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President’s Message

By Jeremy Frimer

By Jeremy Frimer

Seven years ago, I first wandered by the VOC clubroom. I was far too intimidated to walk inside so I stood by
the map and looked around, twiddling my thumbs. It could
have happened differently… I could have just walked away
and forgotten about the idea of joining. But it was not to be
that way. The president of the time, Andy Gabrys, came up to
me, introduced himself, and just chewed the fat with me. I
was so impressed that I joined. And I suppose that the rest is
history.
It’s been a huge honor to be the president of a club
with such rich history as well as such a wealth of awesome
people involved. If you ask me, the club is as great as it ever
has been. I suppose it’s my job to elaborate:
Looking down the exec list, I see not one person that
“fell between the cracks”. This year, we sort of encouraged
execs that were feeling too swamped by it all to simply step
down and be replaced by fresh blood. This worked really
well. I think that one of my goals coming into the year was to
strengthen the “VOC secondary”. That is, to have lots of active non-execs. Creative ideas were discussed but it seemed
to be a bit of an intangible goal… but somehow and for whatever reason, whatever we did seems to have worked. Once
again, we were treated with an active and friendly bunch on
exchange. Often years, exchange students are the most active
in the club. This year was no exception. There must have
been well over 50 active members this year… and I think the
club was all that much richer as a result.
Once again, it’s hard to pick out superlative efforts in
the exec this year seeing as how just about everyone did a
great job. But two individuals in particular deserve special
mention… There was a trip just about every single weekend,
most of which were led once again by our most useful of per-
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Introduction

Introduction

sons, Roland Burton. Also, a big hats off to Mark Grist for all
the behind-the-scene work on the new Land Resource Management Plan (LRMP), which will dictate how the Sea-to-Sky
corridor will be zoned. This is a pivotal time in the history of
our region’s access and Mark has really stepped up and represented the VOC well. On the business side of things, we renewed our contract with the ACC and we rewrote the constitution and even saw it get passed by the AMS’ governing
body (the SAC).
This year saw a mix of the timeless VOC events with
some newer ones. All throughout, we held “VOC Climb &
Drink” Event at the climbing wall. From 6 ‘till 9 p.m. on
most Tuesdays, we climbed (then went up to the Gallery and
drank). A strong buildering contingency branched from this
event through the leadership of the Ard One. The Climb &
Drink event sort of phased out the Wednesday slideshows.
The weekend before school, the VOC held a Mountaineering
Camp at the Matier/Joffre col. Aside from poor weather and
one ‘close call’, a great time was had by all. May this become
a new VOC tradition. Glacier School was held up at Baker
again and went fabulously. We finally lucked out with the
weather this year and a handful of G2 students summitted
Baker via the Coleman-Demming Route under bluebird.
Longhike was fabulous once again and Leavenworth, Skaha,
and Smith went off without a hitch. A new tradition of a Vantage trip in October seems to be surfacing as well. Second
semester saw the usual Winter Longhike up at Red Heather
where an army of VOCers built snow bunkers for the night.
Also this year, Winter Longhike II (a.k.a Backcountry Ski
School) took place at Needle Peak. Avalanche Awareness as
well as First Aid Courses were well attended. And Tele
School is slated to be a great time too. What’s left? The banquet and our AGM. Thank you to everyone who organized
these events.
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President’s Message

When I signed up for being president, someone explained the position as follows: “If everyone else is doing his
or her job, you are doing yours.” Well, thank you to all the
execs for making my job so incredibly easy!

When I signed up for being president, someone explained the position as follows: “If everyone else is doing his
or her job, you are doing yours.” Well, thank you to all the
execs for making my job so incredibly easy!

Jeremy as John Millar. By Conor
Reynolds.
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VP Past Year Rap-Up

VP Past Year Rap-Up

By Rebecca Goulding

By Rebecca Goulding

MC Becs with the social connection,
Smooth with the rhyme and the hip reflection.
If you have the time, I have the back-beat,
Give me the mike Jer, cause I’m in front seat.

MC Becs with the social connection,
Smooth with the rhyme and the hip reflection.
If you have the time, I have the back-beat,
Give me the mike Jer, cause I’m in front seat.

Ya dig it?

Ya dig it?

We jived summer long, with wine and sunshine,
Beach BBQ with some frisbee flyin’.
Got down groovin’, a party in my hood,
Dog ate the stick, and now I know I should.

We jived summer long, with wine and sunshine,
Beach BBQ with some frisbee flyin’.
Got down groovin’, a party in my hood,
Dog ate the stick, and now I know I should.

Let it flow, y’all.

Let it flow, y’all.

Matier calling the end of the summer,
Shakin' the movers, movin' the shakers.
All dug well with the School of the Glacier,
Fifty cool dudes to slide with Mt. Baker.
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Fifty cool dudes to slide with Mt. Baker.

VOC, yeah you know me.

VOC, yeah you know me.

Movin' on now to the Longhike event y'all,
Harmonising newbies at the start of last Fall.
With five score allstars all sprawled on steep rock,
Good food party groove, tunes spin the hip flock.

Movin' on now to the Longhike event y'all,
Harmonising newbies at the start of last Fall.
With five score allstars all sprawled on steep rock,
Good food party groove, tunes spin the hip flock.

DJ Arlin in the house.
A'ight.

DJ Arlin in the house.
A'ight.

Heading down South to Vantage and Smith Rocks,
Vantage, Leavenworth… you sick of rock jocks?
No way man, that's the way it is, no lyin',

Heading down South to Vantage and Smith Rocks,
Vantage, Leavenworth… you sick of rock jocks?
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Gotta crank it, sink it, flash it and no cryin'.

Gotta crank it, sink it, flash it and no cryin'.

That's the way it is, y'all
Yo, Kelly get off that wall!

That's the way it is, y'all
Yo, Kelly get off that wall!

Two zero zero two, a new year dawning,
All day climbing on ice-fall, no falling,
Venue was Golden, a week at New Years,
Ten clubbers climbing, no tears and no fears.

Two zero zero two, a new year dawning,
All day climbing on ice-fall, no falling,
Venue was Golden, a week at New Years,
Ten clubbers climbing, no tears and no fears.

Ice Ice Baby, Yeah, ya dig it?

Ice Ice Baby, Yeah, ya dig it?

Fall Ice, Nice Ice fest, it's now time to freeze
My fingas are so cold, think I'm gonna to get the
SCREEEEEEEEEAAAMMMMMMing barfies,
Back to the beat y'all, the rest is history.
Winter Longhike, Teleschool their own story.

Fall Ice, Nice Ice fest, it's now time to freeze
My fingas are so cold, think I'm gonna to get the
SCREEEEEEEEEAAAMMMMMMing barfies,
Back to the beat y'all, the rest is history.
Winter Longhike, Teleschool their own story.

Move with the groove.

Move with the groove.

Dig the last word from the VP MC,
Reflect this: one day hard, then next day easy,
We all have our high-lows, our big slows, our no-shows,
Get up, stand up, Get out and go with the get go.
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Get up, stand up, Get out and go with the get go.
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Editor’s Message

Editor’s Message

By Sandra Nicol

By Sandra Nicol

Well. What to say. The journal is ready to go to the
printer. But am I ready to let it go? Can I let the project that
has consumed me grow up and walk away? Being the perfectionist that I am, I don’t think I could every be ready to let it
go. But I am happy with it. I hope that as you read it, you
will be happy with it too. It has been one heck of a big job.
But in the end, I’m glad to have done it.
The journal is a product of hundreds of hours of work.
First, of course, is the time that the contributors put into writing articles, selecting photos, and finalizing their submissions.
Then there are the countless hours put in by my wonderful
volunteers. I have to thank several people specially for their
efforts. Conor Reynolds, Rebecca Goulding, Chee Fong
Chan, and Cheryl Sy all came to my house this weekend and
let me order them around. I am truly grateful for their initiative and enthusiasm. Their help with text editing, black and
white photo selection, and colour photo selection has been
invaluable. Thanks to Brian Peter for getting access to a slide
scanner. I also have to thank my parents for allowing me and
the volunteers to take over their three computers for the weekend.
One person has contributed so much to this journal
that I can only describe his effort as outstanding. He put in
more hours than any volunteer other than me, and it was a
narrow margin. He helped me called advertisers, brainstormed more advertisers to call, visited advertisers, constructed ads, did all of the photo editing to remove scratches
and dust, resize, and brighten the photos. There are a lot of
photos in this book. All the colour ones were carefully examined and cleaned up to look their very best - all of us owe him
thanks. His name is Scott Nelson, and he wins the Best Journal Volunteer Award, 2002.
It has been an absolute pleasure to read all of the sub-
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Editor’s Message
missions, and looking at the photos. I was moved by some,
inspired, and forced to laugh until my belly hurt. But choosing the award winning articles is very difficult. In all of the
categories the final decision came to a choice between equally
deserving submissions. But the winners must be chosen.
There were many incredible photos submitted, and I
am once again in awe of the talent in this group of people. All
of the photos that were printed in colour are excellent - otherwise they would not have been printed in colour. But one
stands out. The winner for best photo goes to Michel van der
Spek for his photo ‘Jeremy Frimer at Sunset, Cordillera
Blanca, Peru.’ It made me stop for a moment when I saw it,
and contemplate.
After much thought I eventually decided to have three
awards for written submissions, Funniest Article, Most Inspirational, and Best Article. So, without further ado:
Funniest Article. This one was tough. Several of the
submissions had me and the volunteers laughing. The runnerup is ‘John Millar’s Cinnamon Buns’ by Kelly Franz. The
winner is ‘Smith Rocks’ by ArdArvin.
Most Inspirational. This one was even harder. The
runner-up goes to ‘Life is Not That Complicated’ by Erin
Tong. The winner is ‘Meslilloet: Nola Free’ by Jason Addy.
Best Article. What? How can I pick the best article
from such a lush collection? Should it be a tale of hardship?
Funny is out because it has a separate category - wouldn’t be
right to have two. Should it be hard core or does that matter?
If the content is exhilarating can I forgive choppy writing? If
the writing is superb can I forgive less interesting content? In
the end all of the trails brought me back to one article. There
are too many runner-ups to mention, but I will mention one:
‘Zen and the Art of Nose Picking’ by Jeremy Frimer. The
winner of Best Article is Matt Buckle for ‘A Little Stroll in
the Chehalis.’
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Jeremy Frimer at Sunset
Cordillera Blanca, Peru
By Michel var der Spek

Opposite: Nico Breyton atop arbol de piedre
Bolivia
By Matt Buckle

Previous: Ben Carrick chilling below Castleton
lndian Greek, UT
By Matt Buckle

Young Girls near Wikahuan, Peru
By Matt Buckle
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Zen and the Art of Nose Picking

Zen and the Art of Nose Picking

By Jeremy Frimer

By Jeremy Frimer

I realize full well that individual differences make this topic a
difficult one to generalize about. What I have to say may
sound like utter nonsense to you or it may make some sense.
Here’s my perspective on my stay at UBC.
I was recently on a Reading Break escape to the Rockies. There is something about the landscape and positioning
of the Rockies that makes the range feel very different than
the Coast. I found myself gazing towards the mountains, almost as if I was expecting them to give me something. It
sounds like a silly thing to do, at least on the surface. In truth,
going to the hills has become somewhat of an escape and a
refresher for me from the city grind. As life in the rat race
speeds up, I have relied more on each trip to relax and refresh
me. As a result, trips to the mountains have become increasingly structured and goal-oriented. Backcountry skiing has
begun to bore me because it doesn’t feel exciting enough. I
need fear and speed. And with only two days to spend, I better get to it quickly. Hence the strict schedule. Perhaps this
designed adventure style is reinforced by the structured city
life, which has become engrained into my efficiency-oriented
way. But I feel that I am slowly realizing that the rat race is
designed more for financial-rather than spiritual-gain. It goes
without saying that happiness doesn't come in blocks starting
on the hour and finishing at fifty minutes past. It doesn't
come on a cheat sheet. And it doesn't come in a four-day expedition packed into a two-day epic.
They don't claim to sell bliss at university. But I feel
like I've gained the impression that a combination of hard
work and natural talent leads to achievement; achievement
leads to self-fulfillment; and self-fulfillment leads to contentment. Whether or not that was the intended message, I bought
into it. It is human nature to incorporate new information into
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come on a cheat sheet. And it doesn't come in a four-day expedition packed into a two-day epic.
They don't claim to sell bliss at university. But I feel
like I've gained the impression that a combination of hard
work and natural talent leads to achievement; achievement
leads to self-fulfillment; and self-fulfillment leads to contentment. Whether or not that was the intended message, I bought
into it. It is human nature to incorporate new information into
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our old ways of thinking (called assimilation in psychology
circles). So, when faced with the fact that school wasn't doing
it for me, I discerned that I just wasn't trying hard enough...
or something along those lines. Eventually, when the evidence continues to mount against a way of thinking, notions
topple and new ideas surface (accommodation).
Every week, I sit in class, thinking the same thing...
“Who cares about conformal mapping, slip casting, and the
grand canonical ensemble? I can’t wait to be in the mountains
this weekend.” Then the weekend comes and it's off to the
mountains for 48 hours of alpine torture. “Gosh, I sure miss
my bed and just doing easy stuff like sitting in class.” I repeat
this fire drill for 12 weeks a semester, two semesters a year,
four-year a degree (okay, seven)… and call it a life. It's always a race to get to the mountains or to get out of the mountains, to get back to class or to get out of class. Little did I
realize that I have become a fledgling member of the capitalists’ cancer-ridden, depression-suffering rat race. Well, if this
is my fate, then I can at least ask the obvious: If we’re racing,
where and when do we reach the finish line? Looking around
me, it seems that the answer is either retirement or death. One
way or another, my life for at least the next 40 years sucks.
I'd rather lose this race, quite frankly. Quick! Get a job, make
lots of money so you can buy lots of toys. Vacation? No way
man! No time to use them: back to work to pay for them and
to get more. I've got deadlines and productivity quotas and
profit margins to meet. Enough!
Somewhere along the line, I decided that it was time to
step back a little and reconsider the goal. Wasn’t the idea
from the get-go to be happy? Somewhere along the line, society attached qualifiers. For example, wealth brings happiness
and productivity brings fulfillment. I suppose that this is an
entirely different can of worms… but I feel that just about all
the religions are fundamentally pure and good willing. In my
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view, it is the elders’ commentaries that have created religious
evils in the world. The same goes for lifestyle and goals. I
decided to wash away all these qualifiers and purify my goals.
I don’t need “authorities” to tell me how. I still believe that I
can think for myself. My goal is to be happy! To be honest, I
have been depressed in the past but over the years I've settled
into a state that Pink Floyd described so well as ‘comfortably
numb’. That's just not good enough for me, quite frankly. I'm
shooting for the stars here and not accepting second place.
Achievement and personal challenges are only as good
as their ability to help me be happy. My gut tells me that
spiritual well-being is a present tense kind of thing. It's not in
the past or the future. In fact, there IS no past and future.
There IS only NOW. The past WAS. The future WILL BE
(if we haven’t gotten cancer yet). It would seem that life is
simply a serial collection of 'this very moment'. Perhaps in
that lies the very problem with the weekend warrior discontentment cycle.
It would seem that I’m bitter about my university career and that coming here was a big mistake. I think it would
be shortsighted to see this experience as a negative one.
Rather, I'm putting it in perspective as a period of tremendous
learning and growth. And I met some pretty wonderful people too… Here's a cliche: If we don't learn from history, it
WILL repeat itself. I learned a little about what it means to
commit myself to a project. But now, it’s time to learn how to
free my mind (they say that the rest will follow).
This world is a big place, full of opportunities for
privileged people like me. I hope that my spirit is free enough
and my dreams are wild enough that I can accept all the gifts
that this world has so far offered me. I am leaving UBC with
no strings attached; no quick-and-easy formulas for complex
problems; and no dependence on my past and future. Right
here, right now: there is nothing else.
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Ever since I first set eyes on “the undisputed champion
of my world” (Garibaldi), I have drawn inspiration and excitement from mountains. It was almost as if I was in resonant
harmony with my environment. I feel like I approached and
even surpassed my limits, fulfilling my dreams. But at other
times, my motivation was more sinister: I often climbed so
that I would later be able to look back on it and reminisce.
Occasionally, I rose above the “I want to have climbed this
mountain” mentality and found peace with the hardships of
climbing: I want to be climbing this mountain. I think that
there is real beauty in being able to achieve that. And when
life throws me a curveball, being able to apply that lesson
from the mountains to everyday life is an attribute.
But there I was in the Rockies, not feeling anything
from the mountains: No resonance, no schedule, and no fear.
They gave me nothing and I gave them nothing in return.
There was a peaceful air of equilibrium and sustainability
about it. For a moment there, I didn’t have any expectations
or demands. I was simply being. And I was in the mountains. Being… in the mountains. Then Yanik stopped the car
and we went and got frightened once again on another ice
climb. A few days later, my lucky stars would have it that the
snow began to fall and we were stranded at a hostel for a few
days. I did a bunch of different things; physical, intellectual,
and social. But none of them were done with a particular goal
in mind. I just did what came naturally, minute by minute.
And that was all I needed-it was perfect. I guess it's easy to
have a good time on vacation... but when you stop and think
about it, life is a vacation. We are all nothing but tourists of
the planet earth! The opportunities have always been there;
only I haven't always been ready to accept them. Why not be
on vacation all my life? It doesn't take much to earn enough to
satisfy the basics. And beyond that, the things that cost the
most are the things we never really needed in the first place. I
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haven't forgotten my goal. It's time for me to see each day as
if it were my last. It's time to sit back with a good book under
a tree in the forest... and pick my nose.
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a tree in the forest... and pick my nose.
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By Miranda Huron

So this summer I organized a little trip to go from
Squamish to Indian Arm and back, and then follow it up with
a day of climbing. A few calls, a few cancellations, and in the
end Mike and I were off to Squamish, bikes and gear in tow.
We got there, ran into a bunch of VOCers and had a little
nightcap before our early start the next day.
And what a day is was. Cool, slightly overcast, but never did
rain. Perfect cycling weather. We headed off down the logging trails starting over at Mamquam FSR. The trip was supposed to be 75 km of moderate trail… if you didn’t get lost.
The problem is we were dealing with a guidebook that didn’t
seem to even consider forking roads.
So we got lost. A lot. We would pick a fork, usually the right
one, and keep going until we realized that we were really going uphill, or that the “moderate” roads disappeared into rockfall-like choss broken up only by 4 foot deep water-bars. We
would the go back and try again. We got to one point where
the waterfall we were supposed to be admiring from below
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Mike: “Miranda, now I’m sure we took a wrong turn.”
By Jesse Jackson.

