
Charakusa Valley, K7 West (6,615m), northwest
face, Dreamers o f Golden Caves. You never forget your first Himalayan experience. Charakusa 
was mine. O ur first problem was visas. We were unable to obtain these in Slovenia and eventually 
were forced to go to Rome. Driving home with our visas, which we received on the last possible 
day before the flight, I w ondered if this 20-hour ordeal might be the biggest adventure of the 
expedition. Instead it turned into one good story in a series of many.

During the dark morning of September 6, Nejc Marcic and I heard our cook say “chapattis”



and later “Inshallah,” as we left base camp at 4,200m 
on the Charakusa Glacier. But the ascent did not 
begin well. Due to darkness and inattention, we lost 
an hour finding our way to the glacier. That made 
us even more nervous, until firm snow and speed 
restored some of our confidence. Higher up the wall 
steepened, and we started belaying. Searching for 
passages, climbing steep ice and rock, and lugging 
heavy packs defined our first day on the mountain. 
Shortly after sunset we reached the ridge and a good 
bivouac spot. Exhausted we quickly fell asleep.

The second day wasn’t much fun. We climbed 
many annoying icefields, with hard ice separated by 
steep rock. A strong sun and dehydration slowed us, so 
that we only accomplished about 300m. But we found a 
good bivouac spot, where we melted a lot of water and 
prepared for the next day’s push to the summit.

As we left our bivouac, we worried w hether 
the final serac would be climbable. The weather 
was still good, but the forecast was for it to worsen

during the day. We traversed under the huge serac, and as we approached the ridge, an easy passage 
revealed itself. We shouted joyfully. Heavy breathing and slow walking took us up the final slopes, 
and we were smiling again. It started snowing during the descent. On the fourth day we returned 
to base camp.
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