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ENRICO'S LAST CLIMB

The worid of the heights spoke to you,
and you responded:

The stars danced in your mind,

more clearly than we ever hoped to see.

You clothed the crystal sweep of the mountains
in a beauty not always there for us.

You exclaimed your awe one night

from our small suspended ledge,

as the aurora writhed and the orange glow of far-off 1ightning clouds
pulsed through fhe frost of our sky,

‘and I shared your wonder.

Sti11, when cloud and biting snow obscured these sights,
and our world became a hard ballet of points on ice
along a poorlyrglimpsed path,

you kept the mountain as your friend.

So perhaps we should wonder not

that when this journey drew so near its end,

those pinnacles and endless heights came to crave
* s0 devout a son,

and you were taken from us.

But the stars still wheeI
and the mountains still soar,
and your vision will be with us always.

Richard Howes, early Auqust 1987

Enrico Kindl was an active and popular member of the Varsity Outdoor Club
and a member of the Executive in 1986 and 1987. Enrico’s other passion
was astronomy, a subject which he was studying towards the degree Doctor
of Philosophy. On the first of August 1987, Enrico was tragically killed
during the final section of a descent from Mt. Robson, in the Canadian
Rockies, following a successful climb of the North Face.
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The President's Message Richard Howes

Leaving a Legacy.

My involvement with the Club Executive has exposed me to a very
special gqroup of people. Their commitment to making our members' time
with the Club an enjoyable experience has needed 1ittle encouragement, and
their concern for all aspects of the outdoor experience has meant that
their work has not been 1limited merely to the scope of their
constitutional duties. Without regret I can say that my most difficult
task as President has been that of steering the sometimes boisterous
enthusiasm of the Executive members through the often tortuous course of
the agendas for our weekly meetinas. - My gratitude thus goes. to my
Executive, and also to the many other members who devoted their time and
.energy to the Club.

Our major short-term qoals this past year have been to cater to the
beginner with a variety of easier trips and instructional. courses and
increase the approachability of the nucleus of experienced members, yet
our greatest concern has been to create something which will endure.

The flurry of activity which the Club experienced during its hut
builing period is several years qone, and we are now initfatina a timely
and affordable proaram for the two-phase construction of climbing walls on

- the UBC campus in memorial to Enrico Kindl., Nineteen eiahty-eight should
see the installation of one climbing wall within ‘an existing building,
while the Club's long term goal is the eventual construction of a major
facility as part of the capital acquisition project of the UBC Athletic
proarams.

The most valued ‘legacies we can leave, however, are not those
constructed in stone and mortar, wood and nails, but are rather the
memories that members take away with them of experiences in the mountains
they have come to love, and of the people with whom these experiences have
been shared. Huts, c¢limhina walls, and other special places are
important, but only insofar as they help to make pnossible memorahle times,
and these memories are the maaic from which dreams and inspiration may
arise. .

Paradoxically, perhaps the most long-lasting leaacy which we can
Yeave as a club is important not by its relevance to our club members but
by its intrinsic worth: this is the preservation of natural areas. We
are in particular making some small effort to prevent the despoliation of
the Smoke Bluffs at Squamish and the Stein Valley. While part of our
motivation to do this comes from anticipated enjoyment of these areas, we
are doing this chiefly because there would be something profoundly
disturbing in their loss, regardless of human involvement.

Our strenath as a club has always heen the high level of activity of
our members. That so many people have so often been inspired to venture
forth. and create memorahle experiences for themselves and others is the
aspect of our entity as a club which is the Yeast subject to any effort at
stimulation, and yet is to be cherished the most. Occasionally one person
stands out in this respect, as did the late Enrico Kindl. Traaically,
Enrico has gone, but his enthusiasm and Tove for the mountains continues
to infect us all. 1In this way is the enduring importance of the leaacy of
memories and ideas to be most clearly seen.




Journal Editor's Message Jeff Greenwood

1 am not here to blow any trumpets, toot any recorders, or make
unmusical sounds on other assorted instruments, but I think that the VOC
has been happy and prosperous this last year. I hope that the 1987
Journal gives this impression. )

Having lots of work commitments coinciding with the production of the
Journal this year, I decided that setting and sticking to deadlines with
military precision was the only way to go. Unfortunately, a few of the
general membership weren't prepared for these brutal tactics and greeted
them with horror and disbelief. Once a pen was forced into their hands,

" however, many of them rose to the occasion and produced some fine

articles. Even as I write this, 1 believe that our illustrious President
'1s immortalising his words of wisdom on paper for 3all of us to read. If
he isn't, then I'11 just have to . . . .

