
Fitz R oy, Tragedy in the Supercouloir. The United States-New Zea
land Patagonian Expedition entered Argentina on October 22, after the 
Peruvian-Bolivian season, cruising in a yellow pick-up headed for Fitz 
Roy. We were intent on legendary Fitz Roy to be followed by exploits 
in the Paine group and Tierra del Fuego. I had proposed November 
as the most hopeful for a few days of benevolent sunshine. In that re
spect we were not to be disappointed. The members of the expedition 
that actually convened at the base of Fitz Roy were Steve McAndrews,



Kevin Carroll, David Kilcullen, Bill M artin, Noël Cox, Randy Udall and 
I. Mike Andrews and Gary Ball had yet to appear. After meeting with 
Carlos Comesaña, who had climbed the Supercouloir in 1965 with Fon- 
rouge to make the second ascent of the mountain, we all agreed the 
only way was to go alpine-style: one or two ropes ready to climb like 
hell anytime the weather might clear. The end of the road is at the 
Río Fitz Roy. From  there it is a day to a cabin base camp, and finally 
five hours more to the base of the couloir on the northwest side. By 
November 6 we were completely equipped with all our gear plus abun
dant cocoa, frijoles and instant ice cream for the anticipated three weeks’ 
wait. But the wait never materialized. November 8 dawned clear and 
perfect. Unbelieving, we packed up and headed out. Steve McAndrews 
and I under heavy loads arrived atop the glacier that afternoon and stood 
below the route. The weather was perfect. We could not waste time. 
We selected our racks, our rations and our bedding and began. The 
Kiwis (New Zealanders), Kevin Carroll and Dave Kilcullen, arrived 
slightly later. They elected to spend one more night on level ground 
and were able to race up the ice and meet us for lunch the following 
day on the first rock pitch. We were together that night for a well 
anchored bivouac beneath the stillest and starriest of skies. On Novem
ber 10 we passed the dihedral with mixed free and aid climbing, keeping 
almost exclusively to nuts. The hardest of the leads were all Steve’s. 
W ith the exit to the ridge at hand, we settled into the bivouac muttering 
about, and dreading, the first clouds overhead. We were moving too 
slowly in our group of four. The decision to send two to the top, and 
two down, was made the next morning in the face of deteriorating 
weather and the need for speed. Steve McAndrews and Kevin Carroll 
went on; David Kilcullen and I descended in twenty rappels and down- 
climbed the steep snow in 13 hours, meeting Bill M artin and Randy 
Udall in support at the foot of the couloir. Clouds had crossed the 
peak, but still the sky was calm. Though a cave was ready, the four 
of us headed back to the cabin. Surprisingly, the 12th was as blue 
and spotless as the preceding days. The support team returned to the 
base of the mountain to await the descent of the summit team. There 
was no sign of them that day. The following morning their bodies were 
found on the snow beneath the couloir. It seems evident that they were 
bivouacking on the night of the 12th and were caught by heavy rockfall. 
(Kevin was wearing down booties.) We are sure that Steve and Kevin 
did reach the summit during those two days. It was quite possible that 
with route-finding problems it took them as long as two days to reach 
the final peak from the point David and I had last seen them during 
our descent. They may have left something on the summit that will be 
discovered by a future party. Unfortunately the camera was not among 
the few possessions recovered below.
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