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Prologue - Flashback To Foreshadow
!
Crowe Flies South (Again)

‘#&^@#(#!@^#&$!’… ‘$*@&(#!@^%’… ‘^%#(!@^$!^##’…

• Me: Wait a second didn’t you start a travel journal about a year ago with 
the same quotation? 

• Myself: Ha! You did! You’re getting stale Sean. I can’t believe you 
actually plagiarized yourself. 

• Me: And you probably went to Latin America again like in some of your 
other write ups. I am sure you got another free first class flight 
upgrade too... Yawnnn 

• Myself: No wonder it takes so long to write and email these shameless 
cries for attention and envy.

• I: Come on it’s not a blog or a Charlie Sheen Twitter rant. And last time I 
cursed ‘%#$@(& $&%@#*’...‘*&#%$@&’...’%@*&!@#@$^&*’. Totally different! 
This time it even has some Spanish infused into the profanity. Plus the 
cause of this cuss is completely contrary as well. For instance last year 
I slipped on some ice and fell and damaged the inside of my right ankle. 
This time I slipped on some ice and fell and hurt the outside of my right 
ankle.

• Myself: I agree, both are totally different.

• Me: How exactly did it happen?

• I: Good question, I think between the 3/’We’ of us we know, but for those 
who wish to find out; they may have to read on…

Act 1- Confluence 

Delusions of Grandeur 
If you asked me weeks, even days prior to deciding to go, where would I go; 
returning to Argentina & Chile would not have come up. But if there was 
an opportunity to take 3 weeks, venture to the end of the earth only to 
stand on the very top of it. Successful or not, conditioned or ill-
prepared... It’s an opportunity one cannot pass up.
!
Paris Of The Pampas 
There are only a handful of cities that defy geographical placement and 
arguably do not belong where they physically are. Montreal is such 
plausibility and so is Buenos Aires with its grand avenues and 
architecture, euro infused inhabitants and cuisine it only exists only 
because it does and really does not belong in our broader America. 
Having been fortunate to visit the city a handful of times it has now 
become less wonderful and more routine. As such I only spent half a day 
in transit, but in the half day turned more into an academic exercise than 
moments of impending athletic preparation. !



(Sub) Prime Time
Revisiting Argentina in the wake of the world’s recent financial crisis 
provides interesting perspective on what may be in our years to come. 
Essentially a domestic economic landscape of high relative prices, low 
wages, stagnant future; who’s best and brightest of what should be the 
procreating generation have probably vacated. !For a middle class society 
the average monthly wage is reflective of what some of us earn in a day – 
as they contend with a similar Big Mac Index. 
!
The reason why our Post-Boom ‘Crater’ countries should pay attention is 
Argentina went through a very similar financial crisis nearly 10 years 
before. Perhaps like any great (or Greek) tragedy all the signs where 
clearly visible, but history is forgotten as much as hubris is blinding. !
After pegging their dollar 1:1 with the $US (their sub-prime) and enacting 
a series of economic reforms that would make Adam Smith’s theories seem 
almost communist - Argentina bet their livelihoods in similar casinos to 
those located in our respective business districts suffixed in the name of 
‘Street or City’. In the end a few made boatloads of money, but most here 
lost much more than the 30% loss many of us averaged – we at least had a 
better chance to make it (and already have most likely made more) back. 
!
If there is one thing Argentina is good at, it is keeping up appearances and 
when one looks at Buenos Aires, it clearly has. However, like any world 
city or global hotspot the engine is less of industry and more of resort 
municipality. !But I should not be so dismal as technically I am on 
holiday…

Divine Frontier
I honestly believe people route their notion of heaven with where their 
childhood years are spent – it does not have to be perfect, warm, or grand 
but when one step’s into his Elysian Field the landscape will take the 
shape of his formative years. !For me, growing up in Western Canada with 
the prairie, foothills, mountains all shaded in browns, green, blue and 
whites under a endless sun is reflective of the Patagonian frontier (it 
even has it’s own Independence Movement too), except Patagonia is 
literally the dreamscape of my Valhalla as its beauty is feral as a child 
reproducing his surroundings with a boundless imagination and a box of 
crayons.



