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MISTS ON MONT BLANC. 

BY A. D. M. COX 

-,HE English July of I955, a month of cloudless skies and baro
meter set fair, had made it difficult to believe the unfavourable 
reports about conditions in the Alps. Wilfrid Noyce and I, going 

on ead of the others, left London airport on July 29 in hot sunshine, 
to land at Geneva in a downpour which confined passengers to the plane 
until an issue· of red umbrellas enabled them to make exit two by two, 
as if from the ark. The speed with which the umbrellas were produced 
suggested that the routine was familiar. At Les Contamines, where we 
arrived the same evening, it was evident that there had been plenty of 
such weather, and storms never seemed very far away during the next 
two and a half weeks. But if it was a highly unsettled season, it was at 
least not an impossible one. like I954· Climbing of some kind was 
nearly always practicable, but it was never certain from day to day of 
what kind it would be. Changes were rapid and unforeseen. Thick 
cloud and depressing rain at night would suddenly give place to clear 
starlight. A glorious morning would turl) to snow before midday. It 
was an unpredictable year to have picked for a season in the neighbour
hood of Mont Blanc. 

Noyce and I spent our first day on Mont Tondu and the western 
Aiguille des Lanchettes, returning in the evening to Les Contamines. 
There we were joined by John Hunt, who had . only left London at 
tea-time that day, and by Michael Ward, whose less modern arrange
ments involved a rather bleary:arrival for breakfast next morning. Our 
plans were to cross over in a few days to Courmayeur in the hope of 
being able to do one of the routes on the South side of Mont Blanc. 
This would bring us down on Chamonix, where time and conditions 
would decide whether we went back into Italy or stayed over on the 
French side among the aiguilles. 

Noyce knew Les Contamines from last year, and after our expedition 
on Mont Tondu we felt that the climbing around the Trelatete Glacier 
would have been sufficiently sampled in two further days. On July 3 I 
we took up food for 48 hours to a camp above the bend of the glacier, 
about If hours beyond the Pavilion de Trelatete. The wind was 
wrong and it was too warm, but the weather held next day when we 
climbed the Aiguille des Glaciers by a route quite strenuous enough for 
our state of fitness. We approached it over the Aiguille de la Lex 
Blanche whose West ridge, a well-defined rib rising from the Trelatete 
Glacier, gave an attractive climb, at first on difficult rock and then up a 
long, .curving snow arete which steepened as it neared the summit. 
The Aiguille des Glaciers itself was a fine-looking peak, separated from 
the Lex Blanche by an easy but magnificently corniced ridge scenically 
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rather reminiscent of the ridge of the Rochefort. A tiresome climb up 
the final shattered rock face led to the top. The whole ascent took 
7! hours from the camp, and we were decidedly tired by the time we 
got down. Our line of descent was not hard, but followed a rib parallel 
to the one by \¥hich \¥e had climbed the Lex Blanche, thus completing 
a horse-shoe circuit back to the glacier. 

The day did not end on this note of modest success. Travelling 
out by air, we had been unable to bring tents and were therefore very 
sensitive about rain. Shortly after our return to camp demoralising 
weather symptoms appeared, and when just before dark there was an 
actual concentration of raindrops vve w~re already conditioned to treat 
it as the certain harbinger of storm. It was a matter of moments to 
pack up and start racing down the glacier. Long before we reached 
the haven of the Pavilion the shower had passed and the moon was 
shining in a clear sky. We bivouacked again in some disgust that our 
premature retreat had. cost us the Aiguille de Trelatete next day, for 
our energies did not feel up to the necessary early start and miles of 
plodding back t.o the head of the glacier. Undeserved justification came 
in the middle of the night when we were driven to shelter by a violent 
thunder-storm which only lasted a couple of hours but would have 
prevented our setting out from the higher camp. We descended to 
Les Contamines in time for a late breakfast. ~f\. rest day was not 
altogether unwelcome. We reviewed our plans and decided to aim for 
the traverse of the Bionnassay, the finest peak accessible from Les 
Contamines and the obvious way of approaching Mont Blanc from 
this side. 