Many thanks to Johan, Laurie, Richard, Nick, Lisa, and others for
their help and support, and most of all to the writers who made this
Journal what it is.
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Grad News . Jeff Greenwood
Markus Kellerhals has gone to Montreal, and will be back 1n March.

Tim Booth is working at Oxford University and is returning in April/May.
Berni Claus and Steve Grant are both on the Board-of Directors for the
Mountain Equipment Coop. Peter Jordan, Anders Ourom, and Jacques Bilinski

are running in the current election. Anders is 1ivina and working in
Squamish, and recently took part in the Hawaii lron Man.

Darlene Anderson is working in Nelson, New Zealand.

Denise Hart has graduated in Forestry. She is currently cycling and

hiking in New Zealand and Australia.

Peter Celliers has also been travelling in New Zealand, and is off to

Munich in March for.a post-doc.

Betsy Fletcher énd Brian Waddinaton are off to New Zealand in February to

travel for a few months.

Dave Williams is at the University of Hawaii for a two-year post-doc
(becoming a beach bum).

Dave Robinson is on a world tour.

Jay Page and Sharon Mcbona1d are getting married this sprina.

Paula Burgerjon and Graham Underhill are engaged.

Kevin Haberl is serving as a director for the FMCBC and is the Alpine
Club’'s Regional Representative. Bruce Blackwell is also heavily involved
in the FMCBC.

.Audrey Pearson has returned from travels and study in France and has

started her Masters in Forestry at URC.
Ann Rahme is studying at SFU . . . .

Rein Raudsepp and Wiestke have a daughter, Maija, horn last May.
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Leisbet Croockewit and Pierre Beaudry are getting married (or so we

believe).

Brad Boyle is recently back from doing zoology work in California and
Baja.

John Pringle is still in Squamish, presumably workina on his book.
Rob Driscoll is pluggina away at med school . . . so is Erika Kellerhals.

Andy Pacheco and Muriel are still in Vancouver. . Andy 1is. starting his
Ph.D. in Chemistry at UBC. '

Jim Chesko is looking for the meaning of 1ife by taking arts courses at
UBC.

Paul Kao is doing first year graduate studies in Chemistry at UBC.
Trevor Norman is working for a pharmaceutical company 5n Catgary.
Kobus Barnard and Emily Butler are living in Burnaby; Kobus is working and

studyina computer science at SFU, and Emily is working as a freelance
artist.

Chris Lague is happily married and awaiting his first child.

Bill Durtler has a good job in Enaineerina, a fancy sports car, and is
1iving in Richmond.

Paul Philips is married to Julie Ourom, and is back at UBC. doing research.




The Social Scene Mike Hayden
Summer Reunfon Party. September 1987

This year we held a potluck dinner in the garden room at the Graduate
Student Centre. Apart from the tofu and alfalfa muffin scare the night
went off without a hitch. The huge turnout (including lots of new
members) got the year off to a great start.

Longhike. 3-4 October 1987

Once again Longhike was a huge success (in spite of everything that Mother
Nature could lay her hands upon). Brad Nixon is now thinking of quitting
school to open up a catering business. See his story for the details.

Halloween Party. 31 October 1987

The Halloween party was held at John Pringle's house in Squamish. John's
neighbor put on the firework show and also oicked a stranger off the
streets to judge the costumes. First prize went to Martin Johnson (alias
Death). Meanwhile out back about 20 VOC'ers carved un a storm. After the
pulp stopped flying the team of Andy and Muriel Pacheco and Brandon
Konoval came out on top with the best Jack 0'Lantern. An honorable
mention qgoes to Chris Laurin and Bruce Fa1k1ey for the most mutilated
-pumpkin (Leroy). ~The. big question 1is, "Why are there always lots of
apples left over after VOC Halloween parties?”

Skating Party. 13 November 1987

A smashing success {literally)! About 70 people showed up to play hockey,
British Bulldog, Red Rover, and probably half a dozen other things I won't
mention. The usual beer and pizza session lasted late into the evening.
Down Under Party. MNovember 1987

A farewell party at Anita Miettunen's house. Every other person in that
livinaroom was on his/her way to visit Darlene Anderson in New Zealand.
Why am I still in Vancouver?

