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PRESIDENT'S RSPOitT 

Paul Sims 

V.O.C. is a group of young people interested in outdoor activities, 
especially climbing, hiking and skiing. The club functions to facilitate 
the pursuit of these outdoor activities and to join together people of 
these interests. The members make the club and create its unique atmos
phere and spirit. The spirit of V.O.C. members and the activities of 
the club today attract the members of the future. 

The V.O.C. Homecoming, a new event this fall, was extremely rewarding. 
If lacking in numbers, it certainly did not lack enthusiasm. Old members 
and new were impressed and overwhelmed with the "same old club". V.O.C.'s 
warm fellowship, in Brock Hall or Sphinx Camp, 1947 or 1967 has changed 
little. 

In the past few years V.O.C. has been in a state of transition. The 
Whistler cabin, with the new dormitories erected this fall, looks and 
feels like a home for V.O.C. There are many finishing touches left to 
be done, but we are now able to relax, sit back at the fire, or watch 
the snow from those long windows. 

The whole club, under the direction of a few dedicated people, has 
done a magnificent job at Whistler. Everyone concerned deserves a great 
deal of credit for a structure of which we are all proud. 

When the last shake is nailed to the wall, and the last stone mortared 
into the fireplace, the construction at Whistler will be of a different 
nature. The shaking will continue but from dances, pots and pans, sing
songs, laughter and conversation. The building will buldge with eager 
and exhausted outdoor groups instead of construction crews. What will 
be mortared—the members, the outdoors and the club. 

That is V.O.C. 
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EDITOR'3 MESSAGE 

DAitor's messages are always the same, so I have decided this year 
to break the trend. The deletion of the message this year was to 
relieve you of the effort and boredom of having to read it. 

I would like to thank all those people who submitted articles. 
These cuticles v . - )v of high quality and exceptional detail. I am 
sorry that due to the lack of space and time I was unable to include 
all these articles. 

I would also like to thank all those people who helped me with 
this journal. Many of these people were not on my committee and will 
remain anonymous because of their numbers and my poor memory. 

Ijsonard F. Winter 
'jditor, 1967 . 
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V.O.C. SOCIAL ACTIVITIES 1967 1 

Kathy .iickerton 
Whistler Gathering — On the weekend after the beginning of classes 

in January, VOC'ers gathered at the Whistler cabin for a swinging reunion 
after Christmas ski trips. Each trip claimed to be the best, and after a 
typically wild party, a new way to decide this eternal question was 
presented the next morning. This was the day of the Dam Downhill, and 
as well as classes A, B, and C, Christmas trip teams competed. Kimberley 
and Rossland seemed to be leading, with Whistler next, then Tod, and 
lastly a mini-team from Mexico (so what if their skiing techniques 
reminded you of a barrel staves careening down sand dunes.) Resolved — 
to hold the race next year when the Gondola will be running — competition 
with one thousand frustrated skiers was fierce. 

Valentine's Day Party — On Valentine's Day, VOC'ers headed over to 
Terry Robertson's house for a rousing party to the tunes of old record 
hits. One of the oldest — the Salty Dog, of course. 

Open House — Chorus Lines — Open House chorus lines, held in 
February, had a French flavour this year 1 After the Boy's chorus line 
presented their amusing long-hike skit, in bounded the girl's line with 
a rollicking Can-Can. (It must be noted, as the French bartender 
remarked, there were a few "loose" women hanging around the dance hall.) 
The impartial judges felt this performance rated the cup, and the girl's 
chorus line won (again?). The next morning, as the few guests (mainly 
parents) managed to struggle their way to the Whistler cabin for the 
Open House displays, they were witnesses to the V.O.C. annual Steeple 
chase. Despite a few complaints by participants that it was impossible 
to put on a girdle while your skis were still on, or that it was impossible 
to blow up a balloon and sew it to your pants with ski gloves on, or that 
Jim "Dice" Stevens had used loaded dice while organizing the Snakes and 
Ladders games, everyone enjoyed themselves. 

Chief Day — Thirty to forty VOC'ers gathered at the Chatterbox 
Cafe in Britannia on Easter Weekend for a massive attack on the Squamish 
Chief. Who said it was impossible to lead a dozen people up North 
Gully, South South Gully, and Boomstick Crack? (The leaders, of course l ) 
Oh well, we tried I The evening ended with a rousing sing-song in 
Kakademon Kloset. 