Mike: “Miranda, now I’m sure we took a wrong turn.”
By Jesse Jackson.
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was right under us. At that point we knew we wouldn’t be
seeing Indian Arm. But it was still great. The weather was
scrumptious, and we were accompanied by the rushing sounds
of rivers, waterfalls, and melodic bird chanting.
We eventually happened upon this huge Caterpillarthing. We could only guess from the enormous sewer-like
nozzle that it must have been a primitive device used for sucking trees from the ground. Now it would become our playground. We climbed all over, taking silly pictures and such,
and then decided to head back.
The route itself was great… a very comfortable cycle
which let my hybrid ease along it. There’s also a few areas
that aren’t bad for bouldering and such. Perhaps someday
someone might even use it to get to Indian Arm, but not with
my maps - giggle.
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Cycling to Mount Baker. By Jesse Jackson.

Cycling to Mount Baker. By Jesse Jackson.

VOCJ • 25 • 2002

VOCJ • 25 • 2002

On (Epic?) Adventure

On (Epic?) Adventure

By Vincent Johnson

By Vincent Johnson

Occasionally, I surprise myself and accomplish modest feats of endeavor requiring great physical stamina and
mental fortitude. I am a generally unassuming individual who
sets out upon his solo adventures with only the most comfortable of intentions. I mean, as much as anybody who enjoys
the invigoration of wild places, I absolutely do love to challenge myself. However! I prefer for such compelling events
to occur spontaneously. Planning limits the excitement of the
unexpected because forethought, for the expected unexpected,
tends to encourage success. I have always succeeded thus far
without planning, and many of my trips have enjoyed surprising elements. And such is the nature of adventure.
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Slesse in the mist. From Rexford. By Scott Nelson.
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Rupi organized this trip to go off to Salt Spring for a
weekend this summer and ride around. What a blast! I signed
on, not knowing anyone, and we headed off early one Friday
morning to the Ferry Terminal. A few ferries and some get-to
know-you conversations later, we had arrived. We looked
around and saw this huge hill and giggled and joked about our
place probably being on top of it. And then it all began.
We made our way into the town where they were having this
great farmer’s market. There we bought all sorts of foods and
ran into a guy who was selling pictures. One was this beautiful Brando-esque bouldering silhouette, and when he told us
that it was shot on the island, we immediately quizzed him on
how to get there.
There wasn’t much cycling done on that day, but we
did take in the atmosphere before heading up to our hostel.
About 10 glasses of atmosphere later we closed out the bar
and had to go. We asked one of the locals (this great guy who
sort of looked like Willy Nelson 20 years ago) how to get to
where we were staying. He looked at us, our swaying bike
gear, and laughed. He threw our stuff into the back of his van
and next thing you know we were in orbit. Of course, our earlier joking about where our hostel might be had all come true,
and there were some areas of the hill which must have been
40 degrees. We stumbled into our beds and set the alarms for
a time which was destined to be ignored.
The next day we woke heavy-headed to an incoming
storm. We had just enough time to see the whole island and
get an idea of where we wanted to go. By the time we had
breakfasted, everything had been swallowed up by the rain
clouds. But that was fine. We were determined. Our group
split into two… Rupi, Colin and I had it in our heads that it
might be nice to at least look at the bouldering area, and who
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knows… it might dry up.
We started down
the hill, speeding down
with our brakes on fullforce. I have found one of
the best things to bring
with you on a trip is a scientist. You get a totally
new perspective on things.
As we saw areas of
salmon farming, we
learned about all it’s effects on local ecosystems… the lice which
spread to the wild salmon;
the farmed salmon escaping and bringing new disRupi and Colin take a break. By
eases… Learning while
Miranda Huron.
playing makes the environs of your experience
all the more tangible.
Eventually we got to this lake. It was pouring and our
rain gear had long since given its last hurrah, so I started stripping off my clothes and jumped in. I found myself immediately wrapped in a light fog which covered the top of the lake.
I lay back and listened to the bird calls and the splashing of
Rupi and Colin. I was in heaven. We swam around for
probably an hour, and considered going to the island in the
middle, but then we made our way back and started on a quest
for food. Finding that lake, however, was probably the highlight of the trip.
Coming back to Vancouver was hard, but the whole
way back we found ourselves discussing the other islands and
possible cycle trips.
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(translated from McKimmish by Kelly
Franz)

(translated from McKimmish by Kelly
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John pioneered these buns on a sailing trip from New Zealand
to South America to Antarctica, so they are guaranteed good.
I wonder if he was seasick into the dough the first few times?
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Go stay over at a friend’s house, one that has flour, butter or
margarine, brown sugar, yeast, salt, nuts or raisins, and water.
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Remove Shirt.

Remove Shirt.

Wash hands.

Wash hands.

In stormy weather, lash yourself to the counter to prevent being thrown about the galley.
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Next, combine a few tsp yeast with some sugar and warm water into a frothy mixture.
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In a bowl, mix about 4-5 cups flour, a bunch of melted margarine, a pinch or two of salt, and the yeast mixture.
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Knead the hell out of the dough, put it in a bowl, cover with a
dishcloth, and put near the fireplace or in a warm oven. Hell,
crawl into bed with it if you have to, just warm up that dough.
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Let sit until impatient (about 20 mins).
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Roll the dough to about ¾” thickness. On the stove, melt
some more margarine, add a whole bunch of sugar, some cinnamon, and spread this mixture on the dough. If you want
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raisins, add them now. If you like walnuts, but only have large
pieces, do as John does (honestly he did this): put the nuts in
your mouth, chew them up to the desired size, then spit them
directly onto the dough. Alternately, crush them in your hand
and apply them to the dough.
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Cut into about 10 or 12 pieces, put sideways on a pan, and
bake until you can’t stand it anymore and have to eat them.
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Eat them, or glaze with more sugar and margarine, then eat
them.
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Voila!

Voila!

Frog. By Scott Nelson.

Frog. By Scott Nelson.
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By Jeremy Frimer

Welcome
My first ever VOC trip was back in the fall of 1995
with a bunch of merry folk that have since wandered into farther away places… I feel somewhat dated in knowing that
only one or two people still in the club know of even the name
of any of them. So, we were headed for Knight Peak in the
Cheam range. All went well enough on the way up… we
hiked and scrambled, gaining the very scenic summit in a reasonable five hours. Then, the crazy talk started… “Hey I
think it would be easier if we traversed around into that nice
meadow and descended straight to the logging road,” says
Chris Brayshaw while pointing downwards on a menacingly
green patch below us… famous last words. Well, time fades
all memories but the moments of sheer terror still hold strong
in my mind. After soloing down plenty of awkward and exposed 4th class, we entered what could only be considered
‘Green Hell’. I learned a lot in the coming hours… such as
techniques as “herbage rappel” and the “slide alder crawl”.
Soon it dawned on me that we might have to spend the night
out… but nine hours after leaving the summit, we were beaten
and scratched and bruised but finally on the logging road. I
couldn’t help but conclude that VOCers were really hard core!
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‘Green Hell’. I learned a lot in the coming hours… such as
techniques as “herbage rappel” and the “slide alder crawl”.
Soon it dawned on me that we might have to spend the night
out… but nine hours after leaving the summit, we were beaten
and scratched and bruised but finally on the logging road. I
couldn’t help but conclude that VOCers were really hard core!

Who Needs Skis?
I didn’t do much with the club in 1996… I was busy
being a blue-haired obnoxious little brat. But I did manage to
get to Garibaldi Lake with some friends over Reading Break.
The VOC was all out of skis and snowshoes so we decided to
hike. It was a little frustrating, post-holing through the forest.
But when we broke out onto the shores of Garibaldi Lake, the
snow was fresher and we were shoulder-deep in it. I decided
then that getting cold and wet kind of sucks.
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The Fearless
In 1997, I met a man whose reputation preceded
him… Fred Touche. En garde! I spent a lot of time listening
to Fred talk and even more trying to keep up with him in various mountainous settings. We both liked to dream big and
this ended up becoming the basis of our friendship. But we
also both boasted some of the hardest heads around. Over the
course of the next two years, we bashed heads lots and ended
up getting ourselves into some fantastic places all the while.
Eventually, enough was enough… it was time for us to grow
up. But that was too hard so we just got in a big fight and decided never to talk to one another again. Fred and I parted at
the base of the East Ridge of Logan. Word has it that he skied
in a whiteout some 150km to the King’s Trench route and soloed in exceptional time.
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Summit or Die!
It think it was in 1998 that I met David Persson. And
since, I don’t think I’ve ever met anyone who loved the
mountains quite so much. David was a mountain god; we
called him Perseus. A lot of people saw him as a daredevil
and his death in 1999 served to confirm that but I saw him as
a truly dedicated athlete with endless amounts of passion. Me
and Milly used to bug him about that… to the point that we
even had him saying “Summit or Die!” I remember being out
with Marty and Milly and Perseus once, when one of us (I
think it was me) looked around and saw some weather coming
in… “Hey guys, I’m not sure about this… maybe we should
turn around.” I think it was Marty, who turned, looking up
toward the summit then towards me and cut the tension with
“ARE WE DEAD YET?”
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The House of Climb
Who could forget the famous dump of 1999? Thirty
meters of snowfall at the Baker ski resort set the world record.
Meanwhile, a group of us assembled in a pink house off of
Dunbar that we likened “the house of climb”. We Millarized
the basement good. There was always a tale of grand adventure on the tell or a round of in-house buildering. But I shall
never forget two days in particular…
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Shekky and the Dumpster Divers
One day, John and Marty decided to go check out
“around back” at the IGA near 41st. John made quick work of
the boulder problem and jumped in with both feet. Only, it
wasn’t trash under his feet at all… there was a guy in there.
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Marty Maines, in-house buildering. House of Climb. By Jeremy Frimer.
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Enter Shekky. No one really knows where he cam from. But
before long, the lads befriended him and out of the goodness
of Shekky’s heart, we would wake up each day to a fresh
shopping cart of brand used Dumpster dive! At first, everyone
was a little skeptical. But before long, we were all into it…
there were cheeses, breads, cookies, hotdogs, canned goods,
potato chips and all the fixings. I can only thinks of two occasions that anyone got food poisoning… Vegans became Freegans (if it’s free, I’ll eat it) and the intestinal adventures intensified… There were some nightmare “wiener sessions” where
I came pretty close to tossing my cookies. And the net result
is that we saved a ton of money on food. But in the end, we
found that even with the 7 of us and all our friends helping
out, we still could not keep up with Shekky’s pace. The net
result was an eight-foot high pile of rotting dumpster dive in
the back yard with a monstrous line of shopping carts beside
it. We got rid of the stuff just in time for subsequent interviews for the place. It was a sunny day in April that I was
chatting with the landlord about nothing while the new tenants
were signing a lease… when I looked through into the kitchen
and saw a big rat take a sniff around the kitchen. I shooed
him out the door and watched him tumble head-over-heals
down the steps. Casual!
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Marty and The Day “Off”
So, Marty didn’t have classes on Thursdays… and he
tried to come up with interesting ways of spending his time:
this usually meant scamming at Whistler. But one fair
Wednesday evening, Marty was sitting on the couch and pondering (here comes the crazy talk). “I wonder how far I can
go in a day…” Marty, so do all of us. But only you would go
so far as to try to find out! At 11:45pm, Marty left the house
of climb, armed with a few Powerbars, a water bottle, and
some THC in his blood… and twenty three and a half hours
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later, he plopped himself down for the night on the front steps
of a hotel in Whistler Village! What? Marty walked and ran
one hundred and thirty kilometers in a day. And he hitchhiked straight to school, making his 8 o’clock class on Friday!
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Millaria
Ever since 1996, I’ve known John Millar a.k.a. “The
Real McKim”. If you don’t already know him, I suggest you
meet him because he’s a pillar of morality, motivation, and
truth of heart. I know he’s going to get mad at me for writing
this because he doesn’t like to “have his horn tooted” but
some stories can simply not go untold. For years, Milly
would set off on Friday nights and hitch to Squamish in the
rain by himself. He was really into aid climbing those days
and no weather was too gruesome for it. He got up to all
kinds of stuff. But one day, he came home with duct tape all
over his finger and a bit of a weathered look on his face… to
him, even this adventure was something he had to share:
While on some pitch (might have been the second one of
Wrist Twister), the monsoon at its fullest, he bashed his finger
really bad while trying to play a copper head. Later, a piece
ripped and he took a good-sized whipper. When he jugged
up, he noticed that his rope must have caught an edge… only
a few strands remained intact. And this world remained
blessed with the gallant grace of Milly.
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Back to my Mass Spectrometer
Somewhere along the way, Roland Burton resurfaced
in the VOC. Since, Roland has led more trips than the rest of
the club combined. Every day after lunch, after getting back
to his Mass Spectrometer, then getting home, torturing the
children, and painting the bathroom walls, Roland finally
earned a permit and headed to the hills for the weekend. The
man has a way of his own… for the longest time, he didn’t
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to his Mass Spectrometer, then getting home, torturing the
children, and painting the bathroom walls, Roland finally
earned a permit and headed to the hills for the weekend. The
man has a way of his own… for the longest time, he didn’t
use a Pieps because “[he] didn’t plan on being in any ava-
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use a Pieps because “[he] didn’t plan on being in any avalanches”. There’s more wisdom in that than there might appear.

lanches”. There’s more wisdom in that than there might appear.

When I was in the VOC
Oh, when I was in the VOC, those were the good
times… the glory days. And that’s just the thing about the
VOC that makes it such a wonderful place to be… it has
never not been in its glory years. Thanks for the memories.
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Jay and Miranda. ‘Nuf said. By Katja Hoffman.
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Talking to Bears
Camping with the family at Cheakamus Lake, Jeff is
7, Dave is 5, Kevin is 3, and Fred is 18. We get up in the
morning and there’s a brown-colored bear walking towards
our tent. A couple of German tourists appear, one with a
video camera and the other carrying a small hatchet. Like, I’ll
take pictures and if he gets too close, you let him have it with
the hatchet. Meanwhile the bear is walking towards the kids
and me. I hold a quick conference with the kids to explain
bears and what to do about them. Keep the bear in sight, because they’re cool to watch. And if you have to run away,
you better know where the bear(s) is/are or you may end up
running towards it. Be aware of any other bears in the area. I
explain to the kids that if the bear doesn’t stop, I’ll have to
talk to it sternly. I really hope this works, not because I fear
unarmed single-handed combat with bears, but because I want
to teach the children well.
But the bear keeps coming towards us. So in my best
stern voice I say, “Go away, Bear”, and Bear sniffs the wind
and turns around and walks away. Later the kids ask, “Dad,
will you teach us how to talk to bears, when we grow up?”
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The Lady In The Bike Kitchen (2000)
The bike kitchen was established on Campus to help
out students who are forced by economic necessity (and rationalized concern about the environment), to travel by bike.
The bike kitchen can fix anything to do with bikes. The University subsidizes it; some of your AMS fees go to supporting
it.
I’m in love with the lady in the bike kitchen. I love
her tattoo, and the way her suntanned muscles ripple, and the
easy way she handles a wrench. After my first and only visit,
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my rear gear changer was wonderful to use, and the bike no
longer dropped into neutral whenever the traffic lights turned
green. She offered to grease my rear bearing, for a price, of
course. But I have never been back. I fear that she won’t be
there and someone else, less competent, less beautiful, will
have taken her place.

my rear gear changer was wonderful to use, and the bike no
longer dropped into neutral whenever the traffic lights turned
green. She offered to grease my rear bearing, for a price, of
course. But I have never been back. I fear that she won’t be
there and someone else, less competent, less beautiful, will
have taken her place.

