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AN EPIC RETURN FROM YOSEMITE TO MEXICO, 

A CALIENTE PREPARATION OF THE BOAT, 

A STORMING CROSSING OF THE ATLANTIC...

THE WAY HOME IS STILL LONG AND GULL OF SURPRISES! 

FIND IN THIS LATEST NEWSLETTER ALL OUR ADVENTURES: 
FROM EL CAPITAN’S BIG WALL TO THE SPANISH COAST !

THE NEWSLETTERCAP SUR EL CAP 

« - SO GUYS, YOU’RE HEADING BACK HOME TOMORROW? 

 - HELL YES ! WE’RE GOING BACK ... BUT HOME IS STILL FAR ! »
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CLOVIS SNAKED, 
  BACK AND FORTH TO YOSEMITE
     Soline, who has been struggling for a month to find partners, didn’t wait for us to reach the valley before 

asking Bapt and me to climb a mythical route with her: the Rostrum.

We arrived late at night in Yosemite, and we had to get up early ! But Soso prepared everything, she pampered 
us. The gear is ready, she knows where to pull the abseiling, and knows some pitches.

When we get to the base, we have to decide who goes first. The day is going to be long, someone has  to 
climb the first 3 pitches, we then switch for the 3 following, and once again for the end.
Alright, I’ll start! The first one is an easy pitch. 25 metres of crack, tranquillo. And then I get to... a chimney of 4 
metres.
I go up, and there it rises .. the panic... I am afraid, I feel oppressed, and I am scared. No... I can’t give up, it’s 
a grade 5... Finally, I am more at ease to... down climb. It’s mentally hard but Bapt and So are supportive: no 
need to be afraid!
Bapt goes for it, despite his stuck helmet, the chimney goes without a hitch! First pitch done … at least for him. 
I climb after Soline, but when I see her whining, crawling, and complaining about this style, I feel that I don’t 
want to follow her. So the overhanging climber that I am places knees, and gets out without the slightest ap-
prehension! No confrontation with my fear: I avoid it... maybe I’ll bite my fingers off later!
In any case, the next part is hard, the finger cracks scare me, I don’t want to lose my fingers in there. I pull my-
self up as well as I can behind my two companions when the moment comes where  I  have to take the lead.
And Sébastien comes from above with a camera! Come on, let’s go! Zou ! A small crossing... not so easy! We 
go up a crack, which... which does what??? No, but this one is completely messed up! It becomes an offwidth! 
Crack too wide for the hand but not enough to go all the way through .... Seb is reassuring, he calms me down. 

  I go down more than I go up, it’s horrible, I struggle to lock my arm, but my foot is sometimes so stuck 
that I panic that I will not be able to unstuck it... I slip all over the place, I get exhausted, and scream in fear at 
my belayer! 
If Seb hadn’t been there, I would have turned back. Moreover I have no more energy for ethics, he’s the one 
who places my next friend! I arrive tired at the belay, wondering what I am doing here.
Soline is valiant, she manages the offwidth like a pro, but it’s Bapt who impresses us with a magnificent but-
terfly: his hands are stuck back to back and he crawls admirably to the belay.
Who goes next? Soline, you’ll have to manage the next few pitches... Bapt is tired, and me... let’s say I’m not in 
any condition of trying.
Ok, here we go, machine mode activated, she takes us to the bottom of the last pitch through an overhanging 
crack, almost at night, which she punctuates with a throw on a flat hold... fortunately she protects well, we can 
pull on her belayers, no need to think about trying to climb.
The last pitch crosses under the roof. With the headlamp, the vision of Soline’s legs swinging in the void, with 
5 kg of gear making gling gling gling, stays in my mind. She climbs in no foot, and it doesn’t look good. 
5 minutes later, Bapt leaves. I’m supposed to follow him but he yells «don’t move»... ok, here I am, crouched in 
the middle of the roof, I can hardly move my head... my feet hurt, my calves hurt, and I’m hungry.
After 10 minutes, I can join them. Soline almost dived in an offwidth to get a belay. Bapt almost dislocated his 
shoulder while taking care of it. But we did it!
Seb congratulates us, we return all to the car, Finally!
Will the discharged car battery make us lose our temper? A little, but we can’t do anything about it. So we 
wait for the buddies, I am cold, and always hungry. A meal awaits us, and a shower! I was promised hot wa-
ter... it is lukewarm... I shiver... While crossing Bapt in the direction of my tent, I summarise my state of mind of 
the moment: «I had a very bad day.