Reunion Banquet — The V.O.C. annual reunion Banquet was held in 
March and the dinner and dancing was enjoyed by all. Mr. Robin Brooks 
was a most enjoyable guest speaker on "From the Arctic to the Andes via 
the Ben and Others". Roland Burton was awarded the silver pin for his 
outstanding service to the club. After the banquet everyone trekked 
over to Peter Peeler's house to continue the festivities. 

Curling Parties — V.C.C. has discovered something different — 
curling parties. On April 1st, forty-eight VOC'ers, both experts (i.e. 
those who had curled at least once before) and amateurs (i.e. no curling 
experience), gathered at Nela Leja's house from there they headed to 
the Thunderbird Arena for a great evening. In fact, this idea proved 
so popular that another curling bash was held in November. 



Reunion Party — V.O.C. started swinging again with a Reunion 
Party in September held at Kathy Sickerton's house. Amid a wild 
tumult of "\»hat did you do in the summer?", "Lucky dog, going to 
Europe this summer I" , "How was iixpo?", and "Let's put on the Salty 
Dog I " , a new V.O.C. term started. 

Splash and Dance was again a success for V.O.C. Although some 
people complained the dance had gone teeny-bopper, VOC'ers enjoyed 
the Splash part (or, "How to Drown in Three Easy Lessons) and the 
after-party at Dave Lloyd's house. 

Club's Day again attracted many new members to the club which now 
boasts a record three hundred and ninety-nine membership. Although 
V.C.C. didn't win a prize, the display was a hit with Armoury climbs, 
rafter rappels, and a slide show (all to the tune of the Salty Dog 
Bag I) 

Long Hike didn't quite maintain the sunny record established the 
last three years — it poured I It cleared for the day of the hike, 
however, and VOC'ers herded lagging newcomers up past a swinging tea 
party group to the top (almost). 

Homecoming Reunion — V.O.C. entered homecoming festivities this 
year by holding a reunion for all past and present V.O.C. members. 
The displays, especially the slides, were enjoyed by all. The hit of 
the evening, however, was an impromptu performance by "Dick" Lazenby 
and Bob "Nick" Nicholson, forty per cent of the Squamisli 3and of the 
early 1950's. They brought down the house at a great evening. 

Short Long Hike led a hundred VOC'ers and potential members sligging 
through rain and snow to the Black Tusk Meadows (at least no one com
plained it was a tough hike — just a long wet slog.) There was only 
one hitch — how can you dance on a newly verathaned floor at the 
Whistler cabin? (Oh well, they did it anyway l ) 

Hallowe'en Party — All the gods and goddesses were there, as well 
as assorted legendary heroes. Traditional apple dunking and a marsh-
mallow race added to the fun. The costumed winner — Marg "Robin the 
Hood" Latimer who promptly threw judge Claus Jensen over her shoulder 
to the floor while brandishing her meat cleaver prize. 

Kakademon Kloset — From climbing on the Chief, work hikes at 
Whistler, and studying in Vancouver, VOC'ers streamed into the Kakademon 
Kloset in November for a boisterous sing-song. A new V.C.C. first — 
lugging a crate of song books through the narrow foot wide passageway 
into the Kloset. 

Christmas Party — 1967 ended with a traditional carol sing-song 
at Ruth Lorimer's as about fifty VOC'ers carolled their way through 
the falling snow (yes 1—it was white I ) . Their numbers were greatly 
swelled by late-comers for the party, and the year ended on a merry 
(Christmas) note. 
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AWARDS 

DAM DOWNHILL: 

After a good night's sleep following the Reunion Party, sixty-five 
people participated in the annual Dam Downhill (Giant Slalom) at 
whistler. It was suggested to hold the race next year on a day 
when the Gondola is running—towards the end of the event the 
competition with about one thousand frustrated skiers was fierce. 
The winners: 

Men: A. Derek Choukalos 
B. Bob Bourbon 
C. Herman Vandenboom 

Women: A. Valerie Ward 
B. Diddi Young 
C. Nettie Pereboom 

Teams: 1. Rossland 
2. Whistler 
3. Kiiuberly 
4. Mexico 
5. Tod 

Teams; 1. Kimberly 
2. Rossland 
3. Whistler 
4. Tod 

STEEPLECHASE: 

This is an exercise in sanity. They scampered all over the west 
side of Whistler uttering noises which resembled laughter, crying, 
and cheers of encouragement. After all the dust cleared the winners 
were: 

1. Ron Kot 
2. Diddi Young 
3. Jim Byers 

4. Joy Stanley 
5. Rick Scott 
6. Frankie Kellner 

SILViR PIN - This is awarded to a member of V.O.C. who has shown interest 
in and given service to the club beyond what is normally expected from a 
member. This year ROLAND BURTON received the award. 



