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PRESIDENT'S

MESSAGE

When I first began attending this university I some
how got wind of a group called the Varsity Outdoor Club.
My initial impression was to wonder what an "Outdoor
Club" had to do with a university.

However, during the

first few weeks of classes my attention was

constantly

attracted by a multitude of posters and pamphlets hanging
from precarious ledges and window sills around the campus,
advertising activities such as hiking, ski-touring and
rock climbing.

I had previously done a little hiking and

downhill skiing, but the inhospitable weekend hoards and
long lift lines were becoming rather detracting from the
actual skiing so I decided to investigate this V O C a lit
tle further.
Well, that decision was possibly one of my best d e 
cisions in first year.

Looking b a c k , I realize w h a t would

university be without V O C .

Certainly one is attending

university to further ones education or in preparation for
a career-oriented job, but university can and should be a
lot more than just studying and writing essays.

Hopefully

university will be remembered as a fantastic part of one's
life.

Involvement in a group like the VOC is possibly the

best way to experience some of the finer sides of life and
emerge with a broad and realistic outlook on the world.
VOC offers a huge range of activities from simple
walking, canoeing and cycling to more heart-stopping
experiences in mountain climbing, rock climbing and skitouring.

This club enables a group of people w i t h similar

interests, basically a wish for experiences in an outdoor
environment, to get together and fulfill those desires.
It enables people to develop close and lasting
with other people with similar interests.
capable of participating.

friendships

Everybody is

A sense of accomplishment

can

be felt be everyone whether it is completing the last few

miles of walking on a trail, to gaining a difficult
or getting oneself down what looked to be an

summit

impossible

ski-slope.
Hopefully involvement in VOC w i l l widen
view on life.

everyone's

In later years all VOC'ers should be able

to look back and still have vivid memories of their act
ivities with the club.

Whether the memories are of

strolling along an alpine ridge in brilliant sunshine, to
slogging up some never ending hillside or hanging onto the
pole of a McKinley tent in a raging blizzard, none of these
experiences should ever be forgotten, but should be

looked

upon as developing in oneself a more well-rounded b a c k 
ground and most importantly

involvement in V O C should be

some of the best years of one's life.
Many thanks to this year's executive, and especially
the Journal editors for spending many long hours producing
this literary masterpiece.

Good luck to all club members

in future endeavors and continued pursuit of outdoor
activities.

EDITOR'S

MESSAGE

We would like to thank everyone that helped make this
journal possible

(especially each other!)

including

Graham's dad, and the many people that handed in journal
articles

(some needing much h a r a s s m e n t ) .

We hope you all enjoy reading the 1978 edition of the
V O C Journal and thanks again.
Bill Lee
Eva Macek
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SOCIAL

EVENTS

Summer Reunion Party - September 12, 1977
Held at John Leighton*s house, people had come back from
their summer trips with pretty fantastic stories; the
Captain and his "Ocean Canoeing", the Chilkoot Trail mob
and their "raised sweater and all" to name only a few.
Everyone enjoyed swimming in John's pool, and after every
one retired to the kitchen for the usual eating followed
b y the Salty-Dog Rag and other infamous dances.

A good

party, John!
Long Hike - October 1 S 2 , 1977
About 110 old and new members came to the Whistler cabin.
Thanks are due to Jane Weller, Peter Jordan, Gail Franko
and Janet who bought the food and to Jane and her many
helpers who prepared it.

Dancing had it's usual exciting

moments; Alex the Szabo lead a Virginia

(Russian-style

barn-stomp) reel in the upstairs of the cabin causing a
lamp to break off the ceiling downstairs.

There were the

usual lessons in the Salty-Dog Rag and other traditionals.
Somehow we managed to bed everyone down.

The Ski Club

allowed only 50 people to sleep in the cabin itself, so
the rest of us either slept on the porch, at the ACC hut
or at Graham's cabin.

Next day, the kitchen crew rose at

6 a.m. to prepare Toast a la Francais with bacon.

Thanks

are due to this helpful bunch, who provided us with an ex
cellent breakfast.

Thanks also to Graham et. a l . who

helped dispose of the excess!

Sunday was a good day with

lots of trips - Tricouni, T i g e r Hunting, Helm Creek etc.
Hallowe'en Party - October 29, 1977
Held at Graham's house, Louisa Wiecke, Graham, Robin
Bricell, Anders Ourom and Alex Szabo put out a lot of
effort to make Hallowe'en a great success.
"Science Gone Wild."

The theme -

"Wild" was certainly the case - at

monsters.

Anders and Graham got the prizes for the w o r s t

costumes, while Ted Friessen as the "Flasher", Ernii Bodie
as a robot, and others got prizes.

Most of the costumes

w e r e highly original and w e l l thought-out.
great job with the food and decorations.

Louisa did a
There was good

food in excess - thanks to everyone who brought something!
Dancing was good fun and even though raining, w e put a
roof over Graham's back porch, and w e had

apple-bobbing

team competitions.
Although no specific November activity was organized, a
swimming party was thrown together at the last minute one
Wednesday, and it was a surprising success! Swimming w a s
great fun, and afterwards we went to my place where I
showed home movies until, to everyone's relief, the p r o 
jector broke down.
Christmas Party - December 2 2 , 1977
John Baldwin kindly donated his house, and his mother
donated a ham.

Margrit Schilter, Helen Lemon, Robin

Bricell, Julian Dunster and a few others did a great job
with decorations.
event.

The evening was basically a socializing

The evening w a s interrupted with the arrival of

Santa Claus on John's back porch, and proceeded to give
out gifts to all notorious individuals.

Everyone

seemed

in great spirits, having completed exams, and enthusiasm
about Christmas trips was high.
Christmas Reunion Party - January 2 7 , 1978
Held at Hugh Inglis' house, the attendance was very good
since so many people participated on Christmas t r i p s .
Once again, food and beverage were brought by individuals.
Each group showed an edited selection of slides, and this
was followed by a few brief skits from the MacGillvray and
Assiniboine Crews followed by general fooling

around.

John B. let us in on the epics of Assiniboine, w e heard
the MacGillvray Candle story and the Assiniboine bottle joke.

Our VOC Bnaquet is planned for March 1 7 , 1978, to
be held at the Dogwood Room of the P.N.E.
year's banquet

Like last

(which was a tremendous success) this

year's will include a buffet dinner, followed by a
guest speaker and a photo contest.
judging our photos this year.

Kent Watson will be

Dancing will follow until

one a.m., at which time we will leave for my house fo an
After-Party.

Should be a great wind-up to a good year.
Heather Manson
Vice-President.

GRAD

NEWS

BERNI CLAUS is in Switzerland doing graduate work in
Engineering at Zurich.

We've heard that CHARLES S.

BUNGI joined him for a Christmas trip.
BRUCE FAIRLEY is in London, England and is travelling
around West Europe.
BILL and SUE LEE were travelling in Europe for the
summer.
SHIONA

(nee White) NORTHWAY and her husband

have

moved to Aberdeen, Scotland where her husband is teaching
a forestry course.
KIRSTEEN LAING has been touring around New

Zealand

but she w a s back at university this fall.
TOM and DIANE

(nee Bodie) VOLKERS after having

worked in Vancouver over part of the fall and w i n t e r
have set off for points south and west.
JACQUES BILINSKI is heading around South Pacific
and is now in New

Zealand.

DAVE LEMON AND PAT JAVORSKI are still in Halifax,
Nova Scotia but were climbing in the Rockies this
BETTY WALSH has changed universities againl

summer.
This

year she's at Queens in Kingston, Ontario finishing off
her UBC degree in History, after completing her BFA
year at Sir George in Montreal.

last

BOB and MARGOT MCMECHAN

are at Queens also, working on their Phds in Geology.
RORY MCNEILL is still working for Alcan in computer
science in Montreal.
JULIE OUROM also switched universities, and is
currently in her first year of Librarianship at the
University of Toronto.
the UBC Geography
CHRISTINE

She spent the summer working for

department.

(nee Bullen) and BRUCE NEILSON are back

from Russia as of Sept. 77.

Bruce completed his Masters

there in one year and started his Phd in Physics

at UBC this fall.

Christine is now a qualified travel

agent and says she's specializing in inexpensive trips and
student travel.

Now we know where to go for good d e a l s !

MOIRA LEMON over the summer was working for Canadian
Wildlife Service, doing a bird inventory along the p r o 
posed Alcan pipe line route.

This fall she continued

to

work for CWS but doing a bird inventory of the Ladner
region.

ANTHEA FARR joined her in Ladner later that fall

and is currently drawing pie-graphs of waterfowl distri
butions.
ANDY STEPHIEWSKI has been a naturalist at Jasper
over the summer and fall.
JOHN FRIZELL has been working for Greenpeace.
' ROLAND and HEIDI BURTON ARE living in their own
house in town.

Heidi is a secretary for the Pharmacy dept.

at UBC and Roland is doing research for Pharmacy.
MIKE MILES and WYNNE GORMAN are over in Victoria
where Wynne is taking an apprenticeship course and Mike
is completing his thesis and working for Resource
Analysis branch.
MARILYN RHODES is also in Victoria and is working for
June Ryder.
CHRIS MCNEILL was working in Penticton in a trailermaking factory as the medical attendant, but is looking
for other employment for the spring.
MALCOLM ALLEN has left us for a job in Australia
possibly for at least three y e a r s .
ROGER and WENDY

(nee Watson) SAYERS are still in

Victoria but Wendy has retired

the work force.

BILL PRESCOTT is working at MEC and BOB BRUSSE is
still the manager.
UBC Medicine seems to be full of VOC grads!
JULIAN and MARY HARRISON are both in Medicine - Julian
in third and Mary in second.
ANN CARTER, JOHN SPOUGE, GRANT MCCORMACK and JOHN
MARTIN are all in medicine.
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Law Faculty seems to be another favourite:

ROSS

BEATTY, GARY MACDONALD, CHRIS TEMPLE and MARILYNN

STARR

are the VOC Grad contingent.
The other clumping of VOC Grads seems to be in the
school system:

SARA BRUSSE and ANDREA LAING are teaching

in Richmond, CATHY BICKERTON is teaching in North Vancou
ver ROBYN FIERHELLER is teaching in Clearwater, ELLEN
WOODD in Invermere, DAVE WHITING in Nelson, and may be
heading for Japan in the near

future

ELNOR SIROLLA was life-guarding in Ashcroft over
the summer.
GOUIN BARFORD is in town and employed as an engineer
ROB BOYCE is employed by Endako Mines and living
in Fraser Lake
MARG MATHEWS is still in Port Alberni, working

for

the city
V I C K I SERAPHIM is employed at UBC in the botany
department
JOHN PARMINTER is a grad student in Forstry at UBC
CAM and GAIL PIERCE are in Surrey, back from back east
PETER and NANCY MACEK are moving to Bella Coola
STEVE WHITE is working for Fisheries, Fish and Stream
surveys in the Fraser Valley
KENT and JOANNE

(nee Zyla) WATSON are still at UBC

where Kent teaches forestry & Joanne is in 4th y e a r PE
LATEST HITCHINGS:
SHIONA WHYTE and STEVE NORTHWAY
LIL DEAS and MURRAY MCPHAIL
BOB PRITCHARD and JANET
OFFSPRING:
Jim and Allison Crellin - Spring 77 a daughter Fiona Sandra
PAUL and MARILYN STARR - #2 a daughter, Catherine
LES and CAROL WATSON - a daughter. Tiffany Jane
SUE

(nee MACEK) and LUBOS PETRIK - a boy, Mark David Feb/78
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HOW

THE

HOWE

SOUND

CREST

TRAIL

WAS

MADE BY THE VOC

On Monday May 16, 1977, work was begun on the con
struction of the Howe Sound Crest Trail. The crew was
issued hard hats, work gloves, picks, shovels, and axes.
Then we were given cur mission. Our task was to construct
a hiking trail from the water tower in Cypress Bowl to
the meadow northwest of Mt. Strachan. This was to be no
ordinary trail however, our trail had to be at least 2'
wide with a grade of no more than 17%. The work was
sponsored by the B. C. Parks Branch, Young Canada Works
(the Federal Government), and the V.O.C.
The route had been decided upon by the parks branch
planners in Victoria. Then it had been flagged with
surveyor's tape, twice by the parks branch and once by
Paul Binkert of the B. C. Federation of Mtn. Clubs.
We started the trail at the road to the water tower
and built it across Horizon ski run. The trail building
conditions were superb and we finished this section in 2
or 3 days. Then we moved on to start work on the second
section of trail. On this we first encountered that
nemesis of all trail builders, the giant root. The
Parks Branch people are a clever bunch however, and when
they realized that we couldn't cut through roots that
were 9" in diameter with a shovel they gave us a chain saw
and we quickly learnt the proper root removal techniquethe swing and pray method. Swing the axe hard enough to
hit the root and pray that you don't cut your toes off.
Something should be said about the weather during
the last two weeks of May. It rained, it snowed, it
hailed, and we even got a thunder and lightning show.
Work progressed smoothly during June and by the end of the
month the trail was half finished. We then went back
and finished a section of the trail that we had origi
nally skipped. VJe had missed a couple of sections due
to snow that had been hanging around since winter's end.

Roots and rocks and rain were as always a problem but by
this time the trail crew had become tough and w e knew
that neither fur nor pine nor even the mighty

larch

would stop us from completing our appointed task.
One can't go on without listing the members of the
trail crew individually and giving the reader some idea
of their function.

Dorthy was in charge of breaking

trail and keeping the moral and morales of our crew
chief up.

Marianne was our social coordinator and trans

portation supervisor.

Gord was in charge of the chain saw

w h i c h meant he spent most of his time trying to fix it.
Paul handled little old ladies and breaking down dead
trees that lay on and off the path.

John was our token

Engineer, he put in drainage systems and was the master
mind behind the removal of large rocks.

Miss Vicki was

the only graduate student on trail, the girl with the
fabulous muscles, she counted the number of times w e
swore at roots, rocks, and each other.

Steve was our

crew chief, it was his job to tell the Fed. Government,
A M S , BCFMC and B C Parks Branch what w e were and w e r e not
doing, even if it hurt to admit it.

Dave was the trail

haberdasher and head root remover, and in charge of talking
to our parks branch supervisors since he was the only one
who spoke their language

(early beer p a r l o u r ) .

Our BC

Parks Branch supervisors Ray Peterson and Lloyd Andrest
(known to his friends as the Big Fellow)taught us all
they knew about trail construction and several other things
They kept us pleasantly amused all summer with their
dirty jokes, dirty m i n d s , and stories of suspense and
intrigue about life in the parks branch.

A fine pair to

work for they were also talented at hefting large amounts
of the brown

liquid.

By the end of July the crew had finished the trail
to the m e a d o w s .

We had put in 2 bridges and had widened

t h e trail substantially.

During the next 5 w e e k s , w e

built 2 bridges by hand to cross over streams running
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through the meadow.

We even rebuilt two bridges that just

weren't wide enough for all the cattle we expected on
trail.

Then we built a helicopter pad to the west of

the meadows, for the use of mountain rescue.

By this time

in August the pace of work had slowed considerably due to
the intense heat and the numerous horse flies, mosquitos,
w a s p s , b e e s , and other airborn vermin.
To the group's surprise we were hired on for an
additional 2 weeks.

With the exception of Steve and

Dorthy the group worked for another 2 weeks, clearing
trail from the end of the original piece of trail up to
the logging road above it.
second section of trail.

The logging road leads to the
The complete trail was also

marked with flashers for winter ski touring.

On the

29th of August, the crew finished work after 16 weeks
on trail construction.
Despite the squabbles that occasionally, occurred
over the method of construction, the trail to the
meadows was completed to everyone's satisfaction, inclu
ding the trail crew's. 16 weeks left us with some unforgetable memories.

If you weren't covered in mud and

dripping wet you were hot and sticky and smelled like bug
repellent.

Ah the trials and tribulations, but for all

of us it was worth it.

It was a good 16 weeks and it

brought all 8 of us closer together.

Within the next 5

years, God and government willing, there should b e a
hiking trail from Cypress Bowl to the West Lion.

Sort of

a trail that goes from ridiculous to unnecessary as one
anonymous trail worker put it.
Now that you've heard all about it's construction,
you're just roaring to hike it, aren't youl?

You must bel

To find the trail go up the Cypress Bowl road from the
Upper Levels Highway in West Vancouver.

Park in the

downhill ski area parking lot and hike over to the w a s h 
rooms.

Use them if you have to, then go over the bottom

terminal of the Strachan Chair

(which is northwest from

the parking l o t ) .

Go up the road to the northwest and

before you reach the water to where you will see a ski run
looming up in front of you.

The start of the trail is on

the left side of the ski run.
logging road and turn left.

Follow the trail up to a
Follow the logging road past

two creeks and proceed to end of the trail.

At the end

of the logging road directly in front of you is a clear
cut slope and going across this slope is the trail.
Happy hiking and please don't litter and for heavens
sake don't get lost

(we'd never be able to find y o u ) .
- by Gentleman Jean

-

(Gentleman Jean is the pen name of a part time Arts
student and full-time crazy.)