PART 1: ROSTRUM, A TRICKY START 

« GO AHEAD AND TUCK YOUR LEG IN, JAM THE KNEE, AND TUCK THE WHOLE 
ARM IN. CRAWL!»
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 My adaptation to the Yosemite style is defi-
nitely catastrophic... from slabs, all smooth, where 
you have to hold your limbs and manage the pain. 
After that day in the Rostrum which did traumatise 
me a bit, I tried easier routes. I enjoy climbing easy 
and not so easy routes, but not as much as the 
others of the team... I can see it. Around the fire, 
in the evening, everyone shares their day, and I 
listen to their stories without envy. No, I don’t want 
to push the pain to the point of not being able to 
feel my feet, I don’t want to have to expel all the 
air from my lungs to sneak into a chimney, I don’t 
want to risk zipping on a jammed finger, I don’t 
want to use my malleolus to crawl into a crack, I 
don’t want to find myself 10m above my last pro-
tection to realise that I am not on the right route...

« WHEN YOU ARE IN YOSEMITE AND YOU DREAM OF THE BALME DE YENNE, 
YOU HAVE TO ACCEPT THAT YOU ARE NOT AT THE RIGHT PLACE.  »

I was really scared in the Rostrum. In the Nose I 
had bruises on my hands that lasted several days, 
and I reached an extreme level of fatigue: the last 
pitch of the first day was a fist crack. I only had one 
piece of protection for that one. Luckily there was 
one that a climber had not been able to recover 
his protection in the crack. Nevertheless, it was 5 
metres away, and with the efforts of the day hurting 
my arms, I was shaking all over, I don’t understand 
this jamming sensation, so I push and force, my 
muscles shake. Shaking like that, my foot will go 
out of the crack. I take a quickdraw and try to put 
it through the belay strap. It takes me ten seconds 
to do this simple task, made more complex by my 
tremors of fatigue and fear.

  I pull myself up another metre and I ar-
rive on a small ledge of 1 square metre. From 
the ground, equipped with binoculars, Bapt 
sees me sprawling on the ledge, with my legs 
waving in the void. Apparently, it was funny... 
we don’t have the same sense of humour… It 
takes me at least 5 minutes squatting, with my 
head in the corner, to recover from this effort. 
Fortunately, it is the end of the day. Despair 
overcomes me when I realise that the night 
was not enough to recover my strenght, and 
the next 3 pitches totally to discourage me.

And now, it’s been several weeks since I’ve 
really been climbing. So I run, I climb to be-
lay Seb, I can try to follow Soline, and I think 
about the limestone cliffs...

 I feel myself wasting away... my muscles 
are melting, I have to accept the fact that I’m 
not climbing anymore, accept the changes in 
my diet, and accept my anxiety that is coming 
back.
This anxiety of going back by sea... of being 
confined once again, of being sick.... 
So I talk to the others about it: I don’t know 
yet if I’m going back with them. I’m not 
thrilled about the idea of flying, not at all. But 
sailing again? The slightest change in the 
rhythm of the boat made me feel bad. The 
psychological strain of sailing was hard du-
ring our first crossing. I dread it on the way 
back.

Loic tells me that the sea will be rougher. 
And that it will be about a month of sailing, 
with changing winds, tougher conditions 
than our first journey.
I give myself time to decide. For the next two 
weeks, I confronted the idea of sailing again. 
I really don’t want to. It saddens me not to 
finish the adventure with everyone, to leave 
them now. 
But I’ll see them again back in Europe!

So I’ll book a plane, to London, to meet some 
of my family, then I’ll finish by train.
This carbon footprint is weighing on me. For-
tunately there are associations that allow me 
to compensate for it.

The return to my former life is abrupt. The 
London Underground contrasts with every-
thing that has happened in the last 7 months. 
It takes me a few weeks to readjust. To rea-
lise that despite this hasty end, the outcome 
of this trip is really positive. Among all the 
goals I had set for myself, the one to come 
back grown up was surely the most impor-
tant. Fortunately, I accomplished that one.
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	 The	first	day,	we	did	free	blast,	the	first	twelve	pitches	
of	the	route.	I	fell	several	times	in	the	most	sustained	pitches.	
Each	fall	is	a	heartbreaker,	and	then	each	successful	run	is	a	
rush	of	happiness.	I	have	the	feeling	that	nothing	can	stop	us,	
until	this	small	6c	boulder.	«I’m	too	small	to	catch	that	small	
hold	...	is	this	a	joke??	What	if	it’s	not	possible?...	ah,	yes,	think	
about	it.	Be	creative.	15	minutes	of	searching	and	rising	up	
my	feet	and	it	is	done!	The	second	day,	we	join	the	alcove	pit-
ch,	after	discovering	the	crazy	length	of	the	Hollow	flake,	20	
meters	of	down	climb	in	perfect	layback	to	climb	40	meters	
to	 the	next	anchor.	One	hauling	where	the	bag	gets	stuck,	
a	chimney	and	three	pitches	later,	I	master	the	Monster	Of-
fwidth	in	lead	(after	an	intensive	training	in	generator	crack,	
for	the	connoisseurs,	during	the	previous	weeks,	of	which	my	
personal	speed	record	of	3	minutes	is	waiting	to	be	beaten).	