Blueberries, Dinosaurs, & The Current Ice Age 
From Buenos Aires I flew into the provincial capital of Santa Cruz, 
Calafate , named after a local blueberry that fable states once consumed 
will ensure your return to the region. Calafate is a small municipality 
that has grown from historic pioneer and ranching settlements to a 
tourism centre for excursions to the famed Perito Moreno Glacier and 
the southern Andean outpost of El Chalten. In between tourism, the area 
seems to serve as the commercial area for petroleum development and 
dinosaur fossils. The coolest of them all is the prehistoric Mylodon – 
which appears to be half-bear, half-dino and all sloth, hence what it 
evolved into. 

Misty Mountain Hop
The real adventure kick started in the Andean outpost of El Chalten 
(‘smokey Mountain’ in Native Teluche), a dusty city situated in a glacial 
carved valley and dwarfed by the granite peaks of Parque Nacional Los 
Glaciares. Rising out of an arid steppe, the park ascends from 500m to 
over 3000m through a mix of varied water, glacial, forested terrain. !It 
was here that I met up with Klemen (guide, mountaineer, and all round 
good guy), and we began the little adventure that only experienced dirt-
bag diehard climbers and arrogant cocksure yuppie mountaineer 
wannabees seem to tread. I will leave it up to you to decide what category 
encompasses myself. 

No Horse, No Donkey, No Mule; Just a Jack Ass

• ‘What do you mean we have to carry all this stuff?’

• ‘Where are the horses? You told me we were suppose to ride in? Butch 
Cassidy, Sundance Kid, and probably every other tourist all got some 
sort of equestrian transport when they visited Patagonia. 

• How can I be Gaucho Gringuito if I do not have at least a mule? 



There was a time not long ago when Patagonia allowed everyone to be a 
Gaucho for at least an hour, but then certain areas became a National 
Park and decided to preserve the habitat. The green thumb in me says 
great, but the inherent laziness (Although I prefer the word efficiency) 
in me had my mind set on anything but I being my own beast of burden. 
Anyway trekking in and out almost 15km to Campartemento Fraile with a 
good chunk of my outdoor possessions was a great burst of exercise even 
if the lack of anything equus was completely horseshit. !!
!
God Bless The Chileans
From Campartamento Fraile we made several attempts up (and down) the 
Guillaumet route towards the great granite spires. The vertical rise is an 
immense hike up (at angles of 45 degrees) the side of a glacier cut valley 
whose landscape changes from pastoral highlands to eroding rotten lava 
scree where ever step up seems to take you a few more down. Just at the 
point where your frustration and heavy pack cuts into your hip – we built 
a camp complete with a glacial stream, banshee winds, and the occasional 
morning of fresh snow. Our neighbors’ consisted of cool climbers, 
trekkers, and some Chileans whose early rise and eagerness helped break 
glacial trail many mornings. When we were done with them; we ate them... 
it‘s the Andes after all. !!!!

Climbing Grades and Rock Stars 
5.7, 5.9, 5.13, are these really indications of subjective difficulty or are 
they logarithmic values based upon disposable income that rather than 
determine the difficulty of the pitch, project the purchasing capabilities 
of the climber? One can debate, but also opt for the later as akin to all 
mountain sports – the time, practice, equipment, and travel all have a 
dollar value attached that is defiantly more expensive than sitting at 
home - even if you have a stellar cable TV package.
!
Many years ago there was a moment to stop damaging rockfaces with pitons 
and other litter and anchoring equipment was reinvented to ensure only 
natural erosion could wear it away. This is now known as ‘clean climbing’; 
ironically the word clean does not apply to what some dirt-bag diehards 



put into their bodies. !There are hilarious first-hand tales of 
professional climbers who seem to fuel themselves with Red Bull and 
prescribed stimulants on the way up, and whiskey and codeine on the way 
down. Literally these guys are ‘rock stars’. !

