’s southwest ridge after
having driven non-stop from New Y ork to Alaska in your overloaded
VW van? I ’ll never forget how you taught m e to drive a stick at
three A.M . on the Pennsylvania T urnpike with one of your three cassette
tapes blaring in the background. N obody thought two 17- and two 19year-old kids could pull off such a climb, at the time, but our enthusiasm
proved unstoppable and a fantasy adventure came true along with an
unbreakable four-w ay friendship. Y our com forting chatter and ready
willingness to do one m ore chore was as appreciated as the sight of your
imposing size belaying at the rope's other end.
A nd how about those unending fall and spring weekends we had
together at the Gunks. The happy evenings and delightful dinners spent
w ith you and your future wife, Liz, back at Vassar are as w arm ly re
m em bered as the crisp days spent climbing at the cliffs. You and Liz
were such great people to be w ith that one couldn’t help but be infected
w ith your enthusiasm for life. I have climbed w ith m any others since
those weekends, yet there have been few whom I have treasured being
w ith as m uch as you, Toby.
But in the last 3 years the time we spent together h ad been too short
and too infrequent. I knew that you, while attending law school in San
Francisco, envied the am ount of climbing I did. Yet you were never aware
of how envious I was of all you had accom plished— a m arriage and
beautiful relationship with Liz; an honor graduate of V assar; E ditor of
the Law R eview ; and you still m anaged to squeeze in occasional ski and
climbing trips, always w ith such joy. I rem em ber how you and Liz
drove all the way to Yosem ite from San Francisco in the pouring rain
one w eekend just to see me and deliver some hom em ade chocolate chip
cookies for my journey back to Colorado. My ride was just departing
upon your arrival and we had but tim e for a few words, a hug, an em 
brace, yet you did not regret the eight-hour round-trip journey. My
com panions jokingly com m ented that you must be crazy, to w hich I
retorted, “N o, just a true friend who really cares.” Y our joy at having
done several of the Valley big wall classics and especially the N ose of
El Cap, prior to passing the Bar Exam , was contagious. I felt as if I’d
been with you. Scott said of you recently, “F or Toby, climbing was at
once an expression of his intense passion for life and living as well as a
testim ony to it and an achievement of it. H e simply loved it as he loved
life.”

Toby, you and Liz were going to go so far together. W ith your
scholastic achievements, high idealism and joy for life, I knew you
would succeed in making the world a m uch finer place for the rest of
us. Truly your departure diminishes us all. “Ask not for whom the bell
tolls, it tolls for thee.”
W hen the M ountain G endarm es brought the news of your death to
our cam p at Les Bossons, it ripped through my heart w ith the ferocity of
a barbed dagger. Though I was unable to hold back the grief of a
thousand tears, I was proud that you had successfully climbed the Swiss
D irect on the N o rth Face of Les Courtes. It just seemed uncom prehendible that you, who w ere the safest climber I ’ve ever known, should be
hit by a freak rockfall while descending the northeast snow face. But,
as I said earlier, Toby, you are with us w henever we enjoy the splendors
of life, for you were so m uch a p art of that splendor. I know you have
no regrets for a life well lived. But, Toby, I still see your smile and hear
your voice.…
“I have not lost the magic of long days,
I live them, dream them still.
Still I am m aster of the starry ways
A nd freem an of the hills.”
Amen, Toby.
(poem by Geoffrey W inthrop Y oung)
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