4 GRAB NEWS 

1966-1967 

NEW ZEALAND 

IAN and STELLA STIRLING are still living in Christchurch, New 
Zealand. IAN is still working in Antartica at Scott Base, and writes 
that "they have a ski hill there which is powered by an old bren gun 
carrier from World War II and the rope goes over barrels in the snow 
instead of through pullies." STELLA has been visiting Vancouver and 
will return to New Zealand in February when IAN returns from Antartica. 

AFRICA 

PARKER and ANN WILLIAMS have been visiting Vancouver after a 
stint with C.U.S.O. in Tanzania. They are returning to Tanzania, 
but this time with External Aid. 

DUNCAN ETCHES is in Addis Ababa, Ethiopia, with C.U.S.O., where 
he is teaching science. He has done some climbing and travelling around 
Ethiopia, as well as attending Embassy parties. 

DAVE KING is also with C.U.S.O., with the African Wildlife Manage
ment in Moshi, Tanzania. They are based on the side of Mt. Kilimanjaro. 
Dave has not yet climbed Mt. Kilimanjaro, only having reached the 
10,500 foot level at this date, but has been on several safaris and 
done some big game hunting. 

DON and NITA POOLE are in Uganda with C.U.S.O. 

EUROPE 

PETER MACEK is somewhere in Europe these days, making the "grand 
tour" as so many other VOC grads have done. 

Also on the European circuit is JIM "PONCHO" SIDDALL, after 
having visited New Zealand and Australia. 

VERA ROSENBLUTH is studying this year in the south of France 
near Grenoble, which should be the meeting place for European VOC'ers 
during the Winter Olympics. 

MARYLOU BEAUCHEMIN is working as a grad student in Geneva, Switzerland. 

WYN and SHIRLEY HOBSON are now living in Marinha das Ondas, Portugal, 
where WYN is a mill manager. 

JANE and BYRON OLSON are travelling through Europe and the Middle 
East, and eventually will meet DAVE and LINDA KENNEDY in India. 



ENGLAND 

BRIAN and SUE SCARFE visited Vancouver in September but are now 
back at Oxford where BRIAN is studying. SUE is nursing. 

CAROLE RUSSELL is studying in England this year. 

SONIA STAIRS is living in London where she heads a five-man 
research group in the London School of Economics, engaged in computer 
studies. 

SOUTH AMERICA 

JEANETTE "PATHFINDER" KUZENKO is now married to Gordon Fish (an 
Australian who climbs and was with the 1962 B.C.M.C. Waddington expe
dition). They are in Santiago, Chile, with C.U.S.O. 

UNITED STATES 
DENNY and MARILYN HEWGILL are in New York this year, while DENNY 

is doing research. 

TERRY and TOVE BROWN made a 100 mile trip down the Allagash River 
in northern Maine with SANDY and ROBIN ROBINSON this summer. TERRY 
and TOVE will be at M.I.T. until CHRISTMAS, when TERRY finishes his 
doctoral thesis, and then the family will be off to Munich for a year 
where TERRY has a post-doctoral fellowship at the Max Plauch Institute. 

CANADA 
JEAN STRACHAN is doing occupational therapy at the Kamloops 

Inland Hospital. 

Also enjoying the interior skiing while living in Kamloops are 
ART HEINER and PAT STEPHENS. 

STAN FREYMAN and his wife JEANINE, living in Kamloops, have a 
baby girl. 

Among the VOC'ers who commute from Calgary to the Rockies for 
skiing are DON LYON, PHILIPPE DELESALLE, CAROL FISKE, MONTY LASSERRE, 
RANDY and MARG HARRISON. 

ALICE PURDEY and PETER "PEELER" THOMPSON were part of a five-man 
expedition attempting a new ridge route up Mt. Logan this summer.* 
ALICE is now nursing in Vancouver. 

JOY STANLEY is teaching at Puntsi Lake, 115 miles west of Williams 
Lake, and has found some time to try hunting. 