Scott Prager and Andrea Wilson
Got married this summer (2001). Was this a VOC
event? Not really. But they met on our Reading Week ski
trip to Assiniboine in
1999, which I organized.
Scott is my brother-inlaw, and Andrea has
been on several Club
trips over the last few
years. This event made
our Assiniboine trip all
the more worthwhile.
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Kevin, Jeff, and Dave Burton. By Roland
Burton.
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By Erin Tong

Of all 400 or so VOCers in UBC, I belong to the majority class - the beginner type that just wants to have some
nice and easy fun. I was born in Shanghai and lived most of
my life in one of the largest metropolitan cities in the world. I
honestly did not share anything in common with those real
outdoor activists who insist on certain brands and styles of
garments and prefer wearing hiking boots, Gore-Tex outfits
and natural odor walking on Robson Street (or maybe not). I
am not a member of these outdoor extremists who have all
their income converted to MEC revenue, and who can cut cornices or ski on top of an avalanche. I have more than enough
fun burying my face in snow a hundred times before I get
back to where I started. Surviving is an extensive component
in many of my trips, but hopefully that is changing. My attitude is changing. My life style is expanding. Never have I
imagined that one day, a life in the outdoors could mean so
much to me. The following string of trip vignettes might reflect my development from a pure “city dweller” to someone
different.
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October. Phelix Hut. It doesn’t have to be fun to be fun.
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Purpose: After a long summer vacation of beaching hopping, I
signed up for my first snow-hiking trip.
Destination: Phelix Hut. (One of the four secret VOC resorts.)
Duration: Three days. (The trip started with bliss and ended
with blisters.)
Difficulty Level: Hard. (Remains the most intrepid trip in
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memory.)
Sentimental Value: Significant. (What did not kill me made
me stronger; and I SURVIVED.)
People I Remember: Roland Burton, Elisabeth Dom, Vincent
Johnston, Reis and a guy who lent me a rope.

memory.)
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Erin’s first connection with the mountains began. My
first encounter with an important person in my outdoor life,
Roland Burton also started there. Roland, the Official Useful
Person in VOC, gave many other beginners including myself
help and encouragement generously. Most of all, his devotion
to the mountains always remains a great inspiration and influence to me. (A lot of statements in this essay are quoted from
him.) The first two kilometers from the parking lot to where
the trail started was beautiful. Sunshine makes me happy.
There were heather and berry bushes by the road and everything was invitingly warm, including the conversations. But
soon, we found ourselves lost in the bush and it took us some
time to navigate back on to the almost abandoned trail. By
then I was exhausted and inevitably became the most high
maintenance person in the group. Vincent and Reis carried
my skies for me. Elisabeth carried my jackets and stuff. Roland stopped 17 times to fetch my pack and carry it for me. I
was fed with food and showered with words of encouragement all the way up. I was pampered like a baby doll. Then it
got worse when the sun set and the number of headlamps
available was limited to two between six people. I was not
happy on skis, especially when I couldn’t see what I was skiing on. Everyone was a bit uncertain at that point. But there
is something about night skiing that just kept us high. Elisabeth and I started singing every tune that we could possibly
think of. We still had no clue as to how close we were to the
hut after we had exhausted all the songs that we knew - so we
repeated the Yellow submarine verses another 17 times. To
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this day, I can still hear it in
my head when I am close to
being desperate. The 18th
verse brought us to the hut.
We stayed there for two
nights, probably the two
most memorable nights on
the mountain for me. Good
food, good music good
company. Despite the inaccessible trail, bad weather
and poor physical shape I
was in, I had a great time.
It was the people that
helped me through all the
impossibilities and gave me
positive energy. I still miss
them all.
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November.
Brew Hut.
Every step taken in life
brings you closer to your
destiny.

Roland Burton at his best.
By Miranda Huron.

November.
Brew Hut.
Every step taken in life
brings you closer to your
destiny.

Roland Burton at his best.
By Miranda Huron.

Purpose: Get some fresh oxygen to clear up my brain.
Destination: Brew Hut (My favorite hut because the shape and
color reminds me of Swedish farm houses)
Duration: 2 days. (A full day going up and a full day coming
down)
Difficulty level: Hard. (Challengingly but not tormentingly
intrepid, thanks to my friendly snow boots)
Sentimental Value: High. (I found myself in tune with nature
and it was a path of self-discovery)
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People I Remember: Roland, Elisabeth, Reis, and a forest rescue girl with large feet.

People I Remember: Roland, Elisabeth, Reis, and a forest rescue girl with large feet.

Although it only lasted two days, this is possibly the
longest trip ever. “It felt like five times a marathon.” The trip
consisted of a combination of walking on the railway tracks,
avoiding the track grease and the train, hiking on beautiful
summer trails, a hazardous rock climbing area where both
hands and legs are required, and a falling rock can give somebody a really serious bump on the leg (my 17th apology, Elisabeth), and snow booting forever and ever until you start wondering: “Is there an end to this?” It ended beautifully when the
last drop of golden sun disappeared right behind the hut, below the horizon.
It was a spiritual journey accompanied by magnificent
scenery. The beautiful snowy trees, the mountain peaks with
friend’s smiling faces in between, the wind dancing snow
flakes at night that bounce off moonlight, the birds flying underneath your view, and the familiar openness of snow right
next to the blue sky that has a string of foot deep foot prints,
confusing right with left, making people do funny looking
dancing steps with their heavy packs on. Another trip with
cheerful styles. I remember always being in the tail of the
crew looking at Roland following his speed thinking one day I
will be so strong that I can carry his pack for him. But maybe
he does not need that. Roland has his ways of backpack
weight control such as drilling holes in toothbrush handles.
Shortly after getting on to the summer trail, I started gaining
speed. Before I knew it, I was leading the rest of the group
like a gust of wind. I was racing with Reis, the forest and
mostly myself. We got back to the rail an hour earlier and I
was impressed how much my body improved its efficiency
after two trips. The more I trash my body the better it gets.
So, this trip was definitely rewarding and satisfying. When I
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reached the peak of Brew with Elisabeth and Reis, we just
looked at each other and the surrounding peaks, with laugher
bursting out from the bottom of our hearts.
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December. Diamond Head. Nice playground for a happy
holiday.
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Purpose: Say hello to Santa.
Destination: Red Heather and Elfin Shelter. (The most luxurious and warm cabin)
Duration: 4 days. (First night at Heather, second night at
Elfin, third night back to Heather)
Difficulty level: Not hard. (A less intrepid trip with great skiing fun and expensive tele rentals)
Sentimental value: I still remember the full moon.
People I remember: Half of the world was there.

Purpose: Say hello to Santa.
Destination: Red Heather and Elfin Shelter. (The most luxurious and warm cabin)
Duration: 4 days. (First night at Heather, second night at
Elfin, third night back to Heather)
Difficulty level: Not hard. (A less intrepid trip with great skiing fun and expensive tele rentals)
Sentimental value: I still remember the full moon.
People I remember: Half of the world was there.

February. Cerise Creek. I am feeling high.
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Purpose: I was addicted. (I went to the mountain with an over
dose of endorphins and half of my brain remaining. I left the
mountain with no brain.)
Destination: Keith’s Hut (A private hut open to public with
undefined standards. There were quite a few controversial
stories.)
Duration: 4 days. (One of which was Roland’s Birthday)
Difficulty level: smooth.
Sentimental value: Many warm and fuzzy feelings.
People I remember: Roland, Doris, Erin, another Erin, Chee,
Greg, and couple of dogs.
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Rohr Lake and Cayoosh Mountain. By Tyler Linn.
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There is little question that the Varsity Outdoor Club
has changed in the last 40 years. Here’s what I see, keeping
in mind that memories, like photos, tend to fade with time.
I propose that change has resulted from an urbanization of the Club’s members. A few rural types come to University, but most students are from the city. The hardships
associated with the outdoors are acceptable to city dwellers
for only a short while, then they want to get back to the city.
While the rural types may be familiar with the care and feeding of a wood stove or a pit toilet, the urban types expect the
landlord to call in the professionals if the heat or the plumbing
isn’t right. Urban climbers have little time for, or patience
with, having to walk to the climb, nor do they like being dependent on the weather, having uncertain gear, or uncertain
routes. They appreciate the outdoors, but they expect to be
able to turn it off at the end of the day. And they expect that
heroic things should happen in the backcountry, like they do
on TV. While there are individuals who are exceptions to all
this, otherwise we would not see such magnificent adventures
as the Vancouver-Skagway Traverse, the majority of New
Members are city-dwellers.
The outdoors has also changed profoundly, and the
change is something called Management. It seems that the
city dwellers want the wilderness to be managed, and with
this management comes restrictions on its use, and fees for
use, to cover at least the cost of the management. Different
groups compete to be allowed to exclude each other from certain areas, and it is now becoming accepted practice to exclude “recreational users” from “industrial areas”. Water bars
were originally rationalized to avoid erosion of old logging
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roads, but now are overwhelmingly built to restrict access.
Some of this is justified as being required for public safety;
the idea that the authorities are responsible for public safety is
also an urban idea; rural people try to look after themselves.
Here’s a couple of recent examples of this. As of 2002, there
are now groomed XC trails on Seymour instead of the ungroomed trails; trail use fee is now $4/person. Backcountry
Seymour is still fee-less. And we couldn’t drive close enough
to our Harrison Hut this spring to have a ski trip in there,
though the road was plowed, a gate barred access to nonindustrial users.
Another really big change is in gear, the technical stuff
you need to venture outdoors. This stuff, like a Gore-Tex suit
or new Tele gear, is so darn good you can’t go without it, and
so darn expensive you can’t afford it, so what do you do?
Stay at home and watch it all on TV?
Lessons are much more popular than they used to be,
and they are expensive. Students will gladly part with big
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money in order to be told to be afraid of avalanches. Students
are often long on learning and short on experience, because
they don’t have the time or the cash to get both. But University students are already used to the idea that to learn something important, to learn to do it right, they expect to have to
pay. And they want a certificate or diploma at the end.
Students nowadays realize that there are a lot of important things to do at University, besides messing around in
the Outdoors. There are hundreds of clubs on campus competing for your time and money. And you must find a career
that will pay for the other things you will want to do with your
life. And you must get to know a great many people who you
will not want to marry. To find a prince(ss), you have to kiss
very many frogs.
What should we do about all this? As individuals,
probably nothing, other than to be aware that it is happening.
There will always be a few of us who need to get away to
maintain our sanity and temporarily ignore the pressures and
pleasures of urban life, and we’ll get by somehow. But in
spite of these changes, the Varsity Outdoor Club remains a
repository of lots of really keen people, and mostly, fun.
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Entertain Me
VOC Members want to be entertained. They want to
be taken places, and guaranteed that they will be safe and they
will have a good time. It’s hard to get people to lead trips, but
easy to get people to go on them. Will people who have been
taken on a trip, later lead a trip to the same destination? No,
mostly they won’t. They just want to be entertained. Well, I
want to be entertained too. So entertain me, you all.
Long ago, people used to devote more time to entertaining, and less to being entertained. Club meetings were
entertainment; we used to have some accomplished jokers in
the Club. Singing was a very popular then, though I can’t say
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Indian Ocean. By Jesse Jackson.
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as to quality, the quantity seemed right up there. Dancing
even happened, a lot. And we had a lot of cool games to play
when stuck in huts or tents, waiting for the weather.
The concept of entertaining explains lots of VOC
things, like this Journal that you are reading. The articles that
work are those that are entertaining. Likewise with attendance at Wednesday noon-hour meetings, either entertain me,
or I’ll go somewhere else. Throughout the year Exec provides
much of the entertaining, and they get burned out. The Exec
members are supposed to lead two trips per term. This doesn’t usually happen. Should we settle for a guitar concert or a
navigation lecture from our Exec instead? Maybe we should
ask our Members to provide entertainment, instead of doing
Work Hikes.
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Jeremy was leading a trip and I was going, so when
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making my car available, I jokingly said that I preferred passengers from on Campus, not too heavy, mostly female, and
Low Maintenance. Then I thought “ Is this profound?”
I like to pick up people on Campus. I live nearby and
this one-stop shopping means I can get up a little later. Not
too heavy also has advantages. The old Dodge Caravan has
seven legal seats, and if I fill it with seven adult-size people
plus their packs, it gets trashed. “Mostly female” just represents my gender bias.
What’s this about Low Maintenance? I heard it first in
the context of “my girl friend/wife is Low Maintenance”,
which meant that she didn’t require a lot of support, either
financial or emotional. In the backcountry, the expression
may take on a whole new meaning. In my thirty-odd years of
experience, I have done the odd stupid thing. I have forgotten
my boots at home, forgotten my wife’s boots (very serious),
forgotten my ice axe, left my entire food bag in the refrigerator at home, locked my car keys in the car, and brought only
one mitten. But that’s over thirty years. When you do these
dumb things, you fall back on others for support. That’s ok.
That’s not High Maintenance.
But the High Maintenance people don’t learn. They
borrow your mittens for the whole season. They always need
help with putting on their boots, their skis, their skins, or for
getting up if they fall over. They leave stuff in your car, and
you get to deliver it to them during the week. A Low Maintenance person is so in control of her act that she can even be
useful to others. Here’s a simple test - when you stop for gas,
do your passengers jump out of the car and offer to clean your
windows, or do they sit in the car until you are ready to drive
off, then disappear into the washroom, or to buy snacks?
I find that I am drawn to High Maintenance people.
They make me feel needed, and competent.
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Paradoxical Self-Sufficiency
Seen less often, but is even more annoying. This happens when one of the trip members says, “I can’t wait for the
others, I’m too cold so I’m going on by myself”. “Or I have
an important meeting this afternoon so I’ll run back by myself
and hitch a ride home”. If we brought you here, we have
some obligation to not lose you, and to bring you back.
You’re not helping us by taking off on your own. You may
be so self-sufficient that you don’t need any help, but we
don’t know that.
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Flowers on Mt Rexford.
By Scott Nelson.
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Snow Cave under Joffre Peak
Cerise Creek, BC
By Chee Fong Chan
Previous: Guard Pass, Garibaldi Park,
By Scott lVe/son

Winter Longhike—Red Heather

Winter Longhike—Red Heather

By Steph Thompson

By Steph Thompson

My first trip out with the VOC began at 5:45am on a
Saturday morning in February (I'd been a paid-up member
since September but never actually got around to organizing
myself enough to join an outing). I had already borrowed a
sleeping bag that would keep
me warm down to -40°C, a
waterproof sleeping mat, a
shovel and snowshoes.
I
dragged myself out of bed,
dressed in as many thermal
and fleece layers as I could
find, picked up my over
stuffed backpack (full of granola bars, PBJ sandwiches
and water) and went to meet 4
other equally insane people.
We drove up to Squamish and
began an extremely steep as- James, Mike, and Eddy arriving at
cent up a windy, slippy and Red Heather. By Katja Hoffman.
snow-covered road. Luckily,
we were in a Jeep Cherokee with winter tires and snow chains
(thanks James!), most of the rest of the group (about 35 of us
altogether) weren't so lucky and had to ski or snowshoe up.
At the car park we donned the snowshoes and telemarks before beginning a two hour hike up to where we began to dig
out snow caves from the seemingly infinite amounts of snow
around. The weather was clear and sunny and the views of
Howe Sound and the surrounding mountains were awesome.
Four hours later (after a lot of furious digging) we had a snow
cave big enough to fit five people sitting up, which was surprisingly warm and even decorated with candle shelves. By
now we were very wet and hungry so everyone got together
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with miniature stoves to cook all kinds of versions of pasta,
soup, bread, cheese and mulled wine. Once all the food and
alcohol had gone it was dark and snowing so after a visit to
the out-house (it never ceases to amaze me how well equipped
Canada's Povincial Parks are - there's always more fresh looroll in there than I have ever seen in an English bar-toilet!) it
was time to get into the snowcave and sleep. The ceiling had
already sank so that it was impossible to sit up but, after a few
prayers, we were confident it was going to last the night. Sure
enough we woke to a fairly stable but incredibly low, dripping
roof. After several minutes of contortion we managed to
dress back into wet clothes and boots from the day before,
have breakfast and get in some more snowshoeing, telemarking and sledging (well, sliding on garbage bags) before heading back down the mountain. The weekend was perfectly
rounded up by a visit to an old favourite (the Howe Sound
Brewpub) to warm up.
All in all I got to meet some great people on a fun, exhausting trip which I'm sure I'll remember for a long time.
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Steph collapsing the snowcave. By Katja
Hoffman.
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When Mr. Miller met Mrs. Johnson at the traffic lights, he
didn’t know that he would end up skipping work but walking
along the beach after having had a couple of Whiskeys in a
cafe (funny for people over 60 in a small English village in
the middle of nowhere, I thought…). Unfortunately our story
ended at this point, either because it was just unimaginable to
think of a sunny beach while lying in a wet and cold snow
cave or because we were interrupted by Eddie and Keith
squeezing in through our tiny entrance. If we had just had a
bit more room they could have joined us for a cozy evening
between candles and creative storytelling…
So actually we were quite proud of our little snow cave
that could easily fit the five of us -- James (the English),
Mike, Steph, Mona and me. I think we were the first to finish
(and before we had been the first ones to get to the parking
lot, including several stops to push other, not snow-proof cars
up the road), but still time was not really on our side - coming
back after dinner the roof had sunk already quite a bit (a fact
that awoke a little claustrophobia in Mona)…
I woke up several times that night, bothered by bad
dreams, and of course I had to go to the “washroom”; so sliding out the icy entrance I
found myself standing bare
foot in a huge amount of
new snow--and it was
snowing a lot! The rest of
the night I heard noises I
couldn’t make out where
from, and it was only in the
morning that I realized it
was water dripping from
Ski into Red Heather.
the roof, the roof that had
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Dinner! Steph, Rona, Katja, James. By
Katja Hoffman.