The crew in no particular order:
John Morgan

Steve Ludwig

Miss Vicki Seraphim

Marianne Etchell

Paul Hooper

Dorthy Fairley

Gord Schindell

Dave Waldichuk
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Climbing - John Baldwin

GREENDROP

LAKE

John Leighton
John Leighton

January 8, 1977
(L)

Rob Boyce

Rita Czorny

Andrew Leir

As w e headed eastward on the 401 towards the
brightening sky, it was evident that the perfectly clear
and sunny weather conditions of the past 2 weeks
would continue for yet another day.

The drive was un

eventful but the clear, cold air enabled us to obtain
spectacular views of Mt. Robie Reid and the Misty Ice
fields glowing amber in the rising sun.
The clearly marked trail rose at a moderately easy
grade up Post Creek and 45 minutes later w e arrived at
Lindeman Lake.

The lake was completely frozen and

clear of snow, providing a a beautiful surface for r e 
flecting the surrounding sunlit peaks.

We hiked along

the lake, passing a couple of camping spots and crossing
a scree slope.

The trail continued on up Post Creek

climbing at a gentle grade.

Several scree slopes had to

be crossed and the snow on these made footing a little
tricky and crossing the creek on snow-covered logs w a s a
bit slippery, but we had no problems.

After 25j hours we

arrived at Greendrop Lake, which was frozen and covered
with snow and situated in a steep-walled rocky basin.
Andrew and I climbed up the bluffs about 600 feet above
the sparkling lake and at the top we intercepted the
trail which bypasses the lake and eventually crosses the
divide into the Silver Skagit Valley.

We ate lunch in

the sun at the top of the cliffs and enjoyed good views
in all directions, particularly into the Flora Creek
Valley.

Then we all headed back down the trail through

the glistening, sunlit forest.

It had been an absolutely

perfect day..
REFERENCE:

103 Hikes in S.W. British Columbia P. 176.
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SHUIAPS

RANGE

John Baldwin

February 1 9 - 2 2 ,

From base camp,

1977

{10,000'}, it became obvious to the

team that Shulaps extended well into the Jet Stream.
Clouds could be seen scudding across the sky, and the
tent had flapped all night amid cries of "We're all going
to die" from within.

Gone was the previous days shirtless

climb, and the pleasant chatter of the sherpas under their
loads.

Now it was time to assemble a peak bagging team

with jet stream experience.

Captain Baldwin

(later demo

ted for his failure) was quick to lead the team to a minor
ridge which was believed to be a direct route to the

summit

which was estimated to be an easy mornings climb.
Skies off, he started up the Super Bowl on hardpacked snow.

The rest of the team, were quick to realize

that their "Cement Trowl" type skis were not suited to
such rigorous steep slopes, and followed on foot.

The 2

exceptions were Captain Bivouac w h o , having real skis
continued up the face

(here after referred to as the

"wrong

route") and Major Underhill w h o went up the valley by a
different route

(referred to as the "more logical r o u t e " ) .

After battling their way to the top of the Super Bowl, it
was obvious that Graham had chosen a much better route.
While most of the ski-less bloato's continued up the
ridge. Captain's Baldwin & Bivouac struggled upward
following Major Underhill's track.

The face became steep

er, leading to abandonment of skis and some trecherous
climbing.

Captain Bivouac, became trapped on the face

until encouragement from above by those who had taken the
long route led him

to complete his 1 hour shortcut, r e 

placing the 15 minute longer route.

By now the effects

of the jet stream were being felt with blinding snow and
cold gusts.

Of the 9 original team, only 5 were to proceed

along the high system of peak after peak on the ridge
leading toward the elusive

summit.
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Gusts of wind driving stinging snow and ice lifted
clibers right off their feet at times on the trecherous
ridge.

A route previously proposed was quickly

realized

as impossible as it looked like an aerial photograph
from above, it was so steep.

Up and up the team went,

into the swirling white clouds where summit after
appeared, each higher than previously seen.
glaciers appeared in the swirling m i s t s .

summit

Huge

Eventually, Cap

tain Bivouac, foaming at the mouth, was stopped by an
unclimbable rock ridge beyond which lay summit #6,
believed to be the true summit.
higher.

It was less than 300'

Trying to circle around the back side, 3 steps

on a snow face quickly revealed vertical blue ice.
The order was given to the beaten team to evacuate
the mountain.

They had failed.

Later while Captains

Bivouac & Baldwin trembled in fear downclimbing

the

Caine Face, they were quickly shamed by Madman Underhill
(The man who skied Everest) who skied the mighty face.
As the sun set, a lone figure skied into camp, last
to return, and quickly crawled into one of the three
"Purple Slugs".
The next morning most of the beaten men and women
went helicopter skiing on the morraine(the term "heli
copter refers to what you do when you hit a rock on the
thinly covered slopes.)
Captain Bivouac paced back and forth in camp. "WE
FAILEDi" he raved to the demoralized troops.

Nevertheless

in order to gather the necessary information for further
attacks, a survey trip to the mighty Wickerman Wall at
the end of the valley was started, to check the potential
of this new route up the other side of the mighty peak.
Although the original suspicion was that the Wall was un
climbable to the p a s s , this proved to be false, and after
hours of zig-zagging up the Wickerman W a l l , at 3 p.m..
Captains Boyce & Tivy arrived at the elusive pass - the
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summit only a short distance above the p a s s !

Quickly they

climbed up the frozen scree in the thin air.

Behind the

Shulaps peak loomed another whole range of summits not
known previously.

Mount Boyce seemed to have a huge

ridge connecting it with the backside of the Shulaps.
This had not been seen on the previous day at allI
After a tricky move on the horribly exposed face,
the climb led up near vertical snow on the formidable DoDah-Do Face.

Steps were carefully made which would help

in the descent.

There is no doubt the route would be much

more difficult without the snow.
ed on the mighty peak.

Once again snow descend

At the top of the Do-Dah-Do Face,

yet another lofty summit tower appeared, amid a complex
series of towers and faces.

With courage and time run

ning out, this climb was also abandoned.

Again it

appeared we had been less than 500' from the summit.

We

were above the summit visable from the ground, yet there
was no sign of anything resembling what w e had seen the
day before.

And neither version matched up with what was

seen from the ground.
of the Shulaps peak?
was attempted?

What is the answer to the riddle
Was it really Shulaps peak that

Perhaps a new generation of climbers, yet

unborn will answer these questions.
(The air pressure near the summit was 15.76" mercury)
John Baldwin(L)

Peter Benner

Robin Tivy

Alyson Mclnnes

(The Captain)

Wayne Nagata

(The Kolonel) Helen Lemon

Steve Grant

Rob Boyce

Graham Underhill
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MCBRIDE
Tom Masterson

TRAVERSE

(L)

April 4-13, 1977

Sarah Chaney
John Romein
The McBride Range extends from the Lillooet River
between Harrison and Lillooet lakes west-southwest some
30 km to Parapet and Isoscles peaks and the Sphinx
Glacier group on the west side of Garibaldi Park.

It is

massive, sprawling and beautiful though seldom visited
because of its remoteness.

The height of land is almost

continuously above 7000" and it is very heavily
1

The range includes such peaks as N i v a l i s ( 8 7 0 0 )
Richard

glaciated.
and Sir

(8900") in the eastern part and the Forger

Glacier Peaks

(7900') in the west.

The area is approached

from Singing Pass to the north. Garibaldi Lake to the west,
and Tuwasus Creek to the east.

Our plan was to traverse

the entire range from east to west and then to continue
to Sphinx Camp at the eastern end of Garibaldi Lake.
entire traverse is about 55 km as the crow flies.
check out uncertain snow conditions

The

To

(low snow year) and

the previously unattempted route, w e made two reconnaiss
ance flights over the region.

We saw some incredibly

beautiful scenery but no terribly difficult obstacles and
felt that we could complete the traverse in 6 or 7 days.
Monday April 4 - We drive to Abbotsford to meet John
Klassen, a friend who kindly volunteered to drive us
along the Harrison Lake road to Tuwasus Creek.

Since we

were in a pick-up truck, we anticipated little difficulty.
After 70 km, a couple sprees of pushing, one muffler and
several hours of driving along the west side of Harrison
Lake, we arrive at the Spring Creek lumber camp at the
north end of the lake.

We are quite convinced that no

vehicle without 4-wheel-drive could make the return trip
(the harder direction) and John K. decides to return via
Pemberton.
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45 km later, we turn off onto the Tuwasus Creek road
(abandoned).

Although the map indicates a spur leading

to 1200' we are unable to find it and we unload near the
creek at 900' at the base of the ridge.

John K. heads

back to Vancouver and we pack up looking dubiously at the
logging slash.

John discovers that he has fogotten his

skins but w e proceed anyway.
The uphill trek becomes much easier and we catch
glorious glimpses of the Lillooet Valley.
fabulous and the temperature hot.
at 2200'.

The weather is

First snow is found

At dusk we find a perfect dent in the

timbered

slope at 3500' and we camp.
April 5 - w e continue uphill with Tom breaking
trail on snowshoes

(it would have been impossible without

them) and Sarah and John following.
ridge

At noon we come to a

(just west of MacMillan-Bloedel's Spring Creek TL#

9 315) at the 6000' level which offers a tremendous panorama
of the Lillooet Valley and of the mountains to the east,
a spectacular view.

The only clouds in the sky seem to

be due to lumber trucks raising dust in the valley below.
We have lunch, put on skis for the first time, and head
off along the start of the Nivalis Glacier cirque.
Turning northwest, we skirt the avalanche slopes on the
southwest side of Tenas.

We camp below Nivalis and Talon.

April 6 - The day again dawns bright and clear and
w e head towards the snowy ridge to the north of Nivalis.
At about 7500' we are confronted by a seemingly

unend-

less bergschrund and we turn south until we find a bridge.
We then continue to a notch in the southeast ridge of
Nivalis at 8000'.

Tom and Sarah climb to the top of

Nivalis (8700') to find that we have made what is only the
3rd or 4th recorded ascent
Clarke).

(2 of the previous w e r e by J.

We have, of course, forgotten to bring a pencil

to the top and so w e sign the summit register with a
piece of chocolate and then eat the pencilJ
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The ascent

along this ridge poses n o difficult problems and are r e 
warded by spectacular views of the Nivalis cirque and
glacier, the spacious icefield of Sir Richard, and of
Adieu Peak and M t . Pitt.
We return to the 8000' level where John is waiting,
cross the ridge and descend on some steep rock and snow
to the 7700' level.

We climb through a steep wind cirque

to the ridge and camp just below.
April 7 - W e climb the snowfield on the east side of
Sir Richard, Tom making huge zigzags on waxed skis and
Sarah and John going almost straight up on skins. W e
decide not to make a side trip to the Lecture Cutters as
John is having difficulty keeping u p .

W e ski down the

south-west side of Sir Richard, avoid the icefall at the
top of the Ubyssey Glacier b u t have to climb a very steep
wind cirque in a local howling gale to get to the top of
the col just to the east of the Gatekeeper.

There w e find

a huge cache of food and fuel, but leave it all there.
Tom and Sarah then climb to the top of the Gatekeeper and
we're half way to Sphinx Campl

We skirt avalanch slopes

to the south of the Gatekeeper and descend to a pass at
6200' .

We go right to the top of the ridge to avoid

avalanche hazards and find a wind cirque t o camp in^ and
look apprehensively as dark clouds scud in from the west.
April 8 - We are unable to see the rock and ice of
the ridge 5 m. away from our tent.
conserving food, fuel and energy.

W e stay in the tent,
Finally, about 2 p.m.,

the cloud clears just enough to see the ridge.

After

moving about 200 m at a snail's pace, w e are completely
socked in again, and are unable to see beyond the tips of
our skis.

It doesn't lift and w e camp.

April 9 - Conditions are unchanged, but lots more
snow.

At about 11 a.m., visibility improves to about 30 m

W e grope our way very slowly down a steep snow slope onto
the main body of the glacier and proceed very slowly in a
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southwesterly direction.

Navigation is by compass, alti

meter, the last glimpse of anything vaguely recognizable,
and a general sense of intuition gained from hours spent
studying the m a p .

We arrive at the broad ridge between

the northeast and southwest parts of the glacier and
get a fleeting glimpse of the Forger Glaicer Peaks.

The

north side seems to offer a mixture of crevasses and ice
fall, the south side steep snow.

We opt for the south

side and the next cloud envelopes us, reducing visibility
to the tips of bur skis.

As darkness descends, we

find

a rocky ridge and a snow gully which seem to offer
excellent avalanche and wind protection and we camp.
April 10 - We continue mountaineering by Braille,
by contouring at just below 7000', but are unable to find
our way through the crevasses and icefalls to the south
west of the Forger Glacier Peaks.

We return to the

southwest ridge and camp.
April 11 - Once again we start feeling our way through
the crevass and icefall region.

A brief clearing allows

us to define our exact location for the first time since
Thursday.

We enjoy a fine descent into Drop Pass

with a great view of the Forger Glacier Peaks.

(5200")

We

descend some very steep snow slopes to the glacier east
of Isosceles and, reluctantly, camp at about 6000'.
Today is supposedly our last day and tomorrow people may
start looking for us and we have no way to tell them that
we're O.K., just give us 6 or 8 hours of decent weather
and we'll be there.
April 12 - We trudge up to the 7100' level on the
east spar of Parapet before the clouds again descend
completely and we can only barely see the tips of our
skis.

With considerable difficulty and much twisting back

and forth to get around crevasses and ice seracs, we grope
and feel our way across the Parapet icefall to where Gray
Pass should b e .

Seeing nothing and numbed by winds of over

80 km/hr, we dig a campsite out of the snowslope and camp.
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Mc BRIDE R A N G E

April 13 - Visibility is still almost zero and w e
grope our way to the northwest slowly.

After about an hour

the clouds lift for a second and w e see that w e are 3 or
4 hundred m. north of the low point of the p a s s .

We hurry

back, listening in awe to a big ice avalanche on the lower
part of the Parapet Icefall.

Tom struggles in chest

deep snow to break a trail up the steep west side of Gray
Pass

(6700").

Skirting around and through ice patches on

the south side of the Bookworms w e arrive at the top of
Sphinx Glacier.

On seeing the glacier and Garibaldi Lake,

John finally acknowledges that Tom knew where he was for
the past several days.
snow conditions.

We notice an incredible change in

Up to this point there has always been

lots of deep snow, but the Sphinx Glacier is almost bare
with at most 10 or 20 cm of old snow covering over the
crevasses.
We ski down to Sphinx hut and surprise a mountain
rescue group which arrived several hours earlier and is
waiting for the weather to clear enough for a helicopter
to fly them to Gray P a s s .

W e thank them for their efforts

time, money and energy expended, and cook them supper from
supplies which Sarah had carried into Sphinx camp a couple
weeks ago.
The next morning an Armed Forces helicopter arrives.
Two of the mountain rescue group and John, w h o had very
bad blisters on his heels, decide to fly out.

After

breakfast, Tom and Sarah head off across the lake and down
the Black Tusk trail to catch the train back to Vancouver.
In spite of the weather encountered, w e found it a
fabulous trip and would go back again at the first opport
unity.
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SNOWY

MOUNTAIN

Heather Manson

May 21-23, 1977

Berni Claus and I left Vancouver, and arrived at the
Outward Bound School at Keremeos about 6 hours later.
From there we drove north about 9 miles past Keremeos.
That's when the fun began.
Our first land-mark - a bridge.

Not just any bridge,

this one was staked out by a couple of plain-clothes RCMP
in a ghost car, walkie-talkies blaring, and a weapon on
the front seat between them.

Cattle-rustling,

anyone??

Having cleared the bridge, we next drove through an
Indian reserve and, with some difficulty, found the road
which leads up into the hills.

The road is incredible -

horrendous switchbacks and huge potholes.

After dodging

cattle and boulders for a few hours, we found ourselves
totally lost, so we got out of the car and began to walk
in a direction approximating our goal.

Fifteen minutes

later w e found a blazed trail and followed it for a few
hours, until it disappeared.
After slushing around on snowshoes in the trees for
a while, we ended up on an open ridge.

By then the sun

was setting pink over the hills and we pitched

tent.

After a very cold night, we rose early to head for the
summit.

Snowy is an easy and fun mountain to hike up.

As we sat on the top enjoying the view the weather started
getting miserable.
to the car.

We raced back to the packs and then

If you would like to try it yourself, I

believe it's listed in Culbert's.
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SQUAMISH

CHIEF

TRAIL

Helen Lemon

May 2 8 , 1977

Just before I headed off for my summer job, I lead
a hiking trip up the back of the Squamish Chief, for
having never been up the trail in all my years in VOC I
thought I'd like to see the chief from the otherside.

S.o

armed with a trailguide and the usual assortment of "justin-case" things leaders always seem to take, the 5 of us
drove up to the parking area at the trail-head.
Having already been warned that the actual start of
the trail was not quite as blatantly obvious as other
trails and it ran up beside the creekbed, w e had n o problem
finding it.