Next day, August 3, therefore saw us early en route for the Refuge 
Durier, the high bivouac hut situated on the Col de l\1iage at the start 
of the South ridge of the Bionnassay. The mayor of Les Contamines, 
who had evidently not done it, thought that the ascent to the hut might 
take us 4- 4! hours. The guide chef said 7· In fact it took 9 hours, a 
time not exceeded for a hut walk in the previous experience of any of us. 
We made a mistake in going over the first high spur instead of around it, 
but this did not waste more than half an hour and was well worth it for 
the sudden, delightful view from the Col de True down onto the Chalets 
de Miage clustered at the end of their remote valley. Higher up we 
climbed a long moraine disappearing into the heavy layer of cloud at 
8,ooo ft. The faint path novv ceased, and although one or two moment
ary clearances gave us an idea of where we should be making for, 
visibility was down to a few yards by the time we had crossed a bay of 
the · Miage Glacier and launched ourselves onto the extensive face 
below the Col de Miage. We should have struck a rock rib, but instead 
spent more than ari hour casting about, compass in hand, on a slushy 
snow-slope cut by two or three enormous, mist-filled crevasses. When 
eventually we found the rib, it only remained to follow it to the top, an 
easy but interminable climb on sliding shale overlaid with fresh snow. 
The weather deteriorated into storm in the last half hour and offered 
poor prospects as vve took possession of the box-like hut, 
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When we looked out at 2 o'clock the sky had cleared. There was a 
brilliant moon and it felt colder. Twenty min~tes later it had clouded 
right over and it seemed advisable to go back to bed to give the weather 
a little time in which to declare itself. At 4 o'clock, despite · the begin
nings of a decidedly threatening dawn, it seemed good enough to make 
a start. Once on our way we forgot the weather. The climbing up the 
South ridge of the Bionnassay was fast and delightful, the snow being in 
very good condition, the main rock step not seriously difficult despite 
some verg(as, the whole ridge exhilarating in its steep, twisting rise to 
the narrow snowcrest of a lovely summit. The top of Mont Blanc, 
still clear, showed from this angle as a pointed cone. We paused for a 
few minutes before continuing down the East ridge. Its half-mile of 
airy snow arete gave no difficulty because of the steps of a previous party. 
It was a matter of 25 minutes to descend it, and we reached the Col 
de Bionnassay in 3 hours 20 minutes from the Refuge Durier. 

We intended to continue up the snow ridge of the Dome du Gouter 
and drop down from there to the Aiguille du Gouter hut, for we needed 
to buy some provisions in order to reach the Torino next day by way of 
Mont Blanc and the Maudit- Tacul- Midi ridge. Our progress became 
less exuberant. Personally I found the long climb up to the Dome du 
Gouter excessively laborious and felt the height and our earlier pace. 
The others appeared to be going like robots. The snow was far more 
plentiful here than anything we had so far encountered. Mist came 
down and enveloped us, bringing with it the snowstorm of which the 
sunrise had given warning. Eventually the ground flattened and' began 
to fall away, allowing us to surmise that we had reached the top of the 
Dome. It was very thick and there was no track, so vve set a compass 
course for the Gouter hut. Half an hour later we were back at approxi
mately the same spot, the rapidly steepening slope having compelled 
us to retrace our already overdrifted steps. It seemed quite a feat of 
intellect when Noyce suggested a line which conformed to the lie of the 
ground and the map. This brought us down to the hut, just as the sun 
was beginning to break through. I had the feeling that we had already 
had a long day and was surprised to find that it was no later than I r. I 5 
A.l\II. 

A large part of the cramped interior of the hut was given over to 
engineers at work on the installation of a telephone. The prospect of 
spending an overcrowded night became still less attractive when there 
was also the better part of a day to be got through in these unrestful 
surroundings. It occurred to us that we should be better placed if we 
went back up to the V allot, and at 4 o'clock we left with this intention. 
Since lunch-time it had peen snowing again in a desultory way, and our 
exit from the hut was greeted by a clap of thunder signalling the immedi
ate resumption of the morning's blizzard. Nothing \:vas visible, and 
after I i hours in these now familiar conditions we decided that we should 
be well advised to cut our losses and return to the Gouter. This 
operation proved no simpler on repetition. The compass and some 
conjectural irregularities which might have been our upward path 
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brought us to the vicinity of the hut, but we had to comb the ground for 
nearly an hour before we actually found it. It was much fuller than 
when we left. The telephonists had cleared up, but most of the floor 
was now heaped with sacks and wet clothing, promising a fearful scrim
mage in the morning. Shortly after we got back there was a striking 
change in the weather, the temperature falling sharply and a brilliant 
evening sun emerging to pick out our serpentine track in the deep 
snow. It looked. quite a good line, and we regretted that we had not 
pushed on to the V allot. 