Christmas Party. 11 December 1987

A quiet party held at Bill Durtler's house in Richmond. Santa even found
time to get away from the books for a while.




Skating Party. 14 January 1988

Forty people playing soccer with a puck? On skates? Enough said! Final
score was zip-all. Rematch next year—bhe there!

Winter Longhike. 30-31 January 1988

A whole troupe of VOC'ers snent the weekend up on Cypress Mountain. Food
and Scruples seemed to be the order of the day up at the Scout cabin on
Saturday evening. See the article, "It's Chili At Cypress" by Nick
Folkard for details.

Banquet 1987 . Jeff Greenwood

The Broken Board Award went to Peter Stone for his cornice-jumping
(or should I say falling) exploits on The Sphinx and for skiing on a
broken ankle at McGillivray Pass. Rich Lechleitner was presented with the

Loving Cup, just so he knows there's life and love after doing a Ph.D. on

“"bug butts." Peter Celliers, Darlene Anderson, Chris Lague, Tim Booth,
and Peter Stone earned a Goon Award for leaving a club rope behind on the
East Lion. Muriel Pacheco presented a Flashy Pants Award to Andy Pacheco
and Jeff Greenwood for displays made (due to defective clothing) on the
James Turner trip and at the Smoke Bluffs. Andy Pacheco presented Rob

Driscoll with a Golden Jumar Award to remind Rob of his climbing escapades

in Yosemite with Peter Croft. The most active new member was Jeff

Greenwood, who received a topo map of the Mt. Logan area.

Denise Hart presented a number of journal prizes. Terry Jarvis won
the prize for hest journal article for the second year running, and again
received a half case of Coke for his efforts. Tim Booth won a pen for
being the most prolific writer, with six articles to his credit. The
"Epic Close to Home" prize was shared by Enrico Kindl and Muriel Pacheco
for their tales of climbing the East Lion by headlamps. They each won
headtamp batteries. For the "Epic Far from Home," Darlene Anderson was

the winner for her story on mountaineering adventures in Mexico. As
Darlene was not present, the priZe (a box of band-aids) was awarded to
Dave Williams, the hero of the epic.

Jim Haherl was the judge of the VOC Photo Competition. Richard Howes

won first prize overall, and Anita Miettunen and Chris Lague were second
and third.




Paul Starr was the quest speaker for the banquet. His talk and slide
show were entitled "Climbing in the Stikine." Paul related several
mountaineering trips that he did with Dick Culbert and Fred Douglas to the
Stikine Valley in Northwestern B.C., and showed a number of slides of the
. area. It was an entertaining and informative slide show, and all those
present in the audience could appreciate the rewards‘and difficulties of
climbing in such a ruaged and remote place. No one will forget the slides
of the precipitous knife-edged ridge on the Devil's Thumb. Thank you very
much Paul for a great presentation.
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WINTER 1986-87

MT. JAMES TURNER .
Muriel Pacheco February 19-22, 1987

Mt. James Turner had been an objective Andy had long considered. To
anyone who has climbed Wedge, in fact, I'm sure the thought may have
occurred as well, as James Turner's shoulder and ridge are clearly visible
from the summit. The only deterrent to more frequent ascents, I believe,
is its remoteness. It took us two days skiing to reach the shoulder, a
strenuous objective for three heginning skiers. 1 have no idea how it
rates with the more experienced winter mountaineer (Andy and 1 are
admitted “rock" fanatics and summer mountaineers, while Jeff is new to
mountaineering himself).

After intense scrutiny of the map, we decided on an arproach route up
the ridae just south of Rethel Creek, knowing the Wedoemount trail to be
steep and bushy, and preferring the shallow contours of the ridge. Quite
aware of our tendency for late starts, we decided that this time we would
sleep in the parkina Tot Wednesday evening to make sure of an early
start. We drove in that evening after dinner and set up our tent, aetting
to bed at a reasonable hour. Unfortunately, I would advise others not to
follow this plan, as several times during the night we were aiven the
impression that we had set up camp on the train tracks and were about to
be flattened. Needless to say, we woke up early the next mornina (6:00),
cooked up some oatmeal, and set off up the logging road (7:30), exhausted
hbefore the work was to begin. The weather was not encouraging; snow beaan
to fall as we trudged up the logging road. 1 had been keeping track of
the weather reports for the past week and maintained that it was sure to
improve (luckily 1 was riaqht). Jeff was not so convinced, as the weather
had been anything but good in Vancouver. 1 don't think Andy even noticed
the weather,

Climbina the ridae went uneventfully. We did, however, end up
walking in snow up to our knees for a lot of the way (at least it wasn't
breakable crust). After ascending 5000 ft. we stopped just 100 ft. below
the Wedge/Parkhurst col and began digging our snow cave (we had decided to
save on weight by leaving the tent behind). The snow cave was finally
finished in the darkness, I made a quick dinner, and we went directly to
sleen.