sunken in to less than a
foot over our heads!
Poor James was lying
in a puddle and soaked
in his sleeping bag; he
didn’t dare to turn off
his transceiver for the
whole night, in case we
would have been buried. We found we had
better hurry up and lying on our backs we

squeezed ourselves out quickly.
Later that day Steph, who was by far the lightest person of
our group, couldn’t resist walking over the top of our cave and she didn’t just break in, no, the whole roof collapsed at
once and left her surrounded by a huge cloud of fresh snow.
Lucky us, that this didn’t happened during the night….
In the afternoon nearly everybody was busy skiing. Steph,
Mona and me tried to do some snowshoeing, but as we were
too lazy to break trail in the new snow we ended up taking
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huge black garbage bags to do some tobogganing (really practical, I had used them before to create my Halloween costume
- “What the hell are you??”) - down the hill, backwards, sideward and upside down, as we had seen James (the Canadian)
doing the day before, who just loved not to stay on his feet.
Heading down we got quite a bit jealous of all the people
who could just ski down, but nevertheless we were by the car
quite early (Keith had a hard time being on tele skis the first
time). So again we had some waiting time. The sun came out
a bit, but not warm enough to actually keep us warm. So finally I started building a snowman, which ended up being
small but fancy: not round (Mona was complaining), eyes and
mouth made out of mud, Keith’s goggles and my gloves.
Somehow everybody was keen of being around it and we
spent another 10 or 15 minutes taking pictures showing: yes,
we were here, yes we survived the night in the snow caves
and yes, we were allowed to stand beside the snowman!
So what else is there to tell? We had a really good time --
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Ginger wine, Whiskey and mulled wine in the evening; we
messed up all the snow and left behind a little village (which
even had a main road, made out of skis and poles) and took
back home wet clothes, cold feet and sore backs. Well, not
home, we first had to check out the Brew Pub in Squamish ….
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Mt. Coquihalla from the summit of Needle Peak, in winter.
By Tyler Linn.
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Once again this year the VOC (specifically Sara Leckie) organized an Avalanche School for people who like to go into the backcountry
and also like to avoid avalanches. Unfortunately, no one wrote an article
about it. However, I do have photographic proof that it occurred….
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Instructor (in hole) educating students. By Eddy Boxerman.
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Student practicing new skill. By
Eddy Boxerman.
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By Nicole Obadia

By Nicole Obadia

Needle Peak loomed high above us in the overcast sky
beckoning us closer. REDRUM REDRUM REDRUM. With
loaded packs on backs, tele skis and snowshoes in tow we
climbed, undaunted by the menacing course. Through the
dense pine trees (not cypress but what?) and the fluffy snow,
some ran, walked or crawled up the mountain, squeaking and
click clacking through the forest, its silence we felt only when
we paused to catch our breath. Some trees were blessed by
our magical rods and freed from the weight of winter, while
others were left to carry the burden with gracious heads
bowed. After what seemed like hours [approx. 4 for some
(okay me and my patient companion. Thank you Jer)], we
arrived two by two to a thoughtfully set up camp with a dining table and benches on either side set for 10. It was set atop
a breezy ridge overlooking a stunning range of mountains on
one side and a vast sunken bowl on the other. As the sun began to sink, I looked around the beautiful place we were in the middle of silent beauty. As it slowly got darker and
darker and I felt so grateful to be there among the impressive
mountains and the brilliant stars and the open sky, and not
another thought held me. With one ice cave and three tents
we settled into camp, some in strategic places, some not (man
was it windy that night!).
There were ten people and three stoves. There were
supposed to be more but with the VOC brand on our asses we
learned that anything can happen and when it does it usually
all works out in the end. Usually. So anyway, some of us had
to wait for a while for dinner but thanks to Matt dinner was
fabulous! Thank you Matt! As for the others... well, some of
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it was edible and some was on the brink of edible as it got
burnt by someone (you know who you are!). Did I mention
how windy it was? It was sooo windy that Kevin’s skins got
unstuck from his skis and flapped in the terrible wind and it
sounded like mountain raccoons closing in on us. Huh? Yes,
so the night was windy and cold, but in our down sleeping
bags most of us were cozy and warm... that is except Lisa.
Lisa, a virgin VOC tripper came slightly unprepared with her
+5 sleeping bag and nothing else to keep her off the cold,
cold, wet hard ground. And I’m not kidding when I say it was
cold and windy, and man that would have been really shitty!!
Though sandwiched between two bodies (I thought she was
on an edge of a ridge?) it is rumored she chattered and shook
the whole night. Miraculously she still had a smile on her
face the next morning. Hmmm. Did I miss something?
There's just something about those mountains I guess. The
night before Jer read us a story of one man's fumbling descent
adventure on 205 tele-skis and we looked forward, some with
butterflied anticipation to our attempt at some kind of painless
descent. We knew it would not be a pretty sight and that we
in no way would attempt anything graceful. Most of us had
never tele'd before and though we practiced in the bowl that
morning and some the night before, we were not prepared to
descend with any grace. With 5 instructors (Jer, Jay, Jan,
Kevin, Matt) and 5 fledging VOCers (Katja, Lisa, Steve,
Stephan, Me) we were claimed one by one and told to stick to
our partners, for the forest has many paths and like Hansel
and Gretel there would be enough crumbs with which to leave
a path. So we left our skins on for part of our descent since it
was up and down for a bit but then we took them off and I
suddenly felt naked. No more of a security blanket for speed.
It was no holds barred from here on in and with trepidation
we knew it would be all about the RRRRRUSH. As we hung
on the edge of what felt like a precipice I had a quiet moment
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as I repeated the mantra of NO FEAR which visits every first
time tele-skier on a steep descent. I think it worked. Not
right away of course. I was scared no doubt but after a while I
began to trust the arms of the snow and knew it would not
hurt me if I just fell the right way. It’s all about falling the
right way.
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THE ART OF DROP, ROLL AND STOP
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DROP - Hmmm where do I begin? Well drop doesn't
quite cover it. It’s more like a slide, a wobbly teeter, an unbalanced lean-to if you will. Then with the speed of 5 pounds
on a waxed slide is the drop. With quick unbalanced precision it can happen on your ass - my personal favorite. The
extra weight of the pack adds even more pleasure and the drop
edges on mild bruising. The side drop is also quite fun as
your arm carries the burden of the drop as you risk an arm
twist. The face plant must also be mentioned with fond memory. A tingly spray of ice cold crystals careen into your face
and down your jacket to where warm lives - but not for long.
But really it was a pleasure. And I can't forget the splayed
arms and teetering ski in air. In this case the drop can be disastrous-if you escape with a twisted ankle consider yourself
saved. NOTE: This high risk situation can often happen with
VOC gear items such as tele boots - gotta love all that support. I can't talk about the possibility of the popping and
cracking of bones that can occur. It's too disturbing.
ROLL - the roll can happen if the timing is right. It
doesn't always happen but if you are really lucky and you
have the pleasure you may even want to make a wish. A
wicked roll can occur on an incline of say 100-120 degrees. If
your ass, arm or face can not help you to the stop stage then
get ready for the roll of rolls. Enter the pin ball roll. With the
trees being quite close together there is ample opportunity to
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score a lot of points. I’ll spare the details but in the end it
could be a good game. Then there's the more placid roll into a
tree well. A little less inexperience is required. It’s almost
like you’re melting into quick-marshmallow.
STOP - Now for the stop. It can be quite disturbing if
it happens too fast. Some have reported waking up from a
wizard of oz tornado-like dream, others from a dark abyss
they fear to speak of. Better yet some have even reported
fleeting moments of amnesia only to be told later that they
were just idiots to begin with. Ahh the memories of the drop,
roll and stop. We beginners had the pleasure of experiencing
it over and over, again and again perfecting the experience
with resolute commitment.
GETTING UP - this part can be the most difficult and
after a short while can make you very bitter about the whole
experience. The falling down thing is to be expected. If you
suck at tele-skiing and you're going down a steep mountain
with lots of trees in the way and no clue about how to turn or
stop while standing you can guarantee a fall every 7 feet or so
- unless you want to break something. That’s the easy part.
Getting up is a whole other thing.
Picture this: you're in deep snow and the pack on your
back is large-ish filled with a down jacket, sleeping bag, wet
clothes, stove, you get the idea. When you fall and you are on
flat ground it's a huge pain in the ass. It’s like you're carrying
a fat child on your back who won't let go of your neck and
you struggle and they just won't let go as they mimic everything you say. That’s kind of what it's like. Really annoying.
There’s snow down your pants and in your gloves and your
body bends in weird ways as you try to balance yourself and
get junior up again. After a while you start to feel like a donkey. On a slope it's easier since you use the slope as a shoulder. Don’t get me wrong it's still a bitch. So you get up again
and you start it all over again. ARgghh!
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The reason why I am not bitter about the whole experience is because of Kevin and Jay who both whizzed down
to the cars to drop off their packs and come up again to take
our packs!! How amazing was that for us to have these burdens lifted. Everything was grand after that and I fell no
longer with reservation.
In the end I would like to recommend the adventure of
Needle Peak to anyone, but especially to the first timers, because in the end I think the fun is all about the DROP, ROLL
and STOP and maybe even the GETTING UP part (I was so
forced to say that).
This is for those who never had the pleasure of falling.
Again and again and again.......
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The group at Needle Peak. By Nicole
Obadia.
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By Chee Fong Chan

By Chee Fong Chan

A sign farther up the road advised motorists not to
stop below any of the many avalanche paths that stripped
landscape around the access to Cerise Creek. With careful
heed and watchful wonder they pulled off the Duffy Lake
Road into the parking lot. It was a crisp, bright, sunny, Monday morning, February 2002. Their spirits were higher than
the mundaneness school had allowed for in a long while.
Their enthusiasm for the upcoming journey welled forth
through the seams of their jackets - at least for all of those
with the exception of Greg who'd remembered to bring one.
To several, this excursion would be like nothing ever they had
ever experienced before: riding above the snow like monarchs; leaves floating in the wind; foot blisters and aching
pains; wet feet… However to the initiated, the journey to the
hut was only around the next corner. The weather would turn
from sunshine to snowstorm throughout the next several days
as easily as they would zigzag across the freshly powdered
mountain faces.
With packs big and small on their backs, the crew of
Erin Tong, Erin Collings, Erin Hope-Goldsmith, Doris Leong,
Roland Burton, Caroline Wagner, Greg Rekken, Stefan Wasmuth, and Chee Chan, set off merrily towards Keith's hut, a
five km journey up Cerise Creek. Falling into the river five
minutes after setting out couldn't dull Chee’s spirits either;
accidentally introducing the art of waterskiing into the realm
of snowsport, he fell off the high bridge into Cayoosh Creek
in an impressive demonstration of aerial imbalance. A passing skier stopped to observe his soggy predicament and pass
on news of the mountainscape ahead. Fortunately for Greg,
who all the while stood peering on sympathetically while sipping his water, she offered her jacket to him for the next several days. At least he was assured of staying dryer than Chee
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was at the time.
The crew soon arrived to the cold greeting of Keith's
hut, due largely in part to the lack of dry firewood. However,
it would not stay as wintery inside as it was out. With amazing skill and excess fuel, Stefan, Roland and his MSR stove
eventually brought the slumbering wood heater to a gentle
glow. Tents were pitched, a snow cave was dug, and the
small fire failed to dry Chee’s boots among the other high
strung apparel. Dinners and desserts were had amongst giggling laughter and relaxing evening activity.
Day two: Fresh from avalanche school, Team Intrepid, an unlikely combination of tele’, snowboarding, and
alpine gear with their incumbents Caroline, Greg, Stefan, and
Chee went out amidst the howling winds and driving snow to
gain altitude and gratification. On another far mountainside
they knew Roland and his crowd had also headed off to perform wonderful turns of their own. The dynamic quartet set
out up a ridge along Anniversary Glacier, at all times cautious
to the whims of the snowpack and the weighty forces of the
winds. In the poor visibility trees resembled skiers and the
skiers tried to avoid the trees. Hoping to trap their own
abominable snowman they even dug a snow pit several metres
deep. However, after coming to few conclusions as to the
pit's success, quartet finally carved their first turns down the
mountain before returning to the hut for a short repose.
Day three: There isn't much one can write to convey
to another what it's truly like to descend freshly powdered
mountain slopes when the weather is good. On day three, the
illustrious crew was bathed by fine weather. The snow was
stable and the turns were fresh. By looking up synonyms for
‘excellent’, one might come across something appropriate to
describe the day. Might. Later that evening Roland coined
the appropriate phrase, "The style was good".
In the midst of the nightly dinner preparations and re-

was at the time.
The crew soon arrived to the cold greeting of Keith's
hut, due largely in part to the lack of dry firewood. However,
it would not stay as wintery inside as it was out. With amazing skill and excess fuel, Stefan, Roland and his MSR stove
eventually brought the slumbering wood heater to a gentle
glow. Tents were pitched, a snow cave was dug, and the
small fire failed to dry Chee’s boots among the other high
strung apparel. Dinners and desserts were had amongst giggling laughter and relaxing evening activity.
Day two: Fresh from avalanche school, Team Intrepid, an unlikely combination of tele’, snowboarding, and
alpine gear with their incumbents Caroline, Greg, Stefan, and
Chee went out amidst the howling winds and driving snow to
gain altitude and gratification. On another far mountainside
they knew Roland and his crowd had also headed off to perform wonderful turns of their own. The dynamic quartet set
out up a ridge along Anniversary Glacier, at all times cautious
to the whims of the snowpack and the weighty forces of the
winds. In the poor visibility trees resembled skiers and the
skiers tried to avoid the trees. Hoping to trap their own
abominable snowman they even dug a snow pit several metres
deep. However, after coming to few conclusions as to the
pit's success, quartet finally carved their first turns down the
mountain before returning to the hut for a short repose.
Day three: There isn't much one can write to convey
to another what it's truly like to descend freshly powdered
mountain slopes when the weather is good. On day three, the
illustrious crew was bathed by fine weather. The snow was
stable and the turns were fresh. By looking up synonyms for
‘excellent’, one might come across something appropriate to
describe the day. Might. Later that evening Roland coined
the appropriate phrase, "The style was good".
In the midst of the nightly dinner preparations and re-

VOCJ • 68 • 2002

VOCJ • 68 • 2002

Skiing

Skiing

laxation, the burning wood stove, which by then had two days
of smouldering respite, blazed with hearthful content. Unfortunately, it was interrupted by one of the unknowing American guest at the hut when he slammed the door of the wood
heater shut shattering the glass. Sometime later that evening a
massive shard of glass speared Greg in the foot while he
lounged lazily by the warmth. Inspite of the warmth of the
hut, his sleep that evening would be fitfully agonizing. After
all of the commotion, Doris, Greg, Stefan, and Chee tried to
make assholes out of each other in a game of cards before
night's end, which was surely to the annoyance of all the other
slumbering occupants.
Day four: the weather and Greg's foot decided to take
a turn for the worst, and it was decided that the days of bliss
would have to come to an end. With a healthy dose of drugs
and several bandages to subdue Greg’s agony, they slowly set
off for the road. However, the ensuing blizzard conditions
that day made a hazard of the roads. Five minutes after setting out on the road, the car with Greg, Stefan and Chee
abruptly veered into the roadside ditch. After several attempts
to haul the van out by sympathetic passer-bys, they eventually
pitched their tent off the avalanche path on the side of the 99.
Wet, cheerful, yet fearful of being ploughed over by unseeing
drivers, they awaited the arrival of the tow truck or hypothermia, which ever was quicker. Many passer-bys slowed to observe the little diorama, many stopping to offer assistance, one
screaming uselessly at their apparent stupidity. The arrival of
the tow truck four hours later finally allowed them to continue
the perilous journey back home. Realising they didn't want
the skiing adventure to end, Greg took the car for a few more
turns down a straight snow covered road. Needless to say, the
style was good.
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Wet, cheerful, yet fearful of being ploughed over by unseeing
drivers, they awaited the arrival of the tow truck or hypothermia, which ever was quicker. Many passer-bys slowed to observe the little diorama, many stopping to offer assistance, one
screaming uselessly at their apparent stupidity. The arrival of
the tow truck four hours later finally allowed them to continue
the perilous journey back home. Realising they didn't want
the skiing adventure to end, Greg took the car for a few more
turns down a straight snow covered road. Needless to say, the
style was good.
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Yanik Bérubé approaching Marriott Basin. By Sara Leckie.
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Keith’s Hut at Cerise Creek. By Yanik Bérubé.
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By Alisdair Buchanan

By Alisdair Buchanan

Secret expedition to creek 007 said the cryptic email
chainletter that was doing the rounds on the first Thursday
back after Xmas. I was immediately intrigued. When I first
arrived in Vancouver I hadn’t expected telemark skiing to be
such a big thing, my old gear hadn’t made it in the final gear
cut and so was delighted that my parents decided to come
over for New Year. To ski whistler, see me, shop at MEC and
bring across my stuff (perhaps in that order). My free heel
experience was limited to ‘Scottish’ skiing, usually an entertaining mixture of ice, slush, heather and windslab but with
the promise, occasionally realized of a dreamlike perfect day.
Also a few days in alpine resorts where the runs were long,
fast and predictable so I was a little unsure about what to expect and how to handle Coast style backcountry.
We left Vancouver suitably early and had a lively
drive up discussing ski gear, climbing, the perils of real jobs
and the state of the global consulting industry. It became kind
of clear as we were gearing up, that I was definitely the beginner in this game, leather boots were no longer fashionable,
and that skins lacking tail clips and three-year-old glue weren’t exactly de rigeur.
Leena led off in typically direct fashion and I realized
that skiing around trees over humps and between rocks was
fine, while doing all this while going up hill was a bit of a
challenge. But fun. I had started to think that all N America
climbing was roadside crags, well-beaten paths and ice routes
where an hour and a half walk in was considered long. This
was a bit different, a little adventurous, and excitingly uncertain. This particular valley was a secret to everyone. I toiled
away at the back, only Fern’s medical tape holding skins on
and frustration at bay and in a few hours we got out of the
trees, into the alpine and found a campsite. There, with vari-
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ous degrees of enthusiasm, we pitched tents, bashed out little
paths, investigated bushes, sorted out gear, or in some cases
simply dumped everything, grabbed a shovel and started up
for the first run. I unpacked, packed, repacked and finally got
going with extra duct tape on the skins, shovel in pack and
transceiver hopefully switched on, following Leena and Mike
up the side of the bowl. I was getting into the skinning, liking
the smooth steady height gain until it came to steep sideways
skiing, or the horrible insecure end of traverse kick turns, but I
was getting there and I met Mike just as it started to get steep.
My reasoning thus far had been if I can skin up it I’ll
be fine skiing down, but as we fought upwards I had doubts.
We were traversing a lot, there were plenty of trees to ski into
and I had never been in snow this deep in my life. We made
the ridge and there only poor views because of the cloud, but
what caught both our attentions was an incredibly (to my
eyes) steep couloir of flawless snow. I looked at Mike a bit
nervously, he looked back perhaps realizing that this was the
steepest, deepest most outrageous slope I had ever seen. I decided an avalanche pit was a good way to delay the inevitably
scary and we both dug away looking for groupel layers, windslab, depth hoar, or a scary icy base underneath. We found
nothing, just endless deep powder snow beautifully uniform
as far as we could dig. We then thought about transceivers, I
had borrowed my dad’s vintage Ortovox, bought third hand
from a guide in Switzerland, it came in a nice carrying case,
and had lots of useful instructions in German. I had got fresh
batteries for it and I could switch it on, Mike was getting me
OK, but neither of us could work out how it received. Mike
was understandably concerned and curious about a hole in the
base wondering if perhaps something went in there? Sudden
flashback to late Friday night when I decided that the little
earphone thing was probably for slightly deaf people and that
I’d better not bring it along in case I lost it. It had seemed like
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a good idea at the time.
We worked out the safest plan was for me to ski the
forested side until about half way down and then watch Mike
carefully as he came down. I launched off, a little worried,
threw a desperate telemark, sunk up to my waist, skied out the
fall line and lost my balance. Picking myself up, I repeated
this a few times and it almost felt like skiing. Mike then
blasted down the couloir - he looked like one small powder
avalanche with his head and torso sticking out. Gleeful shouts
reassuring me that was exactly as intended. A few semi controlled braking turns later the angle eased fractionally, Leena
had showed me what it was supposed to look like and Mikes’
‘lets see how Scotsman can ski’ jibe had psyched me to try
and link some telemarks. I
turned and turned and turned
and it was amazing. It was
floating not skiing, effortless
and fantastic. I got to Mike
and Leena, whooping, grinning, laughing covered in
snow and very impressed. I
had to finally admit it; they
don’t make snow like this in
Scotland.
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Sara Leckie approaching Diamond
Head. By Yanik Bérubé.
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Another Low
Getting Wet on the Monarch Icefield
By Jeremy Frimer