Evolutionary Logo
Rodeo Drive and other streets may be a collection of labels and frankly 
so does El Chalten. Where the former may have Gucci, Prada, Armani, or 
Ford (the clothes not the car), outposts tend to have almost equally 
expensive Mammut, Arcteryx, Scarpa, Sportiva, and of course, Patagonia. 
There are Ford’s too – but here they are only cars. When you look at the 
logos of all these outdoor labels; mammoths, fossils, saber-tooths, 
diamonds, mountains, and such; one cannot wonder why so many extinct or 
ancient remnants dominate clothing made for those who test the 
elements or demonstrate the survival of the fittest. !!!
!
Holy Trinity
Moving beyond a label, when you experience 4 seasons in a day (altimeter/ 
barometers are useless here), it is very important to say your prayers 
every evening to the divine textiles only science and seamstresses can 
create: !

• In the name of the Vibram; 

• his son the Gore-Tex; 

• and some form of Holy baselayer/ long underwear (Polypropylene, 
Capilene, or Performance Wool - your business, your faith).

• Amen. 

Avoiding Irony
As Patagonia, in particular the Argentinean side is such a fierce and 
forbidding landscape no too much chooses to live here despite mass 
quantities or fresh water, sunshine, and volcanic enriched soil. Even the 
dangerous and poisonous creatures have found the place forbidding. The 
one exception is the Puma. Thankfully I did not encounter any and took all 
the precautions as I do in my Vancouver back-yard as the poetic justice 
would be too strong if I met my end at the claws of what is effectively a 
‘cougar’.
!
Muscle Memory
If you ever watch a baby learn to move from kicking, rolling over, 
crawling, climbing up, walking... you can see these are instinctive 



movements routed beyond our brain and in our very chromosomes. As one 
literally uses and evolves back and forth with the above movements to 
ascend a mountain, ones memory may flashback to the very first infant 
accomplishment of each... it also flashes back to another instinctive 
movement...HOLDING ON!

Act 2: Glacial Toll 

Delusions of Grandeur
Life is about the final 1% and by achieving this determines the flop on 
success/failure, glory/guilt, professional/ amateur, or summit/ slump. In 
my case it was a slump. I am a competent mountaineer, but not a strong 
climber and after 6 days of excruciating physical activity, extreme 
weather, poor food, and reduced alcohol intake (its hard to carry 
adequate supplies due to having to minimize weight) it was our chance to 
summit Guillumet. If we were successful here, Poincenot, and perhaps the 
mythic Cerro Fitz Roy (poignantly named after the captain of Charles 
Darwin’s boat) would be challenged. After making it literally 99% up we 
came to a pitch whose iced conditions increased the grade to something 
beyond my competency. After 6 attempts, each one involving a fall and 
vertical view of what 500+m looks like directly below – I had to concede. !I 
felt I failed myself and my only solace is that we went further than 
anyone else on the mountain that day: but it still was not the top. 
!
‘#&^@#(#!@^#&$!’… ‘$*@&(#!@^%’… ‘^%#(!@^$!^##’…
After the failure of Guillumet, we made plans to attempt it again, 
however these proved to be tentative. !In the spirit of trilogy or 
misfortune presenting itself in 3’s the next instance of doom came with an 
awful fever the next morning. And the final, a glacial misstep on route to 
the base camp of the famed Cerro Torre peak. To prevent myself from 
disappearing into an icy abyss I redirected trajectory by jamming my 
crampon-soled right foot as I slide several meters down the frozen 
embankment. My ankle ended up rolling and I was left with a severe 
sprain. !To add irony and insult to injury; not only did I have to walk out 
20 Km, this incident occurred (+/- day) one year to the date I removed the 
cast from my previously broken right ankle! !I continued my journey with a 
large swollen foot – fitting as Magellan named the region ‘Patagonia’ 
after naming the Indigenous people ‘Patagons’ for their large stature and 
giant feet. 