The next mornina we gained the col and traversed up to the next col,
just helow the north ridge of Wedae. We had Aecided to take it easv that




day and save the climbing of the peak for the following day. Fortunately,
there was not much elevation to aain and it was a beautiful sunny day.
The snow was great. We lazily admired and took photos of Wedae and the
surroundina peaks (we might have broken a world record for the most
pictures of Wedge, from all angles and all times of the day). Ry the
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afternoon we had rounded some smaller peaks and J.T. came into view. From
there we made a bee-line for the peak, each of us breaking our own trail
to get an unobstructed view of the north face, 1ike pilgrims drawn to
Mecca. Nothina could ston us now!! . . . and then, the inevitable map
interpretation error. What we had envisioned as a shallow traverse to the
wide shoulder hefore the peak was in fact 3 300 ft. descent into a valley
followed by a steep ascent of 700 ft. on an unconsolidated snow slope
shadowed by a couple of impressive cornices. We were not enthusiastic,
but decided it would be best to gain the shoulder to get a view of route
possibilities for the followina day. We floundered up the slope and were
much relieved to leave that part of the approach behind us. We quickly
found a snow drift and began digging our cave. Dinner and tea were made
usina Jeff's headlamp for illumination as both Andy's and mine seemed
unable to work in the cold. We soon settled in to steep in the comfort of
our snow cave.
The niaht turned out to be very windy. Even though Jeff had built a
wall to protect us, the wind came in, brineina with it a layer of snow. I
don't think I slept at all that night, imagining a fearful scenario of us
trying to find our way hack in a raging storm. Finally, we couldn't stand
it any longer and decided to get moving at 4:30 a.m.. We looked out to
see swirlina clouds around us but natches of stars above. As we brewed
tea and forced our feet into nur boots, the sky began to clear above us.
We weren't sure that the weather would hold, but we'd be damned if we had
come all that way to give up without a fight. We chose to do a route up
the southeast face of the mountain as the map contours indicated that this
was likely to be the éasiest way to the top. We ski-traversed throuah a
notch leading to the hase of the southeast side, and from there we kicked
steps in soft snow up a wide qully. Before the qully narrowed, we
traversed left over mixed rock and snow to another narrower qully. At
this point the snow was less consolidated and a crust had formed over it
in places, makina 1ife a little unpleasant for those behind the leader, as
‘showers of snow chunks were common {one move on rock added a little
variety). Ry the time I reached the knife-edged crest, it had been
snowing for about half an hour and we were getting a bit anxious about
startina back. Andy called up, "How does it look from there?" Al1 that I
could see from my belay stance was a bump to my right, so I replied, "Easy
for a while!™ When Andy got to me, he scrambled up to the bump and
happily reported he couldn't see anything higher—the couloir had led
almost directly to the summit! Jeff and I Joined him joyously, and spent
just enough time there to get our "hero" shots taken.
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We auickly descended to camp, the actual climb having taken no more
than two hours return. We were glad it was such a straightforward climb
as it was the first winter summit for all three of us. Our things were
quickly packed, and again the weather began to clear. We decided to head
straight for the Wedgemount Lake cabin. .There was a Yot of distance to
cover in the time remaining but with little elevation to gain; hesides, we
were determined not to bufld another snow cave: (snow caves may be
fantastic to sleep in but they take a tot of energy to build). The sun
came out and visibility was excellent—one couldn't have asked for more.
We made it to the cabin just as the 1ight was waning and ate what was left
of our food. Andy refused a bagel with cream cheese, preferrina instead
to fry himself some cheese for supper. I recall him mumbling something
about a craving for a pizza, so 1 guess that was the closest thing he
could get to it. 'I went to bed, content that all we had in front of us
was a marked trail and snowy logging road to the car.