Another Low
Getting Wet on the Monarch Icefield
By Jeremy Frimer

In May, Jasmin Caton and I decided to ski the Monarch Icefield together. It would be just the two of us, despite
us only having met a week or two earlier. In the end, we became great friends. But the weather was the pits. Over the
course of two days, we did the approach to Ape Lake in poor
weather. Then it got really bad and we sat beside the glacier
for 3 days. When it finally cleared, we moved up the glacier
but were met with a second storm. In the blowing chaos, we
managed to cross half the icefield that day and set up camp on
“the middle of nowhere”. Four days later, the storm blew
over and we set off but were met with a third storm by noon.
We had had enough so we traversed the remaining 30 kilometers of the icefield that afternoon. It took us four long days to
get out from there, most of which was (by Murphy’s First
Postulate) in perfect weather. A fond memory was had at the
Turner Lakes chain… bushwhacking around them was really
annoying so we did some “off shore trail breaking” and
walked knee deep along the end of the lake with ice cutting
away at our shins. In summary, we went skiing for two
weeks, I made a great friend, and the weather sucked! We
wrote a song about it:
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To the tune of “Let it Snow”
Another Low
By Jasmin Caton and Jeremy Frimer

To the tune of “Let it Snow”
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By Jasmin Caton and Jeremy Frimer

Oh the weather outside is delightful
But the sky is becoming whiteful

Oh the weather outside is delightful
But the sky is becoming whiteful
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The wind is beginning to blow
Another Low! Another Low! Another Low!

The wind is beginning to blow
Another Low! Another Low! Another Low!

The pressure is steadily dropping
And the walls of the tent are sopping
My sleeping bag is covered in snow
Another Low! Another Low! Another Low!

The pressure is steadily dropping
And the walls of the tent are sopping
My sleeping bag is covered in snow
Another Low! Another Low! Another Low!

Oh when we finally see a clear night
And we hope that it’s the end of the storm
Way off in the distance we sight
Yet another great big storm

Oh when we finally see a clear night
And we hope that it’s the end of the storm
Way off in the distance we sight
Yet another great big storm

Our motivation is slowly dying
And in the tent, we still are lying
The pressure is way down low
Another Low! Another Low! Another Low!

Our motivation is slowly dying
And in the tent, we still are lying
The pressure is way down low
Another Low! Another Low! Another Low!

Jasmin “getting’ the hell outta here!” below Mt Monarch.
By Jeremy Frimer.
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By Jeremy Frimer.
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By Sandra Nicol

By Sandra Nicol

Mt Rohr is an 8000ft peak in the Cayoosh range, with
great view of Marriott Basin, Cayoosh, Joffre, and Matier.
The peak itself is gentle and a pleasant day or one night trip.
Or so I’ve heard. I’ve never actually seen the damned thing.
Scott and I have made two attempts, both foiled by low clouds
and pea-soup like visibility.

Mt Rohr is an 8000ft peak in the Cayoosh range, with
great view of Marriott Basin, Cayoosh, Joffre, and Matier.
The peak itself is gentle and a pleasant day or one night trip.
Or so I’ve heard. I’ve never actually seen the damned thing.
Scott and I have made two attempts, both foiled by low clouds
and pea-soup like visibility.

Attempt 1
Scott and I had planned to spend several days in the
Marriot Basin area over New Years, 2000-2001. Threat of
bad weather kept delaying us, but the bad weather kept not
coming. We swore we’d never again let a bad forecast prevent us from at least trying, and eventually just went. We
wanted to do a day trip to the Cayoosh area, and Rohr looked
like a good candidate. We got the logging road (a very good
route description can be found in the Baldwin Guide) and
headed up. We skied up to a ridge near the summit before the
weather that had been threatening broke. The visibility was
so bad that on the top part of the ski down, through a bowl
just below the summit that in good conditions would have
been heavenly, it was hard to tell if I was moving or stopped,
let alone whether I was about to fall off of a drop, or slam into
a pile of snow. We made it back to the car by dark.
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Attempt 2
In January 2002 we set off again. This time we were
joined by Kevin Wilder, Erik Nodwell, and Susan Pendray.
We again followed the hard to follow markers up to the basin
below Rohr Lake, and then up to Rohr lake, and soon realized
that we had run into the same impenetrable cloud ceiling as
the year before. Sigh. So we found a slope that we were rela-
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tively certain was not going to slide down on top of us and
had a run. I must say that Erik is one of the best telemark skiers that I have ever had the pleasure to try to keep up to. I’ll
have to get in on more trips with him to improve my technique. At the bottom of that run, back in the basin below
Rohr Lake, Kevin and Susan decided to head for the car,
while Scott, Erik and I had one more run. The ski out was
treacherous, as usual; hard snow barely covering fallen trees
and stumps, steep, covered in trees…. A challenge for sure,
and we nearly got passed by a snowshoer. I think the snowshoer on my tails was what kept me moving as fast as I could
- a skier passed by a snowshoer?? Unacceptable. So in time
we got back to the car. A
nice dinner of order-in
pizza was had at my parents’ Whistler cabin before we drove on down to
Vancouver.
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Next year I’ll get
up Rohr. I hope.

Next year I’ll get
up Rohr. I hope.

Kevin Wilder on the approach to Needle. By Nicole Obadia.
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By Martin Berka

By Martin Berka

Feb 23-24, 2002
This was my best trip to the Marriot basin so far. The
weather was brilliant(ly cold), the views breathtaking, and
skiing divine. So was my one-man snow cave, though it took
longer to make than I would have liked. Here are the details:

Feb 23-24, 2002
This was my best trip to the Marriot basin so far. The
weather was brilliant(ly cold), the views breathtaking, and
skiing divine. So was my one-man snow cave, though it took
longer to make than I would have liked. Here are the details:

Justin and Lisa picked me up at 6 and drove fast to
Cayoosh Pass with an obligatory meeting at Wendy's in
Squamish (there I met Sasha, Klaus and his girlfriend... I am
bad with names, let's call her Klara). The forecasters' minor
error (rain was supposed to end in Vancouver Thursday night,
not Saturday noon) made for an increasingly good mood - by
the time we passed Pemberton the compact layer of clouds
gave way to an arctic blue of early morning cold skies and
snowcovered peaks of Cayoosh range. They looked like the
most beautiful mountains I have seen, or so it appeared at that
moment. Several snowstorms had battered the peaks over the
last couple weeks, as well as very high winds. As I was to see
in vivo, cornices grew to impressive 10 m in width, and all
south facing slopes were curved into perfection with up to
50m long lines of wind slab.
Skins on, we climb the usual way to the forest along
the logging road. It looks so different from November! Klara
is the only one on snowshoes but she is fit and fast. Still we
try to make the trail wider (it's narrow and deep up to the
knees - hard for snowshoeing), later generations of skiers will
thank us. Once in the forest, we veer right, a little too much I
think at times. But since I am leading (not that 5 people I just
met trust me too much, it just somehow all seems easy) I
leave my worries to myself. An hour or so later, still not past
that Rohr-Aspen junction, I see some kind of a plateau on the
left through the trees. Sure enough, it's Marriot basin and we

Justin and Lisa picked me up at 6 and drove fast to
Cayoosh Pass with an obligatory meeting at Wendy's in
Squamish (there I met Sasha, Klaus and his girlfriend... I am
bad with names, let's call her Klara). The forecasters' minor
error (rain was supposed to end in Vancouver Thursday night,
not Saturday noon) made for an increasingly good mood - by
the time we passed Pemberton the compact layer of clouds
gave way to an arctic blue of early morning cold skies and
snowcovered peaks of Cayoosh range. They looked like the
most beautiful mountains I have seen, or so it appeared at that
moment. Several snowstorms had battered the peaks over the
last couple weeks, as well as very high winds. As I was to see
in vivo, cornices grew to impressive 10 m in width, and all
south facing slopes were curved into perfection with up to
50m long lines of wind slab.
Skins on, we climb the usual way to the forest along
the logging road. It looks so different from November! Klara
is the only one on snowshoes but she is fit and fast. Still we
try to make the trail wider (it's narrow and deep up to the
knees - hard for snowshoeing), later generations of skiers will
thank us. Once in the forest, we veer right, a little too much I
think at times. But since I am leading (not that 5 people I just
met trust me too much, it just somehow all seems easy) I
leave my worries to myself. An hour or so later, still not past
that Rohr-Aspen junction, I see some kind of a plateau on the
left through the trees. Sure enough, it's Marriot basin and we

VOCJ • 78 • 2002

VOCJ • 78 • 2002

Skiing

Skiing

are heading to Rohr. So we turn left and break a bit of snow
until reaching the meanders of the creek, by now beautifully
covered by at least 2m of snow so that only a thin line of
creek is visible at a bottom of what could look like a crevasse
if it was not a creek. The views of Rohr behind us and the
smooth high slopes on the right look beautiful from here wind made them look very plastic then the sun spoilt some of
the work by releasing the smaller cornices on south-facing
slopes. It's -12C, so all should be pretty stable still. After we
climb up the moraine, and Justin duct-tapes his skins to skis,
we can see that there have been no ski tracks on the surrounding mountainsides and so we hurry through the Marriott Lake
up to the hut. We meet three ladies there. One of the three
ladies that were breaking the trail (well, only through the most
recent snowfall) looks very grumpy and says something about
that they were the first at the hut... We calm her down - we
are camping outside - but the lady remains grumpy. Maybe
she was actually very happy and we just did not notice!
But we are not here to sit inside! We find a good spot
for camping in a small group of trees on a mild slope. Everyone starts digging their caves. My first instinct is to pitch a
tent and go skiing, but then - to my very surprise - I decide
that I may learn something new about snowcaving and start
building one myself. It's the trench style - you dig down until
snow is about 1m above your head, then you dig a tunnel into
the slope until you are pleased with it and make a little plateau
in the tunnel, for sleeping. It sounds easy but took 3 hours of
non-stop digging and shovelling. Definitely not the easy style
snow cave, I almost need to belay myself 4m down to get to
it. I have to say I am very impressed by the depth of the
snow!! I now also understand what does Eva Manners of the
Avalanche Association mean by a November rain crust in all
her emails - it's a sheet of sheer ice about 3m down and it's
bloody hard to break through!
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her emails - it's a sheet of sheer ice about 3m down and it's
bloody hard to break through!

VOCJ • 79 • 2002

VOCJ • 79 • 2002

Marriott Basin

Marriott Basin

Anyway, by the time I'm done
and unpacked into my snowcave, it's 5pm. Yes, snowcaving is good if you plan to stay
around for at least two nights,
not our kind of a trip. We
cook in the hut, then go back
to our caves at 7 or 8. It's
cold and I can see the stars
very clearly despite the bright
moon which makes our flashlights useless. I feel tired but
then I keep reading until 11,
occasionally inhaling smells
which remind me of those car
-smokers on Jericho who keep
their engine running in case
police shows up.
Skier in Marriot Basin. By Yanik Morning is bright and cold (22C). It takes more than an
Bérubé.
hour to boil 3L of water from
snow. After I emerge from my cave at 8:30, I see that no one
else is up yet (you can not hear anything inside of the cave),
so I go back and pack and wait a little. Then I get out again,
it's warm sunshine and blue skies and white mountains all
around - paradise! As the first sleepers come out of their
dens, I realize they are not early risers, and think of whether it
is a good idea to go alone. There are 2 new cornice-triggered
avalanches on the N slopes of a ridge just south of the hut,
and it feels very warm where we are. Half an hour later, when
everyone starts cooking their breakfasts while I am all itching
to go, the three ladies leave hut and skin up the slopes above
the hut. I say goodbye to cavemen and follow them up. Half
way through the slope I zoom by the ladies. The views of Jof-
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fre and Matier start opening as I reach the summit of this
"hill", at 2050m. They are beautiful, and so is Cayoosh a little
more to the west. I am surprised to discover that the hill I
skied up is just a beginning of a plateau, maybe 2km of rolling
mass with a larger lake on it - an excellent camping spot for
summer! At noon I stand on the ridge above this plateau
(2300m), the one which connects Marriot peak with Peak
7900 and has all those beautiful 10m cornices on it. I can finally see the rest of the Cayoosh range in the north, Barkley
valley and even the Twin lakes. Snow here is windblown and
hard, it (and the landscape of northern Cayoosh) remind me of
skiing in Nizke Tatry a lot. Turning south, I can see dozens of
ridges, with Matier and Joffre towering above everything else.
The visibility is unparalleled. I think I can see Aconcagua but
when I remove my ski goggles Aconcagua disappears and all
I find is a large frozen snowflake. I can also see Marriott
peak, hidden behind the massif next to which I stand. It's
probably another 3-5 hours to get there, because all one walks
on is a partly frozen boulder field and I have no idea what
stands in between "the massif" and Marriott. It is hard to unglue your eyes from these hypnotizing views, I wish I slept
here last night.
I ski back and then up to a notch at the plateau where I
meet 3 BCMC guys and one Spaniard. They say that they are
going to ski down what looks like a cliff. I join them and it
really is not a cliff, just a steeper bowl. Snow is stable and
my first turns in it are really clumsy. Twenty minutes later I
come back to the 'hill' above the hut, just in time for Justin
and Lisa to emerge from below, on their first and only run.
We ski down through knee-deep powder, sometimes up my
waist because my narrower, stiffer and heavier downhill skis
don't let me float as nicely as the fat boards the rest of the
population seems to be using.
We pack and go, saving the caves - now rock hard due
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to the temperatures - for later generations and perhaps our
own trip two weeks from now or so. There are many interesting trips to be done in this beautiful area and they require
early starts from snowcaves. I am not sure the others will still
want to go with me after I try sharing my 'frozen smoked oysters with cardboard' lunch with them. My pack is heavy and I
hug a couple trees on our way down to the cars. Everyone in
Whistler, Squamish and downtown Vancouver looks slightly
drugged, so we infer Canada won the gold in hockey.
YEEEEEEEHAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!!!
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4 campers
8 telemark skis
2 shovels
1 night
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2 hours skiing
1 cabin to warm up
3 hour snow-cave building
sleep
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18 campsongs (to 3 familiar tunes)
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4 slapped foreheads