Our	garland	of	haulbags,	lazily	shuffles	along	as	Seb	
struggles	to	lift	and	lift	the	heavy	bag	of	100kg;	I	am	
eating	bars	next	to	him,	helplessly.	I	hardly	manage	
to	make	 the	 bag	 go	 up	 20	 cm	when	 I	 put	 all	 my	
strength	into	it.	With	us:	10	days	of	food,	65	liters	of	
water,	portaledge,	sleeping	bags,	cooking,	toiletries...	
To	finish	the	day,	we	go	up	to	the	down	climb,	one	
of	the	crux	pitches,	probably	the	most	likely	to	make	
you	 fail	 in	your	ascent,	 in	order	 to	 try	 to	 link	up,	or	
at	least	to	find	the	beta.	After	an	hour	and	a	half	of	
sanding	my	skin	and	my	shoes	on	these	10	meters,	I	
give	up	for	the	night.	My	thirty	or	so	attempts	will	not	
have	unlocked	the	crux	movement,	nor	the	next	few,	
which	 are	 supposed	 to	 be	 easier,	 but	which	 seem	
impossible	to	me.	I’m	complaining	about	my	height	
of	1m54,	once	again,	which	I	point	out	as	responsible	
for	being	blocked.	Staying	calm,	and	above	all,	kee-
ping	the	certainty	that	I	can	do	it,	I	am	trying	to	not	
let	discouraging	emotions	get	the	better	of	me.	This	
is	the	main	challenge	of	the	next	36	hours.

Indeed,	on	the	third	day,	we	woke	up	wet.	The	valley	
has	 been	 hit	 by	 a	 serious	 snowstorm,	 and	we	 are	
trapped	 on	 our	 3m2	 ledge.	 It	 is	 9	 o’clock,	 and	my	
sleeping	bag,	in	contact	with	the	tent,	is	soaked.	The	
situation	is	critical	and	we	go	out	to	find	a	dark,	urine-
scented	hole	that	seems	to	be	more	protected	from	
the	rain/hail/snow.	We	turn	back	to	our	portaledge,	it	
has	been	covered	with	snow,	the	ridge	is	completely	
white.	Hop,	one	or	 two	pictures	because	 it’s	 funny.	
We	are	 soaked	and	 the	 cold	penetrates	under	 our	
clothes,	the	temperature	is	around	-5°C.	Suspended	
on	my	two	cams,	with	a	view	of	300	meters	from	my	
little	window,	our	cosy	bivouac	is	seted	up!	«We	will	
dry	the	sleeping	bag	with	our	heat,	don’t	worry!	Yeah	
my	comforter	is	soaked	but	if	we	put	it	on	top,	we’ll	
be	 less	 cold,	 right?	Do	not	move	 too	much,	 forget	
that	you	are	suspended	on	fucking	cams...	
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« THIS CLIMB PRESENTED ITSELF TO ME AS A SERIES OF THOUGHTS AND EMOTIONS, 
I HAVE WRITTEN A CONDENSED SUMMARY OF IT . »

	 Difficulties	and	efforts	are	often	deformed,	disguised,	
distorted	by	what	we	believe	and	what	we	repeat	to	oursel-
ves:	to	convince	ourselves	that	everything	is	fine,	that	we	will	
do	it,	that	we	are	in	shape;	to	believe	hard	enough	to	make	it	
happen.	And	so,	despite	the	difficult	weather	conditions	and	
rudimentary	comfort,	the	deep	fatigue	and	aches	and	pains	
patiently	waited	until	we	got	back	to	the	camp	to	show	their	
extent.	.	

Did you ever carry out your dream? 
I did, on Sunday, April 17, when I reached the summit of El Capitan, 1000m, on our ninth day on the wall, having free climbed each of the 34 pitches of Golden Gate, ground-up, alongside my best 
companion, supporter and coach, Seb Berthe.