The next morning we got out of the cabin at around 9:00. The trail
was not well marked. In some places one could see neon markers every
three feet, and in others we wandered around searching for what would be
etther faded marking tape or brown dots of paint on tree trunks. "1'11 be
glad when we get to the logaing road," I thought to mvself. “From there I
can just ski down to the car." Well, I've learned never to forget the
phrase, "It's never over till it's over." When we finally reached the
logging road we found it to be impossible to ski, as a substantial creek
weaving through forced us to remove our skis every 40 ft., in order to
.cross the exposed rockhed. Not only was it impossible to ski on but also
impossible to walk on; every step on snow would sink through to the stream
beneath. Thorouahly miserable by the end but overjoyed at finally
reaching the car, we changed into dry clothing and comfortable shoes. By
3:30 we were on the road home, only then allowing ourselves to feel the
battering our bodies had taken over the last few days. “"Was it worth
i7" you ask. "Of course! It was a great trip!"

' Participants
Jeff Greenwood . Andy Pacheco Muriel Pacheco
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THE ASSAULT ON ATWELL
Jim Chesko February 19-22, 1987

The pressures of school had overstepped the boundaries of reasonable
demands. Working on a project over the Christmas holidays had only left
me with two days of skiing (for the entire season up to February), so it
was high time to take the mid-term break off and head for some mountains.
As an executive member (whose standing was in i1l-repute) I needed to ‘lead
a trip somewhere, and observing that previous trips had hitherto been to
objectives of a somewhat less than technically demanding nature, I decided
that Atwell Peak provided a challenge that would combine some potentially
great skiing with climbing. But would anyone come with me? "I put up a
trip notice describing a ski traverse of the névé with an attempt at
Atwell {which I considered to be a C5 venture) but received no r:esponse
until a few days before the scheduled date (rumors of a aqarbage bag
descent of Rainier may have had something to do with this). The weather
was being predictably uncooperative, yet I was determined to go ahead with
the trip, for it would certainly be the last chance at an outing until the
school year ended. ' ’

The original plan was to meet at my house at 6:30 on Thursday
morning, then proceed up to Diamond Head and Black Tusk. At 6:15 good o1’
Trevor phoned me up and explained that he had slept in {he had been up the
previous might studying for a biochemistry midterm), but would be by in
Tess than an hour. So when the other four party members arrived I invited
them into the kitchen. There we polished off two dozen choco'laté chip
cookies bhaked the 'previous evening and disassembled and adjusted
crampons. You may wonder why 1 include details such as this in"my‘story.
In fact, I also wonder why I do. A1l I can say is that I am continually
amazed by how plans get altered in the course of huyman events, and how it
rarely seems to matter what in fact actually occurs. In any event, we

left West Vancouver by 7:30 and headed up to the Diamond Head road.
" Richard's vehicle and the third car cot a 10-minute headstart on Trevor
and myself, yet somehow we made it (part way) up the Diamond Head road and
waited at the steepest section {which the Rabbit could not ascend) for
about half an hour until we met the other cars coming up (Trevor was
driving, not me). We dumoed the equipment off and drove the cars to Black
Tusk, teaving two vehicles at the entrance of the parking lot, and then
returned to Diamond Head. After quickly sortina gear we headed up the
trail, the time being a little after noon.




Summit Tower of Atwell Peak from head of the south ridge.
Garibaldi Provincial Park, B.C.

photo: Richard Howes
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The ski up the Diamond Head trail was slow. Snow was falling heavily
and we had to break trail., On the way up we met a woman who kindly
offered us advice {warnings) in a Delphic manner. The first vision was of
vast amounts of snow that treacherously stood ready to avalanche. When
she asked us our destination and we told her Atwell she reminded us of her
close friend who had been killed on the mountain's south ridge the
previous summer. Despite the late start, slow going, and prophesied doom,
we pressed on. We reached the E1fin Lake shelter at 5:00 p.m., way behind
schedule. The decision was made to continue on, skiing by headlamp, but
two party members opted to stay at the shelter.

Debhie did a great job breaking trail up to camp 1, located just
above the Gargoyles. A warm dinner was kindly received by all, and we all
agreed that a 5:N00 a.m. start would be essential if we were to make any
serious attempt on the mountain. I was feeling rather lanauid as a result
of a recent back injury and an extremely overweight pack, but when Richard
mentioned that even Andy made it to the base of the ridge on his first
attempt, my 1ife flashed before my eyes and I knew that I must go on.