1 wrong parking lot
4 slapped foreheads

VOCJ • 83 • 2002

VOCJ • 83 • 2002

Christmas in Yoho

Christmas in Yoho

By Martin Berka

By Martin Berka

The bus dropped us to the silence of a morning of December 25th. We are in Field, B.C., 20km from Alberta and
900 from Vancouver, surrounded by the darkness of a clear
sky and bold silhouettes of the mountains around us. And by
cold. It's a shock to arrive from what we considered a chilly
Vancouver evening of +5 C to this frosty beauty. Changing
frantically into our ski gear in front of the closed Yoho National Park information centre, we notice it is -22 C. We are
about to leave when we see a heated washroom at the back of
the info centre that is open non-stop. We jump in for a half an
hour's worth of warmth. Fingers hurt, maybe more of surprise
than of cold. With skins glued to the skis, we make our way
to the start of the Yoho valley road. It's about an hour along a
dead silent Transcanada highway, refreshed by the views of
Cathedral mountain towering on right, Field mountain on left,
and Kicking Horse pass straight ahead. These first steps are
always sort of a shock, this time the temperature bit is added
to a heavy pack welcome. We are equipped for 4-5 nights by
ourselves, ready for snow-melting in case there is no running
water. This means 4 liters of fuel, stove, lots of dried energetic and preferably instant food and drinks to keep us warm
and running, enough warm clothing, winter sleeping bags
(mine will turn out to suck and basically wreck the trip), expedition tent (>5kg), skis, ski poles, boots, skins, repair kit, first
aid kit, avalanche transceivers, probes, snow shovels, toiletries. I guess my pack is about 30kg, Antje's is above 20kg.
My legs have no problem with this, but it takes a day for my
back and shoulders to get used to it. We skin up the beautiful
and chilly lower part of Yoho valley and up the switchbacks.
I notice that I am falling asleep on the second switchback, and
when Antje comes up we agree that we should call it a day
after the night in a bus (about 3hrs of sleep for me). Our
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beautiful new tent looks so cozy and inviting! We ski down
to an opening in a frozen Yoho river to get water. Water is
best transported strapped to your body so that it does not
freeze. It's still -20 and I have to move fast to keep my core
warm, nevermind the cold feet and hands. I put on 2 sets of
long thermal underwear, a fleece set, hollow fibre booties,
balaclava and a hat and jump into a vapour barrier and then
the sleeping bag (vapour barrier prevents prespiration from
getting to sleeping bag. Else bag gets wet and frozen, which
means a heavy pack and, in case of a down bag, no heat.).
While Antje cooks a delicious dinner I pass away for an hour.
Dinner at 4pm! It's interesting to camp in cold - all vapour
from your breath freezes instantly on tent's walls, zippers and
netting, and in a couple of hours we have a beautiful ice kingdom in front of our eyes!
Not that they would be
open…. We sleep for 14
hours, and when I venture
out in the morning I notice
it's -22 again. The arctic air
that was supposed to be
gone two days ago is obviously still here. It makes for
an incredibly clear sky! All
is fine apart from my sleeping bag which, after last
year's washing, appears to
have lost some of the downs
from chambers above my
chest for other chambers. I
can see through the two layers of fabric above my chest
- which only sounds funny
if you are not cold. We Brian Peter carvin’ in Black Tusk
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drink lots of hot tea and chocolate and eat some muessli. It is
5 degrees warmer inside of the tent than outside. After packing, we decide to continue, betting on the weather to change
to normal (which is -11 low, -5 high for this time of year) and
skin up the remaining 7km to Takakaw falls (2nd highest in
Canada - some 200m - an impressive sight) campground. The
scenery is breathtaking, as it has been in August. Only the
falls are all frozen. The pack slows Antje down a bit, although I am quite glad that it keeps me warm. Still, you cannot stop for 5 minutes and not get cold. Obviously, you are
not going to touch anything metal with your bare hands unless
they are nearly frozen. The campground has a shelter, and
after we examine Antje's brand new bloody blisters (one broken, one not) on both feet, we call it a day and go to get some
water from a small opening in the ice on Yoho river. It is so
incredibly silent, and last few days of cold temperatures created an ice flower field on top of the river ice. It takes us
about an hour and a half to get the fire going in the picnick
shelter, wood is wet and frozen. What a bliss! Our socks dry
out, and after another hour I can feel my blueish toes again.
At one point, the temperature inside the shelter rises to -9 C
and we even cook our dinner on the stove. Excellent! As
there are no people around, we decide to camp inside the shelter. This second night is a bit more chilly, it is -30 in the
morning. Antje is crispy in her sleeping bag doubled with a
down jacket. I shiver before I put the 3rd layer of long thermal underwear and another hat on and am very grateful to see
the morning come. Needless to say, I do not sleep too much
and cook lots of hot liquids as soon as I gain courage to get
out of the bag. It's another crystal clear morning, and I would
be so much more happier if those guys from weather office
would not screw their forecast big time or if I had bought a
down jacket as well. Days in -20s are fine, you just have to
move a lot and have enough layers on. Nights below -20 are
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also fine, only the amount of layers makes them kind of uncomfortable (for 3 days and nights, I did not remove the bottom hat. my ears hurt quite a bit at the end). Well, I do not
have much to say about the no-down above my chest….
DUH!!! When we get more water, I notice that the ice flowers grew some impressive 2-3cm overnight! Unfortunately,
the only reasonable option for us is to go back. Although a
group coming from upper valley says that days there are
warmer than here, Antje's feet reject further skiing with heavy
pack. Mine are fine, but the visions of warmth painted by the
passer-by skiers do not convince me, they stayed in a hut after
all. Another night of little sleep in -25 would make me feel
pretty miserable. So we ski 20km back, and miss two Greyhound busses just before we reach the highway. We call Lake
Louise and some other places, but all accommodation is full.
Roger's pass sounds like a warmer place to be, but we are so
tired by the time we reach Field that we give up altogether
and decide to get sleep and recover in Vancouver and then
head to someplace on the coast (it was a good idea not to get
off at Roger's pass - the lows there were in mid -20s…). At
9:30pm we wave down the Calgary-Vancouver express and
spend another sleepless night on the coach. Arriving to Vancouver in the morning appeared to me and my red, dry and
frozen hands and face like a middle of summer. Antje discovers some new bloody blisters in the meantime.
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Ehm...lessons?
1. Only idiots use sleeping bags which lack insulation in
places.
2. Below -20C, a down jacket is needed for long-term comfort.
3. Sledges are better for long heavy hauls.
4. All equipment (ski boots!) should be tried with heavy
packs.
I know, these things are kind of obvious...
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Always Check Your Shoes For
Scorpions

Always Check Your Shoes For
Scorpions

By Kelly Franz

By Kelly Franz

When: Feb 15 to Feb 24, 2002

When: Feb 15 to Feb 24, 2002

Who:
Conor’s car: Conor, Kelly, Marsha
Mark’s car: Mark, Mike
Rental car: Karl, Aliki, Jamie, Katja, Beth

Who:
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Why: not

Why: not

This is a chronology of how we drove like hell,
climbed like mad, and partied like cowboys, before driving
like hell again to get our tired selves back home.
Feb. 14: Conor and Rebecca spend Valentine’s Day
together.
Feb. 15: Kelly and Marsha show up at Conor and Rebecca’s house at 5:15 am. We are on the road by 6:00 am.
Rebecca has to stay and work. Drive drive drive for about 25
hours. Sleep then drive more.
Feb. 16: Arrive red rocks at about 9:00 am after sleeping near Mesquite Nevada for a few hours. Head off to climb
Cat in the Hat in Pine Creek Canyon. Horrendously off route,
we find ourselves on a 5.5 called Mescaline (me leading with
shaky legs), then pull a 5.10 variation (stoutly lead by Conor)
to end at the top of Cat in the Hat. Conor butts into the line
and we rap that route. That evening Mark and Mike walk into
camp after hitchhiking from Arizona. Mark’s car had some
trouble and decided to stay there. Dinner then bed.
Feb. 17: During the night, Marsha and I heard a gnawing sound, and upon investigation found the tent fly rubbing
on a rock. When Marsha shook out her shoes in the morning,
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she found that a rodent had in fact taken a liking to her shoe.
I suppose it crawled off and died in the night after inflicting
only minor damage, so we were saved. Thereafter her shoes
stayed in the tent at night. Damn. Anyhow, up and out to the
crags. We headed up as a fivesome to Kraft Mountain in calico basin and to the quality cragging within. First up was
Mike on Atman, no problem. Then Conor. No problem.
Then me on Yin and Yang. Only minor problems, but good
thing I didn’t fall because nobody told me my cam fell out. I
probably wouldn’t have believed it anyhow, cams NEVER
fall out. Then Mike on the same, no problems, then Conor
and Mark and Marsha and everybody on all the climbs, all
two of them. Hands bloodied, we were on our way. Mark
and I headed to Sunny and Steep, a toughie included in the
Luke Zimmerman Select Guide, and managed to decimate our
forearms on that. Then we did a 5.10d on the left side of the
crag and could barely climb it we were so pumped. Meanwhile, Mike, Marsha and Conor were across the wadi climbing Couldn’t be Schmooter, Hi Class Ho, and Winter Heat, all
at winter heat wall. Conor led fabulously up Winter Heat, a
5.11a on gear, and I arrived just in time to grab a toprope up
that one. I think it gets my vote for best single pitch route of
the trip, highly recommended. Conor seems to climb very
well on this rock, by the way. As we headed back out to the
car, it rained. I’ll write that again in case you missed it: it
RAINED. What the fuck? This is the desert! Who woulda
thunk it? I certainly wouldn’t. So anyways, off we headed to
the grocery store to stock up on food, then back to camp for a
fire and sleep. I think the rental car folks arrived sometime
this day, or maybe in the night.
Feb. 18: Up early to Conor shaking the tent. Good
weather. Damn, I had wanted to sleep more but oh well, here
we go. It’s a bit chilly but Marsha and I pay little attention to
the weather, if it’s sunny, it’s warm right? Wrong. We head
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out to Black Velvet Canyon. Mark and Beth are up for Frogland, a 6 pitch 5.7. Conor and Mike and Marsha and I are in
for Prince of Darkness, a 6 pitch 5.10c. We let the manteam
take first crack at it, and by the time we get on it we are both
shivering. It turned out that Conor and Mike had multiple
layers all over the place, while Marsha and I were nearly
nude. Ok we had clothes on but we were freezing. I ended up
doing most of the route in my down jacket, and was still cold.
It was a bit miserable at first, but Marsha was a hot leading
machine. By the top pitches I was feeling better and managed
to pull the crux pitch without incident. Conor had slipped
here so I couldn’t do that. We made it back to the car before
dark, then waited until after
dark, then finally saw
Mark’s headlamp in the descent gully. Mike and I
hiked in for moral support,
and we all arrived at Mark
and Beth’s packs at the
same time. On the way out
I thought I was lost but we
found the car without trouble. Back to camp, dinner,
and sleep.
Feb. 19: Marsha and
I feel worked from being so
cold the day before. We
decide to take it easy, and
head out to do Olive Oil, a 6
pitch 5.7. Conor and Mike
are up for something in Juniper Canyon, perhaps
Marsha Hamilton on Crimson
Nightcrawler, but settle on
Chrysalis,
Red Rocks. By Rebecca
Crimson Chrysalis, a 9 pitch
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5.8+. We drive to the trailhead, Conor and Mike leave, and
Marsha and I lethargically sort gear. The rental car pulls up
with the dirty ½ dozen. Karl stashes the car key (the ONLY
car key) under a rock, and they all head off to Cat in the Hat.
Marsha and I finally get our shit together and head towards
Juniper Canyon and Olive Oil. After about four hours of
cursing, tripping, sweating, and searching all over the mouth
of Juniper Canyon, Marsha and I finally sit down ready to
give up. We look up, and instantly see where the route is supposed to be. I scout it out, then retrieve Marsha and the gear,
and we head out. We were the first people on the route, and it
was worth the crack of noon start. We found a quickdraw
with a nut on a ledge, and another nut and a biner all on the
second pitch. Seems like someone with red tape on their gear
was having a bad day. Anyhow, their bad day made mine,
and the climb went quickly. A soloist passed up about half
way up, and the last pitch was the gem of the route. We were
at the car long before anyone else, and enjoyed the warm sunshine and the lazy tourists. The scenario was like this: A car
would pull up, the man would get out and hold the video camera or take a picture while his wife waited in the running car,
then he would get back in and drive away. Now that’s adventure! The first member of the dirty 6 back was Jamie. We
saw him for about 10 minutes running back along the trail towards us. Images of Lassie (What is it girl?) flashing in our
minds, we meet him at the trailhead. Everything is fine, the
nutbar just likes jogging. Then Jamie decides to grab the car
keys. While he is uprooting every rock in the parking lot,
Conor and Mike arrive. It’s still daylight, but fading fast.
Now Jamie is combing through the dog shit riddled gravel
with his fingers, combing for keys. I decide its time to help,
so I start kicking the gravel onto the pavement to spread it out.
Mike, Conor and Marsha show varying levels of interest.
When it gets good and dark Conor pulls the car over to shine
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The Dirty 6 rappelling down from Cat in the Hat. By Katja Hoffman.

The Dirty 6 rappelling down from Cat in the Hat. By Katja Hoffman.

his headlights, and the search continues. After about an hour
of searching and excavating and spreading and sifting, Marsha
finally finds the car keys buried in the gravel. We leave Jamie
to wait for the remaining 5/6ths of the dirty (some more than
others now) ½ dozen. Off to camp for food, then sleep.
There is talk of a rest day tomorrow.
Feb. 20 Rest it is. Sleep in until about 7:30, breakfast
on slop, and think about showers. Confirm shower thoughts
with others, get in the car, head to showers. Get lost, ask directions, get lost again, ask directions again, finally arrive at
Chuck Minker Recreation Center. Pay 3 American dollars
and then discover the hot tub is empty. Get naked with Mike
and Conor and shower like crazy. Then sauna like crazy then
shower again. Reunite with Marsha, lunch in the parking lot,
then drive the strip. Discover the car needs 2 quarts (litres) of
oil. Put in oil, car sounds better, go to thrift store and buy
silly clothes and cowboy hats. Back to camp. Hang out. Eat.
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Always Check Your Shoes for Scorpions
Sleep. Rest days are wonderful.
Feb. 21 The big day. Conor and Mike and Marsha and
I will do Levitation 29 in two groups. We are up early, gone
late, and at the climb after a good two hour hike. Bighorn
sheep are spotted, even though I thought one was a skunk at
first. Conor and Mike were still taping up, so Marsha and I
each took a dump. Relieved, and with the others off the pitch,
I led up. Marsha took another dump and then followed.
Conor fired pitch 2 (the first crux) and Mike followed, then I
led it and Marsha followed me. It was hard but not too bad,
only a few moves of 5.11. Marsha led the next pitch and I
followed her, then I was up again on a fun 5.10 pitch. The
next pitch was the harder crux, and Mike and Conor were a
few pitches ahead of us. I led the pitch, barely managing not
to fall, and belayed Marsha up. The only reason I didn’t fall
was because I thought Conor and Mike had not fallen, but
while I was at the belay they rapped past and informed me
they had both fallen. Oh well, I couldn’t fall on the rest of the
climb now! Only two more pitches, a 5.10 and a 5.10+. I
managed not to fall on the next two pitches and we topped out
on pitch 7 (the end of the harder pitches) and began to rap at
about 5:00 pm. It gets dark about 6:00, so we would be hiking out in the dark. A few raps into the descent, I was foolish
to say, “At this rate we could out by 7:00”. Instant jinx, Murphy’s Law, the gooch, or whatever you want to call it happens
now. The instant I said that, I went to pull the ropes, and they
were so twisted that they wouldn’t pull no matter how much
swearing I tried. Next, fully aware of my big mouth, I prussiked up the ropes (I still had both ends) and waited for night
to fall. Before I was back down to Marsha, the ropes free,
night had hit hard, and we managed the rest of the descent in
the dark. We had to descend all kinds of slabs to get back into
the canyon, and Marsha chose to slide down them on her bum.
At the bottom, she was disappointed to see that she had two
huge holes in her pants. I laughed, she didn’t. Hiking out,
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Conor and Mike met us near the car, and we all did the usual:
camp, eat, sleep.
Feb. 22 Instead of hiking back into Oak Creek Canyon
to do Black Orpheus as we had planned, we were so tired that
we went cragging. Marsha didn’t even feel like climbing she
was so tired. Mark and I headed to Sweet Pain wall at the
second pullout (a.k.a. Calico II) with Marsha on photo duty.
We climbed sweet pain, the easiest 5.12a in the world (more
like 5.11c or d), and the other three 5.11s at the wall. Conor
and Mike met us there after power cragging at the first pullout, and we all headed to Meister’s Edge. Meister’s edge is a
5.11a arête that I thought would be easy. Instead, I strained
my left thigh and almost fell about 10 times, climbing up and
down from a scary mantle, before finally barely getting up the
thing. Mike also had some trouble, but Conor styled it, I’m
convinced its because he is tall, but maybe he’s just a good
climber. Anyhow, tonight we are headed to Vegas. We all
pile into Mark’s car and park at the Luxor. Mike, Conor,
Marsha and I are wearing the ridiculous costumes, cowboy
hats and everything, from the Salvation Army a few days before. We buffet, almost falling asleep in our food (the buffet
was OK but not the best), and head onto the strip. Marsha,
Conor, Mark and I are walking around like zombies for hours,
while Mike seems high on speed, dragging us all over the city.
We check out some robot man in a casino, I lose a dollar at 5cent slots, and we catch the exploding volcano (lame) and the
pirate show (OK) at a few other places. We end up at the
Frontier, eager to ride the bull as advertised, but are stymied
by the 5$ door price. Too tired to walk any more, we head for
the car and camp, another night out in the shithole that is Vegas.
Feb. 23 We wake up not too early, get a not too early
start, and head to Pine Creek Canyon. The Dirty 5 in the
rental car left last night, so it’s just us, the squeaky clean few,
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left to battle the red rocks. Mark decides to go it alone bouldering in Calico Basin, but Mike and Conor head for a 3 pitch
climb, Y2K, and Marsha and I head for the quality Dark
Shadows, a 3 pitch 5.8. Despite getting to the route around
9am on a busy Saturday, we are the first on, and I linked the
first two pitches. Some people come to chat with Marsha at
the base, (some motormouth from Calgary who moved to Vegas and his clueless girlfriend), and Marsha comes up. She
leads the next pitch, and Motormouth arrives, telling me I
should go see Zion. I agree, then follow Marsha. I can’t get
one of her nuts out (I forgot the nut tool) so Motormouth offers to do it. Really he is very nice, he just talks a lot. I lead
the last short pitch, take a pee, belay up Marsha, and we rap
down. Motormouth is at the nut, so I let him climb past it
(after a lengthy mid-climb, mid-rappel conversation) and get
it myself. We are on the ground in no time, and the ropes get
soaked in the creek at the base of the climb, of course. Back
to the car, Conor and Mike are there shortly, and we head to
camp. Pack up, farewell Mike (he waits for Mark) and a
quick stop at the grocery store for supplies. On the road
again.
Feb. 24 After a brief 4 hour nap at a farm in Idaho, we
carry on home, making it to Vancouver before 9 pm. About
28 hours to get home, and it wasn’t even that bad. Worth the
long drive? For sure.
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Beth, Aliki, James, and Karl scrambling in Red Rocks.
By Katja Hoffman.
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By Katja Hoffman

