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The Belluno Spur. White Man’s Wind takes the spur’s
crest. MANRICO DELL AGNOLA

woman and five men (Antonella
Giacomini, Manrico Dell’ Agnola,
Giuliano De Marchi, Michele
Gasperin, Alessandro de Guelmi
and Simone Gorelli) traveled by
foot between the town of Clyde
River and Ayr Lake, the headwa-
ters of the Kogalu River, climbing
five peaks en route that may or
may not have been virgin. In
August, 1998, Antonella
Giacomini, Manrico Dell’ Agnola,
Giuliano De Marchi, Simone
Gorelli, Giambattista Calloni,
Luigi Da Canal, Luca Span,
Luigi Zampieri and Alex Gordon
(cameraman) returned with the
intent to climb in Sam Ford Fjord.
When difficulties with the
approach scuttled their plans, they
turned their attentions to Inugsuin
Fjord, where they made nine
ascents, including Welcome,
Nunavat (VI 5.11 Al, 800m) on
“Nuksuklorolu Tower” (1350m) in
the Inugsuin Pinnacles, and White
Man’s Wind (V 5.10 A0, 1000m)
on the “Belluno Spur.” (Spano and
Calloni put up a variation to this,
with sections of 5.8+ A0Q.) The
name Welcome, Nunavat was cho-
sen in recognition of the new
Canadian province of Nunavat,

while the Belluno Spur was named for Belluno, the capital of Dolomites, from which five of

the eight climbers hail.

Sam Ford Fjord

Great Cross Pillar; South Face, Non-Conceptual Time. Three days of rough travel brought
my partner, Sean “Stanley” Leary, and I to the Great Cross Pillar in Sam Ford Fjord. We said
goodbye to our Inuit friends and guides, then busied ourselves establishing a base camp in a
wind-sheltered alcove west of our line. For three days we fixed through blustery weather; on
the fourth we committed to the vertical world. After a week on the wall, life became routine.

As the days passed by, we watched springtime take effect on the world below us. We could-
n’t help but wonder how much more time we had before it was no longer safe to travel. We
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Great Cross Pillar, showing Non-Conceptual Time. AIMEE AUCOIN
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climbed onward,
ascending a pitch, per-
haps two each day, push-
ing to finish before sum-
mer left us stranded.
When we had three,
sometimes four ropes
fixed, we’d haul our five
bags and set up a new
camp. Our favorite camp
was our last one, high on
the headwall. It had a
luxurious ledge five feet
long and two feet wide.
With 12 days of fatigue
catching up, and a terrif-
ic castle to relax in, we
found it all the more dif-
ficult to motivate for the
arduous work of climb-
ing upward.

We spent the next
two days fixing three
pitches, and, without
knowing exactly how
close we were, decided
it was time to make a
summit push. We set
out after seven hours of
rest, jugging our lines
in blue skies and mild
temperatures. To our
excitement, one aid
pitch and two mellow

free pitches later we were at the top of the technical summit. After a mile of ridge climb-
ing and hiking, we were as high as one could climb on the Great Cross Pillar.

Resting at Base Camp, we waited patiently for the Inuit to arrive, which they did, and
not a day too soon. We took off across the melting expanse of sea ice, navigating through
gaping crevasses and talus fields made of ice. Twenty hours into the journey, I peered over
at Stanley, perched peacefully on a mountain of foam and caribou fur in the back of the
sled. His calm, peaceful grin caused a wave of excitement to wash over me. We had accom-
plished what we came to do: Non-Conceptual Time (VI 5.11 A3+, 2,800', 20 pitches, 15

days), the third route on Great Cross Pillar.

AIMEE AUCOIN