On August 5 a penetrating little north wind promised the first really 
fine day. We had plenty of company on the long pull up from the 
Gouter to Mont Blanc, which we reached at 8.45 A.M. It was a cold 
and beautiful morning on the top. No other parties were continuing 
by our route, although a party who had done the frontier ridge of ·Mont 
M audit left some tracks coming from the opposite direction. We at 
first supposed these to have come fr~m the Col du Midi and were misled 
by them into following the ridge of Mont Maudit to the North-east 
shoulder instead of descending by steep snow directly below the sum
mit. This error, although it gave us an enjoyable piece of climbing, 
cost us time \vhen we eventually left the ridge to strike down to the Col 
Maudit over slopes where we had to move singly because of ice beneath 
new snow. Our main anxiety, however, was about the state in which 
we should find the steep face of the Tacul towards the Col du Midi. 
We had been going slowly, as Ward was handicapped all day by a bad 
chill which had first manifested itself in the old-fashioned way by a fit of 
vomiting on· the top of Mont Blanc. It was well on into the afternoon 
when we reached the shoulder of Mont Blanc du Tacul. The snow 
on the face proved to be deep and unconsolidated, but despite the high 
angle of the slope we had no need to worry about its safety, as two 
climbers were just completing a track up it. It seemed a strange thing 
to be doing at that time of day, or, indeed, at all, for in those conditions 
they must have been at it for many hours. We plunged gratefully 
down in their furrow and turned our steps in the direction of the Col 
du Geant. It was cold in the shadowed Vallee Blanche, but across the 
snowfields the Verte, dominant over the aiguilles, was warm in the 
evening sun, seeming to belong to a range far removed from the staid 
peaks of the Trelatete. 

It was too late to go down from the Torino that night. We rested 
there in luxury and difopped down into Italy next morning. The 
weather looked positively set. We decided to try one of the routes on 
the Brenva face and fixed our choice on the Route Major. In the 
early morning of August 7 the weather still looked impeccable, but 
when we went up in the midday teleferique cloud had come down on . 
the Col du Geant and rain spattered the cabin windows. We lunched 

· heavily at the Torino where Sunday crowds presented a squalid scene. 
Autographs were demanded, and the Everest leader was photographed 
placing his signature on the biceps of an Italian brunette. The rest of 
the expedition was a failure. It had been our intention to bivouac 
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beneath the Sentinel, but when we reached the Col de la Fourche at 
4.30 P.M. it was apparent that we should be wiser to stay there ; if it 
did not clear and turn cold by midnight, we should at least be in position 
for a shorter climb such as the frontier 'ridge. \Ve rigged a blanket in 
place of the missing door of the hut and spent a warm and comfortable 
night, during vvhich it snowed without intermission. In the morning 
a foot of new snow left us with no alternative but to go down. Our 
razors and toothbrushes had -been sent round to Chamonix, but it 
seemed a pity if we were to have nothing to show for our visit to 
Courmayeur, so we descended again on that side. In Entreves we met 
Ted Wrangham and Roger Chorley, the latter handsomely frost-bitten · 
in the toes as an aftermath of the Peuterey ridge. 

By the same evening it was fine again, a strong wind visibly tearing 
the snow from the upper crests of Mont Blanc. We thought that three 
days might find the Brenva face in condition. This gave us one day to 
fill in, and the obvious place to spend it was. on the Aiguille de la Brenva. 
It was oddly like a weekend day at Pen-y-Gwryd. We rose at a reason
able hour, breakfa~ted with Ubaldo Rey at his guest-house by the half
way stage on the teleferique and wa~ked up for 2 hours to the foot of the 
aiguille's East face. We were not certain where to start and for some 
time failed to get off the ground. This difficulty overcome, five pi tons 
in the first 30ft. inc;licating a well-used point of attack, the route lay for 
some distance up a mixture of gully and slab until a traverse to the left 
led over to the grand diedre, which is a conspicuous feature of the upper 
part of the face. Shameful to confess, I had hitherto had little idea 
what a grand diedre ·was. This one was very like the Chimney Climb 
on Clogwyn d 'ur Arddu, though on a slightly enlarged scale. N oyce 
led it as though in the best of practice for severe rock climbing. The 
rest of us were spread out up the cliff below him on --300 ft. of rope, the 
downward view from the stances very steep and only the excess of pitons 
to remind us that we were not in Wales. By the time we emerged from 
the chilly face onto the summit ridge it had taken 4! hours from the. 
bottom of the cliff. Not wanting to be late for supper, we did not go 
the remaining short distance to the top, but turned down the ridge to a 
col from which easy climbing and two long rappels took us down to the 
glacier. 