By Katja Hoffman

Starting: Saturday, 16th of February
Vancouver, BC: Burrard Street - Washington - Oregon Idaho - Nevada: Red Rocks (27 hours)
Finishing: Saturday, 23rd of February 2002
Nevada: Red Rocks - Idaho - Utah (oops!) - Idaho - Oregon - Washington - Vancouver, BC (27 hours)
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Vancouver, BC: Burrard Street - Washington - Oregon Idaho - Nevada: Red Rocks (27 hours)
Finishing: Saturday, 23rd of February 2002
Nevada: Red Rocks - Idaho - Utah (oops!) - Idaho - Oregon - Washington - Vancouver, BC (27 hours)

Participants: Aliki (“That looks so good!”), Beth (“I’m not
hungry!”), James (“What are we doing tomorrow?”), Karl
(“Let’s get some everything-bagels!”), Katja (“Let’s do another climb!”)
Further: Conor, Kelly, Marsha, Mark, Mike (the Cowboys)
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Saturday & Sunday

Saturday & Sunday

Meeting point Budget car rental, Burrard Street, 9.30
a.m. No Karl and no Aliki there. No car reserved, or better:
“You reserved a small compact car, didn’t you?”
Green it was in the end, small but nice, and we
thought: “Let’s take it if we can fit all our gear in!” So we
tried hard, pushing and shaking and shifting while the guys
from the car rental remained inside watching and laughing
about our efforts. It worked, the boot didn’t really shut, we
couldn’t stretch our legs because of all the bags piled on the
floor of the back seats, helmets sticking into our heads from
the back, but alright, we thought, at least it is cheaper than the
next bigger car. So we squeezed in, shut the doors just to realize then: no tape, no CD! We can’t take it, we decided, so
we walked along the other available cars, trying to decide
which one would be better. But unpacking everything again?
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It would have taken another half an hour at least, so we decided against: our trip was accompanied by the one and only
Country-music channel we could receive for most of the time
in the desert…how beautifully American.
“Run now!” shouted Beth, and we sprinted around the
parking lot (again to the amusement of the rental guys), did
some Jumping Jacks, some stretching, and off we went - towards the sun, that was the plan.
The border took us a while, as usual. We unpacked
the Frisbee and played between the two countries and we
thought of climbing the portal connecting them (“Shouldn’t
we shut the gate (which is supposed to be never shut)?” Karl
asked smiling). Border guys unfriendly as usual, Aliki got a
warning not to be allowed to come in the next time, although
she has a valid 10-years visa. We all had to show up and
show our faces, and finally we were allowed to go - towards
the sun.
Shortly after we decided to have our first stop for
food. For such a long trip you definitely need a good lunch!
We found that lovely little place with wonderful pies, scones,
muffins, cookies and burritos. Beth’s chicken-burrito was
nearly forgotten, but when it came it was nearly twice her size
and it took her three days to finish it (after having boiled in
the hot glove box of the car-mmmh!)
And then started what would follow us and become a
running gag for the rest of our trip: James and his traveller
cheques. Hanging around at the Clubroom before the trip several people had told me to get traveller cheques because the
Americans were too stupid to recognize the difference between Canadian and American dollars. That’s what James
did. He came with the purpose to finance the whole trip by
changing cheques, and so he tried on (nearly) every single occasion. As time went by he developed different techniques
depending on who was at the counter: no chance when the
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manager was near, just pretend to sign in case they don’t take
it (that was after the first experience when the cheque was already signed and stamped before they decided not to take it),
gas stations at night are good. Sometimes he even had to tell
the people how to deal with a traveller cheque and that he is
supposed to sign it. His ongoing shopping brought us tons of
chocolate bars, energy drinks and bags of chips, but also some
scary experiences. So once it happened at a gas station, that
the poor young woman behind the counter got in trouble for
having taken the Canadian cheque, and she came following
us, helplessly looking out for James. While James tried to
drive away before she recognized him we had to hide behind
the gas station. When we got back, we found an empty car,
the lights were still on and a guy telling us that “our friend
were inside talking to the manager”. From then on we were
always ready to go. Anxiously we were waiting for James to
return from his shopping, and as soon we saw him loaded
with junk food and in a hurry we knew: “Oh oh, it worked,
LET’S GO!”
It was a long drive - 27 hours. We saw a lot of different gas stations, some of them we tried to climb and around
all of them we kept on running and jumping. The car contract
allowed only Karl and James to drive, so the poor guys had to
drive all day and all night. James liked speeding, and they
had a contest going on who could get the most out of the car.
The record was 158 and 1/2 km/hour (?? I don’t actually remember). But as he liked speeding so much, he also liked
speeding through the little villages we passed by. So at one
point just after having left the last gas station, we were pulled
over by a young American cop. He complained about James’
driving, it was not only too fast, but also seemed to be insecure and as if he had drunk before. So he checked us out,
asked where we wanted to go. And then he looked at us suspiciously and asked: “You know you’re going in the wrong
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direction, do you?” We were all pretty puzzled and asked if
we were not on Highway 90. He obviously started having fun
dealing with us. “Well”, he said, “this is Highway 30. You
would have gone more than 100 miles till you’d realize that
you’re wrong. But the good news is, just turn back and at the
bridge you just passed you’ll get back on the highway.” He
gave James a warning and whished us a safe trip. We all
agreed: that was a very nice American cop. And it wasn’t the
last time that a cop pulled us over and helped us finding the
way.…
On Sunday morning we decided to stop for breakfast
in a grey, typical American village which hosted more fast
food restaurants than houses. I can’t remember the name of
the place, but it welcomed us with a sign that people under 21
must be accompanied by adults, so we took Beth in our middle and walked in. Gambling machines everywhere, already
used by old and lonely people, tacky decoration, greasy food.
We had pancakes and French toast and some strange potatoes
and toast and cereal and eggs, and we stole a couple of Jelly
packages for our further travel. The guys couldn’t resist gambling. While I was just about to pay the bill, Karl called over
not to pay yet - and having said that he pressed a button with a
big smile on his face and the coins came falling out…so we
paid $10 in quarters and left the place triumphantly.
We couldn’t wait to arrive. Hour after hour the street
went through the desert,
straight, without a change, and country music on our way.
The slightest corner was indicated by a warning sign. Karl
promised for more than an hour that Las Vegas would be “just
behind these hills”, but it was at least one and a half hours
later that we finally could see the first houses. And then we
saw the rocks - we got all really excited and weren’t even
sleepy, they looked SO GOOD! So red, so different, so
strange in the middle of the desert and just outside this huge
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city. Beautiful.
As it was early afternoon we decided just to scramble
around a bit. It was very windy and we were finally caught
by rain - that wasn’t what we had come down for! Where was
the sun? And it kept on pouring down, and nobody felt like
putting up tents, so we went shopping. Smith’s would be our
station nearly every day, and not at least because of the
chocolate bars for 20 cents each… And, for my disliking,
some everything-bagels that have so much garlic in them to
kill at least twenty vampires at once. Even in the supermarket
were gambling machines; Aliki sat down on one of the chairs
and was questioned in the next second if she was already 21,
otherwise no sitting allowed.
At the camp site we finally met the others who had
already paid and had a lovely campfire ready for us. We had
cold Wraps and crawled in the tent in the hope of sun for the
next day.
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Beth scrambling just before the rain sets in. By Katja Hoffman.
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Monday

Monday

Our first day climbing. Getting up at sunrise it just
looked gorgeous. The other group including Beth had already
left while we were trying to decide where to go. As it was our
first day, it wasn’t that difficult -- not yet. The following days
James would start planning the next day already at noon of the
actual day and we used to have big discussions about the next
day for hours. Stressful! So all we could do was to start making fun about it, otherwise we, at least I, would have exploded
pretty soon.
We went to do some sports climbing at “Magic Bus”
and “Pantywall”. It’s just wonderful to climb down in Red
Rocks! The rock is awesome, there are millions of hand- and
footholds and the view is terrific. I learned that you shouldn’t
climb with the rope between your legs till you clipped the second bold, just in case you fall - as Karl said: Otherwise you
might not have any children. So I watched James climbing
and asked him if he wanna have children. His answer: “I
don’t think we know each other that well yet…” Aliki hadn’t
done much climbing before so Karl was a patient teacher sometimes maybe too ambitious. When he told her that a
good thing to do to find good handholds was to look for chalk
marks at the rock she couldn’t stop being upset and deadly
cynical about it: “Thank you, Karl, very kind of you, I would
never have thought about this, that’s soo clever…” and she
wouldn’t stop for the next two days.
And as it was our first day out, we couldn’t get
enough. I wanted to lead one route on Pantywall, but as
James wanted to do a gear route beforehand we decided to let
two other guys go first. They had told us they had tried a 5.10
before so I didn’t even think that it could take them forever.
But it did. And it got dark. And then they even asked James
how to tie a figure eight! So it got later and later and when
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James was cleaning the route the park had already closed for
more than 40 minutes. So while we were packing our stuff
the park warden came driving around and taking a microphone yelled up to us: “Return to your car immediately otherwise you’ll get a citation!” So we hurried. We ran down all
the way, Karl and Aliki had already left, but even they were
10 minutes too late. We got a citation. And it was US $ 50!
When James and I finally reached the parking lot Karl had
already used it as toilet paper. If we gonna have to pay it,
we’ll see. We thought we might try to pay it by traveller
cheque….
We went shopping again to Smith’s. Suddenly they
were all of the opinion that we had better eat in the car where
we had light and where it was warm. So we stayed on this
beautiful parking lot and prepared wraps, again, but much better than the day before. Aliki was cutting peppers and cheese
and whatever on the Frisbee, James took Beth’s broken Burrito-Folk out of the stinky tupper-box that had hosted the burrito for three days (yummy!) and used the lower part to spread
beans and the upper part to spread Salsa, Karl put everything
together and we had a perfect meal! It was so much fun, absolutely chaotic, and the whole time an old man in the car beside
us watched us having our lovely food. I guess he was jealous.
Or maybe disgusted by the strange manners of Canadian tourists.
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Tuesday

Tuesday

Tuesday morning it took us four (four!) hours till we
actually started climbing. The reason for that was the never
ending discussion about what everyone wants to do, where
best to go, for what the time would be enough and so on. The
decision finally fell on “Cat in the hat”, a sunny six pitch
climb on gear, which was already occupied when we got
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there. So four groups being on one climb brought a lot of
waiting time (although Beth and Mark were sooooo fast!),
enough to get all frozen and messed up by several people
shouting around (“climbing” - “climb-on” - “clipping” “clipped” - “off-belay” -“me?” - “no, not you, but….”). This
was to become our second running-gag for the trip, as we
were of different opinions how much you actually have to talk
while climbing. Especially Aliki specialized herself in making fun of that and was not to stop in singing “clipping clipped, climbing - climb-on” all day. I was following James
who hadn’t done a lot of gear leading before. Arriving on top
of the fourth (and our last) pitch he was pretty excited and
proud, so that I hardly dared to tell him that nearly all his nuts
on this pitch had come out by themselves…pretty scary, I
thought. I took a wonderful picture of Mark, Beth and James
on the top. For that we
had to crawl on top and
underneath of each other
and rearrange all our
anchors - but it was
worth it. As we were
six people for two ropes
to rappel down we
thought we better get
going. It took ages, and
of course the rope got
stuck so that poor Karl
had to climb up again to
get it.
Getting down I
saw a strange little animal playing around with
one of our plastic bags,
Beth belaying Mark on Cat in the Hat. By
and I was actually wonKatja Hoffman.
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dering what it had in there. And then I realized that it had
eaten nearly all of Beth’s lunch. So I shouted up and told her
about it (not before rescuing the food though), but Beth
thought James had eaten her dinner and angrily shouted “That
bastard!” Unfortunately he didn’t hear it as he had to run to
save us from another citation, because, of course, it started
getting dark again. Getting back to the car, he faced a challenging problem: Karl had hidden the car key under “the
rock”, but not without actually covering it with sand. So
James, Kelly and Marsha started turning stone after stone and
digging sand from one point of the parking lot to the other
before Marsha finally found the precious key. We gave her
some chocolate for that. Finally we just hopped into the car
(the six of us, what a good car we had!) when the park warden
arrived. Karl and Aliki had borrowed my bag for the day, and
when I opened it, what a wonderful smell: everything-garlicbagels!
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James, Beth, and Mark on top of Cat in the Hat. By Katja Hoffman.
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Wednesday

Wednesday

Aliki’s big bad day. We had decided to do
some climbing at “Pantywall” just the two of us and to meet
up with Beth and Mark later at “The Gallery”, while James
and Karl went to do “Tunnelvision”. Responsible for the big
bad day was MEC and it’s bad quality clothes, that’s at least
what we decided afterwards.
It started just fine. Early as we were we were the first
ones at the wall, the sun hadn’t come around the corner yet
and we enjoyed the view. We saw some cute looking animals
Aliki wanted to know the name for, and as I didn’t know the
English name I told her: “It’s a ‘Streifenhörnchen’.” She practiced all day and told the others about it; so on the whole trip
all of them would ask me in the weirdest moments (for example when ordering food in the restaurant): “Did you see a
‘Schtrixhokan’?” Later we found out that it was a chip-monk
we were actually talking about.
Just scrambling around Aliki hit her head against a
rock that left a nice red bump on her forehead (“Why the hell
do I always wear a helmet if it doesn’t protect me now!!”).
We did some nice climbs, I even fought with an awesome
5.10 and finally we thought we could quickly do one more
climb before heading over to meet Beth and Mark. So while I
was up building an anchor Aliki decided to take me off belay
and go for a pee. She had one of these fancy longjones tights
with a zipper to make it easier to ‘go for little-girlies’, but as
she was finished trying to close these pants again the zipper
broke. “Katja”, she shouted, “I’ve a problem. It’s gonna be a
while, my zipper just ripped.” Fair enough, I said, just take
your time and I’m gonna rapp down. “No”, she said, “you
don’t understand! The zipper of my longjones broke!” I still
didn’t get what the big problem was (especially as I ran
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Aliki, Beth, Karl, and James scrambling [sitting ed]. By Katja Hoffman.
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around with a broken zipper at my pants for the whole time of
the trip) and rapped down. By that time all the surrounding
climbers were following the story and laughing like crazy as
Aliki went on and on explaining and complaining about her
pants and how it was on purpose by some MEC people to
make bad quality clothing and then embarrass people while
being in the wilderness. When I met her down at the bottom
she finally explained it to me: That she had no underwear underneath, of course, as that’s the point of these pants!
So now we had to face the next problem. Not considering that it would make any difference I had rapped down
and thereby unclipped the rope. But when Aliki started
climbing the rope was pendling far off the rock and scared the
shit out of her. So she was fed up with it, I had to climb up
and clear everything and it was pretty late when we started up
packing our stuff. Just after we had finished packing Aliki
couldn’t find her socks. It took us at least another twenty
minutes till we found them again, then she was searching for
the bagels and mashed banana and then it took ages to scramble down and find “The Gallery” where we were supposed to
meet Mark and Beth. We were following the guide book try-
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meet Mark and Beth. We were following the guide book try-

VOCJ • 114 • 2002

VOCJ • 114 • 2002

Climbing

Climbing

ing to find out what the hell a “watertree” was where we had
to turn to follow the “obvious path” down…we met the others
halfway. They had climbed a 5.12 and a pretty hard 5.10 they
both couldn’t get up at once (while Beth was climbing Mark
was saying all the time: “Come on, Beth, it’s easy!” and she
got really frustrated, but then he also fell on it, at least, she
thought), so they gave up and were too lazy to do any further
climbs. I was carrying around a bad conscience for the rest of
the day for being responsible for scaring Aliki so much, and I
was frustrated at not being able to do more climbs for the rest
of the day.
For the first time by light (!) we started heading back
and - just the four of us - we had a huge amount of space in
Mark’s car; he had just collected it in Utah where it had broken down on the way down. So driving along the 13-milescenic-drive we tried to take pictures out of the car window.
Mark’s car is fancy, and turning down the window goes automatically. But as I tried to turn it up again it didn’t move at
all. “Mark”, I said, “your window is broken, or, I just broke
your window!” and we couldn’t stop laughing after having
seen the shocked look on his face. He did a pretty good job in
scaring me leaving me in the faith of having broken his car
just after it had been repaired. It was at least 10 minutes later
that he turned up the window again from his side of the car
and confessed with a big smile on his face that it has been
broken for quite a while now….
When we got back we found the four others in new
outfits: They had taken a rest-day and gone into Las Vegas
and they returned with a couple of one-dollar-cowboy-hats
and - shirts. It looked great! Professional gamblers, well fitted for the Vegas-society.
We chilled for the rest of the evening, played chess (I
lost), sat around the fire. With James and Karl returning also
the stress returned: “By the way, what are we doing tomor-
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scaring me leaving me in the faith of having broken his car
just after it had been repaired. It was at least 10 minutes later
that he turned up the window again from his side of the car
and confessed with a big smile on his face that it has been
broken for quite a while now….
When we got back we found the four others in new
outfits: They had taken a rest-day and gone into Las Vegas
and they returned with a couple of one-dollar-cowboy-hats
and - shirts. It looked great! Professional gamblers, well fitted for the Vegas-society.
We chilled for the rest of the evening, played chess (I
lost), sat around the fire. With James and Karl returning also
the stress returned: “By the way, what are we doing tomor-
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row?” We weren’t sure if James would be able to sleep without having the perfect plan.
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Thursday