Selective Sun-burning
No matter how one screens or blocks the ozone-less sun of the Southern 
Hemisphere finds a way to nibble, bite and burn in the most obscure of 
places; under ones nose, the bottom of an ear lope, the top of the hands, 
or my particular favorite on the back of one’s right calf. It was a rare 
short adorned day as I stepped out walking north in the morning where 
the sun is in the east, and returned walking south in the afternoon 
where the sunset in the obvious west. S P F%#K.
!
El Comida De Los Condores
Sick, Sore, Sun Burned, Sprained, and Starving: It was at this point in the 
trip the plot introduced a potential romantic element. At a picnic table in 
a dusty campground I met a gorgeous Argentine mountain guide who 
echoed angelic music with her own hand-made mandolin. I also had an echo 
of anything but angelic Espangringo and my trademark dark, dry (and 
arguably insensitive) humor. !While in conversation about the recent 
deaths and hanging bodies on some nearby peaks complete with circling 
condors (which are nothing more than a large vulture) I happened to 
poetically brand their dire circumstance the Castilian translation of 
‘Condor Food’. !!
!
Dos Penguins Por Favor 
As apology I invited her to join our group for dinner with the ulterior 
motive to stack the deck in my favor with house wine. At a prilla 
restaurant called Como Vaca; mixed meat was served by the platter, and 
the vino de la casa by the Penguin (one litre pitchers shaped like 
penguins). We ended up eating and drinking to our hearts potential 
hindrance. I did get a kiss goodnight – but so does everyone who becomes 
at least an acquaintance in the Latin world. !

Universal Truths
As I had to forsake climbing, my final trek in El Chalten provided some 
interesting trail partners. The first 2 were some mid-twenty modern 
Irishmen who decided to take a round the world trip because they both 
recently lost their jobs at a bank due to the current state of the 
country’s balance sheet. !These woes and exported Irishmen are not new 
to Ireland, however what is new is this time around these fellows are 
just waiting out the recession and have every intention on returning. The 
other memorable character was a Swiss fellow who was visiting with his 
family and decided to sneak off to El Chalten from his wife, children and 
in-laws for some exercise and photography. !!When I asked him ‘you’re 
married to an Argentinean?’ He provided the same statement that I and 
every man I have ever known who has dated, married, or been involved with 
an Argentinean woman has remarked; ‘All women are difficult, but 



Argentinean Woman are Especially Difficult.’ 
!
More Universal Truths
Upon my exit of the region, I crossed paths with Vancouver acquaintances’ 
and Klem’s other recruits Kristin and Kathleen. I knew they would have a 
more successful trip (and they did – congrats on summiting Fitz Roy) not 
because of more climbing experience; but because of both science and 
mythology. On average women may make better climbers; their strength to 
weight body ratio and pain threshold is higher than that of men (So much 
for being the lesser sex). And their preparation and determination for 
such excursions tend to be more poignant, which allows women to stay the 
course. I suppose most men (including I) suffer from what I term the Shiva 
Syndrome; where like Shiva we create and destroy, or more proudly: men 
are designed to do little more than fuck and fuck things up. 
!
So Much For Global Warming 
When I returned to Calafate to located transport to Chile, I also hired a 
car to visit the famed Perito Moreno Glacier, an ice field the size of a 
metropolis and like other South American glaciers continues to sprawl 
despite Climate Change’s best efforts. The growth does have its 
destruction and every few minutes in the afternoon you can watch as the 
skyscrapers of ice crumble into the frigid freshwater abyss. It is a 
tourist trap, but worth it in all respects especially in the refreshments 
that can be procured; Single Malt on the rocks! I love to drink aged and 
organic. !

World Wide Wake (www…)
On my final evening in Argentina I learned that my Grandfather passed 
away due to the number one killer of the elderly: old age. !How I found 
out was by opening everyone’s favorite voluntary 1984 tool (and one clear 
horseman of the upcoming Apocalypse): Facebook. There was a number of 
condolence messages for a ‘he’, none of which specified who exactly had 
died. !A calm moment of panic overcame me and I questioned was it my Dad, 
maybe my Brother. I tried calling both of their phones to no answer! 
Finally after a couple more expensive long distance phone calls, all was 
sadly confirmed. I found amusing solace that I was notified of my 
Grandfather’s passing due to the Internet, a medium he found infinitely 
interesting but refused to use as he would often state he had no need 
for it, because he already knew everything. !
!