We had not arrived particularily early, but

as it turned out, we had a leisurely hike up with lots
of photostops along the way.
The trail itself is easy to follow and climbs at
moderate steepness following the creek most of the way up.
We noticed lots of tell-tale evidence of rock-climbing
the cracks that run down to the base of the bluffs.

in

We

continued up the trail to where the first peak trail breaks
off.

We decided to go for the first peak and then see how

much time we had left as w e had to get back fairly early.
The "fork" I've referred to is actually obscured by
short-cut tracks breaking off the main trail but with lit
tle problem we found the real trail and ascended out of
the valley up to the top of the bluffs.
Rising up to the top of the first peak, the whole
Squamish valley opened up before

us.

it was really quite pleasantly warm.

The sun shone and
All of us w h o had

cameras spent a good deal of time behind the lenses trying
to capture the scenery and get close-up shots of the re
sident snafflehound

(chipmunk) who tried to sneak our

lunches.
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After our leisurely lunch, we decided that we would
just go back instead of getting the other two peaks

(be

sides it looked like rain) but as we discovered, for the
time it took to get down despite time spent getting closeup shots of water falls, w e really could have got to at
least one of the other two peaks.
assault maybe next year.

Oh w e l l , another

It's really a very pleasant

short day trip with rather impressive views for the short
distance one covers.
Helen Lemon

(L)

Bob Gephart

Paul ?
Wendy ?

Bev Zubot

HOZAMEEN
Heather Manson

July 2-3, 1977

Hozameen ranks high in my list of happy adventrues.
Simon Tooley, and Julie and Anders Ourom and myself set
off early Saturday morning to climb the Hoze.

We drove

in through the Skagit River Valley, parked just above
the Ranger's station and then began walking.
at the lake, we had a long cool swim.

Arriving

The water was

exceptionally deep and warm.
At 4 a.m. we set off for the peak.

At first it was

bushwhack through the devil's club around the shore of the
lake.

After bushwacking and repelling down slide alder,

we happened upon a rocky, boulder-strewn gully, between
the north and southwest peaks, above the lake.

The

gully was quite loose and included a few stretches of
scrambling up wet gravelly rock.

From the col, w e

hiked quickly up to the summit of the southwest peak
where we stayed for awhile.
Our down-route took us along the southridge.

At one

point it was particularly hairy; we had to climb down a
wet gravelly slope and then back up through a loose
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chimney.
fun.

The rest of the route along the ridge was

There was a lot of gravelly talus which we slalomed

down, and there was a little bit of scrambling to d o .
We finally ended up back at camp at about 7, and back at
the car by 9.

Everyone agreed that it had been a super-

enjoyable trip.

HUDSON'S

BAY

MOUNTAIN

John Baldwin

July 2-3, 1977

During the summer I had the opportunity to be
working in northern B.C.

While there, it was necessary

to bag a few peaks and explore around as much as possible.
On the July Long-Weekend, I ended up on Hudson's Bay Mtn
with Rob Boyce, Andy Chan, Drew Fulerton, and Dirk Mendel.
Hudson's Bay is a fairly large mountain
several glaciers peaks and ridges.

involving

On the south there is

a large area of meadow where the ski area rises.

From

here we walked up the meadow onto the ridge leading t o 
wards the true peak and several false summits.

This

ridge runs north-south, is quite gentle on the west, but
drops sharply to the east onto the Kathleen Glacier.
This being Northern B.C., we quickly found ourselves
in a howling snowstorm - but not to worry, we continued.
The weather was still not cooperating, it was behaving
more like December than July.

The ground was rocky with

several inches of fresh snow on it and over to our right
was the cornice which we were avoiding.

The visibility

wasn't very good but I could see across to the face above
the Kathleen Glacier and the huge cornices above snow
and ice.
I step down into the dip. Bang. I see a crack rushing
across the snow and I drop as if through a trap door.

I

am in the midst of an avalanche pouring straight down the
face - no tumbling, no rolling just down and down a small
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gully, everytime there is a small projection to slow the
snow down, I am crushed and shaken by the mass of snow.
All I can see is w h i t e .
WHAM - Calm.

Suddenly everything is silent.

leg is buried in the heavy spring snow.

One

Pain, cold, wet.

My mitts and goggles are gone - I pull and tug until my
leg is free - can't bend it, my side, spitting out blood,
swollen lips, and red snow.

Staggering back 25 feet I

recover my balaclava - what an effort.
from?

Where did I come

Looking around at the sloping glacier, a few

crevasses, a large avalanche of chair-sized chunks running
away below and behind a bergschrund and the cliff dis
appearing into the whiteout.
Again and again, nothing.

I yell out above - nothing.

Pain-sore ribs, right abdomen,

right leg, blood on my knee.
cover the gash in my knee.

I pull out a bandage and
My camera survived the fall

alright, and I still have my $200 in my pocket.

But I

don't care, I'll throw it out, I'll give it to you, any
thing, please somebody come.
helicopter but its gone.

4 hours, sounds like a

6 hours, time means nothing.

I've got to move - 50" later, I can't move, tripping on
the avalanche debris, my leg, can't breath properly.
Food!

I sit down and eat dinner, I've got enough for 2

- or 3 days - but the cold!

I've got to go down.

7 hours, it's getting late, the clouds have lifted
a bit.

I can see down into the Bulkley Valley. 8 hours-

half a mile, this will take forever, but I'm starting to
get warm again, and I'm still alive.
9 hours, sounds like, coming closer, its a heli
copter!
cally.

Eventually he returns back, me waving franti
The helicopter creeps up the glacier, the wind

still very strong.

I'm still waving-I'm in-I made it!

We stop and pick up Rob and Dirk in the next gulch over,
back to the ski area.
is alright!

There's Andy and Drew - everyone

To the hospital.

24.

The climbing plans are off,

no hiking for a while - ah it doesn't matter - I'm alive.
Five days in the hospital, the radio, newspaper.
How far was it?

The 1:50,000 topo. map says

others say 9 0 0 ' .

1200feet,

None of the buildings in Vancouver are

not even that high.
An accident?
in aid sling.

A mistake?

It's a bit like standing

One second you're there putting in the

next placement then a split second later you're down
hanging in your harness.

What happened?

CHILKOOT

PASS

John Baldwin
"GoldJ

August 1977
We leapt from our benches. Gold!

We sprang

from our stools.
Gold!

We wheeled in the furrow, fired with the

faith of fools.
Fearless, unfound, unfitted, far from the night
and the cold.
Heard w e the clarion summons, follow the masterlure —

Gold!

(1)

In 1896 on Rabbit Creek a small tributary to the
Klondike river, Skookum Jim and Tagish Charley discovered
gold.

"A year later 68 grimy prospectors arrived in

Seattle aboard the steamer Portland.
1897 and the stampede began."

(2)

It was July 17,
North America was in

the depths of a depression and thousands of men and women
jumped with eagerness to join in the Klondike Gold rushthe greatest in history.
Our trip followed this path, wearing our way through
the misty inside passage and up the long glacial inlet to
Skagway in the Alaska Panhandle.
Skagway sprang-up rapidly and soon filled with
thousands of transient stampeders unloading their supplies
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and preparing for the next part of their journey.

Skagway

stands now much as it did then with boardwalks lining the
main street and wooden store fronts standing with a back
drop of mountains and glaciers.
arch villan Jefferson Randolph

The town was run by the
(Soapy)Smith.

Law and

order was unheard of and gunfire echoed day and night.
A vigilante group known as the Committee of 101 formed
because the deputy marshal was on Smith's payroll.
Smith's rein ended in a duel in July 1898.

Frank H. Reid

(who had previously clashed with Soapy) was on guard at
the Juneau Co. wharf during a vigilante meeting. Smith
arrived with guns, there was an exchange of shots and
Soapy was killed instantly.

Reid, however, mortally

wounded lived two weeks longer - a continual grin of sat
isfaction on his face.
The Chilkoot trail begins at Dyea a sister city for
Skagway.

All but the wooden foundations of the pier is

gone-no sign of the stores, restaurants, or saloons
that thrived during the stampede.
The trail runs up the Taiya River through the coastal
valley bottom, 7 miles up, rapids form and the canyon
narrows here, where the site of Canyon City lies.
tent town, now marked by an abandoned boiler.

A large,

The trail

was harsh and cruel, horses driven to exhaustion

collapsed

and rotted beside the trail.

alongside

It winds and climb

the canyon for 5 miles to a flat wide spot in the canyon
here was the 2nd major stop known as Sheep Camp.

To the

Stampedere it wasn't simply a short hike it was arduous
task to cross the pass for the North West Mounted Police
had established a customs post at the pass and required
each person entering Canada to be equiped with enough
supplies for 1 year.

This meant carrying roughly a ton

of gear from tidewater to the headwaters of the Yukon
River at Lake Bennett.

Well-endowed

adventure-seekers

could hire packers or have their gear hauled by wagon to
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Canyon City at h to h$ a pound and from there the Chilkoot
Railway and Transportation Co. tramway offered service at
7%$ a pound over

ihe pass.

Sheep Camp is the last stop in the shelter of timber.
Above this the trail climb into the open, windy, rainy
area of the pass itself.

At the base of the pass is a

small cirque filled with boulders - called the Scales
From here 30° scree climbs the Golden Stairs to Chilkoot
Pass.

This climb was best accomplished in winter when the

snow made the going easier, and always at the top the
Mounties checking for the 1050 pounds of food required.
The top marks the border between Alaska and BC.

In

elevation it is only 3700' but it is well above treeline
and is surrounded on all sides by glaciated peaks and
green meadow.

Just over the pass is Crater Lake.

From

here the remaining portion of the trail crosses the
alpine country down to Lake Lindeman and then to Lake
Bennett.

Beyond this point the entire trip to Dawson City

was by river.

During the winter of 1897 the 'area was

flooded with men and women all eagerly constructing boats
and awaiting the spring breakup.
On May 30, 1898 the ice broke and exactly

7,124

boats and over 30,000 men launched themselves down the
Yukon river.
The present day trail continues along Lake Bennett
to the "town" of Bennett where the White Pass and Yukon
Railway has a station.

The railway

(narrow gauge) runs

from Skagway to Whitehorse via White Pass the rival
route to the Chilkoot.

The completion of the railway,

however, just missed the gold rush and the rustic dirtfloored wooden church at Bennett has never seen a congre
gation.
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At Bennett we return to the crowds and endulge in
the free lunch that comes with the train ticket.
REFERENCES:
1.

"Trail of Ninety Eight"

Robert Service

2.

"Chilkoot Pass"

Archie Satterfield.

BICYCLE

HIKING

IN

THE

ROCKIES

Steve Grant

September 1-19, 1977

This trip description is to illustrate the combin
ation of bicycling and hiking trips.
Sept. 2 - The Yoho Valley road provided a refreshing
contrast to cycling in Vancouver.

It is possible to

cycle beyond Takakkaw Falls, through the walk-in

(or cycle

in) campsite to Hollingsworth Hill, and carried the bike
up the muddy trail.

Leaving the bike locked up in the

w o o d s , I hiked on up into the Little Yoho Valley, where I
was barred from the peaks by days of snow and rain.

Leav

ing the valley, I took the high trail that traverses under
the Emerald Glacier on the east side of the Vice President
and continues south above treeline past Takakkaw Falls.
Here I left this spectacular trail and descended to the
valley.

From there I had to walk several miles back up

the Yoho Valley to get the bike.

The ride back out to the

Trans-Canada was a blast, followed by a long slog over the
Kicking Horse Pass to Lake Louise.

Rather than sleep with

the garbage bears I went to the hostel.
Sept. 6 - 1

spent the day cycling and exploring hik

ing trails up at Lake Louise.

The best hike of the day

resulted from finding a trail that climbs 700 m . above the
Plain to the Six Glaciers Teahouse.

This trail puts you

almost level with the Abbot Pass Hut and I could watch
climbers on Mount Temple.
After another night at the hostel, I pedaled up to
Moraine Lake in hail and snow.
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I sat in a picnic

shelter

with a fire to dry out and waited for better weather.
n o o n , I hid the b i k e , and hiked up to Larch Valley.

At
It

snowed all night in the alpine solitude, and I awoke to a
bright white world.

Taking a day pack, I ascended Senti

nel P a s s , and began climbing the tourist route up M t Tem
ple.

A l a s , my treadless boots were no match for ice-

filled chutes and I turned back at 10,200',

I then hiked

up the Valley of the Ten Peaks to Eiffel Lake, then con
tinued to Wenkehemna Pass to see what was on the other
side.

I returned, very tired, to the tent in the evening.
Sept. 9 - Went down to Moraine Lake and returned with

the bike to Lake Louise for the night.
Sept 10 - Picked up food mailed to the post office
at Lake Louise, and I rode back up the Kicking Horse Pass.
There I took the Lake O'Hara fire road; 7 miles of good
gravel, free of traffic, and with outstanding

scenery.

At Lake O'Hara I hid the bike, and walked off towards the
Goodsirs looming in the distance.

I camped at Goodsir

Pass that night, after visiting Lake MacArthur.
Sept 11 - I continued south on the Larch Section of
the Great Divide Trail to Numa Creek.

This trail is well

described in the previous 2 journals.
Sept 12 - Leaving the tent at Numa Creek, I climbed
over barren Numa Pass and descended to my goal - Floe
Lake.

Returning to the far side of the lake, a 70 m . se

ction of the glacier roared into the water.

I recrossed

Numa P a s s , packed the tent and climbed up to a small
flat valley just south of the tumbling Glacier.

The

beauty of this perfect natural campsite was further en
hanced by the mountain goats w h o spent the evening less
than 100 m . above the tent.
The goats were gone in the morning, and the fall
colours had begun.

I went over Tumbling Pass, then

Wolverine Pass and past Helmet Falls, over Goodsir Pass
and finally stumbled into the MacArthur campsite at dusk.
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Sept. 14 - After a quick visit to Ottertail Falls,
which b e a r n o resemblance to an otter's tail, I crossed
MacArthur Pass in an enchanted forest of golden larches.
Reaching Lake O'Hara, I cycled in very heavy rain back to
Lake Louise.

Because of rumours that the road w a s

closed,

I didn't start riding to the Icefields Parkway the next
day as previously

planned.

Sept. 15 - Rather than simply go h o m e , I decided to
head for Jasper.

The weather w a s a little better, but

20 miles north I ran into snow, and it w a s snowing at Bow
summit.

However, the road was bare and I went off to the

Peyto Lake Lookout.

The steady, cold wind from the north

slowed progress to a frustrating crawl all day, besides
being so cold that I had to wear a down jacket and wind
mitts most of the t i m e .

While cycling!

Arriving at the

bottom of Sunwapta P a s s , I elected to go over it that
evening, rather than have to go down the other side in the
even colder morning air.

The endless climb in the lowest

gear renewed tendonitis in my k n e e s .

I pressed on past

the Athabasca Glacier, too cold to stop, and plunged down
the north side of the p a s s , dodging mountain sheep and
tourists all over the road.

I camped beside the closed

hostel at Beauty Creek.
Sept. 16 - The morning brought sun to highlight the
snow-rclad mountains.

I met some cyclists w h o w e r e stopped

to watch a grizzly near the highway, and continued with
them to Jasper.

I had planned to hike to Outpost L a k e ,

but there was too much snow, so instead spent a couple of
days doing touristy things nearby, and returned

to

Vancouver via a CN train.
Combining cycling and hiking gives y o u a freedom
and economy of movement unknown to most other w a y s of
travelling.

The Banff-Jasper area is especially

with roads and trails in high mountains.

suitable

Trucks are ban

ned from the main highway, which has wide paved shoulders.
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There are fire roads with zero traffic, and numerous
hostels.

There are no charges for taking bicycles on the

trains or into the parks.
A t trail heads, I find a place in the woods where
no one is likely to g o , usually up the trail a w a y s , and
lock the bike to a tree.

A dark green nylon cloth pro

tects and conceals the bike.

Extra gear, such as bike

tools, are left with or near the bike. I carry my equip
ment in a knapsack on the top of the rear carrier, and
the tent and sleeping bag fasten to the sides of the
carrier.

Now available is a rack for mounting a frame

pack on a bicycle, and a pannier set that converts to a
back pack.

I use either heavy running shoes or light

trail b o o t s .

People willing to carry more weight could

take cycling shoes and hiking boots.
It would be nice to see more people using this com
bination of forms of travel.

RAINBOW

LAKE

Dawn Thomas

October 2 , 1977

A large group set out on Sunday morning of the LongHike weekend.

It was a gorgeous day and our fearless le

ader, John Romein, confidently led us off the logging
road to follow a somewhat non-existant trail marked with
yellow tags. In very little time we discovered our lead
er's confidence had gone kaput as we lost all sign of the
markers and any kind of trail.

But all was not lost!

There was a generous supply of huckleberries to sustain
u s , and without any help from a Rescue team, we found the
road again, and that the yellow tags had been left by an
orienteering group.
Further up the logging road we got started on the
right trail.

Being mostly newcomers to V O C we got to

know how to handle the huge mudholes - the shortest way
is straight through them.
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The trail is varied and beautiful, and has a nice
view from the lake.

