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My introduction to Mt. Logan, Canada’s highest peak at 5,957 metres, 

was a piece in Alpinist magazine recounting stories of those willing to 

su�er unremitting pain—even death—to stand atop it. �e supreme 

climbing challenge that Logan presented drew me in.

In May 2017 our �ve-man team landed by ski plane on the Quintino 

Sella Glacier at the toe of King’s Trench, the most popular and least-technical 

route up the mountain. �e next 17 days would be a willing su�erfest, 

gaining 3,500 metres of vertical over 23 kilometres to reach the summit 

plateau. I had done longer trips, but the combination of altitude, extreme 

weather and remoteness made Logan one of the most gruelling.

For a week we moved slowly and steadily up a system of glaciers, 

pulling heavily laden sleds through two major storms. When the terrain 

steepened at King’s Col, we stashed the sleds and began shuttling loads to 

ever-higher camps. As elevation increased, so did the psychological battle 

to drive the body forward, heart pounding like a drum and lungs gasping 

for air: one day you’d take the lead on the rope, dragging your partner up 

the mountain, and the next day he’d be dragging you. Skirting crevasses 

hundreds of metres deep, we worked our way through house-sized seracs 

and apartment-sized blocks of blue ice. �e unfathomable scale revealed 

the pale insigni�cance of our humanity.

As did the cold. Averaging –30�C without wind chill, setting up 

camp after 15-hour days was doubly hard and came with the ever-present 

spectre of losing your feet. As a reminder, each morning saw us wake to a 

thick blanket of frost on our sleeping bags. 

On Day 13, we erected our fourth and �nal camp on Logan’s vast 

summit plateau. With a circumference of 30 kilometres and 11 peaks over 

5,000 metres, should weather move in—a common occurrence—�nding 

your way back up and over the entrance col at 5,300 metres was near  

impossible and often fatal.

Setting out for the summit next morning, we were eight hours in 

with 200 vertical metres to go when the wind picked up and the cold really 

sank in. We dug a hole in a snowdrift to shelter and regroup. With limited 

food and energy remaining and a forecast of worsening weather, two opted 

to throw in the towel while the rest of us made a �nal push. Dropping 

everything we carried, we headed out with only ice axes in hand. Punch-

drunk in a fog on the dizzying summit ridge, we pressed on, driven by the 

knowledge that stopping meant freezing to death. An hour later we broke 

into sunshine and celebrated on the pyramidal summit. 

On the descent back to camp we met the other two heading up. 

�ey’d decided to go for it after all and would soon summit themselves, 

making the entire experience a group success—a�rmation of how you 

could be beaten down day after day in the mountains but in the end �nd 

the inner strength to achieve more than what you thought possible.
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