On August 1 o it was still fine. Provided it was a cold night there 
seemed quite a good chance that we should find the right conditions on 
the Route Major. At 4.30 P.M. we were back on the Col de la Fourche, 
bre\ving a hot drink while waiting for the Brenva face to freeze. On 
our way over to the Col Moore, which we reached at 7 o'clock, we were 
hospitably entertained by some Germans who had been camping on the 
Brenva glacier for the last ten days. The snow did not seem to have 
frozen at all. From the Col Moore there are two possible lines for the 
traverse to the Sentinel, one starting from the col itself, the other from 
the top of the initial rock ressaut of the Old Brenva. It was with a feel
ing that we were at last coming to grips that we embarked along the 
lower line. The sensation was premature. The steep snow of the 
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face proved so soft that in a very short time we were back at the col 
having decided to see if the higher alternative was any better. The 
familiar clouds were now moving in, and after we had been going for 
some minutes up the rocks of the Brenva ridge a tremendous avalanche 
fell down the couloir between the Route Major and the Pear. A few · 
moments later we were engulfed in mist. In these unpromising con
ditions, strongly suggestive of retreat in the morning, there was no 
point in going on, and it was therefore not on the historic ground be
neath the Sentinel, but on the first convenient ledge we could find; 
perhaps 350 ft. above the · Col Moore, that we made our bivouac. 
Nevertheless it was a copybook site, quite commodious, but not more 
than 4 ft. wide, with a slightly overhanging wall above. We fixed a 
quadrupled rope as a handrail outside us and sat out a not uncomfort
able night attached to it. 

It was the Sentinelle Rouge, not the Route Major, that we eventually 
did. We were sufficiently wakeful during the night to note without 
encouragement the behaviour of the weather. By about 2.30 A.M. 

I think we had all resigned ourselves to abandoning the Brenva face for 
the second time. It remained warm, the glimpse of the stars and the 
Aiguille Blanche which we had had at about 9.30 P.M. had not been 
repeated, the mist was all round us, and at 2 o'clock the isolated snow 
flakes which had been in evidence since midnight increased until it 
was impossible to say that it was not snowing. At 2.45 A.l\1. there was a 
dramatic clearance, the mist falling away below us and the whole upper 
part of Mont Blanc coming out clear and soft in starlight and a half 
moon. It suddenly seemed colder, and we conjectured that if the cloud 
ceiling had never been far above us the snow on the higher part of the 
face might be well frozen after all. We got ready as quickly as we could 
and decided, wisely as it turned out, that in view of the uncertainties and 
our rather late start it would be better to change our plans and go for 
the Sentinelle Rouge as being not quite so long as the Route Major. 
We left the bivouac at 3.40 A.M. and roped at the top of the rocks a few 
minutes later. 

The snow was as good as we could have wished and Noyce and Hunt, 
who were ahead, set a fast pace. Coming last I only had to put my 
crampons in the steps, but it was as much as I could do to keep up. 
The traverse was almost entirely on snow, the angle of which was less 
innocuous than had appeared in the foreshortened view we had had 
from the Col Moore. There are supposed to be four distinct couloirs 
to be crossed, but only one of them was sufficient of an obstacle to 
have left any memory. The centre of it was seamed with an evil
looking chute some 4 ft. deep, twisting slightly and surprisingly steep. 
Although the few steps necessary to cross it had been well placed, it 
certainly tended to carry the ·eye down towards the glacier. At this 
point the leading pair were shadowy figures I oo yards ahead in the 
moonlight, but it was soon day, dawn breaking magnificently with a 
few long clouds dark against a red sky. We passed the base of the 
Sentinel itself at 5 o'clock and went on without pause across a further 
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wide couloir to reach the foot of a big rock rib, which I had imagined to 
be the cote tortueuse for which we were aiming. Noyce, better versed 