Text SOLINE | Pictures JULIA -  SOLINE 
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 Fifth day, and not the least; today, I already imagine myself clipping the relay of the hardest pitch of the route. My op-
timism is quickly shattered by my first set-up descent (the camp is at the belay above the route). The equivalent of a good 
suspension session! I try all the combinations of movements and feet I can think of. I know that my method exists, and that 
when I will have found it, linking will be only a question of tests. But now, I’m stumbling, I’m exhausting the possibilities, no-
thing works. Am I at least able to do this block? I try the method of the little ones, but I don’t believe in it. My body doesn’t 
understand, no sensation, no clue that this way can suit me. After an hour of perseverance and a tear running down my 
cheek, Seb convinces me to come back to the relay and try again later. To keep him busy while I rest: the imperative mission 
to maybe find a method for me, which he regularly manages to do. This time, however, he stumbles. We come to the same 
conclusions: there are not 36 choices of methods. My turn again. As a good old diesel vehicle, I know that this attempt to 
stall can be much better, I am warmed up, I want to fight. I abandon my alternative method in wood crate to concentrate on 
the conventional method of less than 1m60. I try, try, try, I arch those two shoulders and try to get that foot up, sometimes 
putting more pressure on the left hand, sometimes turning slightly to the right. I know I just need to find a feeling, focus on 
the right part of my body, have the right thought. I am looking for the click. A click that is none other than... shift my hips to 
the right, to bring my foot up. Phew! The shimmies are my specialty, especially in the bars in Mexico. Come on, I do the move, 
once, that’s enough! I’d put in two tries that afternoon and almost pass the block on my second one. I would not do the move 
again though. Lack of skin, tiredness? It doesn’t matter, I’ll have to be patient and not get worked up during the next day: a 
rest day under the rain.

 I think of Bronwyn Hodgins (who did the route last year), who says in an article that he did the boulder 6 times in a 
row while scouting the route, while I did it once out of about 40 attempts... Oops! Morning of the 7th day. Everything seems 
so much easier after a day of rest... and with skin! I did the move a second time. Now it’s sure, the route has no chance! One 
failed attempt, a small second... failed. Come on ! I am so close! The sun is coming up, I’m anxious. We’re not going to spend 
all day at this belay, are we? I go on with my third try. Concerning the rating, it seems to me that the discount from 8a to 
7c+ of the length is not valid with the «small size» method, which clearly adds a boulder rating (maybe makes it go from V4 
to V5?). Anyway, neither, a chicken-wing chimney (crawling 10 meters too much, and unclimbing them) and a length later, 
we arrive at the desired, coveted Tower to the people. From here, there is really nothing that can stop me, or almost! After 
a mash-up and a few bars, I find myself trying the Golden Desert on my first try, a 13a (7c+) entirely in trad, which is worth 
more like 12c/d (7b+/7c). Another day of forced rest under the rain. We can finally relax and stop our food rationing of the 
previous days. Our reserves are still consequent, then we allow ourselves the luxury of 3 meals per day. The food is a key 
factor of this kind of adventure: it is the energy without which everything becomes insurmountable. 