We awoke the next morning to darkness that brightened to fifteen to
twenty feet visihility. After several hours of plodding, the cloud began
to clear as we climbed up the slope to Little Diamond Head. Atwell Toomed
large against the sky as we dropped our packs and skis and continued along
the thin, exposed south ridge. Droppina down twice to skirt prominent
rock bands, we knew that we were racina against time (daylight). We
continued up, and emerged at the base of the summit tower at 4:00 p.m.
After traversing an extremely sharp and exposed ridge (the notch near the
top), the wind began to howl and hite as a truly impressive sight stood
hefore us: ice encrusted rotten rock covered with a dusting of snow,
varyina from 45 to 75 degrees, with the final pitch unprotectahle. But it
would have to wait for another day. .The descent down the mountain was
rapid but not easy. The sun quickly set and 1ight dimmed as two of the

four headlamps in the partv failed. Richard scared Debbie when he stepped

one leg off the ridge, and 1 scared Trevor by my stream of consciousness
mumblings. We camped on the ridoe just off Little Diamond Head, making
sure that our tents were snugly nested away from the steep drop-off.

The next day Richard had to ski out. Trevor and Debbie were to
continue across the névé, and 1 decided to accompany Richard so that I
could spend one day doing the homework that had been postponed earlier.
As we approached the Gargoyles, the clouds finally cleared and the sun
shone bright and warm upon the alistening -snow. It was just 1ike spring
skiing, and the snov'dscape and rock features that were hidden by cloud on
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the way in became brilliant and visible. The slopes behind the Elfin
shelter offered some beautiful telemarking ({if one is careful to avoid
skiing off the leeward side of ridges). AThe trail down from the Heather
cabin was much 1ike a bobsled run, however: icy, fast, and too narrow and
rut-grooved to turn in. Richard and myself made it out in aood time,
stopping at the Klahanie for dinner before returning to the city that
Saturday evening.

Trevor and Debbie continued on through the név&, arriving at the
cold, empty Burton Hut just as darkness fell. They skied out across Lake
Garibaldi and down the Barrier Trail the next day. Despite the fact that
1ittle of the trip went as planned, it was still probably the best way
imaginable of spending the mid-term break. The subsequent days at school
brought many a sleepless night of work and anxiety, but the trip remained
a rejuvenating "spot. of time," whose power and meanina may be understood
by those who were there and reaquires no further expatiation.

Participants
Jim Chesko Trevor Norman
Richard Howes Debbie Phillips . two others
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SPRING 1987

BIRKENHEAD MOUNTAIN
Tim Booth March 1987

We drove up the road towards the microwave tower. Brian's vehicle
made it up to about 3000 ft. elevation, but not mine! Sunny weather,
wind, and thawing snow saw us skiing to camp in a areat spot, by a quily
with 500-1000 ft. runs. After skiing down this bowl below the north face,
I took some photos of the Mt. Taillefer area. I decided to hivvy outside
and the night was clear and cold.

Next day, we had to ski down to get to the base of the glacier
draining the north side of Birkenhead Mountain. The mountain itself is a
huge bowl surrounded by steep ridges and pinnacles. It was great to warm
up by starting the morning with a downhill ski for a change, dipping in
and out of the trees in 1light powder, occasionally bhreaking into
unexpected patches of crust. .

Birkenhead Mountain has & terrific 300 slope on it but we took a less
steep way up, being wary of avalanche conditions (we had to cross many old
slides). Once on the summit, several of us decided to try the steep
stone. 1 went first, trying to telemark on the hard sastrugi. 1 fell
after the second turn and slid to the hottom, a flat spot 300 ft. below.
Then Rrian showed how it's done, jump parallel, falls om his butt, but
bounces back onto his skis—and thev are turns. I'm taking photos, Rrian
silhouetted, billowing snow behind him and locose blocks falling ahead. We
tighten our boots for the next bit, 1500 ft. of 250, windcrusted powder,
heavy turning, but once you're going it's great—keep your speed up!

