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Practising crampon and ice axe skills on the Mer de Glace

fwas a lraverse agjoss &
Smooth plate Of iee that dropped
. don qeeply-:to our right. No
_ Outrageously” pomty"%ocks, no
oop of death and Ao real sense
of imperding doom. Frank

- scampered across looking like
" he could have done it
backvvardg aﬂct in high heels
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Winter Thnlls

B Calling all keen hikers and hill-
§ walkers who fancy taking on some
: snowy mountain routes. We sent
! Zanna Shute on a winter skills
course in Chamonix to learn some of
the skills you need to make your
- own way in the mountains.
The snow was getting heavier as wouldn't make the floor slanted so glacier travel, ice climbing, crevasse of the snow before they suffocated.
we climbed. The flakes were sa big that we all ended up huddled in a rescue, ropewaork, crampon and ice Even better than that, having learned
| could hear individual whispers as comner; although to be fair it must axe technigues, mountain weathar to read the terrain and plan routes
they landed on my shoulders, and have helped conserve heat. | would systemns, avalanche prediction and across it, we'd be much less likely to
the guy in front of me was lugging a have devoted more time to clearing search and rescue using get caught in one in the first place.
minor snowdrift up the mountain on away the loose snaw and a little transceivers. Phew. If you're likely to spend a
his backpack. \When we left the less to sculpting the customised | learned about a million things in significant amount of time in snowy
shelter of the trees | realised we drinks alcove that held the a week — so much that it would be mauntains, whether mountaineering,
were in thick cloud, and people who impressive array of spirits we'd madness to try to explain it all. | can skiing or ice-climbing, a course of
were separated from the main dragged up the mountain. now place an ice screw and make this kind is an incredibly valuable
. group were just ghostly shadows in But you live and learn - which is an abalokov belay. | understand the way to invest in your safety and the
| the white. what the week was all about. principles of the foehn wind, and safety of the people you'll be out
i Every sensible person was | was in Chamanix on a winter anabatic and katabatic winds. If there with.
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heading down the mountain for a
restorative vin chaud but we were
still climbing, with the plainly absurd
intention of digging a hole in the
snow and sleeping in it. It had
sounded like a laugh when |'d read
about it on the website, but as a
clump of snow worked its way into
the crack between my hat and my
jacket and ran its icy fingers down
my back | really wasn't so sure.

Once we reached the bank of
snow that was to be our bed for the
night we got to work quickly. There
were eight of us and after about two
hours we had excavated two roomy
chambers connected by a tunnel.
We bundled in, piled lumps of snow
against the entrances to keep out
the warst of the wind and set about
cooking our dinner. When we finally
hunkered down to sleep | can't say
that it was comfortable or that it
was warm - but it was pretty

entertaining ta lie there with a bunch

of strangers and giggle about the
stupidity of our situation.

If | ever build another snowhole
I'd change the design a little. |

skills course learning how to deal
with the challenges and dangers of
the mountain environment. Through
a combination of practical sessions
on the mountain and evening theory
classes, the course covers a massive
amount of technical stuff including

someone falls down a crevasse | can
construct a pulley system with a
mechanical advantage of 1:3 or 1:5
to rescue them, even if they've had
all the pies. If we were to get caught
in an avalanche | would have a really
decent chance of getting a friend out

But I'd hate to give the impression
that it was all dry and educational -
something you should do rather than
something you'll want to do. | got the
chance to climb vertical ice on frozen
waterfalls, did my first proper high-
altitude mountaineering route, skied

snow hole
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| would have d

evoted more time 1o

Clearing away the loose snow and a little

€8S 10 sculpting the customised drinks

alcove that held the impressive array of
spints we'd dragged up the mountain.

the Vallée Blanche and generally had
a ball.

But back to us in our chilly little
lair — | wish soreone had been
outside when wa clamberad out, The
snaw had continued into the night,
covering the entrance and most of
our tracks, and it would have bsen so
surreal to see a bunch of bleary-eyed
idiots popping out of a snow bank
like polar bears in the spring.

As we wiped our sleepy eyes the
waorld outside was a revelation. A
few wispy clouds were tangled in
the mountain peaks but the rest of
the sky was brilliantly, blindingly
clear. Around the huts pristine snow
stretched in every direction. We
strapped on our snowshoes and set
off to explore — route planning and
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digging pits to assess the stahility of
the snowpack were on the agenda
for the rest of the day.