John ? attempted a dip in the lake,

but the saner people relaxed on the heather before

jogging

back down.
John Romein

(L)

Corinne Romein

Llyn Hicks

Diana Mounsey

Dianne

Virginia Engel

Kita

Rolf Exner

Tim Head

Sheila Loudon

Heidi Exner

Brian Egan

Dirk Smits

Andy

Chris Bannister

John Pitz-Clarke

Paterson

Brian Terry

Kathy Gutteridge Paul Oostindie

Arlene Brown

Raydene Good

Robert Bodie

Gordon Schindell

Fiona Narod

Dawn Thomas

Eddie Thomas

Brian Ratcliffe

John MacDonald

Betty Lynn

Kathy Cooper

Sherry Halfward

BARKLEY

VALLEY - CAYOOSH

John Baldwin

RANGE

September 9-12, 1977

High up in the Cayoosh range is an old
settlement.
Valley.

abandoned

It is located at treeline in the Barkley

Access is as described in Culbert's Guide.

A ..

road was originally built connecting Barkley Valley with
Devine

(2 miles before Darcy-on the south side of the

BCR) and we were able to drive 10 miles up this-most of
which was in good condition.

After this there are many

fallen logs and a washout further on.

There is a good

trail running along the old road. 2 hours of hiking
brought us into the Barkley Valley, from the road up
Haylmore Creek.

The terrain is tremendous in this area.

The valleys are deep and U-shaped above 4000' , with the
upper slopes continuing right up to 35-40°.
are rocky and generally over 8 0 0 0 ' .
easy scrambling

(class 2 ) .

brillant green meadow.

The peaks

Most involve some

Anything that isn't rock is

We stopped and looked at the old settlement.
There were four tumbled down cabins, and one which w a s
recently built, I believe in 1965 by someone from Darcy.
It is in reasonable condition and with a bit of w o r k
could b e fixed up for the winter.

The cart track runs up

the valley a little further and then climbs into a side
valley containing 2 lakes.

We camped beside the upper

one at 7300' under a clear sky.

A mere roll in your

sleeping bag and you could see 60 miles in several dir
ections.

The next day w e left our camp and scrambled

along the ridges and climbed peaks 8000*, 8100', and 8300'
Cshown on the m a p ) .

Goat tracks were everywhere.

8300 lacked a cairn so w e eagerly built one.

Peak

W e peered

down into the broad U-shaped meadows of Lost Valley
Creek and across into the cirques of Melvin L a k e .
Melvin Creek looks like a possible access route
Cayoosh Creek.

from

The area looks fantastic for ski-moun

taineering but the avalanche danger would be h i g h .
John Baldwin

(L)

Helen Lemon

Graham Underhill
PEEKS

LAKE

TRIP

Rob MacLaren

September 1 7 , 1977

By 9:30 all showed up at Deeks Creek B r i d g e , about
3% Miles north of Lions B a y .

W e started o f f , following

orange spray blazes and unfortunately, w e quickly s e p erated into 2 parties.

The fast group waited at the

1st clearing for 45 minutes before going on and left a
note.

From this point on things got worse, the weather

turned bad (ie rain) and the blazes degenerated

into

multicoloured ribbons, all before the Jj-way point.

Once

we h i t the old logging road w e had to have a search
party for each blaze or ribbon.

W e got to the lake

about 2, only to find it socked in and very windy.

We

left soon thereafter, meeting the slow group just as w e
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left, w h o were staying only a few minutes then coming
back.

We roared down to the homestead, then off down the

road to the trail.

Then we got lost in the area just b e 

fore the trail due to false leads with ribbons; while the
slow group didn't.

The first group arrived at the bottom

at 4:00 but some members of this group took a wrong

turn

and did not show up until 6:00 after I had called the
ROMP.

I arrived back at 6:30 to find all had come out

just after I left and had gone home.

So I waited

until

7 until the cop showed then told him what happened.
MORAL - Don't get excited and do silly things like
going to the cops because the people you lose w i l l come
out just after you leave and don't take such a large
group with one leader!
Rob MacLaren

(L)

Ron London

Dave Waldiehuk

Glen Spicer

Gordon Schindell

Jeanette LeDuc

Peter Spasov

Trevor Boyd

Barry Smith

Angela ?

Marge Magus

Richard Kubik

Tyronne Ebert

Jean Gardiner-Hogan
GOLDEN EARS

Brian Terry

September 18, 1977

At an early morning rendezvous by the Pitt River our
heads were numbered 25 by that experienced uphill
and our leader, John Romein.

stomper

Inspired by his commands

to

overcome any obstacle that might come between us and the
larger of the Golden Ears, w e heard: "Uh, just, I think,
follow that there, er road"
Shortly thereafter we fledgeling hikers were
first intimidated by a cable-rope so-called bridge, and
awaited a demonstration of its use by John

Intrepid.

After seeing his effortless crossing we hastened
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to

follow him, often with four or five people on the cable
at once.

In protest the bridge began to oscillate wildly

and sway threateningly from side to side in an effort to
shake off some of its load, but all passed safely in the
end.
There followed a lengthly climb up the tops of 2
ridges during which the group gradually split into the inshape and out-of-shape groups.

After bush, snowfields and

rock ledges, we finally made it to the top.

And so that

that fleeting moment of triumphal ascent could be captur
ed on film, the smiling faces on beaten bodies rearranged
themselves for each different photographer.
All in all, it was a good first hike, and our fatigue
was soon forgotten, unlike the new friendships that were
to grow in the short months
RHODODENDRON

ahead.
PEAK

John Leighton

(8300')
September 17-18, 1977

From Pemberton we proceeded north to A m

Road where

we turned left onto the property of Art Stahlie, where we
could park our vehicles beside his house and w e headed off
across his fields to the road which heads up the Miller
Creek Valley.

This valley is used by 3 or 4 cattlemen for

grazing purposes, consequently the trail up to it is very
substantial.

The road climbs quite steeply until the 2nd

crossing of Miller Creek on a large log bridge and
here the route is a trail.

from

The trail climbs on up over a

shoulder of the mountain into the upper valley w h e r e one
finds the meadows.

The trail comes down a steep, muddy

creek gully just before breaking out onto the first meadow
At this point take care in keeping on the route, because
we didn't.

Although there is no obvious trail or marking,

you should cross the creek right at this point

(there-is

no bridge) and head over to the far side of the valley
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across the meadows.

On the far side you may pick up

some of the scanty flagging and find the cattle trail
(fairly obvious) heading into the trees.

From here

simply

follow this trail on up the valley until you arrive at the
log cabin used by the ranchers where we camped.

The night

was very cosy with 6 to a McKinley tent.
Next morning w e caught a few glimpses of Rhododendron
rising on the southwest side of the valley flanked by its
2 impressive glaciers.

Culbert's recommended route invo

lves traversing up the valley to the farther glacier and
then on up to the peak.
found out.

This may not be so easy, as we

From the cabin, unless you are very careful,

you will be in for a soggy 2 hour bushwack through dense,
marshy willow to reach the lake at the toe of the object
ive glacier.

However, a fairly good but poorly marked

trail can be found by following these next steps.

Pro

ceed from the cabin up the valley on a reasonably

clear

trail to a large flagpole-like snag with flagging on it.
From here proceed stra ight up the valley to the next
obvious bunch of flagging.

Dpon reaching it, turn right

by 90° (northward) and cut over to the trees on the side
of the valley.

You should be able to locate a fairly

clear trail just into the trees which takes you straight
up the valley, and bypassing most of the bushwacking.
At the point where the trail again enters the valley
and peters out y o u will cross a small, muddy
From here head on over to the main river
clear t r a i l ) .

(there is no

Upon hitting the river bank, some searching

around should yield some flagging
opposite b a n k ) .

floor

stream.

(most apparent on the

This is important as this flagging indi

cates the only log which crosses the river.

On the other

side there is scanty flagging leading across marshy
ground, but the route is self-evident up and onto the
moraine.

From here one can easily navigate around to the

glacier.
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Next morning we broke up into 3 parties.

None of

us ever came close to finding the trail up the valley but
Malcolm and I did manage to find the log crossing by good
fortune.

The glacier proved to be much larger than ex

pected and was clearly out of the question for our attempt
to climb the peak that day.

John lead a small group of 3

onto the lower part of the glacier but was soon turned
back by some nasty slots and seracs.

Meanwhile, Malcolm

and I wandered along the top of the moraine up to the
glacier and then headed back to camp.

Knowing where the

log crossing w a s , we were able to find the elusive trail
and hence the detailed description in this article.
others slogged all the way back.

The

It was an enjoyable day

without too much rain but virtually no clearing of the i
sky.

We headed back down the trail and reached the cars

by 9.

Quite unexpectedly, the Stahlies invited all 11 of

us into their home for dinner.

Mr. Stahlie is the local

authority on the present state of access into some of the
more remote areas in this vicinity and has some good
information.

We left Pemberton about 11 and drove back

to Vancouver.
It was a very enjoyable weekend and the Miller Creek
Meadows are a particularly nice place.

It is w e l l worth

a return visit and Rhododendron is reputed to be a plea
sant and rewarding climb.

Our biggest problem was time

lost due to insufficient information on access and due to
the inclement weather.

It is hoped that this article

will be able to eliminate the former problem, at least.
ADDITIONAL REFERENCES:
- Dick Culbert's Alpine Guide.

Pages 215

(access) and 222

- VOC Journal 1974. Page 55
MAPS:
1:50,000 - 92 J/7 West
- 92 J/6 East

(as soon as it becomes
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available)

NIGHT

DESCENT

ON

THE

WHISTLER

INN

October 1, 1977
On the evening of October 1st, a hiking party was
mounted during the Long-Hike celebrations to attempt the
descent on the Whistler Inn. At 8, we assembled near the
front door of the cabin. Having checked our ropes, pitons
and livers we began the descent. The route down to
Highway 99 was tough; the group found the mudpuddles
especially hard to traverse. Upon arriving at the highway
we went one mile south to the gas station across from the
gondola at the base of the mountain. There we turned
right and made the final descent to the Inn. Having made
a successful descent the group decided that a celebration
was in order so we toasted the occasion with "Canadian
Club" in the Inn's tavern. The view from inside the tav
ern was so majestic that we stayed for a couple of hours.
While there Paul treated us to a taste of British humour
and we were entertained by the comings and goings of the
Whistler crowd. Quite' refreshed we left the Inn about
10:30. However, a heavy fog had descended on the valley
and the ascent route had suddenly changed from an Al to
a C3. Being an adventurous lot we declined to rope-up
because even though it was dark we had all seen the light.
Roger Piett
Dorthy Heavenor

Fairley Dorth
P. S. Phillips

Gord Schindell (L)
Dave Waldichuk (L)

TRICOUNI
Hugh Inglis

October 15-16, 1977

With 6 of us piled into Steve's machine, we left
Vancouver about 8 Saturday morning and roared up the
Squamish highway to Garabaldi Station. The trail starts
near an old tunnel entrance on a road overgrown with
alders and quickly leads to the bottom of a rockslide.
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About 1.5 miles along the way the trail intersects a
well-used logging road then cuts up into the forest to a
small lake and cabin.

We reached the alpine meadows in

pouring rain and cold winds about one hour before dark
ness.

The howling demons

(Steve and Kerry) next door

decided w e were becoming too quiet

(maybe even sleeping)

so they brought over their pots etc. and brewed up some
hot chocolate on my bed.

Eventually however, they left

and we all slept soundly through a night of torrential
rains and high winds that did their best to blow us away.
Morning dawned clear and crisp so the 4 keeners set off
early to bag Tricouni.

Waiting around for people to

recover from taking their "easier routes" it was too
late for Rick and I to reach the peak so only Steve and
Kerry did.

Getting back to the campsite, the sun had

dried out everything and after a late lunch we packed up
and hiked out in time for dins in Vancouver.

Tricouni is

truly a worthwhile trip if you don't lose the trail and
can go on a sunny weekend.
Rick Raynsford

(L)

Hugh Inglis

Steve Ludwig

Bev McLeod

Louise Hooley

Kerry Delany

WEDGE

MOUNTAIN

Julian Dunster

TRIP
October 15-16, 1977

It has always seemed to me that for a weekend trip
to the hills, success will be given to few and guarded
from many.
I should at this point counsel all readers to b e 
ware of one J. Baldwin.

At a first glance this slightly

built, rather nondescript fellow causes little

comment

But be warned - here is a real Man, a powerful

combin

ation of brain and sinew - each move most carefully cal
culated - to cause horror in peoples' hearts.
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Finally we parked, geared-up and as a party of 1 2 ,
w e began the slog up to the hut.
standing at full height

The mighty Baldwin

(on a stump so we could see him*,)

then proclaimed that we should go non-stop to the top and
that this would be the best plan - before w e could answer
this he bounded away up the hill and into the hills and
forests.

And so it came to pass that just over 2 hours

later the elite of the party strode effortlessly into the
hut.
The evening passed on in an orgy of eating.
accommodation was a trifle cramped

Sleeping

(the hut being designed

for only 6, was bulging with 14 in i t ) .

Sleep as always

in these places was fitful and uncomfortable and were
aroused at 5:30 the next AM.
Once on the glacier we divided and roped into 4
ropes.

No potential failure is fun unless the organisat

ion is disorganised.

Hence our decision to avoid the

normal route and take a different one.
Good fun was had by all, what with ropes stuck,
bent ice axes and the snow snakes biting every so often,
nerves were on edge.

My rope went up a 2nd gully - and

it was delayed in trying to get up over a 6' band.
Finally we hit the ridge and after a lengthy flog we
reached the

summit.

Well the descent was basically hard work - various
conflicts of opinion as to which way - eventually our
leader salvaged his position to some extent by gallantly
running down the hill crying, "this is the way here-Aah."
We lesser mortals opted for a more genteel

approach

and stumbled, crawled, groped our way down - with every
third step disappearing up to the thighs.
After a few very frustrating hours we arrived on
another snow field and then it was merely a few hours
more slog back over the glacier to the hut.

40.

Now it may be thought by the reader that the fun was
over - the route done - all down safely - a success in
fact, a tick in the old guide book.

Alas n o - the fun

now started - it was 6:15 PM when w e left the hut and
started running down the trail - h hour later it was dark.
As a party of 9 (the rest were still behind us) we
shuffled - yes literally shuffled our way down the trail.
People were very helpful to each other with

comments

passing along the line like "tree on the left" or "Aaaah"
silence - noise of falling body.
Ih-.total darkness we slowly fumbled our way down
had 1 torch - like I said - disorganized!)

(we

In fact, it

took us nearly 1 hour longer to get down than it did to
get up.

So finally back to the cars, then the cafe and

then home - a bed - warmth and deep sleep.
Trip Members:
Keith Niall

Peter Wolfe

Bob Warden

Jock Richardson

Helen Lemon

Tony Knight

John Baldwin

Wally Howe

Jeremy Webber

Julian Dunster

Richard Wiedemann

Phil Hall

LINDEMAN

AND

GREENDROP

(L)

LAKES
October 2 2 , 1977

At 11:30, 15 of us met at the parking lot near
Chiliwack Lake, 24 miles from beautiful downtown

Chiliwack

and began our trip.
Up we went at a fast pace set by leader Dawn Thomas.
The way was steep and the trail Was strewn with many
stones and roots at odd angles.

Soon we formed a rag

tag line of puffing followers in various stages of e x 
haustion, but finally we arrived at Lindemah Lake.
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Fortunately fay then the sun was emerging and the view was
worth the panting.

Mountains and fall leaves were both

reflected in the water.
Dawn had told us that the stoney, rooty upward path
would change between Lindeman Lake and Greendrop Lake.
Wisely, though, she didn't tell us what was ahead or
some of us would have stopped sooner.

What was ahead was

a series of 7 rocky slopes of varying lengths designed
to strike great fear and terror into the souls of a couple
of us who were quite new to this sort of thing.

To our

rescue came a couple of gallant gentlemen who coaxed us
across and gave us tips on how to become a mountain goat
in one easy lesson.

We reached Greendrop Lake, lunch

and another great view by mid-afternoon.
The return trip was easy in comparison and even the
rocks didn't seem so bad.

BROHM

All in all a good day.

RIDGE

Bob Gephart

ROUTE
October 22-23, 19 77

This trip was supposed to involve crevasse rescue
practice on the Warren Glacier and possibly a climb of
Mt. Garibaldi.

Instead, it consisted of a tent demolition

derby and the comparison of various techniques of coping
with imperfect weather on Brohm Ridge.
By taking a wrong turn, 7 of us with 2 abused cars
were able to begin hiking about 1 mile below the midstation of the defunct ski development.

We continued up

and along Brohm Ridge in weather just good enough for im
pressive views of Dalton Dome and Atwell Peak.

We chose

to camp where it was flat and scenic but exposed to the
wind.

3 tents went up, and the McKinley responded to the

wind by falling over.

Proceeding along the ridge, w e

were turned back by lack of time, and clouds blasting at
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about 80 km/hr.

Darkness came, rain began, and the wind

increased, buffeting the tents from all directions.

Every

hour or so, people would emerge to rearrange and reinforce
the tents, and discuss anew the idea of evacuating.