The day and the night are already over: I have a down climb to eat for break-
fast! Luckily, our fix rope, fixed to the belay above, is barely frozen. I’m going 
down to check out the beta, with a bonus compared to the previous day of 
skin on the fingers, and what seemed impossible becomes possible: after 
barely an hour of attempts, I make the key move: succeed in shifting my foot 
enough to place two fingers on the ruler, arch, withdraw the foot, GAIN, bring 
the other hand. Once, twice! That’s it, it’s in the bag, my body has understood. 
I try to stay calm, so that my excitement doesn’t turn into stress. I put a test, 
the movement passes! Ouch, it’s still hard ! I evolve in the continuation, per-
fectly calmed. The joy wins me, then the time slooooow dooown. My body co-
mes off the wall, my balance disappears. Without reason, without explanation, 
without warning. And I find myself hanging in the rope, after having had 15 
times the time to shout «no no no» inside. I swear a little, I hate myself a little 
but I almost laugh. How is it possible to fall there, frankly! Half an hour later, 
I’m back for another emotional rodeo. I pass the crux a second time, on the 
verge of falling, dropping what seems to me to be all my cartridges at once. 
On the pseudo rest before the final section I think «damn, if I fall, I’m not sure 
I’ll be able to do this move again...». Big breath, I start the section. My body 
shakes, this never happens to me. I find myself upside down, my sequence 
doesn’t work anymore, a hold has become too greassy, it’s a mess in my head. 
I move my hands 5 times, grease the hold even more, then force, and my 
damn foot finally arrives at the expected place. Phew! I clip the chain and Seb 
joins me. We are not dissatisfied, and once again, it seems to me that nothing 
can stop us. We reach the base of the «move pitch», the other key point of the 
climb, after a few pitches that are supposed to be easy, but are not. Seb gives 
it a try, frozen feet and hands, and joins the belay, which seems better for our 
suspended bivouac. So I go to the pitch, with the headlamp, the tempera-
tures droped again and have become negative. I don’t understand anything, 
neither the length, nor the methods. I try a little, in vain, but I gave enough for 
today. We’ll see that in the morning light, after a bad night’s sleep! 
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Despite the heavy rain of the day before, the wall dries quickly and we hurry to pack up the camp 
to try the last hard pitch in the shade. Neither of us wants to spend another day on the wall; my 
inner pressure rises as I hold the route for an hour. It seems harder than the idea I had kept (when 
I had tried it with Jean-Elie Lugon, during a climb in El Corazon, which shares the same end). The 
excitement of the summit gives way to stress. I am aware that the endurance effort of the route 
is demanding and that I will have to climb fast, efficiently, fairly, and manage to improvise without 
thinking when necessary. I put in an excellent first attempt, perform the succession of moves wit-
hout quibbling. My mind is clear, nothing else crosses it, except the vision of the holds that follow 
one another and the visualization of the movement to come. I execute the penultimate move, a 
hand change on a good ruler, hanging on my hands with one foot too low for me. I’m about to 
make the next move when the distances become distorted. The grip seems out of reach. My body 
tells me it can’t do it, it can’t move, can’t let go of a hand. All I have left is the strength to scream the 
bitterness of my inevitable failure, and I fall. The lactic acid painfully rises in my forearms, which I 
let hang, unusable, for a few minutes. I think about the many resi circuits I did on the boat, none 
of which put me in such a state. In spite of the disappointment, I try to moderate my stress: I had 
to warm up a bit in endurance! I review my countless beam sessions, all the ones I didn’t jump, 
to be ready, this day, at this precise moment. One last suspension, one catch to pop. I leave for 
a second run, an hour later. This time, the lactic acid doesn’t rise by surprise, the specific fatigue 
comes gradually and I feel in control. My climbing skills have not abandoned me, and I reach the 
thirtieth belay of the route, relieved to have enough margin in reserve not to spend the day trying 
this pitch! For the first time since I left France, there is really nothing that can stop me. As a funny 
anecdote, it started badly: I still managed to have my papers stolen the day I left Toulouse, be-
fore being contacted on Instagram later in the day by someone who had found my passport in a 
bush. We climbed the last pitches, which were particularly exceptional, and reached the summit. 
With Seb, we agree that I am probably the worst climber (or one of the two) of trad who freed El 
Cap; and the one with the least margin in terms of level to chain Golden Gate. My heart is light, 
I’m relieved, but I’m most of all proud of what my body is able to do, of what my mind can handle, 
and above all, of the climber I have become.  I still have to thank Seb, who stayed with me these 
9 days in a way that he could do in one, and for having guided me so much. He who put so much 
energy in pushing me, unceasingly, to exceed my fears, my tiredness, my doubts, my limits; who 
was at my side at each training, who guided me through the sinuous path of the progression so 
that I take the shortest way. He, who makes the impossible possible, and who made me an athlete.

9th day 
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In 2005, Tommy made one of the most impressive feat ever 
on el cap by freeclimbing the Nose and Freerider within 24h. 
Could I achieve something similar? Am I able to climb that 
fast for that long?
Well, I wanted to know and had to give it a go. Golden Gate 
and El Nino were the perfect routes as I had just climbed 
them. But the schedule was tight before heading back to 
Mexico and the boat and 3 days before going for it I still 
had no partner... Thanks the awesome Yosemite community, 
some messages and talkings later, I had two great partners: 
@amity would join me on Golden Gate and @danford accep-
ted to support me on El niño. They both were pretty psyched 
and I had no more excuses not to try. One day of preparation 
felt short as there are so many things to think about: which 
route to start with? what’s the tactics? How much food and 
water? But the evening before climbing, schedule goals for 
the day were clear and we were ready.

With Amity, at night and spend maximum 12h on that first 
route, be at the top at 2:30pm, let my rack and ropes, run 
down the east ledges  and be at the bottom of El niño, where 
Danford would wait for me, around 4pm, exactly the time of 
the day for the shade to come on the first and hard pitches.

Here is a brief summary of my biggest climbing ever.

Amity and I started Golden Gate in the night around 2:30am, 
with the strategy of climbing in the sun as less as possible

We simu-climbed pretty fast to the monster offwith, (doing 
the freeblast in 1h34) and arrived at the Alcove (pitch 15) af-
ter 4h19 of climbing, almost an hour ahead of the schedule 
I had hoped for. Things were going smoothly, despite some 
troubles to eat sweet bars.