. in the guidebook, led on round its base, for we still in fact, had the whole 
right branch of the great main couloir to cross, and much of it to ascend. 
It is here that the scale of the face really becomes evident. The twisting 
rib, which divides the main couloir, is many hundreds of feet above and 
to the left and appears from below a mere incidental piece of scrambling. 
It was difficult not to think that the climb would be as good as over 
when we got there. The couloir, on the other hand, is a tremendous 
feature, the great expanse of its upper funnel stretching across to the 
clean ridge of the Route Major, and its whole length of several thousand 
feet sweeping down at perhaps 50° to the savage left bay of the Brenva 
Glacier at the foot .of the face. Not only in the couloir, but above it to 
within 6oo ft. of the summit, what gives the Sentinelle route its character 
is no single difficulty or vertical step, but the extraordinary continuity of 
climbing on slopes of this manageable but unrelenting· angle, which 
seems, indeed~ to steepen slightly towards the top. 

The sun being well onto the upper part of the mountain, it was of 
importance to continue to move quickly in the couloir, at first up its 
right edge, then by a steeply rising traverse over to the foot of the rib. 
This passage was a considerable section of the climb and required an 
hour's hard going. The layer of snow overlying the ice was thin and, 
although steps did not have to be cut, the crampons needed to be 
stamped well in. There was no temptation to be negligent about this. 
The trough in the bed of the couloir was barely noticeable this year, 
and by 6.20 A.M. we had reached the first rocks of the rib. We stopped 
here for half an hour to eat some sardines and sweets and to remove 
crampons. The sun was hot and the weather looked as if it would 
hold. The Matterhorn and the splendid mass of Monte Rosa stood 
out as by far the most impressive of the distant peaks. 

Two parts of the climb, the traverse to the Sentinel and the great 
couloir, were now behind us ; two still lay ahead~ The scale of the 
next of these, the twisting rib, was now becoming rather less deceptive 
despite the foreshortening. What lay above it was concealed from us, 
though the skyline gave an illusion that the angle might ease off once 
we had reached the level of the ice wall which crowned this part of the 
face. When we resumed climbing, Ward and I went in front for a little. 
Perhaps because we had been for so long on snow, the first impression 
of the rib was of the texture and colour of its rock, the speckled rust
red of the granite showing vivid against the blue of the sky. The rib 
was steep and needed care, but was nowhere outstandingly difficult. 
Often we could move together. When the crest of the rib could not be 
taken·, the climbing lay up rocks and icy gullies on its right. It went 
on for a long time, and I began to be aware of my tiredness. The Route 
Major now seemed very close on the left, its delicate snow· aretes 
appearing much longer that! they do when seen from below. We were 
near enough to see the detail of its final formidable rock buttress. 
After perhaps It hours, when the other rope had gone ahead again, 
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more snow and i<Ce caused us to resuxne our crampons, though the rib 
was not yet finished. The ice cliffs above the Pear and the Route 
Major looked huge as we gradually came up level with them. Our 
own lesser ice barrier tailed off above us at its left-hand end, and it was 
still not certain that we might not find ourselves beyond the real 
difficulties at that point. Cloud was now gathering round the top of 
Mont Blanc, but in my mind at least the fact did not register as a pos
sible sign of deteriorating weather. 

Presently the rib came to an end and the final section of the climb 
revealed itself as a steep ice-slope bounded on the left by a subsidiary 
rock rib. The route lay on the ice, and it was clear that the climb was 
far from over. The slope provided a passage past the seracs, but it 
was by no means there just for our convenience. Its length was about 
I ,ooo ft., and it seemed to stretch away indefinitely above the seracs 
without a break, its upper part perhaps even steepening a little as it ran 
up into the thickening mist which hid the top. Fortunately, in a good 
many places, and fairly uniformly as we climbed higher, there was just 
enough snow on it to bear without steps having to be cut through into 
the ice, but kicking .into this meagre and mostly· board-hard covering 
was little relaxati_on for the leader. N oyce appeared completely tireless, 
keeping on like a machine the whole way up. We came into cloud and a 
strong wind. It became possible to make out the dim outline of the 
final crest running up from the right, but it was a long time in coming 
any nearer. Every time I looked up, the view was the same, Noyce 
and Hunt kicking monotonously into the slope Ioo ft. above us and 
exactly as far from the crest as they had been I o minutes before. 