One

person from the McKinley decided to go back along the
ridge to a cabin.

He failed to find the cabin, but fell

in a stream and returned to the tents.

By this time, the

1

wind had ripped the flysheet of K e n t s Crestline, and it
was apparent that the McKinley wasn't affording high qual
ity shelter.

This precipitated the decision at midnight

by the 6 people in these 2 tents to leave.

Visibility

was averaging 7 m. and the cold rain was being driven by
80 km/hr gusts as they packed and wandered off.

That

they reached the cars was due to good luck rather than
good judgement.

Their margin of safety was reduced to

zero, and any minor mishap could have been disastrous.
Back on. the ridge, the storm decided that Steve had
made too much fun of the other tents, and taught him a
lesson by fracturing a key part of his tent's frame, and
he spent the rest of the night in the jeep.

A short dis

cussion confirmed that Mount Garibaldi would be left
alone, and w e began driving around in the fresh
trying to follow the route.

After various

snow,

unsettling

adventures, we departed from Brohm Ridge.
A few comments on the tents are in order.

The

Crestline Expedition, though an excellent tent, cannot
withstand continuous high winds.

Except for the excellent

part, the same applies to the McKinley.

The Fjallraven

Thermo Raven, due to design flaws cannot take the high
winds for which it is intended.
it remained dry inside.

However, until breaking,

The tent that impressed

was the Jansport Mountain Dome.

everyone

Its occupants never

needed to get out to adjust it, and even though it was
sometimes blown flat, it took 13 hours of that w i t h no

part failures.

With a full flysheet, wind blown rain

and snow would also be exT-uded.
PARTICIPANTS :
Alex Szabo

(L)

Leon ?

Bob Gephart

Steve Grant

Stewart Bilodeau

Jeremy Webber

Graham Underhill

Al Knutson

Kent Watson

Peter ?
BLACK

TUSK

Paul Phillips

November, 19 77

Under the fearless leadership of G. Underdog, w e
arrived early avoiding the queues and after a trot

(Graham

's version of walking) we stumbled into Taylor m e a d o w s .
The meadows are beautiful, needless to say and had been
freshly dusted with 6" of snow.

The sky was clear, and

it was a pure delight to watch the occassional lone snowflake dance in the sun-beams.

Our progress was somewhat

hampered by the unexpected snow.

Snow always feels unex

pected when you.are standing up to your knees in it in a
pair of hush-puppies.
Near the end of the meadows someone decided that we
should approach the tusk via a direct assault on the East
Knob.

At this stage our female cohorts decided, very

sensibly, to retreat to the safety and warmth of Vancouver.
The East Knob proved to be an interesting climb,
class 3 in my humble opinion, but then my being a baccha
nal means that I am not always fully at ease with grav
itational forces.

Eventually w e reached the snowfield

below the Tusk, apparently the first party of the day.
It was such a delight to feel my feet thrusting through
the crust of virgin snow.

From the snowfield the Tusk practically

dominates

the horizon and it looks considerably more impressive than
the reputed 200' scramble; so much so that 4 of the re
sidual party thought fit to abandon the remainder of the
hike.

Normally I would have also dropped out, but my

adrenal gland had exploded on the East Knob so I felt that
I had nothing to lose, an erroneous assumption I w a s to
discover.
Dave, Graham, Roger and myself slogged up the scree
slope and arrived at the base of the Tusk at 1 2 .

There

w e ate, put on silly hats and tried to find the chimney
up.
Feeling refreshed by my fried apple and salad dress
ing sandwiches I was ready for the climb.
hang about 1 0

1

A m i n i over

up the chimney nearly failed 2 of us and

we had to be belayed up.

For those like myself, w h o are

unfamiliar with belaying it is done as follows:

the

president of the VOC or some such high ranking officer
ties a rope around you very tightly using a granny knot.
This can be done by yourself, however, providing you a)
do not know how to tie a bowline b) are not stuck in a
chimney and c) you don't enjoy watching other people get
cold h a n d s .

Anyhow this being completed the afor men

tioned then hauls on the rope to cut off any remaining
blood that might be trickling through to the legs and
you claw frantically at the rock.

The purpose of all this

I believe, is that if you fall and snap off one

(or both)

of your legs you are already torniqued thus avoiding dis
tressingly large stains in the snow.
of course be applied to the waist.

The tornique must
Tying ropes around

the neck or other fragile parts of one's anatomy, does not
appear to work so w e l l .
The climbing continued with some difficulty
to the presence of 2' of snow.
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owing

Eventually I reached a

rock face that defied all my Hush Puppies attempts
stick.

to

Our leader wisely decided I should be left there

to cling to the rock with fingers that functionally

no

longer existed and a pair of shoes which turned snow to
sheets of ice wherever.they

touched.

The climb down was more

'interesting', the final

part of the chimney was jumped by the others, I having
strong visions of being suspended by my cheekbones half
way down,

climbed.

Walking back down was fast, being impeded only by the
fact that my beloved HP's disobey all known laws of
physics when placed on steep alpine meadows.

The

journey

to the car took a little under two hours.
Without snow this hike is considerably easier than
I have described and I would recommend it to both begin
ners

(who can wander around the delightful meadows) and

to the more advanced hikers

(otherwise known as deviants)

w h o can climb the Tusk or Panorama Ridge.
Graham Underhill

(L)

Roger Piett

Howard Delong

Diego Restvepo

Steve Lariviere

Dave Waldichuk

Ron London

•

Paul Phillips

Kathy O'Shea

unidentified blonde G.U. was
interested in.

MT

REXFORD

(AN

Paul Phillips

ATTEMPT)
October 22-23, 1977

M t . Rexford is located east of Mt. Slesse on the
Center Creek Valley, an easy weekend trip from Vancouver.
The Valley is unfortunately being logged and access is
barred by a locked gate.

However the key may be obtained

in the grocery store of the local town.

Details of the

climb may be found in Culbert's Alpine Guide.
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The beginning of the trail is marked by a w e l l hidden sign, but this will have been undoubtedly
by some chain-saw fiend.

logged

I shall give n o directions as

all the environmental cues have probably since been
removed by manical bull-dozer drivers.

However Rexford's

7600 logger-proof feet of granite should be easily
spotted.
Despite some confusion between logging slash markers
and trail markers we managed to find the trail, well the
first 100 yards of it anyway.

However, this seemed to

bore J.B. who took us onto a far more

'interesting t r a i l

1

(which as it turned out ran parallel to and 50 yards
from the proper t r a i l ) .

An

'interesting trail' is a VOC

euphemism for a trail which allows much scope for deviant
behaviour, such as bushwacking on an otherwise class 4
rock face, or waterfall skiing.

The trail was especially

interesting for me as I was carrying my weekend load in
my

'Monty Python bicycling backpack', which possesses a

vestigial waist belt, and as a consequence is able to
undergo simple harmonic motion at a point

approximately

three feet behind m e .
Highlights of the day w e r e : a bushwack

(on a steep

slope of course) through undergrowth which deserves the
botanical name of 'ensolite savagus'; edging along on a
4" wide shelf on a class 5 granite bluff; listening to
Richard's polemics on bush and Canadian hikers

(being of

European derivative, like myself, he had never seen bush,
the sheep eat it a l l ) ; watching Richard's face when the
trail terminated in a 200' bluff and Ludwig announced that
w e would rappel down it

1

(Ludwig s decision was vetoed by

the threat of a well-placed hiking b o o t ) ; watahing me
climbing a 500' class 4 gully of crumbling granite while
simultaneously retrieving my backpack from various parts
of my body, like the back of my head, my armpits and
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from under my feet, all without rope or safety net

(only

took us one hour to d o ) ; watching our faces when w e d i s 
covered that the aforementioned gully was only 20 yards
from the Al hiking trail; and finally, having reached
camp 5 hours later, seeing Ludwig refuse a 2nd helping of
supper

(a J.B. special, salt and macaroni

The evening was no less exciting.

casserole).

We had one '6

different ways to die McKinley tent* and 6 people.

3

bravely decided to bivouac, for 20 minutes, then it
started to snow.
W e l l , now that the 6 of us were comfortably

nestled

ear to ear in the tent the weather decided to provide us
with some entertainment, starting with 80 mi/hr gusts of
wind.

As w e were on a rather exposed 5500 foot ridge the

20 lb r o c k s , acting as tent pegs for our fly, became air
borne.

One in particular had a partiality for Trevor's

left ear.

This of course led to fights as to w h o was

going outside in the snow to get stoned to death-Joy our
'tent p e g s ' .
Not content w i t h the winds and snow Mother Nature
layed on a full cabaret with snow, wind, rain and hail
simultaneously, with a thunderstorm for the encore the
next morning.
After a 14 hour night and 4 hours of sleep w e made
a hasty retreat.

Having first retrieved stoves and

ensolite from the babbling brook that had taken
in our tent that night.

residence

Fortunately no gear was lost, it

all got washed into the 6" deep lake that had formed in
one corner of the tent.

Remarkable tents, McKinley's,

they let the water in but don't let it out, and they only
weigh 20 lbs when w e t .
Well our hasty retreat wasn't, as part of the route
was across an 'avalanche' of huge granite boulders which
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were now covered with ice and swept by high winds
(removal of hiker from boulder type w i n d s ) .
The drive back was nostalgic, we got a puncture in
exactly the same place as we got one en route up.

Ludwig

was not amused.
All in all the trip was a complete failure and I
would not recommend it to anyone who thinks that central
heating is not a luxury.
John Baldwin

(L)

Paul Phillips

Steve Ludwig

Robin Bricel

Trevor Boyd

Richard Wiedemann

MT

STURDEE - ASSINIBOINE

John Baldwin
It's COLDi

CHRISTMAS

TRIP

December 26 - January 5, 1978
Getting late in the afternoon, this

looks like a good place to camp. Ah, that feels better
as my pack slowly sinks off into the powder.
tent up and start melting snow.

I get the

The gentle purr of the

stove is all that can be heard.
We are camped at the bottom of Citadel P a s s .

It is

a crystal clear night - icicles tinkling on our beards.
It is well into darkness now.

I unroll my ensolite, its

as supple as thick cardboard - snap, make that ensolites.
Suddenly there's a small flickering light half-way
up to the pass.

It dissappears, then a voice cries out

a few muffled 4 letter words followed by a loud bellow
"I'm buggered!".

Its Julian at last shortly before dawn

and 64 falls later.
Yesterday we had shouldered our grossly over-weight
packs and skied up the runs of Sunshine Ski area and off
across the meadows, on our mid-afternoon start.
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Today

had begun in a small clump of trees on the alpine plateau
and had led us across and around to Citadel Pass where we
caught our first view of Mt. Assiniboine looming into the
Jetstream, on the horizon.
Jock had a few minor problems with his binding and
Julian was involved in his fourth time on skiis, but here
w e were slightly under halfway in.
The next day once again saw us shouldering our packs.
Dubious as to whether this might not be a bit too ambit
ious a ski trip for Julian we ventured over to the small
log cabin at Police Meadows and Julian rested that after
noon while Jock and I went skiing - hill climbing with
special green on trowels?
A n early start at 8 BC time or Alberta time, no watch
anyway, but early.

We dropped back down into the main

valley and followed the ski tracks up and down and around
the irregular terrain on the Golden Valley.

The sun shone

brilliantly all day - even providing a little warmth.
Jock found it in his heart to stop for lunch and we

forced

a sandwich on Julian, who had been contending with trees
growing on the trail at regular intervals but especially
on the corners of the short dips.

On the right-hand

side

was a large waterfall frozen in its green-blue state.
After the Golden Valley we entered the Valley of the
Rocks - appropriately named with huge boulders strewn
around.

The trail weaved incessantly among them.

The

sun went down just as we cleared the Valley of the Rocks
onto the open plain surrounding Og Lake,

Here we caught

our 2nd glimpse of Mt. Assiniboine, fading into the
darkness and slightly closer than before.
A few rays of light still shone on the trail of a
jet, signalling the arrival of darkness as the bitter
cold set in.

Thumbs and toes flexing rapidly, the jet
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roared off into the night.
1

Several hours later and well into the night w e re
still plodding along, and our headlamps all but a use
less yellow glow from the cold.
ther.

Julian stops for a brea

He falls over into the snow.

Between the 2 of us

we manage to lift his pack back up onto his back.
shattered", mutters Julian.

Broken Men!

bit, feeling the trail with our skiis.
- the lodge.

It's locked!

"I'm

We push on a
Eventually a cabin

Groping for the trail we meet

someone else who says its about 5 minutes to the cabins.
14 hours later we come back to life.

Now what about our

plans to climb the NW Ridge of Assiniboine.

The weather

is good, very cold and windy on the mountain but clear.
Julian says no-way - he'll need all he's got to get back
out.
New Year's Day, Jock and I head off across Lake Magog
"dressed to the teeth."

We stash our skiis and kick steps

up the headwall in the main couloir to the right of the
glacier.

The snow is hard and easy for walking.

The upper hut is well built and seldom used in winter.
We are joined by Raymond Jotterard.
darkness.

We are in bed by

It is very cold inside and outside the wind is

scouring away at the cabin.

Up at 5 and Raymond sets off

for the first winter ascent of the north face - solo.
The wind is still very strong.
to the wind the whole time.

The ridge will b e exposed

It could take us 1 2 , 14

hours, people have taken longer in the summer.

A possible

bivouac with this cold and that wind, Jock and I decide
against it.

Instead we head for Mt. Sturdee.

On our way

we see Raymond exit from the last couloir above the 2nd
rock band, where there is a large plume - windy.

W e drop

onto the glacier and ascend up a steep snow slope to the
upper left hand col of Mt. Sturdee.
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It is a beautiful

day, pieps pieping, sun shining, wind howling over the col
beards tinkling with frost, spindrift darting and the
rockies spread out below.

We climb up the east ridge.

Up another steep snow slope on front p o i n t s .

A short

rock pitch with crampons up a bit m o r e , followed by an
interesting narrow gully - very enjoyable.
at 10,300 we reckon a 2nd winter ascent.
the sights.

Ah, the

summit

Jock points out

Mt. Sir Donald, the Bugaboos, Lougheed,

the

Kananaskis Range, Peak after Peak and not a cloud in
sight.

We rush back down to Lake Magog.

Raymond was

successful.
The second half of our 65 mile winter epic was
beginning.

W e decided to ski-out a different w a y .

just
Our

route took us out over Assiniboine P a s s , down Bryant
Creek, up to Allarby Pass then right out Brewster
to the Highway near Banff.

Creek

The weather broke and w e

received a continual shower of powder snow on the way out.
Towards the end of our 7th day, w e stood staring in awe
at the headwall w e had to ski down.

Quite unexpected

it

looked much more like part the coast range than the end
of a broad U-shaped valley in the Rockies.

I suggested

Julian walk down since he might find it easier.

Jock had

meanwhile pushed on to the halfway, but that was 2 miles
beyond the bottom of the headwall.
pitch dark.

Halfway down it was

There was a shout from behind "John I lost

my ski." followed by silence.
Julian had slid down a couloir and in the process
had dropped one ski that sailed off down the hill into
the trees? but where?
bed.

Luckily w e located it and so to

Up before dawn the next day

is a lot every n i g h t ) .

(16 hours in a tent

We were soon greeted by Jock w h o

had come back to find us - only he w a s without tent or
stove and so had rolled into his sleeping bag partway up
the headwall.

He hadn't slept well - a powder
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avalanche

woke him up in the night.

We quickly headed down.

new snow had made the avalanche conditions

The

treacherous.

At one point the route crossed above a large cliff and
had Julian been 50' farther ahead he might have been
swept off over it by an avalanche.
Another fellow had described the trail out from
here as nothing you would want to check your speed on.
Sure enough it wasn't.

Our mountaineering skiis were

quite redundant, although the warm double boots a
necessity.

15 miles later saw us sitting beside the high

way, triumphant, tired, overjoyed and alive.

Julian

then pointed out that most of the pleasure to be had from
our trip would begin now that it was over.
Jock had gone to fetch the car from Sunshine but
Julian and I decided that it would be near impossible to
sit beside the highway like liamps of ice waiting, so w e
headed into Banff

(leaving a note for J o c k ) .

fine and dandy except we had no money or
- only our cameras and sleeping b a g s .

That was

identification

Dunster being as

enterprising as always, then managed to put his $400
camera into hock at a local gas station in exchange for
$10 in order that we could get a bit to eat.

Sitting in

the restaurant the past 10 days' odours began thawing out
as we pondered our situation if Jock failed to retrieve
the car.

We convinced the waitress to let us sit there

a bit longer when luckily Jock arrived with the car,
money, and identification all those things we hadn't even
thought about for the longest time.

KOKANEE
Rob MacLaren

Christmas

1977-78

We left Vancouver on December 26, at various early
times in the morning.

We made Anarchist Summit near

Osoyoos at 4:30 where w e watched the sun set and got our
first taste of very cold weather.

The roads started to

make things tricky for Robin's VW "loaf" by throwing
patches of black ice under it's w h e e l s .

