Climb09 — Summary Of The Event by Sol Doran and Her  bie Cole

DAYO01: Friday 28th August

Arrive in Geneva, Switzerland - very hot and sultry. Make our way up to the
mountain town / ski resort of Morzine-Avoriaz just across the border in France
from where we will start our attempt on the mountain. Arrive at Chalet Les
Geckos (our base camp provided by Secret Chalets) very late with just
enough time for a quick kit inspection and then bed.

DAY02: Saturday 29th August

Early start and another kit check before we're ready for the off
(photoO01 - the boys outside Chalet Les Geckos). The first
three hours of the trail are relatively easy as it is a farm path to
the high alpage shepherd huts known as Cudex but it is hot
and steep so we need frequent stops for water from the many
bassins we find along the route

(photo02 — Herbie taking on water).

We stop for lunch where a mountain stream crosses the path and then the
trail gets steeper and starts to twist and turn around the stream. We're about
five hours into the climb and legs are getting tired. The temptation is to strike
camp but we know the next day will be hard so we want to gain as much
altitude as we can. Looking for that elusive combination of flat ground,
firewood and a water source close by, we compromise when we find a superb
spot with just the first two — we’d have to walk for our water and in any case,
we don’t want to go much higher now for fear of getting above the tree line
and having no source of wood. The treeline in the European Alps is around
1900m and we eventually strike advanced base camp (photo04 — striking
camp) at 1700m where the view of the summit is inspiring.



Lighting the fire using only a flint and sheep’s wool, we all want to get to the
top but we know we must await the morning. The day’s activity and
excitement makes sleep come easy but we’re woken often by the sounds of
the high mountains at night. We’'re sure we hear the howls of wolves as we
drift off and the fire is kept well stocked with wood late into the night...

DAYO03: Sunday 30 " August

The temperature overnight plummets to minus five degrees centigrade at our
camp and by 0630h our last remaining water is frozen solid. It's a 20 minute
climb down to the last water source we passed and a half hour climb back up
to camp but we desperately need the water to make soup to warm us. Rob
makes the pre-dawn trip losing a vital water can on the way but returns with
very cold, yet still liquid water. As we prepare breakfast on our altitude stoves
the sun bursts over the eastern horizon illuminating our camp and sending the
temperature soaring by fifteen degrees in the same number of minutes. We



start to shed the layers of clothing we’d slept in and inspect our route up the
summit ridge with our binoculars (photo05 — the ridge). The closer we got the
more terrifying it looked, dropping off steeply on both sides.

It seems to take an age to de-camp but we eventually start off towards the
summit at around 0930. Its hard going through the rapidly thinning forest but
our efforts are rewarded with wonderful views of Mont Blanc (the highest
mountain in Europe at 4710m) as we emerge through the top of the treeline
and onto the ridge (photo06 — Mont Blanc from the ridge).




By now it's approaching midday and the temperature has reached thirty five
degrees centigrade. We're climbing the ridge in direct sun and the drop off to
our right is frightening. We can see the high alpage shepherds huts and below
them Chalet Les Geckos almost directly below us (photo07 — don’t look
down).

We rope-up as we pass 2000m — whilst we’re not on ice or snow, a security
rope is essential here as a fall would mean a several hundred meter tumble
down the mountain side to the valley below. With our back packs firmly
attached to us, there’d be no way of arresting our fall.

We're exhausted as we reach our destination. The last 50m or so was a very
hard scramble and on the edge of frightening. We were hot, sweating, tired
beyond belief yet elated to be on top of the world. The view back down over
the ridge we’d climbed (photo08 — looking down) shows how vertically the

route drops off.




We felt on top of the world but were only half way there. We had to get down
and it was already gone 1430.

We had decided to descend the mountain via the same route as the ascent
and it looked even more scarily steep from above! Still roped-up we slowly
picked our way back down towards the ridge path, descending backwards, as
if on a ladder. More than once one of us slipped on the loose rock and scree
and on each occasion the other members of the team had to dig in with every
ounce of energy left to hold the rope and avoid disaster. Slowly the slope
became less and less steep and our nerves began to unwind. We’d done it
and looking back at the mountain from the safety of the bottom of the ridge
(photo09 — looking back) it looked every bit as hard as it had been.




Time was ticking-on and we were anxious to get off the mountain. By the time
we re-reached the shepherds huts at Cuidex we were very tired indeed and
stopped to refill our water cans with fresh supplies from the bassin. Ditching
our rucksacks and relaxing in the sun in the long grass, nobody noticed the
adult viper slowly uncoil itself and slither into Herbie’s rucksack.

After about twenty minutes we started the final decent back down to base
camp at Chalet Les Geckos. Arriving, we dumped our rucksacks outside the
chalet and headed into the shade, jubilant in our success. Only after returning
outside to unpack did we find the unwelcome visitor emerging from Herb’s
rucksack to coil up in the evening sunshine. An extra passenger on the way
down — and a scary one at that. “I told you my pack felt heavy” whispered
Herbie, watching the snake slither away making big S shapes in the gravel
“and now | know why!” (photo10 — the hitch-hiker).

“I'm not sure which was more scary” said Sol as the boys looked up at their
mountain from the balcony of Chalet Les Geckos “hanging off that summit
ridge, held on only by a rope or the thought of a viper in Herb’s bag”!