Unsure of avalanche potential, I watch Steve while he tries the first
few turns on the steepest part—stayina on the rib he finds the best
line. The Tower part is fun, too—a long cruising schuss to the snout and
_ then another steep slope of moraine. The snow is getting heavier; my leas
are tired. We collapse at the bottom and climb back to our camp. My pack
is Toaded up with a wet, heavy tent and then we cruise back down the road,
just wide enough for telemark swings, crossing from powder to firn, side
to side. Finally, the smooth drive along the d'Arcy road to Pemberton.
Participants
Brian Waddinaton Betsy Fletcher Judy Needham
Dave Williams Peter Celliers Steve Sheffield
Tim Booth
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We Never Found the Cabin!—DICKSON RANGE
Tim Booth April 1987

Following the ridge upwards, billowing spindrift plays hide and seek
with passing clouds, giving glimpses of endless peaks. The rocky flank
scoured bare and packed deep on the lee; leaving our skis, we plod onwards
leaning into the gale. A cold summit snack, exclamations, superlatives.
We've climhed a mountain, Sherle Peak, named for a pilot who died here,
and this Tonely spot would serve to be as grand an epitaph as anyone would
want in such a spectacular place. We lie and feel ourselves meltina into
the snow, gaining brief shelter. Soon, with chilled bones, we hasten
downwards, stumbling alona the rime-covered rocky ridge.

Anticipation: strapping on our skis with numb fingers, pole straps
Tooped, the first turn, jumping sastrugi, down into the soft, deep powder,
mist rolling, gyroscope turns on autopilot, no contours visible. Pierre's
jump turns: whump, whump, whump, pure magic. Flyinag, dancina, he stops
and pants. I follow suit. It's been said that a pair of skis is a good
substitute for a pair of wings; in this dream-like snow, that saying was
near to the truth. The three of us swooping down; exhilaration flowing.
Following Pierre, Alex darts in front of me. I feel movement-—-behind me a
wave of snow creeps silently. Suré1y this gentle slope cannot be
sliding—it must have released from above. It overtakes me like a breaker
on the beach. I'm trying to stay on my skis. It gathers momentum, I
shout a warnina. I panic, I'm falling, swirling, caught in the flow,
being swept downward by my skis, poles, and sack. Try swimming in wet
concrete with six-foot planks on your feet! The force is fncredihle, I'm
fighting to survive with all my strength, but still I'm choking, being
dragged under. The movement slows and stops; with a last effort my hand
reaches the air. Silence. I'm frozen rigid, petrified, a huge weight
pressing on me. Frantically tunneling with my free hand, I clear my face.

Air bursts into my lungs. Coughing, breathing hard, shouting for help,
I'm relieved when the others answer back. We're 0.K.! Alex frees himself
and digs out Pierre and I, his shovel bites into my legs, I'm free. 1I've
cheated fate this time; I've qot many more days of skiing left. It's aood
to be alive!

P.S. Watch out for smal! pockets of windslab, especiaily in
hollows! Also, cable bindings release in a slide, but pin bindings stay
on and drag you under; if you can get rid of your equipment and stay on
top, then you have a good chance of survival. Another thing: the ski
terrain in the Southern Chilcotin is AMAZING; I'm going hack for more!
Participants
Tim Booth Pierre Friele Alex Frid
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MT. SIR RICHARD
Dave Robinson May 5-12, 1987

May 4th: We were thinking of goina to the Tchaickazan area until one
of our two drivers decided not to go. We then planned to cram into Andy's
car to the Bridge Glacier. At least until Andy arrived from Courtenay
without his car, having had the impression it wouldn't be needed! Without
too much fuss we decided to hitchhike to Whistler and head into the Mt.
Sir Richard area via Singing Pass, and return over the Spearhead Range.
Finally, after weeks of uncertainty, we had a destination and a aroup.
The weather was even beginning to Took good.

May 5th: In brilliant sun we bused to Horseshoe Bay, and got an
excellent ride, reaching Whistler at about 2:00 in the afternoon. After
Tunch we shouldered our enormous packs. Erika‘s was particularly
ridiculous since it seemed bigger than her! With her skis strapped on, it
towered far above her head.

After a while the trail began tantalizing us with bits of snow that
we could ski on for a few minutes before it vanished. This rather
inconvenient situation continued for some time before we eventually
reached continuous snow.

Our conversation was minimal since the main thought in our minds
concerned the weight on our backs, which was best not to discuss much.

We packed up to the Russet Lake Hut {6150 ft.), pushing for the cabin
rather than camp in Singing Pass.  We arrived at 10:00 p.m. in moontiaht,
having seen fresh qrizzly tracks on the ridge after Singing Pass.