We finally

reached Nelson about 8:30 and lodged ourselves in the Hume
H o t e l , the others having beaten us there.
Everyone up at 6:30, and then out to the chopper pad.
We met "Doug" our pilot and another group of people going
into the Silver Spray Cabin.

3-20 minute flights

later

all arrived safely at the Slocan Chief Cabin to find 3'
dry powder, very cold temperatures 6 powder hounds in the
cabin and brilliant sunshine.

The remainder of that day

was spent setting ourselves up and skiing on the slopes
behind the cabin.

That day Tom Masterson, Sarah Chaney,

Hank Van Adam, Kirsty Leighton and Ehleen Bohn arrived.
17 that night - very cozy.
Next day, Ted got up to light the fire which was kind
as all the others were frozen to the floor.

This day we

m a d e the trek to Lemon Pass, then up to Mt Giegerich for
some beautiful views of woolly clouds in the valleys below
The trip took six hours return.
On the third day the weather had changed, it snowed
5 cm by breakfast time.

The day was spent skiing on "Dope

Slope" behind the cabin and in the trees Ted wracked his
knee - w e all felt the loss of our keen, fearless, leader.
5 more people arrived that day.
Dec 30 - Again fresh powder.

We had a woodpile hunt

that morning and besides Ted playing invalid all day, most
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people went Dope Slope skiing.
December 31 - Everybody got up at 7 and then climbed
up the glacier to the Battleship

(some skiied to the

summit) then to Giant's Kneecap by 2.

We had a good run

down to the cabin, Wayne tring to invoke the ski spirit
of Graham U . by jumping up and down vigorously

several

times and shouting "Head 360" in the hopes that he might
obtain the skiing powers of that legendary figure but
it didn't w o r k .

That night being New Year's E v e , we had

our turkey dinner

(minus the turkey - courtesy of a

martin w h o ate all 12 lbs) and numerous bottles of alco
holic refreshments.
Day 6 - Hank, Kirsty and Ehleen left, leaving only
VOCers in the cabin.
up at, 2??

Breakfast 11:30, 2 people getting

Small groups wandered to Enterprise P a s s , Dope

Slope, the meadows and in the cabin.

All in all an

excellent trip and to top it all off the Northern Lights
appeared.

Tomorrow:dreams of a hot bath.

January 2 - Up at 7, left at 9 in clear sunny weather
and made Gibson Lake by 12.

Then THAT ROAD, that never

ending, flat, low sloped road.
Hune!

Hot baths!

Good Food!

All out by 4 and on to the
Soft B e d s !

Comments on the Slocan Chief:
1)

The cabin was devoid of pots and cutlery but is reas
onably stocked with staples

2)

(don't count on it)

Take stoves - the ones there are only good for melting
snow and heating.

The lanterns are wrecked

(ie do not

work well or at all)
Robin Bricel

Paul Hooper

Marianne Etchell

Ted Friesen

Trevor Boyd

Rob MacLaren

Howard "Claude" Rossman
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Wayne Nagata
(L)

Ted Johnson
Peri Mehling

MACGILLIVRAY

PASS

Anders Ourom

Christmas 19 77-78

The conditions on this trip attained the near hum
drum level, for the m o s t part due to superb w e a t h e r ,
superb snow, superb sunsets

(and sunrises) and the super

latively speaking) companionable companions.

The snow

creep was w e l l behaved, and in fact was only seen on 2
occassions, both rather trivial.
Only 2 notable incidents of misbehaviour

occurred

among the bourgeois p i g g i e s , both of which were promptly
disciplined, one punishment running to the

attempted

application of a red hot poker to the culprits posterior
by "worthy pedestrian".

Apart from t h i s , the participants

applied themselves to both work and play w i t h diligence
and enthusiasm.

1 notorious person, w h o was observed

to

be sharp as a drill and twice as boring, revelled in re
counting fairy stories to his enthralled audience, while
another applied himself to the manufacture of

shortlived

c a n d l e s , possibly the highest recorded instance of
cottage industry in the province.

Those of an intellec

tual bent were reduced to gazing at the stars in mute
supplication; no answer has yet been received.

Uniquely,

little enthusiasm was noted regarding the endless

trowel/

toothpick controversy, perhaps because its answer is
obvious to any sensible person.

For the most part, it

w a s cold enough to keep the powder in good shape but not
cold enough to require double b o o t s .

Both

cornice-jumping

and moonlight skiing became popular w i t h the more venture
some

(or less i n t e l l i g e n t ) ; a few trivial peaks were

bagged.

also

On the last day the temperature dropped to -30°C

little windchill w a s evident, apart from the heavy breath
ing of the fools around m e hurrying back t o the c a r s , the
city, a snowstorm and
Ed. N o t e :

studying.

This article left unedited.
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VICTIMS:
Jane Weller

Patti Hinds

John Romein

Anders Ourom

Cliff

Heather Manson

Inskip

Jay McArthur

Hugh Inglis

Margaret

Paul Phillips

Symons

Jay Page

Steve Ludwig

G a i l Franko

Graham Underhill

YOHO

XMAS

TRIP
Christmas

1977-78

Crystal clear skies, conquered p e a k s , good food and
lots of enthusiasm made Yoho a super success this y e a r .
6 cars and 19 people left Vancouver with half open eyes
early on Boxing Day and after a day of staring at peak
after peak towering in the blue sky 5 cars managed
arrive in Field.

The Field Hotel

to

(Mt Stevens Chalet) put

on a quick dinner for us and the rest of the evening was
spent organizing food and worrying about that m i s s i n g car!
Clear skies make cold weather and some of us were worried
about survival during that one night stop over enroute
to the Stanley-Mitchell Hut.

The hotel buzzed w i t h

questions like: "How would your sleeping bag be w i t h 2
people in it?" or "Who here is in good enough shape to
m a k e it all the w a y in one day?"

After heavy

consultat^

ions w e decided to do it in two days and spend one night
freezing to death.

I phoned the missing peoples'

(Sheila

Bill and Chris) parents and managed to make them sick
w i t h worry about their children - still n o news as to
their whereabouts so - off to bed.

Just as I got to sleep

in banged Shiela, Bill and Chris - a b i t of car

trouble

held them up - so Shiela kept us awake for a few hours
telling us about it!
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The first day of the trip started crisp
and clear.

(-30°

C)

Only 2 of the 6 cars would start so Bob and

Rob ferried us back and forth to the start of the ski-in.
It was an easy ski to the Ranger's cabin at Takakkaw Falls
with super scenery and no avalanche danger - only a few
feet of snow.

We took over the Ranger's cabin as it was

open and got a good fire going before dark.

It was a

pretty cosy cabin, with about 25 of u s , by the time we
went to bed.
Breakfast was quick and cold, with everybody

jumping

up and down trying to thaw out their feet, so most headed
off for the Stanley-Mitchell hut pretty quickly.
and Ann sneered at all of us "sissies" using skins

Kevin
(theirs

were broken!) and used will-power and waxes to gain the
little Yoho Valley via the switchbacks - for the rest of
us it really wasn't a very hard ski at all!

The hut only

had 5 others staying in it - almost empty so we quickly
settled in, warmed it up and took over!

That night plans

were made for the next day's skiing.
Morning dawned with a high cloud layer and slightly
milder temperatures.

Groggy people stumbled down from the

loft and embarked on the morning's chores of preparing a
lunch and eating breakfast.

2 trips went out today, 1 to

Emerald Pass and the other up Mt MacArthur.

The group

going to Emerald Pass climbed the President while those
going to MacArthur did not manage to climb the peak due
to route-finding problems.

On both trips, skiing back

down from higher up to the cabin was pleasant in the rare
powder b o w l s , but these were few and far between.

All

were plagued with miserable wind crust snow which tripped
them at every occassion and by spiteful rocks which had
an insatiable hunger for ski b a s e s .

A large dinner made

by Hans and Jodi and preparations were made for the next
day then everyone retired to bed.
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The morning of the 30th dawned clear and cold.
call of breakfast

The

(made by Louisa and Neil) brought every

one tumbling down from the loft eager to get going.

Only

one trip today - up Isolated Peak and the Whaleback.
Neil led the pack up through the treed slopes behind the
cabin to the day's objective.
way down the line

Curses were heard all the

(especially from Kevin who lacked skins)

as to the twisting and steep nature of the ski track.

The

group split into 2 parties with one party climbing M a c Arthur then Isolated Peak and the other climbing
Peak and the Whaleback.

Isolated

Both groups enjoyed a terrific

ski back down through the trees to the cabin.

Everyone

helped split and carry firewood and make wantons for the
soup for the rest of the afternoon.

Supper consisted of

superb Chinese food

The other room

(thanks Louisa)

of the cabin had been vacated today so after dinner every
one crowded into its surprisingly spacious confines to
enjoy the tremendous heat of the airtight heater and
Jodi's super guitar and singing.

From this point on,

this room of the cabin became affectionately known as the
"Hot Spot", a favorite haunt of those seeking the Yoho
nightlife and a little heat from the fire.
On the morning of the 31st the weather was ideal,
but cold

(-30° C ) .

3 trips out today, 1 to climb the

President, 1 to climb Pollinger and Kiwetinok, and 1 to
climb MacArthur.

On their ski back down,the group climb

ing Kiwetinok found some of the finest powder bowls in
the area and proclaimed them as the "Ultimate Ski Run".
All 3 objectives were made putting a successful end to
the Year's

climbing.

Tonight everyone enjoyed turkey with all the trimmr
ings then an action packed evening in the Hot Spot thanks
to John's antics.

Everyone stayed up to see in the New

Year then some headed upstairs while others went

59.

skiing

by starlight. For those who headed upstairs, a very
violent rumble took place devastating the loft.
January 1, 1978 saw a lot of hangovers and under
standable lack of motivation. Most sat in the cabin all
day, but a small group of hardcores skied up to Kiwetinok
Pass to climb Mt. Kerr and to ski "The Ultimate". On
our final night at the Mitchell Hut all enjoyed (or
thought they did) a meal of chili con carne, bran muffins,
and apple crisp. Everyone felt stuffed and retired early
as we were to start skiing at sunrise tomorrow for the
trip out.
On the morning of January 2, most woke up feeling
very sick. 4 people had been sick during the night,
presumably from the meal. Despite the low key of the
morning, everyone was strong enough to ski out, so we left
the cabin and skied all the way to the highway. Everyone
managed to ski the 16 miles by 3:00 marking the end of a
very successful trip. After getting all the cars started
(quite a chore in -30° C) everyone headed home and arrived
in Vancouver in the wee hours of the morning.
TRIP MEMBERS:
Reid Carter (L)
Neil Carter
Ann Carter
Rowan Haigh
Bob Kandiko
Hans Muller
Darcy ?

Rob Boyce
Rob Barr
Bill Beard
Chris Bradley
Al Knutson
John Howe
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Sheila Churchill
Mike Down
Kevin Todd
Louisa Wiecke
Dan Moore
Jodi Schlatter

BOW

HUT

CHRISTMAS

TRIP

Vancouver, Boxing Day 1977 - A spectacular sunrise
looms over the horizon, outlining the shadow of a rented
van searching for victims to take to Bow Hut.

Soon

loaded with bags of food, 10 pairs of skis, 9 packs and 9
people, the van heads for the Rockies.

After a day on

the road, it stops at Field, and w e decide to spend the
night in the Field Hotel with some Yoho trippers rather
than camp-out.
December 27 - The trip in involves crossing Bow Lake,
skiing a gully on a frozen stream, climbing a valley to a
cliff topped by an icefall, and then kick-turning and
traversing up to the hut, 5 miles and 2,000" up from the
road.

The group spread out on frigid Bow Lake.

The

last 2 people were stopped along the trail by a pair of
wardens who advised that their packs were

overloaded,

they had the wrong kind of skis, and they couldn't possibly
reach the hut before sunset.
Audrey pushed on.

Undaunted by this, Pat and

Audrey was being troubled by her

collapsing pack and uncontrollable skis, but with a little
help from friends we all arrived

at the hut before dark.

The hut has adequate room for a dozen people.

There were

21 present, making all but the most essential unpacking,
organizing, and cooking impossible.

Fortunately,

several

people who weren't registered put up tents and slept out
side.
December 28 - The weather was clear but windy and
cold all day.

A late, disorganized start resulted in

people wandering about the Wapta Icefield, generally
ending up on 10,346' Mt. Gordon.
to have pizza.

That evening w e were

However, the pizza turned out to be the

do-it-yourself type, and the hut had nothing in the way
of cooking apparatus.

The courage of the cooks in under-
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taking preparations was exceeded only by the stamina of
the dish-washers, since some of the pizzas ended up
charred in pot lids and a wash basin.

The pudding dessert

didn't w a n t to set either, but at least the popcorn c o 
operated.
December 29 - The weather was warmer, but clouds and
whiteouts drifted around.
Rhondda.

Most of us aimed for M t .

Rhondda remained socked in as Bruce and Kevin

turned b a c k , while the others decided to visit Peyto Hut.
At 8100', Peyto Hut consisted of 2 small plastic eggs and
a blown-over outhouse.

This discovery prompted us to

climb back up to the Thompson-Rhondda saddle and act on
the fact that M t . Thompson was clear.

4 people w e r e lured

to the 10,119' summit, leaving their skis at the icefield.
While at the top w e admired the sun setting through cloud
layers, listened to the news, weather, and some music on
Steve's radio, and remarked on the whiteout between us and
the cabin.

Then w e fled down the mountain and skied for

m i l e s , following the morning's ski track.

As darkness

fell on the whiteout the headlamp would only pick out the
trail 2' ahead, but we made it to the hut without any
problem.

The hut was ridiculously crowded as u s u a l , and

to add to our delight the diesel stove began smoking up
the inside and had to be shut off.

The problem was dia

gnosed as a clogged flue, but a repair crew was

frustrated

in its efforts to dismantle the flue from inside the cabin.
That evening Julian led a discussion on food planning
expeditions and principles of glacier travel.

for

Then we all

ran out to gape at the Northern Lights and the moon
rising-over the peaks.
December 30 - Everyone but Audrey left the cold cabin
and struggled up the 500' slope onto the sunny

icefield,

where we turned up over the Nicholas-Olive ridge and caroomed down the Vulture Glacier to Balfour Hut.
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It

turned out to be a very nice, neat, well-equipped place.
As we ate lunch in the sun outside we spied, through the
glass some Yohoers on Mt. MacArthur 7 miles away.

Near

this cabin we found some powder snow, the only relief we
had from mixed patches of windpack and breakable crust.
During the return to Bow Hut we saw a
on the side of Mt. Gordon.

"smoking"crevasse

At Bow the door latch was

broken, locking us out until it yielded to Chris' probing
knife.

Fixing the stove was the priority.

December 31 - We climbed the slope for the last time
onto the sun-swept icefield.

The destination was M t .

Ehondda, and a chilly morning warned some people to put
an extra layer of socks on over their cross-country boots.
Arriving at the foot of Rhondda w e found the slope covered
with rocks.

Leaving skis everywhere and hiking to the top,

we wandered past the glaciology instruments at the south
end of the flat, 1 km long summit ridge to the cairn at
10,025'.

Mt. Rhondda offered a terrific view of crevasse-

filled Yoho Glacier and some of the more distant peaks,
like Collie and Baker, which we hadn't tried.

Bruce, Audrey,

and Kevin remained at the icefield with the rope well over
an hour, hopping around and singing and swearing to keep
from freezing.

It was an elated group that hustled back

to the cabin for the traditional feast.

Adding to the fun

was having the hut to ourselves, and for the only time we
were able to sit around the table together.

Menu:

roast

turkey with all the trimmings, vegetables, and smashed
potatoes, served with white w i n e .
awaited strawberry cheesecake.

Dessert was the long-

After the m e a l , a moment

that we dreaded finally arrived.

The toilet had been

filling up with frozen shit, and now rendered the outhouse
unusable for most functions.

Bruce was sent out with an

empty wine bottle but alas - he returned defeated.
bottle is no match for a shit monster.

A wine

Urged on by the

group, and armed with a stout pole and thorough knowledge
:

of battle strategy, Julian and Steve were flung: -into a
fray.

No match for V O C cunning, the shit monster was

defeated and sent rattling into the depths.

The victors

returned having licked the problem, much to the relieved
gratitude of the others.
the star-blanketed

Later, some went skiing under

sky.

January 1, 19 78 - Still gaseous from last evening's
excesses, w e packed and skied down into the valley.
Julian and Mary stayed behind to tidy up.

They caught up

to us in a few minutes since Audrey was again having
problems with her pack and skis.

This necessitated pack-

relaying games to avoid frostbite penalties.

It was much

colder down on the lake, but the truck started, everyone
crammed in, and we weaved through the night back t o
Vancouver.
We have some advice for next year.

The Bow Hut trip

should include fewer people to reduce crowding at the hut.
This sardine-can detracted from our trip.

It would make

sense to continue on to Balfour Hut, since it is a far
more pleasant place, being cleaner, better equipped and
less used than Bow Hut.

There is better terrain nearby

for both cross-country and downhill skiing, and it gets
lots more sun.

However, the trip in is longer and there

aren't as many peaks nearby for bagging.