The Downclimb, pitch 17, considered as the crux of the route, 
was the first true obstacle: despite some good feelings I slip-
ped on my 1st, 2nd and 3rd go. And could send the pitch 
climbing easily through the crux the try after. After 7h of clim-
bing, we were at the move pitch, second 13a of the route. I 
sent that pitch directly without much trouble. While reaching 
the Tower to the people (6 pitches from the top), I started to 
feel fatigue in my body and my forearm were getting pum-
ped. I still managed to send the last hard pitches, Golden 
desert and A5 traverse, on my first go and we quickly made 
it to the top after exactly 11h07 of climbing.  I was already 
really happy and stoked to have climbed this amazing route 
in under 12h but day was not over.  I left Amity there with 
all the gears and went for a «recovery» jogging down the 
east ledges. During this first part of the day, Amity has been 
an incredible partner: fast, safe, supportive and everything 
went well according the plan because of her! Thank you!

My stomach hurt and didn’t want gel and bars anymore, my 
leg were cramping pretty badly, my feet and fingerskin were 
in pain. I was already suffering from the lack of specific en-
durance preparation and cursed myself for not having run a 
bit more the last weeks.

24 H ON EL CAP,   WHAT ARE MY LIMITS ? 
GOLDEN GATE + EL NINO ATTEMPT IN A DAY  
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« WITH ONLY A FEW DAYS LEFT IN THE VALLEY, A CRAZY IDEA, INSPIRED BY TOMMY CALD-
WELL, CAME INTO MY MIND TO SATISFY MY HUNGER FOR GRANITE CLIMBING..»

Actually to be honest, at the moment of starting this second 
route, I felt already a bit shut down mentally. All I wanted, 
was to run away from this, let my skin away from that rock, 
my feet far from my shoes, but I knew before starting that 
challenge that these kind of thought would come and I made 
my best to ignore all the signals.

The climbing is quite sustained and technical on the feet. 
Surprisingly though, I climbed through the first sections 
pretty easily. But arriving to the crux things got complicated, 
some slightly beta mistaked made me powerscream all my 
way to the anchor. The real fight had begun! Same story for 
the two following pitches, graded 13a and 13b: right at the 
limit of falling and fighting for every hold. I still don’t know 
how I kept myself on the wall on pitch 5. The easier pitches 
following put me back on track, Danford was doing an ama-
zing job and the pace was pretty good. We arrived on Big Sur 
(pitch10) with 45min ahead of my schedule and I was feeling 
better and better. The crux pitch was just above us and I had 
just the time for one go before dark. Didn’t really know what 
to expect because while working the pitch two days earlier 
the keyhold of the crux broke making the pitch slightly har-
der. 30min later, I was at the anchor having climbed the crux 
pitch of El Niño. I had climbed well and despite some screa-
ming I hadn’t had much troubles. Wouaw, I thought, I could 
maybe do this. For the first time since we started that route 
i believed I had my chance.

Unfortunately, the next 3 pitches showed me the opposite. 
Despite their easier grades, 12b-c, they gave me so much 
struggle... I had to fight so hard to keep myself on the wall!

When we arrive at the base of Black cave around 11pm (pitch  
17) I was still on race with the schedule and hadn’t fallen yet, 
but I felt in a poor mental and physical state. My whole body 
was cramping, my feet and skin were hurting, I was really 
cold and I couldn’t eat any of the food we had in our bag 
anymore. With the support of Danford, I could still fight my 
way to the last section out of the roof where everything shut 
down... I fell, tried the move separately, fell again, could not 
do the move anymore. My day was over. I could have rested 
for an hour or less and maybe have a chance to send that 
pitch and go on but I was mentally exhausted and not doing 
that move was my best excuse to bail.  Danford was a great 
partner, super efficient and supportive, thanks!

What a nice last day on El Cap, with around 55 pitches of 
incredible climbing!

Happy to have an ocean to cross to let my body recover

THE IDEA WAS TO BEGIN WITH GOLDEN GATE

Text SEB | Picture JULIA  

On my way down my whole body would beg me not to go for the other one..

I knew that pitch 3, 13a, one of the hardest of the route, 
would be the first real test of this link-up attempt. 