Back on Campus this year are NINA LOCKE, KEN HALL, CATHY FINLEY, 
and BILL and MARION BOYD. REG WILD is back, but as a prof 1 



6 You can find J SAN FINLSY, TONY LYTTLE, DAVE HARDY, SHEILA McMEEKIN 
and SUE PAUROTT on the slopes at Whistler many weekends. SHEILA, however, 
is leaving in January for New Zealand where she would like to work. 

JACK STATHERS has been appointed president of the Alumni Association 
at U.B.C. 

GLEN WOODSWORTH and his wife, JOY, have a baby boy, David. GLEN 
has recently published a book, A Climber's Guide to the Squamish Chief, 
backed by V.O.C. 

KARL RICKSR is commuting between Wellington, Vancouver Island, and 
U.B.C. while he is working on his thesis. 

DAVE WINGATE and ROLAND 3URT0N can be found any weekend this fall 
working on the Whistler cabin and dorms. In fact, some people are 
beginning to swear they are part of the Architect's drawings, suspended 
from the roof and side walls. 

V.O.C. had a reunion this October in Brock Hall on campus. Many 
V.O.C. grads were present and the high point of the evening was rerainl-
scing by grads TED 3CIUTCHLEY, AL SMITH, AL HALL, JACK STATHERS, ROY 
HOOLEY, and the 40;J'ers of the Squamish Band, DICK LAZEN3Y and BOB 
NICHOLSON, "NICK and DICK."** 

KIM and GILL DEANE are in Vancouver, and have a baby boy. 

GORDIE SOULES is with Watts Marketing Research Ltd. in Vancouver. 
He has done much of the organizing of his pet project, the B. C. Council 
of Outdoor Clubs. 

JUDY PADGETT is married to HAROLD CARLSON, and they have a young 
daughter. They are going to be living in Cornwall, Ontario for a while. 

ROY HEIMAN is at Dartmouth. 

DON "BROWNIE" POOLE took part in the Yukon Alpine Centennial 
Expedition this summer, one of 52 climbers to tackle 13 unclimbed 
peaks in the Yukon Territory. He planted the Centennial flag on the 
top of Mt. Nova Scotia. 

MONICA N AS MYTH also took part in the Yukon Alpine Centennial 
Expedition, attending one of the two-week camps on the Steele Glacier. 

LATEST HITCHINGS: 
3AR3A'U BOOTH to IAN McLHOD. They were married in Scotland 

and will be living in Chicago. 
MONICA NASMYTH to TICH MO.CilS, her spelunking partner, whose 

climbs in the Rockies were recorded in the 1966 V.O.C. Journal. 
HART PFORTMUELLER to CAROLYN YOUNG. 

DEAN GOARD to ANNE NODi/ELL. 
*• See Page 

** See Page 50 



WHISTLER PROJECT 
Dave Wingate 

The whistler Mountain Cabin Project has, since its inception in 
August, 1965 been the most outstanding project in the history of V.O.C. 
In terms of time, energy, enthusiasm and finances it is without equal. 
The best estimate that has been made of the first three elements is 
that over one thousand different people have at one time or another 
put in a day's work on the cabin. In terms of finances the club has 
invested nearly $25,000. 

The past year's work at the cabin has been directed mainly in 
two directions. The dormitories were by far the most impressive 
result of the fall work hikes but the work done on the interior of 
the cabin although perhaps far less spectacular consumed an almost 
equal amount of labor. 

During the summer there were several work hikes one of which was 
attended by Byron Olson, the architect of the cabin. Much of the 
panelling was done on this very relaxed and enjoyable weekend which 
included a trip en-mass via a large university truck to Alta lake 
for a swim. 

The fall saw the installation of the wiring, the completion of 
the exterior of the main building, the completion of the long awaited 
and often talked about second out-house and the finishing of the floors 
in both the upper and lower lounges. Both floors were sanded a total 
of five times before the plastic finish was applied. The upper lounge 
received seven coats of plastic and the lower lounge received four. All 
of the coats except the top were hand rubbed by a group of very persevering 
girls before the next coat was applied. 

The dormitories, which was the major undertaking at the cabin this 
year were begun on Thanksgiving weekend and were completely enclosed 
and almost fully shaked by the end of November. Although time has 
unfortunately not permitted them to be completed they require only a 
small amount of labor in the coming year to allow them to be used to 
their capacity of almost one hundred people. 