The heaters at

these huts are useful only for melting snow; you can't
cook on them and there are no ovens.
lantern nor pots.

Bow Hut had neither

There are Coleman stoves, but this led

to difficulties with other groups over the ownership of
white gas in the tank.
danger.

There is no agreement on crevasse

Although we had no problems w e wished w e had

taken 2 ropes rather than one.

Cross-country skis are

more suited to the area than downhill skis.

Most of us

used cross-country equipment - Chris used both types to

advantage.

Overboots are a good idea.

place for inexperienced ski-tourers.

Also, this is no
The rented truck

from Cana avoided many problems, it was good having every
one in one vehicle, and total transportation costs came
to $45 per person.
CAMPERS:
Pat Whiting

Steve Grant

Chris Hatch

Bruce Blackwell

(L)

Mary Harrison

Audrey Gilmour

Julian Harrison

Rebecca Robertson-

Kevin Haberl

SPHINX

CAMP

EXCERPTS
April,

1977

APRIL 12 - While the McBride Traverse group are
proud of their trip, they should be more considerate of
others - particularily those who may have to go look for
them.

When they were 2 days overdue, the Mountain

Group and the RCMP were alerted.

Rescue

The next day, Tuesday,

a search and rescue operation was organized and a h e l i 
copter flew the area as well as weather would permit.

On

Wednesday, there were over 15 people and 2 helicopters
involved in the search.

Some of these people there had

to miss work and lose wages and all were

inconvienced.

People planning such trips in the future should con
sider how other people will be inconvienced

(not to ment

ion cost of helicopters, etc) by a search if they fail to
arrive on time.

The trip leader should be aware of the

capabilities of the participants before the trip leaves
rather than complaining about them after the trip returns.
Hopefully, needless searches may be avoided if people take
the effort to plan a trip properly and consider the con
sequences of their actions.

(It is better to turn back

and return on time than to be late, causing relatives to
worry and needless searches.
The Mountain Rescue Group.
APRIL 18 - Went up to the foot of Sphinx Glacier to
observe the "gynormous River of Blue in flowing over the
tortured bedrock."

We played around in the crevasses..

After stuffin'our faces for the rest of the afternoon...
we had a very interesting dinner.
Sheila C, Paul H, Jeff G, Rob B
APRIL 21 - After a 3 hour morning exam, I decided
at 2 pm yesterday to mosey on up to Sphinx.

After 2-35*

bus rides and 3 hitchhiking stints along the gold striped
autobahns, I was graciously dumped at the Black Tusk Road
turnoff along superhighway 99.

This was 5:10 pm.

This

called for some serious moseying to make it here before
dark.

Darkness caught me somewhere near the top of the

Barrier, as did Food Exhaustion:
trail munchies and trudged on.

I filled my pockets with
At 8:15, I ambushed

a

group of 3 camping snowshoers who were shivering around a
fire that was sinking down in the snow.

They were

appalled

by my severe bearing and seemed less at ease when I told
them that VOC people always do crazy things like traveling
at night without a head-lamp.

My arrival at the cabin

occurred at 10:10 in the meager starlight.
and Paul

I conned Sheila

(the Hoop) into cooking me some soup for the food

exhaustion.
Later:

There seems to be vast quantities of food left

over from Food Orders I and I I .

I am doing some serious

eating now that the Hoop and Sheila have left in hopes
of alleviating this serious surplus.
Still Latter:

5 people should have been here for

dinner. - I am the only one here for the night it seems.
Food exhaustion is taking its toll again but this time
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it's too much food:

as I see it, I've got to eat as much

as 5 people to keep up with the supplies 1
Steve Ludwig
APRIL 22 - We climbed Guard with myself crawling up
the rock on my knees and crawling down on my ass.

We

are both quite upset that we are going to have to consume
a dinner planned for 8 people.

(ED. note:

that's bad

form, Graham!)
Graham U. Steve L.
APRIL 23 Version 1 - We found that 2 big

footed

rodents had already cleaned out all the good food, and
had even gone to the trouble of writing a fictious ac
count in the log book.

Needless to say, I quickly

brought order to the shattered moral of my own starving
troops.

Next day we bagged Sphinx, then returned to im

press a small fan club which had gathered on the steps of
the cabin.
Captain Bivouac
APRIL 23 Version 11 - Today was a paramount
of the superiority of cross-country skis.

example

After a pan

cake breakfast, Graham and Steve cruised up to the Sphinx
while Rob, John and C. Bivouac huddled in the hut.

About

45 minutes later, the intrepid trio hauled themselves out
to see 2 persons and an unidentified blob falling out of
an airplane.

Graham and Steve bagged the Sphinx, came

down and met the stragglers and fallers for pinnacle
climbing activities at the col.

The keeners skiied t o 

wards Garibaldi and Glacier Pikes.

All downhillers except

Graham were on their asses most of the time, while the .
mush was ideal for high power telemark turns on cross
country skiis.

Glacier Pikes was then bagged, a route

involving high angle shit rock on an exposed arrete.
ski down to Sentinel Bay was also fine for telemarks.
Spray or red klister gave Steve a h hour lead on the

The

return trip from Sentinel Bay

(Hey muster, you wanna try

my kluster?)
Still another version:
Sphinx Camp.

No walking.

... fall out of the sky.

Discovery of a new route into
No skiing across the lake. Just

Easy.

The only problem was

that we had to go chasing our gear which decided to take
off across the lake for \ mile after it landed.

Unfortu

nately, our package couln't stear its parachute.
INSTRUCTIONS:
- acquire a friendly pilot

(who's name you don't k n o w ) .

Make sure he's in a good mood when you ask.
- Take a first jump course
- Drive to Abbotsford.

(optional)

Make sure your gear is all prepa

red, its parachute will work, then party all night
to get ready.
- Roll out of bed, roll into the airplane and fall asleep
- Don't forget to put on your parachute.
- Fly over the lake and say goodbye to your package.
You hope that it doesn't:
1) Wrap around the tail of the airplane.
2) Land in the trees, a creek or down a big slot
3) Blow clear across the lake.
- Fly around once more and light your coloured

smoke-bombs

to impress everybody on the ground.
- Jump out.

Don't forget to pull your ripcord.

- Spiral down under canopy, yelling and screaming so the
people on the ground will notice.
Problem #1 - There was nobody on the ground.

Darn it,

all those energetic VOC'ers had gone climbing for the
day, oh well, next year...
Problem #2 - Now we each have to carry 2 parachutes out
of here, on top of all the rest of our stuff.
Maureen Carse, Neil Kirk
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WHAT

IS

A

MOUNTAINEER?

Julian A. Dunster
What is a mountaineer?

I will give some subjective

definitions and from there the discussion will try and
trace some of the reasons put forward,the motives behind
mountaineering.
So what is a Mountaineer?

The following definition

by A . F. Mummery, one of the early alpine pioneers of the
19th century, ambodies many of the essential feelings of
mountaineering.
"The true Mountaineer is a wanderer, and by a wander
er, I do not mean a man w h o expends his whole time in
travelling to and fro in the mountains on the exact track
of his predecessors - much as a bicyclist rushes along
the turnpike roads of England - but I mean a man who loves
to b e where no human being has been before, who delights
in gripping rocks that have previously never felt the
touch of human fingers, or in hewing his way up ice-filled
gullies whose grim shadows have been sacred to the mists
and avalanches since

1

earth rose out of chaos'."

In other w o r d s , the True Mountaineer is the man who
attempts new ascents.

Equally whether he succeeds or

fails, h e delights in the fun and jollity of the struggle.
Mummery

says "I do not pretend to be able to analyse this

feeling, still less to be able to make it clear to u n b e l 
ievers.

It must be felt to b e understood, but it is pot

ent to happiness and sends the blood tingling through the
veins."

Whilst he finds himself unable to explain the

feeling, he does acknowlege the exhilaration-.of the sport.
A second definiton is as follows.
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"A mountaineer i s , simply, one who seeks the freedom
of the hills, full wilderness citizenship w i t h all its
priveleges and rewards, but one who also accepts all its
responsibilities and demands.

For though mountaineering

at best is exhilarating, at worst it is frustrating, dis
couraging and punishing, or even catastrophic to those who
ignore nature's stern and impersonal rules."
If we accept that this 'punishment', or maybe
masochism is part of the sport, then one may w e l l ask,"Why
do people go climbing in the mountains?"
George L. Mallory when asked why he wanted to climb
Mount Everest, said simply, "because it is there."

This

was perhaps a good answer which quelled the immediate
questioning of his motives, but it still doesn't
the fundamental question, "Why climb?".

answer

What exactly is

this inner driving force which makes people go out to the
mountains and expend all their energies, and perhaps
even risk their very life to attain a summit?
Mummery wrote in 1894 that:

"High proficiency in

the sport is only attainable when a natural aptitude is
combined with long years of practice, and not without
some, perhaps much, danger to life and limb.

Happily,

the faithful climber usually acquires this skill at an
age when the responsibilities of life have not yet laid
firm hold upon him, and when he may fairly claim some
latitude in matters of this sort.

On the other hand, he

gains a knowledge of himself, a love of all that is most
beautiful in nature, and an outlet such as n o other
sport affords for the stirring energies of youth; gains
for which no price is, perhaps too high.

It is true that

the great ridges sometimes demand their sacrifice, but
the mountaineer would hardly forgo his worship though he
knew himself to be the destined victim."
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As Albert Smith, an amateur mountaineer of the mid
19th century wrote:

"If you don't know who you are, this

can be a very expensive place to learn."

To further ana

lyse this strange driving force, we should look back to
the so called 'Golden age of mountaineering' in Europe.
From the first ascent of Mont Blanc in 1786, to the first
ascent of the Matterhorn in 1865, the people of Britain
were looking for a new challenge.

People were tired of

the humdrum routine of life, and travel abroad gave a
perfect outlet.

Many of the early ascents were by Eng

lish parties, who travelling through the area would

employ

the local guides of the area and then trudge off and
attack a new peak.

However as Schuster points out,

"Victorian climbers found it difficult to justify indul
gence in pleasure unless it was combined with the pursuit
of scientific truth.

It would have shocked them to dis

cover that they climbed because they liked it."

And in

deed there were many very thorough surveys of previously
uncharted regions, many attempts were made to understand
glaciers, their formation.\and motion and the formation
and geology of mountains was closely scrutinised.

There

were of course, those people with a more open outlook on
the reasons for climbing, and some bravely

acknowledged

that they climbed for the hell of it.
Whatever it was that caused people to go to the
mountains, it was not to court danger.

In the Victorian

era an accident was regarded as a sign of inefficiency
earned a black mark.

and

Casualties were rare indeed and qui

te unforgiveable.
In 1864 Frederick Harrison wrote of Alpine climbing:
"It's supposed dangers are mere visions of the benighted
lowlander.

It's real risks are small indeed to the skil

ful and prudent man.

The foolhardy blunderer will find

dangers in street crossing.

The accidents in the Alps

are nothing to those of the hunting field and even of the
moor.

Far more men die of gunshot wounds in a m o n t h than

fall into crevasses in a season.

No doubt the Alpine

accidents when they do arise, are of a very
kind.

frightful

But a man may as well be killed beneath a precipice

1,000' high as at the bottom of a fenced ditch."
Yet a year later, Edward Whymper conquered the Matterhorn and subsequently on the descent 4 of the party were
killed.

The press now had a bonanza.

Public

feeling

changed overnight from admiration to a feeling of horror
that people were actually dying.

The Times noted

"What

is the use of scaling precipitous rock, and being for h
an hour at the top of the terrestrial globe?"
mountaineering became regarded as a foolhardy

Overnight
sport.

With the ascent of the Matterhorn, the subsequent
tragedy and its repercussions, the Golden Age of Mountain
eering drew to a close.

But be it noted that whilst the

sport was now regarded as foolhardy, it did not stop.
Since the 19th century and the Golden age, mountaineering
has become more complex and people no longer use the
facade of scientific truth as a reason for going out to
the mountains.

Even so people are

(or more correctly,

mountaineers are) still being killed in accidents, so we
come back to the question why do w e climb?

Clearly it is

not for the love of science.
Woodrow Wilson Sayre wrote in his book "Four against
Everest":

"Our society catches us up in a great hurry

and rush of activity.

Mountaineering returns one to the

slower natural rhythms.

Headlines and frenetic

for the universe fade away.

Again, our society

tighter and tighter routines on u s .
laxes them.

concerns
imposes

Mountaineering r e 

Finaly...society tends to submerge our self-

reliance and individuality.

Mountaineering reverses this.

It forces self-reliance."
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So perhaps this is the driving force - the quest for
self-reliance and individuality.

But I think it is only

a part of the driving force or motivation for mountaineer
ing.

The rest is perhaps made up of the feeling derived

from climbing.

The challenge of mountaineering in a

physical sense w h i c h is met by the human body with the
release of adrenalin.

And now I think we come to the e s 

sence of the motivation.

When climbing, the muscles are

tense, senses are sharp, the mind is clear and is entirely
focused on the problem in front.. Nothing else is import
ant.

Now n o longer is the body stagnating, but the blood

.is in the words of Mummery

"tingling through the veins".

The muscles are exercised, the nerves unwind and in fact
the whole experience elevates the mountaineer to a new
plane of exhilaration.
Of course this situation needs careful handling.
.Thenoyice is frightened and has little time to enjoy
these sensations.

Instead his or her mind is fraught with

the.apparent dangers of the situation.

This feeling of

blind unreasoning terror is well stated by Edgar Allen Poe.
"I let myself down rapidly, striving by the vigour
of my movements to banish the trepidation which I could
.oyercome in no other manner.

But presently I found my

imagination growing terribly excited by thoughts of the
vast depths yet to be descended... The more earnestly I
struggled not to think, the more intensly vivid became my
conceptions, and the more horribly distinct.

At length

arrived that crisis of fancy, so fearful in all similar
cases, the crisis in which we begin to anticipate the
feelings with which we shall fall - to picture to ourselves
the sickness, and dizziness, and the last struggle, and
the" half swoon, and the bitterness of the rushing and head
long descent.

I felt my knees strike violently together,

while my fingers were gradually but certainly

relaxing

their grasp.

And now I was consumed with the i r r e 

pressible desire of looking below.

I could not, I would

not, confine my glances to the cliff; and, with a wild,
indefinable emotion, half of horror, half of a relieved
oppression, I threw my vision far down into the abyss.
For one moment my fingers clutched convulsively upon their
hold, while, with the movement, the faintest possible idea
of ultimate escape wandered, like a shadow, through my
mind - in the next my whole soul was pervaded with a
longing to fall..."
No doubt many mountaineers will recognise these
symptoms only too w e l l .

It is just this feeling of fear

that starts the flow of the drug adrenalin.

By overcoming

this fear the climber can survive and yet have undergone
an intense stimulation rarely encountered elsewhere.

Many

times the mountaineer will find himself in a very taxing
situation, but it is surely this that he is seeking,per
haps subconsciously, to allow a repetition of the stimu
lation .
Of course at the time, whilst the climber may have
the situation under control, the outward expression will
be a barrage of abuse and curses.
said:

As Dr. Samuel Johnson,

"The manners of mountaineers are commonly

savage,

but they are rather produced by their situation than de
rived from their ancestors."
I would suggest to you therefore that the reason why
people climb mountains is because they not only enjoy the
beauty of nature, but more inwardly they enjoy the intense
stimulation derived from the challenge of mountaineering.
It is the addiction which drives people to the hills, to
be in the remotest and most challenging of p l a c e s .
Rebuffat, one of France's leading mountaineers

Gaston

said,

"Before anything else - even the scaling of summits.
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mountaineering is a relationship with the hills."
The feeling of conquering mind over matter takes
precedence and is in fact so enjoyable that the mountain
eer becomes addicted and returns for m o r e .
Finally for the benefit of those who find the exper
ience too much I should like to quote two lines by Hillaire Belloc, clearly one of the onlookers who could not
see why people should wish to climb.
"If you were b o m

to walk the ground,

Stay there
Do not fool around."
Thank You.
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PROPERTIES
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Report Completed:

March, 1977

One of the most important pieces of equipment used
by a mountaineer is his climbing rope.

Although the rope

does not directly support the climber, it serves to inter
cept him in the event of a fall.

As such it is the prin

cipal piece of protective equipment and therefore is some
thing that the climber must be able to rely upon for his
safety. Despite the significance of the rope, the average
climber knows very little about the physical properties
of it as it pertains to climbing situations.

Virtually

all of their present working knowledge is based upon
handed-down information, accumulated experience and an
understandably conservative attitude.
In view of the lack of specific knowledge about the
rope's dependability, my research group investigated

the

performance life of a climbing rope under conditions that
simulate various climbing situations.
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From this invest-

igation, we sought data to relate the number of falls to
rope performance and using this d a t a , establish a reason
able criterion for discarding the rope.
The primary performance considerations for any clim
bing rope are impact and tensile strength.

The elongation

of the rope under the impact of a falling climber is
important in that it allows absorption of the kinetic
energy due to the fall while safely decelerating the
climber's body.