Act 3: Degrees of Latitude

Great Divide!
The next day i boarded a bus to the coastal Puerto Natales, Chile. The trip 
was a 5 hour ride through the arid Argentinean Patagonia to the humid, 
Coastal Chilean Patagonia. The change is not only just in landscape, but 
culture and candor. Where Argentina is ferrel and unorthodox, Chile is 
organized and punctual. Similar to a respective comparison of Italy and 
Germany - which is surprising as I thought all the Nazi’s escapinly 
emigrated to Argentina.    

2 Nights, 3 Days at the W
Torres Del Paine is one of the world’s most well know National Parks. 
Situated almost due west of El Chalten, it is another wonder of Climate & 
geography. Although almost inaccessible by car, several trails blaze the 
changing landscape of guanaco (wild llama) covered foothills, prairie, 
forest, mountain, glacier and lake. At this point, I had burned through a 
good chunk of my holidays, thus my time was compressed from backpacking 
along the 10 day ‘O’ trail, to the 5 day ‘W’ trail. As I had a sprained 
swollen ankle, I decided to pack light, purchase food, hostel it, and 
complete the trek in 3 days. To further add to the complexity, I was also 
without proper hiking boots as those had worn completely out around the 
time of my fall in El Chalten. 

Trekking the W was akin to staying at some global luxury hotel. You did 
not have the amenities, but you had the cast of characters. Through my 
trek I crossed over and re-crossed paths with:

• Some female Australian students who were in pursuit of a higher 
education by making their way north to Bolivia for good, cheap, pure 
cocaine. 

• A former canada custom’s officer who told me that customs is easing up 
on embarrassing themselves trying to collect duties on purses, watches, 
and liquor and are now focusing on real issues such as weapons, false 
refugees, and human smuggling.

• Several groups of Israeli travelers - Most of whom were cool, but some 
may receive a 2011 Darwin Award for Camping in a No Camping Zone and 
having a Fire in a No Fire Zone as they not only burned a forest to the 
ground... but themselves too. They do have competition from another 
group of Israeli’s who around the same date in central Chile decided not 
to take the guided volcano tour and fell in.



• Several great people of every age and nationality 

• And my personal favorite: Chilean Divorcee’s on their regional ‘Eat, 
Prey, Love’ sabbatical. Next time I may have to spend a few more days in 
Paine ;)  !

At World’s End
My exploration ended in Punta Arenas, the most southern city in Chile. 
It’s a modern pirate town (port city, free-trade zone) on the shores of the 
formidable Straights of Magellan. Staring across the channel towards 
Tierra Del Fuego (Souther America’s southern most point) I made sure I 
ate a Calafate Berry and kissed the feet of a certain statue to doubly 
ensure a return to Patagonia.  

Epilogue - From Llamas To Lamas

The Nut Farm
My remaining days in South America were spent at my good friend’s 
weekend home/ almond farm outside Santiago. I was graciously hosted and 
relished in the few simple pleasures one should not have to travel for - 
but travel can make it all the much more rewarding: 

• I was invited to a dinner that featured a Tibetan Lama on assignment to 
South America. The meal was vegetarian, but there was substancial meat 
in the philosophies and perspectives he shared.

• We visited the vintner next door and sampled a wine variety called 
‘Cardon’. Cardon is a thought to be extinct grape, however unlike other 
wines from Lazarus vines; I can only describe Cardon as akin to having a 
mature, yet virgin palate and drinking good wine for the very first time. 

• And I played with their wonderful kids who confirmed children literally 
are the orgasms of life; and other people’s children are the most 
effective form of birth control.  

Rhyme and Reason
Travel is one of those passages of life I have been very fortunate to do 
and hope to continue to do so. travel is actually best when everything 
goes wrong and in these circumstances the mental, physical, emotional 
are not only challenged - they are actively explored. Although I have no 
real meditations to preach or share (outside when it comes to mountain 
endeavors - I may have too much self confidence) from this adventure; i do 
encourage everyone to find their own frontier and then perhaps push it.
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