HEBDO EXPATRIUS, 
un retour Rock’n’ROll
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In view of the situation it would be better not to linger, Kroux’s head, however cute he may be when he’s running 
free, has a price on his head from the guardians of the camp4. At the same time it is marked NO PETS eve-
rywhere and we put big bags in front of the sign the rangers are not fooled. Seb doesn’t walk around without his 
camouflage, a subtle combination of cap and hood worthy of a meth dealer from Fresno. 
Then the whole team finds itself in the crosshairs of these protectors of the good American tourist in green uni-
form.
Jean Elie was arrested and questioned shamelessly as he left his tent one morning, without even having had a 
cup of coffee. The rangers’ questions kept coming: do you know the Belgian team, how long have you been in 
the park, whose portaledges are in the dawn wall? They want names... Jean stoically doesn’t crack and is content 
to promise them that in 3 or 4 days they won’t hear about us anymore, his Swiss identity card clears him of any 
link with the famous Belgian team. They are released a good hour later without prosecution.

The last point to settle is the impressive quantity of clutter that is piled up in the 10 bear boxes (kind of iron box 
to store food and equipment safe from bulimic bears). These boxes are distributed in the campsite and in the 
course of the months we can say that we are a little scattered, we launch a last minute garage sale and very 
quickly all our meetings of the last months make good deals, rope, slippers, bag, clothing. Alas the passage of a 
pick up of the rangers on the parking lot puts an end to this sympathetic sale.

BASICALLY IT’S BIG TIME TO GET THE HELL OUT OF HERE.

Nick, a good samaritan as always, gives us his precious logistical support and organizes a stealthy extradition 
from the park. So, crammed in the back of his van with 5 of us, we leave the granite walls and the giant sequoia 
forests of Yosemite. This topo living of the park deposits us with all our equipment to the station of Fresno where 
a strange man undoubtedly victim of the syndrome of the tourette coupled with a serious problem of drug shouts 
big FUUUUUCK every fifty minutes by wandering on the quays, that’s it we are back in the «normal» world...
 
Then follows a marathon of public transportation rarely equaled, accompanied by all our gear, at least three bags 
each with which it is almost impossible to move from one means of transport to another, Seb is barely taller and 
probably not much heavier than the haullbag he carries.
First step Fresno - Los Angeles by bus, bus full, not serious we’ll take the next one, ha no it’s three hours late ... 
too bad a train will do the trick but shit it arrives on the wrong side of the city ... quickly a cab, damn too small, 
easy Soline Seb and I are going to make a little night jogging to the bus station of LA accompanied by a nice 
cyclist who makes us the conversation «You understood something with this accent???

The bus station is very gloomy and the bus is late as usual, the next step is Tijuana.
Buses of the hours and hours of bus, we go along the horrible wall of infinite fence of the Mexican-American 
border, the breaks are rare and to eat and drink becomes technical, if you sleep during the break you die...
Seb and Soline, faithful to the big wall techniques, make dry food with the jet-boilt in the back of the bus, fortuna-
tely for us there is a bathroom.
During a small break Soline is laughed at by a Mexican woman to whom she asks for vegetarian tacos.
The time to make a small turn in a market 100% artisanal and authentic of Mexico city; or the «very good price 
my friend» are chanted at the top of our voices; and here we are again for the last straight line, next stop Meri-
da! But it was too good! In spite of a hard negotiation, Kroux is not accepted on the bus and this in spite of the 
flagrant proofs that his deranged master needs his «service dog». 

He, Seb and Soline will force with another company and will take a bus later which will arrive before us, one 
should not always seek to understand.
What a pleasure to find our captains Maud, Loic and Seb’s car for the last kilometers, this good old Nissan Sentra 
supposed to be infallible in spite of more and more worrying noises let us down at the supermarket hardly ten ki-
lometers from the boat, cabs will do well, the mechanical staff of the team having had their share of breakdowns 
with our proud RV abandoned in California due to an obvious lack of reliability.
After a few days of preparations, already well underway for a few weeks by our brave captains, we are ready to 
leave, the boat is overflowing with food, the last administrative papers are only a bad memory and our nemesis, 
the filling of the gas bottles is settled in Mexico after having made us run to the four corners of the city.
Now we have to cross the Atlantic again...

A ROCK’N ROLL RETURN
OUR TIME IN YOSEMITE IS ABOUT TO COME TO AN END...
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NORTH  ATLANTIC OCEAN 

MAUD:
 Loïc and I left Yosemite, the others will stay there for 3 more weeks 
playing hide and seek with the park rangers. Our car is full and we’re off for 
the longest road trip of our lives, a pilgrimage to Samsara to prepare it for 
the upcoming festivities... a return trip that will turn out to be much more spi-
cy than our first Atlantic crossing, in every sense of the word. The road trip 
unfortunately  goes by too fast, the beautiful sceneries shoot past and the 
desire to visit each corner of them is strong. Mexico and Mexicans, we will 
have to meet again! The preparations are taking place in infernal tempera-
tures. Here is a small excerpt from notes taken during an afternoon like any 
other during Samsara’s remission works. 