The past building season has seen a great many projects under
taken and completed. These projects were both large and small but 
in all cases the workmanship is of a degree which demonstrates the 
pride in what we are doing. 

THE PROJECT 
by The Crew 

"Would you please tell me how to get to the Varsity Outdoor Club 
Cabin?"... "This is it I Where do we get the hammers?" "Finding your 
own tools is part of the game." "What do you want me to do." "Is it 
true that there is another larger truck with a load of longer and 
heavier lumber coming as soon as we unload this truck? How do you 
get a truck from the university anyway? I didn't think it was allowed." 
"Don't let that guy in the orange hard hat see you sitting... I don't 



want to creosote." "Holy blazes I Look at that blond drive those 
nails, she never misses." "Have you got a tape measure?"... "Ya I I U 
give it back as soon as T measure this." "Where is my tape measure?" 
"Who took my saw?" "When's lunch?" "Great food Wendy." "Peter, do 
you know what is going to be put over this as soon as I finish it?" 
"Roland, how does this go?" "I don't know but if you do it wrong we 
will name it after you." "Will you guys out there on that roof please 
stop hammering. It is after eleven and we want to get to sleep." 
"Good nighto" 

CHRISTMAS TRIPS  

MEXICO 

(or How to Live on Tacos and Entero-viroform Pills) 
Christmas, 1966 Charlein Enefer 

Bandidos: 

Peter Lattey (L) Marg Quarry 
Lynne Hunniford (zzzz) Kathy Sloan 
Bob Woodsworth Bruce Neifer 
Brian McDonagh (Mother) Al Harvey (Ubyssey spy) 
Kathy Shatkin Judy Baker (U.C.L.A.) 
Sunny skies, pounding surf, palm trees, cactus, and nine VOC'ers 

where? in Baja California, Mexico, of course t After hastily 
devouring raulti mandarins (the U.S. border guards at check Point 
Genevieve were sure they were Communists in disguise), at some ridicu
lously early hour of December 26 yes, we stayed home long enough 
to snatch Santa's goodies from under the tree, — we sped through 
Washington, Oregon and California via Beauty and the Beast (Bless 
their little engines) in a record twenty-eight hours. What do you 
mean, you don't think that's much of a record? I 

The contrast between San Diego and Tijuana was a great shock — 
from high rise apartments and freeways to cardboard huts and dirt 
roads lined with conspicuous hubcaps. 

Our first night in the land of tortillas and bandidos was spent 
on the hard sand beach at Rosarito on the west coast of the Baja 
Peninsula, under moonlight with the pounding of the surf in the back
ground—fantastic 1 After being regaled by stories of wicked Mexican 
bandits swooping down from sand dunes, one anonymous female, minus 
handy dandy contact lenses, woke during the night to see a mysterious 
figure (later discovered to be one of the eleven, an industrious Japanese 
fellow turned Ubyssey photographer, who was poking the fire) silhouetted 
agains the moonlit cliff, whereupon she screamed appropriately and 
delivered a Sonny Lis ton chop to the jaw of snoring Mother just 
a gently tap to wake him up, you know — the blood was soon wiped up. 

The next morning, after the debris from the minor sandstorm was 
raked from teeth, hair, and ears (scrunch), our magnificent leader 
made the first ski descent of a cliff overhanging the surf, on barrel 
staves tied with wire. Don't believe it? As the aforementioned 
magnificent leader for the documented proof. 



Points south of Rosarito being inaccessible without four-wheel 
drive, Beauty and the Beast headed north to Mexicali and down to 
San Felipe, leaving behind a trail of orange and grapefruit peel, 
(ten for a peso — 8£ U.S. — until the vendor realised that wasn't 
our entire fortune). San Felipe, home for four days, is a shrimp 
fishing village with one stop light (what it stops, we never quite 
figured out), which also thrives on tourism. The serapes and sombreros 
we bought probably liquidated their debts for the next five years. We 
were the only people in Mexico dressed like Mexicans. 

Did we make any friends in San Felipe? A groovy band entertained 
us in and out of the local bar, their specialty being "fiy Baby Does 
the Hanky Panky", and Carlos, the son of the liquor store owner, 
brought tortillas to our tent in the morning. 