But soon an opportunity
appeared for us to do something I've
always dreamed of doing — make
smart-arse comments about the
weather. Opaque cloud caps with
strangely smooth edges were
forming over the peaks on the other
side of the valley. Kingsley, our guide
for this adventure and head honcha
of Icicle Mountaineering, explained
that they were lenticulars — clouds
formed by fast moving air rising
sharply and then falling again as it
passes over an obstacle like a bloody
great mountain. The moisture in the
air freezes into crystals that are
briefly visible in the chilly upper

altitudes before melting when the air
drops and warms up again on the
other side.

They are deceptive, because
while the clouds are fairly still, the
air rushing through them is moving
at a serious pace. Roughly speaking,
seeing lenticulars means that
although right now the skies are blue
the weather is about to change.

If you spot them, my advice is to
stare sagely into the distance and
say something vague like 'change is
a-coming’ (this waorks well
accessorised with a bit of beard-
stroking but sadly | don't have that
aption). You'll still be basking in the
glow of your friends’ admiration
when the weather arrives —
whatever it may be.

One of the best hits about the
course was the gear, Like any
sensible outdoors person I've got a
bit of a gear fetish and nothing
makes me feel more important than
swaggering around wearing a
harness pimped out with loads of
crazy kit. Throw in a pair of ice axes
and some crampons and frankly I'm
feeling pretty damn hot.

Mow while | do like gear, I'm not
very good at keeping hold of it. One
morning | rather brilliantly managed
to forget my harness and all the

wonderful things attached to it. | felt
somewhat foolish at the time, but |
shouldn't have worried — | was going
to do much worse than that.

Our final day was set aside for a
high altitude mountaineering route. |
teamed up with an Aussie guy called
Nick and we were guided by a
Chamonix local by the name of
Frank. The plan was hop up the
Aiguille du Midi cable car, ski to our
start point, climb a ridgeline on the
Ponte Lachenal and then ski home
via the Vallée Blanche.

Now, however much time you've
spent in the mountains, however
many times you've been hored by
people going on about the
magnificence of Chamanix, there is
no escaping the show-stopping, jaw-
dropping beauty of the view that
greets you when you step off that
cable car.

But even in this insane natural
cathedral we foolish humans have
manage to import our favourite
activity — queuing. The steep frack
down from the cable car station is
too narrow for overtaking, so you
often see a family shuffling down in
terror of the steep drops all around
while an angry troop of hirsute
mountaineering types builds up
behind them, spouting steam from
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Queuing on the steep track down to the glacier

their flared nostrils in frustration. It's
all a bit Oxford Circus at rush hour if
you ask me.

But the oh-so-French Frank was
having none of it. He told us to put
on our crampons, rope up and fallow
him. He set off an a path parallel to
the roped one at a trot and we
scampered after him like clumsy
prisaners in a chain-gang.

The Ponte Lachenal is a small
peak to the south of the Aiguille du
Midi, named after Louis Lachenal,
who along with Maurice Herzog was
the first man to climb an 8,000m
peak. Our route teok us up a knife-
edged ridgeline, with the stunning
expanse of the Col du Midi to one
side and a very airy drop to a steep

“gulley on the other. \We were roped
up, and on the exposed or difficult
sections Frank set up belay points

and took us across one by one. It's a -

mixed route with sections of hard-
packed snow, bare rock, rock under
powder snow and then the odd
patch of bullet-proof ice.

The most testing section of the
route for me was a hit that looked
really easy. I'd apenly poo-pooed
Frank’s elaborate preparations and
asked if we really needed ta be
belayed across it. It was a traverse
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across a smooth plate of ice that
dropped down steeply to our right.
No outrageously pointy rocks, no
drop of death and no real sense of
impending doom. Frank scampered
acrass looking like he could have
done it backwards and in high heels.
| figured I'd be OK.

Ah crap. So there | was halfway
across and I'd just dropped my ice
axe. I'd had it hooked through a loop
in my harness while I used my hands
to hug my way around a rocky
outcrop. As | twisted my body the
rope hooked under the axe handle
and flipped it cleanly out of the strap.

Clatter, clatter, clatter. A sudden
jolt of terror turned my legs to jelly.
They were shaking so much | swear |
could hear tiny squeaks coming from
the points of my crampons as they
quivered in the hard-packed ice.

[ looked back at Nick and shared
some choice swearwords. Frank was
far away from us behind a wall of
rock but in the vacuum Nick stepped
up and told me in no uncertain terms
to just get on with it — we'd sort out
the axe later. So my jelly legs and
me continued our crab-steps
sideways. | held on to the rocks
where | could and wailed inwardly (at
least | hope it was inwardly} when |
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The top of the Aiguille du Midi

| can now place an ice screw and
make an abalokov belay. | understand
the principles of the foehn wind, and
anabatic and katabatic winds.

Crampons scraping across the rock surface on
the Ponte Lachenal