EPILOGUE, OUR BOAT FLOATS
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 «I babble in Spanish, in a drunken Spanish, also sick of 
not being able to express myself properly. My skin cooks, 
we cook alive under this sun that shouts and shouts and 
shouts and shouts again. The sun doesn’t shine any more, 
it shouts. Angry sun. The wind rises towards 4 pm to for-
give the sun but it is too late, the sun shouted.  And the 
problems pile up, one after the other, like a hellish domino. 
One step forward and two steps back. Mistakes on our 
part, that we pay dearly for with our time. Precious effec-
tive time of the day, shortened and limited, because of this 
heat. Fortunately we left Yosemite in time.
Charger - autopilot - mizzen - auban - engine - mainsail - 
fridge - diesel pump - fresh water pump - accident then a 
second accident - over and over again
There are 7 days left before the other monkeys arrive in 
Merida and then on this boat which is finally in the water 
(hallelujah, good thing done). It is still necessary to be sure 
that we manage to leave if the insurance answers in time... 
and that they do not ask us the TIP. A swamp in which we 
swim, we hardly  manage to keep our head above water. 
Fortunately, being two makes us stronger and our distress 
brings new friendships out that will help us overcome eve-
rything with a smile.» 

«Hot. Drunken with sun. An intoxication that harms, indisposes, in-
capacitates, that makes you stupid. »    
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Despite these somewhat stressful preparations, we set sail from Mexico and crossed the 
Gulf of Mexico. We boarded on the Gulf Stream Express and snuck between Florida and 
the Bahamas. We just skimmed Bermuda ... heading East towards the Azores!

Every morning in front of us, raspberry sauce flows in the ocean and Christmas lights de-
corate the clouds. We are at the mercy of the wind: no wind, we sink into impatience and 
when the wind rises, our morale rebounds. Except that here... the wind seriously rises. 35 
- 40 - 45 knots of wind, our nag roars its sails and rears up in front of this rising swell. We 
met the first hurricane of the season. But fortunately for Samsara, the so-called Alex was 
already at the end of his life. Then the wind drops and turns... upwind...  which makes the 
most incredible racket! The waves seem to be cut out of granite and smash our boat while 
we are drowned with rain. It seems that the sun actually does not always appear after a 
storm. A very wet and loud week which passes in slow motion. What a contrast with our 
first transatlantic journey. 

DAY 31. The grass is so green
After a few days with our spinnaker... Colourful lands, old sailors, cheap gin, lots of funny 
seamen... it’s the Azores! What a pleasure to go through these volcanic lands, to explore 
its seafloor, walk on its cobblestones and to meet old seamen and seawomen who have 
loads of good stories to tell. An attempt to climb on a small basalt spot does not satisfy the 
climbers of the team, difficult to compete with Yosemite... Our arrival port «Horta» is a real 
roundabout of Atlantic navigation and the view on the island in front of us, Pico, is fantastic. 
With the highest peak of Portugal, our new view frankly contrasts with the month of flat 
sceneries that we have just experienced! 

DAY 38 When there’s no more, there’s still more, 
We still have 900 miles to sail towards Galicia, it seems like such a short stretch after the 
distance we just have covered. We thought of making one mouthful of it but a good week 
of navigation actually awaits us. An extra point of happiness for each of us because the 
Azoreans make a hell of a lot of good cheese and we stacked up our small fridge with them. 

Day I don’t know anymore. The swell madness..
I know that we shouldn’t try to counteract or resist this incessant coming and going of the 
boat and rather let myself be rocked by the movement but I failed this morning. The swell 
makes me crazy. 

DAY 45
A WHALEEEEEE.

DAY 46
During these preparations and the crossing our heart will have swayed between wonder 
and despair but here we are ... on land! Oh YEAH.

DAY 15. ALEX JOINS THE PARTY

 IN PURSUIT OF THE RISING SUN, I FOLLOW YOU, YOU FLEE FROM ME. 
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THANKS !  

Our adventure is comming to an end and it is with a heavy heart that the team 
separates (to better meet on the roads of europe) !

We would like to thanks one last time, from the bottom of the heart our sponsors 
who helped us to realise this dream. But also all the crownfunding contributors 

and all the faithful newsletter readers.
We hope, we were able to make you travel a little, dream a lot and make vibrate 

throughout our journey 
The story keep on going and the adventure will be soon told in a new format! 

Still a bit of patience before the arrival of the long-awaited cap sur el cap movie, 
directed by the talented Solidream ! 


