
Illimani, Nada es Seguro. On April 25 Bruce and Sheila Hendricks and I took the 3 p.m. bus 
from La Paz to Cohoni. During the ride we chatted with locals and were able to hire an arriero 
(mule/horse driver), whose horses would carry our equipment into Illimani. Before we left 
Cohoni repeated emphatic instructions were given to our companions to ensure that they took 
us to the rarely visited south side of the mountain. Several hours later we realized that our 
instructions had been misunderstood, and we were heading to the base of the regular route. 
Bruce and Sheila took over navigating and led the way to the south side of Illimani. Minero 
Mesa Qala is a dilapidated mine at the base of the mountain. Arriving at dusk we set up camp 
among the ruins. Our arriero descended so that the horses could feed at a lower elevation. 
During our hike the m ountain had tricked us with lines that appeared to be on the south face, 
but from the mine we had a better view of the south face and discovered that the features were 
part of the southwest face. We awoke the next m orning to blue skies and feasted on the views. 
A good portion of the day was used to memorize details of our chosen route, which was the 
westernmost (leftmost) line on the south face proper.

By 3 p.m. our companions arrived to ferry remaining equipment around to Puente Roto. 
Our intentions were to meet them late the following day after descending the west ridge. After 
their departure we began the hike to the base of the route. It took three hours to traverse 
moraine, cross smooth slabs of granite, and ascend a glaciated snow cone. The top half of the 
route sported a large snowfield, so it was decided to climb during the cool of night. Using head
lamps to light our way, we began to climb pitches of ice, using rock anchors. Unfortunately, by 
dawn we were only ten pitches up and still had a lot of elevation to ascend. The technical crux 
of the route had been the first pitches of waterfall ice. We decided to continue up, knowing that 
it would be possible to move more quickly through the alpine bowl. The conditions varied from



deep, unconsolidated snow to smatterings of shallow ice and several broken rock bands. As the 
afternoon wore on the blue skies departed, and clouds descended upon the mountain.

The summit ridge was reached by the evening of the 28th. As we arrived a storm began 
swirling spindrift in our faces and reduced visibility, so we dug a snow cave and spent the night 
crammed in our packs. By morning visibility had improved somewhat, and we were able to pro
ceed along the ridge, being careful not to walk off into space. As the summit was gained, the 
weather deteriorated again, and hailstones violently stung exposed skin. We spotted footprints 
and began to follow them down. Luck was not on our side, though, as the prints vanished in the 
wind. For a second night we were forced to dig a snow cave. During the evening the clouds 
momentarily lifted, and we were given a clear view down the mountain. With no tent or sleeping 
bags to keep us warm at camp, we stayed put. By morning the clouds had descended once again, 
but we were able to find our way down. At Nido de Condores a local guide, who had awaited our 
arrival, fed us hunks of bread and cheese that we washed down with numerous cups of tea. Feeling 
refreshed the three of us hiked back to Cohoni and spent a final night there before catching an 
overloaded bus back to La Paz. The bus ride was the crux of our entire adventure. We called the 
route Nada es Seguro (“nothing is certain”), 1,450 meters, VW I3+.
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