The pack in had exhausted us to the point that food wasn't very
welcome, so dinner was just a snack.

May 6th: A rest day; perfect weather. The view was areat, the dark
peaks of the Spearhead Ranae soared far above Fitzsimmons Creek, and the
sun was incredibly brilliant.

We ate all day to get lighter packs, and practised crevasse rescues.
We roped up, then one of us would run off in some direction. The others
would stop him and set up a pulley system to pull him out of the
"crevasse." We practised till we had all tried "every" situation. A
rather novel idea for the VOC it seems.

May 7th: Sunny and warm again, what luck!

Our plan was to traverse into the Diavolo Creek Valley, which we did,
but not as easily as we had hoped. We started by going south around
Fissile Peak to the Fissile-Whirlwind col (7600 ft.). The previocusly
sun-softened snow had frozen to the consistency of concrete overnicht. We
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ended upcarryin qour ski stothecol sinc ethe ywereof littt e use .
Once ove r th e col , th e sno wwas much softe r sinc eit hadbeeninthe

sun a | morning . Whil e we had a snac k at th ecol , oneof JiI' s cable s
sneake d of f onth eic eint oa larg e wind-cirque , but afte r some puzzlemen t
it was recovered . We continue d acros s th e Overlor d Glacier , dodgin g a fe w

crevasses , the n ascende d aroun d th e nort h shoulde r of Overlor d Mountain
We crosse d a relativel y fres h slide , jus t befor e reachin g th e Overlord
Benvoli o col . We continue d on betwee n th e two summit s of Mt. Benvoli o
(8500 ft. ) fo r lunch . The vie wwas excellent—fam ilia r territor y we' d
jus't been in , and unfamiliar , whic h we wer e about t o explore . We the n
droppe d down th e Diavol o Glacier . Just befor e th e fla t par t ther e was a
stee p bi t tha t we walke d down so as to keep near some rock s incase It
slid . Erk aandAndy rolle d thei r pack s down this . J11 1 would'v e excep t
the ten t pole s might hav e bee n broken . | didn" t want toris k any hidde n
crevasses . Erk a even trie d to slid e her skis , but fortunatel y the y
didn' t an d sh e though t bette r of tryin g again .

We scramble d aroun d lookin g fo r a way past an imritatin g kno b ont o
th e well-name d Detou r Ridge . Eventuall y we considere d droppin g down and
traversin g th e nort h side . Erika , our avalanch e exper t fro mhavin g spent

the winte r ski patrolling , decide d tha t th e snow probabl y woul d not
slide . Becaus e of th e mushy snow, we dug a fai r number of snowpit son
thi s trip , anothe r rathe r un-VOC-lk e activity . One-by-on e we droppe d

down and traverse d a nast y couloi r wit h slush y snow and quit e fres h
slides , whic h was overhun g by cornices , ont oth enort hslope sof th eridg e
(als o overhun g by cornices) . When Erik a reache d me we agree d i t was abou t
the scaries t plac e eithe r of us hadbeen inth e mountains . Also , when |
crosse d th e couloi r I' d notice dtha t our planne d descen t rout e hada clif f
at th ebotto mof it ! Wecontinue dtoth eendof th eridge , and droppe dt o
the nort h down some ridge s and benche s tha t eventuall y le dtoth e valle y

floor . We cruise ddownth evalle ytotre elin e (510 0ft ) andcamped. It
had been a fail y lon g day (1 2 hours ) and we wer e prett y tired , but
satisfie d wit h th e feelin g of remotenes s 1nthi s valley . Good visibilit y

had bee n necessar y fo r navigating , especiall y onDetou r Ridge .
May 8th : Perfectl y clea r again | We got upearl ytoclim b Mt. Sir
Richar d whil e th e weathe r held . Crosse d a 530 0 ft . ridg e and descende d

int o th e rarely-visited , uppe r Cheakamus Rive r Valley . We ascende d thi son
thenort hsid eof th erive r toth eMcBrid e Glacier , andthe nsout hupth e
glacier . Fantasti ¢ scenery , remoteness , weather , wind , company,
everything !  What an excellen t day! At 6700 ft . we turne d east and

climbe dtoth elarg efla t col at 7300ft . We foun d a refreshin g tricki e























































































































































































































































































































































