At last the gradient eased over a rounded edge and we came out 
into a blast which compelled us to put on our spare clothes. We had 
not stopped much and it was still only I0.45 A.M. Our pace up the 
remaining few hundred feet of easy slopes was very slow, and it was a 
relief when at I I ·35 A. M. we spotted the little wireless aerial which pokes 
mysteriously out of the snow immediately under the summit. We 
could not see so yards and there was nothing to stop for, so we went 
straight on down to the V allot where we arrived just after midday. . It 
was full of people. We ate what food we had left and brewed some 
N escafe. A thick blizzard was in progress as we started down again. 
Before. we reached the Grands Mulets the capricious sun had reappeared, 
but new snow was already several inches deep. It had been a magnifi
cent climb, for myself the finest I had ever been on, and we had been 
exceptionally fortunate with the weather. 

On the next day, one of low cloud and much heavy rain, Ward had 
to leave for England. Hunt and I both only had a day or two more and 
the weather ruled out any idea of another taste of Mont Blanc. Our con
cluding venture together was to provide a much more modest di~h of two 
small aiguilles, although Noyce stayed on afterwards to join Geoffrey 
Sutton and Richard Brooke for the Couturier couloir of the Verte. 
On August 13 we went up to the Couvercle, arriving there drenched. 
Next morning the storm had stopped, but damp clouds and the new 
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snow precluded anything more ambitious than the South-west ridge of 
the Maine. We had the mountain to ourselves. Quite unexpectedly 
the best part of the day came vvith the descent. A momentary view 
through mist from the top gave Hunt an impulse to go down by the 
North ridge, which looked no great distance and certainly seemed 
preferable to the dripping ledges of the ordinary route. It provided 
quite a spectacular descent, although as a quick way off it \Vas not an 
entire success. The ridge drops steeply down to the breche Moine
Nonne in three great steps which required several long rappels. vVe 
had some moments of uncertainty after the first two of these when the 
knife-edge crest of the ridge at first appeared to be completely blocked by 
a little gendarme. The difficulties were not over when we reached the 
breche. A torrential hail-storm caught us at the top of the loose, snow
choked gully which led down to the glacier. The fierceness of the 
downpour made .it quite a struggle to get down, the bed of the gully 
hissing with a stream of descending hailstones in which steps had to be 
kicked between one 1'appel point and the next. This was a new addition 
to the season's climatic experiences. 

Unfortunately on the following day, our last, Hunt had to go down 
early to Chamonix. The sno-vvfalls of the past three days debarred any
thing big, but it was a fine morning and N oyce and I found with surprise 
that the glacier was well frozen. Our target was the Aiguille Ravanel. 
It and the Mummery made an awe-inspiring pair of pinnacles as we sat 
close under them on the ridge just above the Col des Cristaux. From 
this breakfasting place the views all round were magnificent, but especi
ally to the ~rest. The J orasses were white with the ne-vv snow and· Mont 
Blanc, which from this side is incomparable, appeared more than ever 
the greatest mountain of the Alps. The Ravanel, large only because 
of its proximity, might have seemed no more than a spillikin in this 
company, but this was not the impression it gave, for in miniature it is 
one of the loveliest of the aiguilles, its ascent even by the voie normale 
well meriting the ' belle escalade ' which the guidebook accords it. 
Though considerably shorter than the climb we had had on the Aiguille 
adel Brenva, and deemed to be less difficult, it is altogether a more 
artistic route following a beautifully worked out line up and across the 
wall of the West face. We were climbing from shadow into the sun, 
which as -vve reached it dre\v out the warmth and colour of the granite. 
Verglas bothered us a little, but the face held hardly any snow. Noyce 
gradually unwound the complexities of the route, the rope to him run
ning out round corners which seemed to lead nowhere across the impres
sive drop of the wall. After about 6oo ft. we arrived at the breche 
between the Ravanel and the Mummery. The difficulties suddenly 
relaxed and in a few minutes we were sitting on the tiny platform of the 
summit. 

The weather had appeared entirely set, but now once more there 
-vvere signs that it would soon be blowing up. The side of the Ravanel 
which faces towards the Col des Cristaux being the usual way of descent 
\Ve \vent down its smooth, overlapping slabs in four rappels and rejoined 
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our rucksacks. We paused for food, but heavy clouds were now 
rolling up the glaciers on both sides of the divide. As we left the col 
it started to sno\v. On the path down from the Couvercle it was 
raining steadily. The peaks were still hidden when \Ve reached the 

· Montenvers, but the rain had stopped, and by the time we \Vere back at 
Chamonix it 'vas a glorious evening. Mont Blanc vvas clear. In 
England next day they said it had hardly rained since vve vvent away . 
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