Twice a day, Brian (affectionately known as Mother) passed around 
the anti-dysentery pills which were washed down with the favourite 
beverage, tequila and orange juice. That famous chef and once Japanese 
fellow honoured us with his shrimp fu yung made from shrimps nearly 
eight inches long, and seasoned with ocean tidbits gathered by our 
intrepid leader and his Matterhorn climbing friend, Bob. 

Between this feasting and drinking, were the usual Mexican past 
times of watching burning shrimp boats, and dune jumping. Interspersed, 
of course, was the occasional honda or horseback ride through the 
desert and visits to the graveyard. 

Not content with these festivities, the fearless ten spent a night 
sleeping on a plush white rug in Long Beach, before climbing the 
Matterhorn (Disneyland, that is), and watching Sunset Strippers smoke 
grass — all to the tune of "I Left My Heart in San Felipe" sung 
plaintively while facing due south. 

EDITOR'S NOTE: 

This trip was unofficial due to the water situation in the area. 
Alcoholic beverages, illegal under the V.O.C. Constitution, were 
substituted for water, because of their convenience and resistance 
to contamination. The unsanctioning of this trip was for technical 
and safety reasons only. 



10 CHRISTMAS ON ASSINIBOINK (1966) 

Dick Gilbert 

When it comes to winter climbing, the Rockies hold all the cards. 
It's cold, mind you, but the weather is often clear and a good coating 
of ice helps hold the rotten peaks together. 

Alice Purdey, Bob Cuthbert, and myself struck out from Sunshine 
ipdge one fine blizzard with ridiculously heavy packs, in an attempt 
at the first winter ascent of Mt. Assiniboine. Hans Baer joined our 
party before Citadel Pass and three abysmal days of ploughing trail 
brought us all to the Ranger's Cabin at Magog Lake. Sunshine may be 
the shortest winter approach (22 mi.) but it isn't the best. Avalanche 
danger theorized for Citadel Pass did not materialize, but miles of 
snow clad moraines made for frustrating skiing. 

At the cabin we dried our belongings and from there a snow cave 
was established at about 9,000 ft., just below the rock on Assiniboine's 
northwest face. It was the north buttress route we were to attempt. 

Christmas live found us in the snow-hole, hanging sausage labels 
on a branch of pine tree, and singing carols about a candle. The 
climb fell on Christmas day, in amazingly fine weather. The first 
thousand feet or so was mainly scrambly stuff, and it wasn't until 
above the first major cliff band that we ran into real trouble from 
raelt-ice. Climbing became dependent on ice daggers and crampon toe 
points. Our line of attack ran to the right of the sunmer buttress 
route, although the ridge was used in descent. The "second cliff 
band" took quite a bit of forcing, and shortly above this we voted 
to turn back, although only a few hundred feet shy of the swiait. 
There aren't many hours of daylight available that time of year, 
and nobody seemed to want the peak badly enough to bivouac for it. 
Perhaps a major face-centered ice couloir to the right might have 
gone faster. Both dawn and sunset were breathtaking over the wintery 
Rockies, but a suggestion of another try next day met with little 
favour, perhaps because the snowcave was not reached until several 
hours after dark. Next morning we pulled back to the cabin. 

As a route out, we chose the Spray Lakes, reaching the south end 
in one longish day's pack. Next morning we quickly skated the first 
12 miles over hard snow and clear ice by tying Zaski-sacks between 
skiers as sails. In the afternoon, sleds were made from skis and the 
packs towed easily to the north end of the Spray Lake. Here we found 
the road to Canmore ploughed and we were lucky enough to catch a ride 
out that evening, ending a very beautiful and enjoyable, if not quite 
successful trip, (time: 9 days, distance skied with packs about 
50 mi.) 



Skiing near Assiniboine Photo by Dick Culbert 



WHISTLER LUXURY '66 

January, 1967 Linda Kemp 

The trip before Christmas was great (depending on whether you're 
a boy or a girl) with 12 guys and 3 girls 1 It was a bit windy on the 
slopes some days but apparently that just allows you to go faster. 
Poor old Wendy "Mother" Watson arrived and found that the V.O.C. 
Mice (no, not education-type members) had thrown a little party of 
their own with our food. 