Tensile strength is an important property

in that once the fall has been absorbed, the rope
support the weight of the suspended climber.

jnust

Changes in

tensile strength after successive falls were also measured.
The rope used in all of our tests was Edelrid Kernmantel Half Rope which is 9 mm. in diameter.
the Single Rope

Normally,

(11 mm. in diameter) is used in climbing

situations where there is a chance of free fall but bud
getary constraints forced us to use the Half Rope.

All

other factors were scaled down appropriately such that our
results can be applied to the 11 mm. rope as w e l l .
A)

IMPACT ELONGATION TEST:
This test was applied to 5 different rope specimens,

each one previously treated to simulate possible conditi
ons commonly encountered in climbing.

The simulation of

a falling climber was achieved by dropping a weight

(40

kg.) through a fixed height.
In addition to the number of falls required to break
the specimen, measurements of elongation and rebound were
performed.

Although the rebound is not too important in

the climbing situation, it was measured as a possible
indication of changes in the rope's properties after suc
cessive falls.

To be able to make accurate measurements

without interfering with the free fall of the concrete
block presented some problems and required the develop-
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ment of special measuring devices and equipment.
B)

TENSILE STRENGTH

TEST:

Eight untreated specimens were subjected to varying
numbers of falls.

These were then tested for their ult

imate tensile strength and maximum elongation.

Again, the

results obtained were not those of a true engineering
measurement as all attempts were made to get values that
pertain more to the climbing

situation.

From the results of these tests some general trends
were observed, particularily with respect to the all
important elongation behaviour as a function of the number
of falls.
The tensile tests would seem to indicate that there
is little or no change in the ultimate tensile

strength

for successive drops until the number of drops

approaches

the breakage limit.

However, by this stage the elongation

properties under impact are so poor as to render the rope
useless.
A detailed discussion of our results, with data ana
lysis and graphs of our measurements is included

in our

formal report which was completed in March, 1977.

A copy

of this report can be found in the VOC library.
The testing requires a lot of time and effort.

This

meant that w e were not able to test enough specimens in
the limited amount of time that we had available to be a
able to do proper statistical interpretations.

A complete

testing program is really required to be able to draw
fully conclusive results.

Anyone who is interested in

this field may want to continue in our work now that w e
have developed the necessary techniques and equipment
which form the essential groundwork.
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There seems to be a large amount of interest in
this area judging from the response of MEC, ABC Recre
ational Equipment and an Edelrid representative

from

Europe who read our report while visiting the Coop on
business this past summer.

As far as I know these are

the first tests of this nature to have been performed
in North America.
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Jay Page
PARTY:
David Jones

Rene Bucher

(L)

Jay Page

Frank Baumann
Fred Thiessen

TECHNICAL ROUTE DESCRIPTION:
W e flew into M t . Logan in a Yukon Air Ski plane,
landing at 6,500" about 5 k m from the base of our route.
We established an advance base camp at the bottom of a
4,000' snow gully on the east side of the east spur of the
S.S.E. ridge, at the contact between the volcanics and the
intrusives.

CAMP 1 - was at the top of the snow gully.

From here we climbed the technical portion, between camps
1 and 7 (class 4 and some rock climbing to mid-fifth

class)

in a semi-alpine style - using fixed ropes between camps
but always "cleaning" the route behind u s .

We never had

more than one camp on the mountain at any one time.
We then ascended a vague snow-gully on the south west
side of the spur to a small snow-field, traversed this to
the right side, up another steep gully to a rock overhang,
passed to the left onto a sharp ridge which ended on a
large flat snow-field.
000 feet)

This was the site of CAMP 2 (11,

From here we followed a spectacular wildly

corniced ridge about 1,000' to the base of a large rock
tower, which w e named the Blacktower.
on a snow ledge to a corner.

We traversed

this

From here carrying loads was

not feasible, so we set up a tyrolean traverse to pull
the loads up.
tower.

CAMP 3 was a snow cave just beyond the

Snow caving here is not recommended because the

snow is too hard to dig.

The route continued up through
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Wayne Nagata - John Baldwin

Club Activities I - Graham
Underhill

a small ice-fall to a gentle snow slope and then to the
top of the snow dome which marks the beginning of the
ridge.

Here we established camp 4 at 13,000"

two camps were along an incredibaly corniced,
parlour special" ridge.

The next
"ice-cream

This is about 1% miles long and

is extremely exposed - up to 8,000 feet in places.

There

are several rock steps in the ridge and many short steep
sections of rotten

honeycombed ice.

The ridge ends in

a rock wall about 500 feet high which was bypassed by
traversing snow and loose rock to its left side and then
up a snow gully. CAMP 7 was at the top of the rock w a l l ,
below a small ice-fall.
17,500'

CAMP 8 was on a small plateau at

There are no further technical difficulties and

the Main and East Peaks can be easily reached in a day
from here.

Our descent was via the east ridge.

PERSONAL

EQUIPMENT

LIST

- this reflects some changes based upon what was actually
needed and what was not.
CLOTHING:
- Toque
- Mitts

- light wool

1 pair

Dachstein

1 pair

Healy Hanson Mitts
- Socks

Knicker

1 pair light
1 pair heavy
7 pair

Low-cut

( 1 + 1 per week)

- Wool Knickers
- Cotton T-Shirts

6

(1 per week)

- Cotton Shorts

6

(1 per week)

- Healy Hanson Pants
- Healy Hanson Sweater

- zip front
- pullover
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- Down Sweater
- Polar Gard Double Jacket and Hood
- 40/60 Super Parka
- Wool Scarf
- Pair overmitts (nylon with leather palms)
- Cagole
- Wind Pants
- Over Boots
- Lowa Triplex Boots
- Neckerchiefs -2
- Light Wool Underwear
-pants
- Sun Hat
- Glasses
- Climbing glasses
- 1 pair
- Climbing Goggles
- 1 pair
- Idiot Strings
- Ensolite 2 x h"
- Sleeping Bag
- Down
(Camp 7 - High Camp)
- Over Bag
- Polar Bag
- Bivy Bag
- Lowe Expedition
- Pack
- Climbing a b i l i t y
PHOTOGKAPHY:
- Camera - Rolli 35
- Nylon Stuff Bag
- Film
9 x 36
1 x 36
- UV Filter
KIT

BaG:

-

Screen 2 tubes
Tooth Brush
Tooth Paste
Floss
Comb
Diary and Pencil
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asa
asa

25
125

slides
BW

- Lip Save
- Skin Creme

ie Nivea

- Throat Lozenges
- Blister Kit
- Spare Insoles
Swiss Army

- Pocket Knife
- Water Bottle

2 - 1

Liter Large Mouth

- Butane Lighter
-

Compass

- Map
- Pieps
- 2-Cup Cup and Spoon
TECHNICAL EQUIPMENT:
- Ice Axe

- Longer style better in
Soft Snow

- Ice Hammer
-

Crampons

- Hard Hat
- Jumar, Gibbs
- Sit Harness
- Skis, bindings, poles
- Scraper, waxes
- 2 spare cables
BASE CAMP KIT
- Extra Socks
- Bar of Soap
- Towel
- Face Cloth
- Snow seal
- Extra Clothes
- Books
- Chess Set
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REPAIR KIT
- Needles
- Thread - Light weight, med. and Heavy
- Sewing Awl and extra. Needles
-

Rivets (12)
Rip Stop Repair Tape
Piece of Nylon Cloth
30 foot Boot Lace
Extra Parts for Stove
Extra Parts for Crampons
Extra Cable for Skis
Combination Tool - Pliers and Wrench
File
Allen Wrench
Steel Wire Light Weight
Velcro
Heavy Wire
Epoxy

COMMON EQUIPMENT
- Tents
-Trailwise Fitzroy III complete
-Crestline Expedition
- Wisk Broom, Sponge
- Stoves
-

- Phoebus 625 (2)
- funnels
Pots - 2 large, 1 med, with lids
Ensolite for Cooking on.
Kitchen Kit - spoons, scrubbers etc.
Fuel - 18 one gallon (US) cans
Shovels - 2 small, 3 large (attach to ice Axe)
First Aid Kit
Garbage Bags (Black) to Melt Snow Oh
Radio - Spilsbury - Tindle, SBX-11
Wands - 300
Altimeter
Inflatable Splint
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TECHNICAL EQUIPMENT:
- Rope

- Assorted PurIon
- Yellow Poly 3/8"

-

looo Feet

4 x 600'=2,400 F T

- Pitons - 25
- Karabiners - 35
- Snow Flukes - 15
- Pickets - 1
- Extra Ice Axe
- Slings - 15 Various sizes
- Ice Screws - 8
- Pulleys - 5
- Avalanche Probe
EQUIPMENT

COMMENTS:

TENTS:
We used a trailwise Fitzray III and a Crestline
Expedition.

The trailwise definitely seemed to be the

better tent being easier to set up

(not so many guy

lines) and supported heavy snow falls better.

The only

advantage of the Crestline was that it was bigger so w e
slept 3 in it.
STOVES:
We used two phoebus 625s which performed satis
factory.

They are however a bit tipsy and so it was

inconvenient to have to have someone guard the stoves so
that the pots didn't tip over.

They definitely

need

some sort of support and insulation from the snow - a
piece of plywood would have worked w e l l .
CLOTHING:
I carried 6 sets of underwear, T-shirts and changed
them once a w e e k , simply throwing the dirty ones away.
During the day climbing, all I usually needed w a s a set
of healy hansons and a set of wind p r o o f s .
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EXCERPTS FROM MY JOURHAL

Jay Page

DAY 1... Well, we finally made it in after 6 days of
waiting. Dave and Fred flew in first in the afternoon.
Frank, Rene and I followed. Really spectacular sceneryi
I am amazed by the size of logan and scale of things.
DAY 2... We got up early and got organized. Others
went off to reconnoitre possible routes and pick a
base camp. I stayed and radioed others in Kluane for
the weather.
DAY 5•.. It is really quiet as I write this, all I can
hear is a ringing sound as the occasional rock or ice
falls from the surrounding slopes, low clouds roll
down the mountainsides and onto the valley floor. The
Stewart Glacier is covered and another cloud is heading
for our camp... This morning Frank and I slept in,
getting up about 11:00 - it is our day off. Just after
we got up a small bird (a warbler) landed on my headi
Surprising! I've never had a bird land on my head
before, let alone in the middle of nowhere. For supper
I made soup(which tipped over just before the others
arrived and I had to make again). The main course was
a glop of split peas, beef and rice; dessert was apple
pudding, followed by nearly a gallon of hot chocolate.
It was well appreciated by all. Frank, Rene and I
fixed 1200 ft. of rope on a very loose, icy, narrow and
exposed ridge, climbing to low class 5 with packs full
of rope. It was a cloudless day and very hot. Today,
the others fixed 2500" of rope up a couloir. The ridge
didn't go anywhere and was too dangerous to carry loads
on, so we retreated - a 300', then a 600' rappel.
DAY 6... Today Frank and I got up about 6:00 and after
an uninspiring pot of oatmeal we were off packing a load
up the gully. It was exhausting work - whenever I
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stopped for a rest my glasses f i l l e d up with sweat. I
l e f t half my load about halfway up as i t was too much
f o r me to handle. We s l i d down on our bums most of the
way - the snow is too soft to walk o n . . .
DAY 8 . . . Yesterday we moved oamp up to the col - Camp 1.
I t i s on a ridge and at f i r s t i t seemed very small and
exposed but now i t appears quite roomy... This morning
Prank and I set off to push the route up to Camp 2. I
lead up a snow gully onto a big snow patch. In the thick
oloud and snow we chose the wrong snow gully above the
snow f i e l d , and spent until 6s00 p.m. climbing and fixing
rope. When we realized that i t wouldn't go and that
there wasn't a spot for a camp we had to go back down
and take the ropes with us.
DAY 11... We are camped at 11,000'. Two days ago we
moved camp and the ropes up to the front and climbed
u n t i l we found a place to camp. Really a nice spot and
l a r g e . That was a busy day - we a l l climbed about
12,000' of fixed r o p e . . . I am presently writing this in
my tent as i t storms outside. Frank and Dave have just
come back from climbing up to the black tower. They
report i t is very spectacular and w i l l probably go.
DAY 13-•• We ere safely esconced in an ice cave at
11,500'. The l a s t 2 days have involved some pretty
spectacular climging and a Tyrolean traverse around the
black tower. Hopefully we won't have to retreat down
there - would be quite d i f f i c u l t .
The weather is poor snowing, so we just got up here in time. We seem to be
making good progress.
DAY 15... iVe are f i n a l l y csmped on the Ridge, just down
from the Snow Dome. After 2 weeks we are about to begin
to climb the Ridge. I am beginning to f e e l the effects
of the altitude, I find myself gasping e l l the t i m e . . .
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DAY 17... We established Camp 5 on a big cornice, 3000'
up the Ridge. We had planned to camp farther along
but Rene and I found the climbing fairly difficult.
Our Camp is in a rather exposed spot. It's about 6000'
off each side. We have dug away a lot of snow, so we
have a fairly comfortable camp, as long as the cornice
doesn't break off...
DAY 19... We are now camped at the end of the Ridge.
It has proved to be much easier than expected. All that
remains is the rock step to the plateau. We have a very
comfortable camp established at 15.000'. We all did
some carries today, dug a big platform, and constructed
a wall for the camp. As usual w e immediately planted a
garden of mitts and socks, the wall shelters us from the
wind which is bitterly cold.
DAY 2 3 . . . This is our final camp on the mountain (Cemp 8,
17,500'). W e are camped about 2000' below the East peak
- should be an easy day to the top. Plan is to acclima
tize tomorrow. We've built a good camp here, it is dug
in about a foot and has about a 5-6' wall on three sides.
It was very windy and cold today. We hope to be on top
in a couple of days.
DAY 25... I am writing this in the tent while a storm
abates outside. It is late morning and everybody is
dozing. Things inside the tent are getting damp from
the frost inside the tent and from the snow that blows
in whenever someone goes out.
DAY 26... Last night and today the wind was gusting to
at least 50 mph. We had to dig the tents out every 3
hours to keep them from collapsing, and it was a rather
grim business to visit the can.
DAY 27... We climbed Logan today. We got up at 5:30
and after a poor breakfast we were off by 8:00. It was
a long way up and took about 5 hours. The ridge seemed
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to take forever. After some indecision about continu
i n g , since a storm seemed imminent, we went on and
reached the top about 1:00 pm. Rene, Fred and I spent
about half an hour on top taking pictures.
Frank and
Dave started down e a r l i e r . Just as we started down the
storm broke, and we averted near disaster by finding
our way back along ridges and over snow and ice f i e l d s .
We were met by Frank coming up to look f o r ue. He had
fortunately wanded a t r a i l back to camp. Shortly a f t e r ,
Dave a r r i v e d , having soloed the East peak.
DAY 2 8 . . . The weather cleared up in the afternoon and we
broke camp at 6 : 3 0 p.m. At f i r s t i t was quite gentle
and pleasant in the setting sun. Later we had problems
with the tangled 600' ropes, the freezing cold, the long
rappels, the hidden crevasses and the avalanche slopes.
We stopped about 3:00 a.m. at 1 3 , 0 0 0 ' , dug a campsite
and watched the beautiful old sun come u p . . .
DAY 2 9 . . . Very slow progress along a steep r i d g e , and
poor snow. Rene and I did a slow 400* lead and a slow
500' rappel followed. This took about 8-10 hours. At
a f l a t spot we had a b i t e to eat. A l l were discouraged
as i t looked l i k e we wouldn't get off that night. We
continued along the ridge and found some fixed rope and
stakes - a r e a l w i n d f a l l . We made f a s t progress and
are now camped near a snow g u l l y . . .
DAY 3 1 . • • About midnight we came to a col and somebody's
former camp. Assuming this was the way down we started
to rappel but after rappelling 600* we decided that it
was the wrong g u l l y . I t was dark and with the thick
clouds we couldn't see so decided to bivouac. When the
clouds thinned out we traversed u n t i l the r i d g e was
reached again lower down and did a 1 0 0 0 ' rappel down our
remaining fixed rope. With a swing and a bump i t was a l l
over. We had climbed Mt. Logan, and were off it again.
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DAY 33«•• We travelled to our old base camp today and
recovered our stuff. Prank, Rene and I went up to our
advance base about 5 km. We recovered some equipment,
and food which we gorged on.
DAY 34.•• We're on our way outi We left our camp at
6:00 a.m. and crossed over a col to the Hubbard Glacier
system. We travelled about 25 km. on the map today.
These big glaciers are spectacular, but really boring
to ski across.
DAY 37... We're outi This afternoon we decided to fly
out. We contacted AINA on the radio and called for a
Transwest Hughes 500. It was cold, windy and whiting
out, so we set up our tents to keep warm and were about
to drift off to sleep when we heard on the radio a heli
copter saying that he was almost there. Upon investiga
tion we found out he was coming for us, then we heard
him. He flew around and around in a white-out trying
to find us, finally settling down about a mile away.
Fred, Frank and Rene grabbed their things and ran out to
meet him. Dave and I flew about 2 hours later. So the
climb is over. I'm sure glad to have been on it, but I
wouldn't do it again.
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