More food was brought in by Moonlight??? Wishing to capture the 
magic of the ski slopes by night, these true VOC'ers carted the food 
up and consumed a "supper by moonlight" as well. The skiing was icy 
the rest of the time, but after Christmas the skiing was good enough 
to match any of those other "fogged in" trips. There was a larger 
turnout after Christmas with over a hundred gyrating bodies some 
nights. The skiing was great with blue skies, powder sncw, etc. (a 
little wind now and then, too). 

There was excitement every night with either dancing or singsongs 
and a huge New Year's Eve party was planned. How many other trips had 
a New Year's Eve Tree? Ingeneous Whistlerites made soup label chains 
(people were eating "mystery soups" for ages after that), strung cookies, 
candies, and even carrots for the decorations. It being a formal dance 
that night, everyone took out their best jeans and really swung 1 In 
fact we made so much noise with our joviality that the New Year was 
almost afraid to be rung in 1 

Our illustrous leader, Len Winter, decided he was really going to 
top off the trip and have a sleigh ride. "Hey", everyone said, "that's 
a great idea I" However, the ride had to be cancelled due to a minor 
technical difficulty - the horse died 11 

The cook-crew always arose early and usually cracked eggs for about 
|- an hour steady. One fellow with sleep in his eyes, (after hearing the 
egg-cracking), asked me why we were having popcorn for breakfast 1 The 
rest of the VOC'ers, victims of the little sandman, were awakened softly 
and gently from their tender world of dreams with the "Salty Dog Rag" 
or "Mamma, Wash My Face". After breakfast everyone raced to the ski 
slopes for a fantastic day of fun in the sun. 

January 2, 1967 is a day which I am sure will be recorded in V.O.C. 
history. Over 50 VOC'ers were served breakfast in bed I But then, we 
emphasize the title of our trip - Whistler Luxury '66 1 
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SKI-TOURING SEYMOUR STYLE 

Ken Lefever 
January 22, 1967, 15-20 eager VOC'ers, old and new members in 

about equal numbers (girls outnumbering the guys) assembled in the 
upper Mt. Seymour parking lot with day packs, skis, and climbing 
skins to begin a ski-touring assault of a still unknown spot on Mt. 
Seymour. For the new members it was a chance to practise what had 
been mentioned in an earlier ski mountaineering lecture and to learn 
why some "don'ts" about ski-touring are in fact "don'ts"; for every
one it was an opportunity to test and check out their equipment for 
future and bigger trips. The trip was led by Peter "Peeler" Thompson 
and began and ended under conditions of poor visibility and falling 
crystals of frozen Seymour rain. 

After a battle between novice tourers and unfamiliar or stubborn 
equipment was ceased by help from older members, everyone seemed ready 
to go. Skins were on ski-bottoms fur side down; touring plates were 
right side up; cables were adjusted so each person would have maximum 
possible comfort for climbing, yet not too loose to come out of his 
harness with every other step. That is, all were ready except me. 
I was busy trying to reclaim my day pack from one large dog who seemed 
to prefer it for purposes for which I felt anyone of the many nearby 
trees would have served equally as well. Anyway, without further 
mishap we were off, and so were someone's skis 1 A few twists of that 
special legendary Roland Burton haywire made for an instant repair 
job, and away the group went. 

After receiving many curious looks of disbelief from skiers on 
the chairlift above, as they witnessed a reincarnation of "back in 
Dad's day when people climbed to the top of the mountain", the horde 
disappeared into the trees, not to reappear until the end of the day. 
The trip itself continued with a decreasing frequency of climbing 
skins and harnesses coming off, but with frequent occurrences of 
people "skinning" downhil suddenly finding their skis coming to an 
abrupt halt at the bottom (because of the skins). Meanwhile the 
skier, complete with pack, continued with a body follow-through into 
either a sprawled out position in the snow or a contortion with the 
head and shoulders planted on the snow between the ski tips while 
legs were still semi-upright over the skis. And so it went.... 

On this trip, our great leader used his compass like all good 
leaders should, quite frequently because of poor visibility. Having 
great faith in Peter "Peeler", the group keenly slogged behind him 
unquestioningly. A good rule: an inexperienced member of a ski-
touring party should never needlessly question what the leader is 
doing because he, as the leader, has experience and knows what he is 
doing and has much on his mind, like responsibility for his group. 
After much slogging and great feelings of accomplishment on our part, 
we were brought to a halt while Peter announced that the tracks we 
just crossed were our own. We had just finished labouriously travelling 
in a big circle... with the aid of a compass?! Snickering, the trip 
continued. 