Thursday

The first words in the morning: “What are we gonna
do today?” Even on our way to the rocks the discussion went
on. Squeezed in the back of the car with four people we didn’t have much to say, especially not for the music channel.
To do our part we started singing and Mark was delighted. Of
course it was so wonderfully harmonic and in tune that he finally had to join in to survive. The decision for the climb finally fell on “Dark shadows” (four pitches). I didn’t really
wanna climb that, because as the name suggested, it was dark
and cold and in the shade while it was beautiful sunshine out
there. And I got much too scared on this pretty exposed climb
to actually enjoy it. To distract myself I started singing on the
belay, the first best song that came into my mind: Beatles’
Help. So while I was happily singing James, who was scared
himself leading his first 5.8 on gear, shouted down: “Could
you please stop singing ‘Help me get my feet back on the
ground!’” Made sense, I had to admit so I tried to find something more cheerful.
Again we were four parties on the climb and got pretty
messed up because we all needed the same 60 meter ropes to
get down. Mark and Beth got pretty frustrated as they
reached the top at 1.30 but we finally didn’t leave the park
before 6.30… We waited over 90 minutes for Aliki and Karl
to get back, the sun went down, it got cold and we tried to occupy ourselves. Mark even started dancing! Smart guy…
And then we went out for Pizza and had a little competition about who can pile up the most salad on the tiny salad
plate that we were allowed to fill only once. James changed
another of his traveller cheques, and then Mark took us for a
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sight seeing tour around Vegas’ strip. Beth and I were absolutely excited; I’ve never seen things like that in my whole
life! All these crazy buildings, the “one-minute-wedding-drive
-through”, the rollercoasters, the water-shows with Titanicmusic, Treasure Island - Pretty amazing! Mark insisted on
walking along the old part of the strip for a bit. We left the
car at a parking lot with validation where the ward wanted to
drive Mark’s car away as a favor. Mark was too suspicious to
give his car away, so he just ignored the guy and parked it
himself. But still he had to leave the keys with the warden in
the end. He was so kind to turn off the lights Mark had left on
(as usual)…. Walking along the old part of the strip was
funny and sad all at once, I thought. Seeing all these old couples walking along with cocktails and golden necklaces not
knowing what to do or what to say to each other. Is this what
a marriage is gonna end up like? Vacation in Las Vegas? We
saw a super light show with country music and nearly bought
sunglasses for a dollar.
None of us wanted to go back to party on Friday night
as we had originally planed for the last day - a campfire is
somehow nicer, we decided.
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Friday

Friday

Last day of climbing. We were all pretty tired. Karl
and Beth worked on a beautiful 5.11 at “Black Corridor”; it
took them nearly all day but looked awesome. James took a
huge lead-fall on a 5.10 and was pretty shaky and shocked
afterwards. We finished at “Magic Bus”, packed and left.
Sad as we were we had to drop by Smith’s again to get some
chocolate to make the farewell easier. Of course we bought
chocolate bars for 30 cents (the price had been rising since our
last shopping!) and a wonderful package of “Ben & Jerry’s”
ice cream. The best ice cream I’ve ever eaten! We finished it
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amazingly quickly (this time it was good to sit in the back)
and before we went to collect Aliki from a hotel she stayed in
with some friends. We all decided better not to tell her, but
Beth was the first one to shout out how good the ice cream
had been. Luckily Aliki was distracted enough not to realize
it.
Again we had to wait for ages to get everybody together; I won 25 cents gambling, Beth got kicked out the casino and we hung around at the parking lot gazing at all the
strange people walking by. Pretty sad place, we decided, once
again.
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Friday/Saturday

Friday/Saturday

We were all too tired to drive. Sleeping at a
side road for about two hours that night I had a horrible dream
about us having an accident and being quite handicapped afterwards. But the drive went on fine. Going over a pass at
night we nearly run out of gas. Beth and James were the only
ones awake and pretty scared, as they told afterwards. They
turned off the engine to roll down at the other side of the pass
just to face signs along the road saying: “Prisoner’s area don’t take hitchhikers!”
Again we had a pretty good breakfast in Nevada although we stressed this poor waitress with our nasty
questions (“Could I have toast instead of eggs?”, “Could I get
raisins with my branflakes?”, “Could we get ONE plate of
fruit for ALL of us?”). She seemed to be quite distracted but
handled it well, so we left a big tip for her when leaving.
Just when we had entered Utah James got pulled over
again for speeding. We were pretty confused how we could
have gotten to Utah, it wasn’t on route. James was arguing
about the huge mistake we had made and the hundreds of
miles more we would have to drive while Beth was suggest-
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ing driving to Salt Lake City to see the Olympics. But this
friendly young cop took some time out for us. He checked
everybody, asked a lot of questions, gave us a warning and
explained the whole way for us (he even knew the number of
the exit!).
Finally arriving back at the border even the Canadian
guy had some questions for us. James was pretty talented to
put us in the best light. “Do you have anything to declare?”“What do we have to declare?” (he was scared about having
apples in the car); “Who is in the back of the car?” - “Some
Climbers?”…
And then I even got a great (Canadian?) birthday song
after midnight and some candles to stick on my cake the next
day…They all looked shocked when I admitted not to have
any plans for my birthday - “Katja, what are your plans for
tomorrow? What, you do not know?! How can you sleep?
Will you be able to sleep?”
To be honest: I wasn’t.
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Beth, Katja, and Mark at the pullouts, Red
Rocks. By Someone Other Than Katja.
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Katja and Eddy Boxerman in the clubroom where the plan was hatched.
By Roland Burton.
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Sandra in Skaha. By Scott Nelson.
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By ArdArvin

By ArdArvin

“Every year on Remembrance Day (Nov 11), our subject
shows their respect for the dead by going on a pilgrimage to
Smith Rocks, Oregon. Upon arrival, many a strange ritual is
performed. These rituals, closely resembling a popular activity known as rock climbing, attempt to overcome the powers
of death, through the display of life in abandon.” - O Stodger,
“The prolific VOCer”, National Geographic, vol 2228.
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This year proved to be no different. With about
twenty or so VOCers migrating down to Smith Rocks on their
annual climbing pilgrimage. Of these twenty, we shall study
the activities of four individuals in particular, namely: Drew
B, Anne Lise, Sarah G, and Arlin K. These four individuals,
pioneers if you might, tiring of the ritualistic climbing of old,
decided to take their journey to the next level by not climbing.
The non-climbing climbing trip. Revolutionary.
Very little climbing anyways. Not much worth mentioning, except maybe for Arlin’s onsite of Scarface (5.14a), a
pumpy little number which Arlin sent in his running shoes.
Oh, and with the help of a stick clip and aiders. Upon completion of this route, it occurred to Arlin, in an inspired moment, that the topographical nature of the route lent itself
nicely to a swing of sorts. A 20m king swing, or “Grande
Pêndulo” as the Spanish say. The setup (see figure 1) would
consist of a toprope, and involve a belayer (henceforth called
“swinger”, for clarity) standing on a rock below the climb.
The climber (henceforth called “swingee”, again for clarity)
would then climb up to a large ledge above, and sideways,
from the climb. At swing time, the swinger would jump off
the rock, pulling the swingee off the ledge, and into a swing
of swings. When the swinger’s swing had swung out, the
swingee would lower the swinger to the ground. Of course
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trial and error was the rule,
and since no one had ever
tried this setup before, Arlin only thought it logical
that he should go first without testing it. Drew B
would be the trusty
swinger, Grigri in hand.
With a yelp and a leap Arlin was in the air. Unable
to restrain his emotion
from this latest ritual in
death defiance, Arlin hollered long and loud. This of course attracted the attention of
other climbing ritual members, who thought Arlin’s swing
was unintentional. Some sort of massive blunder. Within
minutes a crowd of soon-to-be-participants had gathered.
Drew B was next. Arlin acting as trusty belayer, Grigri in hand. However Arlin had never used the likes of such a
strange belay device, and informed Drew of this fact. Drew
laughed in disbelief, thinking Arlin was pulling his leg. So,
with hand firmly on the brake, Arlin jumped off the rock,
pulling Drew off his perch above. Drew was in the air. Hurtling towards nowhere in particular. Fortunately the Grigri
proved to be Arlin-proof, and Drew enjoyed a safe and
healthy swing. When time came for swingee to be lowered,
Arlin looked at the device in confusion. It then occurred to
Drew that perhaps Arlin was not pulling his leg after all.
The girls, Anne Lise and Sarah G were next. Anne
Lise swung with so much enthusiasm that she almost hit the
cliff on the way back. With a little prodding (and a gentle
push) Sarah G followed. New decibel levels in vocal projection were reached. For the remainder of the day, various
climbers partook in the new ritual. Some however, turned up
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their noses. The Old Guard of climbing perhaps, dismissing
the activities as eccentric, pointless, and unsafe. Murmurings
of the words “Crazy Canucks” and “V.O.Sketch” were heard.
Our pioneering four, however, remained unfazed. The greatest of minds will always be the greatest chastised. Galileo,
claiming the earth was not the center of the universe, was imprisoned for life.
The next day was spent in reflection and planning.
Some climbing may or may not have taken place, who can
remember such things? The majority of the time was spent
scheming on how to top last day’s high point. The quartet
chose an inconspicuous restaurant (Big ‘O’s diner) as their
headquarters. They read aloud various intellectual works, in
an attempt to inspire. Arlin was so engrossed in the task at
hand, that he was unable to decide on his order, to the distaste
of a rather uninspiring waitress. At long last, it occurred to
the group that the only way to top yesterday’s activities would
be to ascend Smith Rock’s most notable feature: The Monkey
Face. But not ascend in the typical sense. Climbing the Monkey Face would not be good enough. Plus, such an ascent
would require a ridiculously early start, in an attempt to beat
the other masses of people waking ridiculously early in their
attempt to beat the masses. Instead, the crew planned a horizontal ascent. The Monkey Face is a freestanding tower, approximately 2 pitches in height. The crew would tyrolean
traverse to the tower from the mainland (see Figure 2). Of
course trial and error was the rule, and since no one had ever
tried this setup before, Arlin only thought it logical that he
should go first without testing it.
But first, the crew had the task of getting the rope
across to the other side. No small feat. In the world of tree
climbing, a bizarre offshoot from rock climbing, the hardest
part of an ascent is throwing a rope over the first branch.
Such being sole the challenge of tree climbing, it makes per-
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fect sense that there should be a rating system dedicated
solely to this task. The rating system describes the different
methods of rope tossing as follows:
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MF: Monkey fist (tie a large knot in the end of the
rope)
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TB: Throw bag or throw ball
BA: Bow and arrow
SS: Sling shot
LG: Line gun
FR: Fishing rod and reel
CB: Cross bow
TS: Trained squirrel
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The crew’s ascent proved to be an MFer, although
they did not know the correct terminology at the time. They
had considered some variations of the TB, but decided the MF
would be easiest in the long run. Such luxuries as a TS would
have proved inadequate in their situation, unless the TS was
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of the flying variety. Had they known the correct terminology, the choice would have been obvious: a Monkey Fist for
the Monkey Face. They would be throwing a Monkey Fist
directly into the mouth of the Monkey Face; the symbolism of
such an event is profound. So Arlin gave his best cowboy impression and threw the MFer across to the other side. It fell
short of its target, an awaiting climber on the other side (who
had ascended the route via traditional methods). This scenario repeated itself for nearly an hour. Finally, as if written
in a Hollywood script, it took the added drama of the awaiting
climber saying, “OK, I’ve had it. One last toss, if ya don’t get
it, I’m off”, to make the MFer fly successfully into awaiting
arms. A perfect toss. Call it luck, call it a sign from above,
regardless, it was a pivotal moment in the quartet’s journey.
Death was cowering in defeat. Life was being lived. What an
MFer.
So Arlin was up first. The experience proved to be
quite enjoyable for Arlin, traveling hand over hand, 60m off
the deck. Not having setup such a thing before, he was quite
excited to have reached the other side without anything breaking. Arlin had taken Engineering in school, and remembered
vaguely something about forces multiplying to near impossible levels, when put in a situation very similar to the tyrolean
at hand. The others promptly followed suit, each traversing to
their own delight. Sarah G and Anne Lise chose to finish the
climb to the summit proper, via a short but very exposed
pitch, dubbed “Panic Point”. They then enjoyed an airy double-rope free hanging rappel down to the base of the tower,
where the quartet was reunited. The ancient ritual of hooting
and hollering, to no one in particular, ended the day. Another
fine day exploring the rich possibilities of not climbing in one
of America’s premiere climbing destinations.
Feeling proud of their accomplishments over the
course of the last couple of days, the quartet was ready for
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their long journey home. They had learned much about intricacies of climbing, and yet did not climb. With this simple
act of not climbing, the four had inadvertently and forever
changed the definition of the climbing trip. No longer would
it be a requirement that one must actually climb. Instead a
suitable definition might read “climbing trip: a journey to a
climbing environment, where one overcomes the challenges
that the environment presents”. Possibly a better definition
could be summed up in the words of Hal Johnson and Joanne
McLeod (from the TV commercial series Body Break): to
“Keep Fit and Have Fun”.
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Dan Perrakis swinging. By Drew Brayshaw.
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Marsha Hamilton, Smith Rocks, Oregon. By Rebecca Goulding.
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By Sandra Nicol

By Sandra Nicol

So, my dear friend the journal editor mentioned to me that there
was no longhike article written, and seeing as how the whole darned thing
was due at the printers within 40 hours, I reassured her that I would whip
something up. As I had a pretty exciting experience at longhike this year,
at least I have a story to tell.
I learned to build anchors at Longhike in my first year at UBC.
The next year, after skiing for a season and then top-roping for a season, I
decided that the time had come to start learning to lead, and took Rock III
that fall. The following year I didn’t want to instruct, but didn’t really
want to take Rock III again, so I went hiking instead. This year I gave in
to Cheryl, admitted that maybe I’m qualified to teach Rock I, and signed
up to instruct. Cheryl and I had a brilliant plan: she wanted to help out
with the cooking up in Pemberton, starting in the afternoon, and as it
turned out I had to attend a field lab morning for a course I was taking. So
the plan was that she would start with another instructor (since instructors
work in pairs). I would then watch petrified crabs running around in my
crab torturing device (no crabs harmed by humans, although some crabs in
holding bucket ripped legs off of smaller crabs), then speed up to Squamish to tag Cheryl out.
I was late, of course, and I could sense the tension in Cheryl’s
voice when I called her (ah, cell phones). Eventually I arrived at Burgers
and Fries where I met Cheryl, Laurin, and my group. Cheryl left, Laurin
left, and I was left alone to teach 8 people how to rappel. And it started
raining. So I was in a hurry - dinner starts promptly in Pemberton. So the
8 and I walked the long path around to the top of the crag. I got out my
anchor gear, but I don’t really have enough to build three entire anchors,
so I used every single piece of webbing and cord that I had. Ropes
through, okay, doing fine. Ropes have knots in ends, students have harnesses, prussiks, and belay devices, we’re ready to go. Now, I had carefully chosen anchor sites that would be easy to rappel from - no jumping
starts. I hooked a keen girl onto a rope, gave her some instructions, and
sent her on her merry way. I had one student watch the first while I got
the second tied into her rope.
Suddenly the watch-student yelled out: “There’s not enough
rope!” “What?! How can there not be enough rope??” I’ve rapped down
Burgers and Fries before, it’s a 60m rope… then I realized that by setting
the anchor back from the cliff to make it a walking start, and by using all
of my webbing so that I didn’t have any extra, the rope started so far back
from the cliff that it didn’t quite reach the ground, and my student was
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stranded on a ledge 2 and a half meters from the ground!
“Don’t untie! I’m coming down!” I pulled up one the other two
ropes, tied them together and started threading them through the offending
anchor. As I was finished tying in, armed with belay devices and prussiks
to detach the student from her rope and attach her to my combined very
long rope and get her to the ground, my watch-student informed me that
she had untied and scrambled down to the ground.
“What?!”
Okay, well, a bit of a rough start. After that I was certain that the
students would all have completely lost faith in me, scatter-brained crab
torturer that I was, and refuse to try rappelling from the other two anchors
(these ones did reach the ground). We were also getting increasingly wet
and late, and the future looked grim. How embarrassing.
But the students, wonderful keeners that they were, were very
forgiving. Especially the girl that I dangled off the cliff. I’m terrible with
names, but my thanks to her for her terrific attitude. The other 7 rapped
down flawlessly, then we packed our damp selves into the cars for the
drive to Pemberton.
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Resting at Longhike. By Katja Hoffman.
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Arriving at the border Jeremy started his stopwatch,
leaving it he stopped it: it showed 4:57 (or let it be 4:59 or
4:56). Again, this was a new experience I had in Canada, and
it was only the first trip after Longhike I joined. Next time
crossing the border heading for Smithrocks we would have to
unload everything and put it through the X-ray. Stupidly
enough I had apples in my pack - a fact that annoyed the nice
lady at the border extremely, but somehow she didn’t know
where to put her anger and finally she gave them back to me,
not without keeping one for herself. Flying to San Francisco
later in the year they made me take off my boots and couldn’t
resist listening to my Discman….
Anyway, the five hours wait at the border didn’t even
feel that long. Mike tried to study, Beth was lying in the back
of the truck between all the gear, Jay slept on the back seats
and Jeremy and I kept on walking back and forth to the border
gate. And we pushed the car, all the way up to the gate.
I really enjoyed Leavenworth. I had just started
climbing in September on Longhike, so everything we did and
everything I saw was new to me. It was just great getting out
of the city, sitting around the fire in the evenings, a sky full of
stars, a bunch of nice people. I learned that the nights are always cold and how useful a down jacket can be (and I still
can’t afford to buy one), and amazingly enough Beth could
still eat Ice cream for dinner (later in the evening she would
set her popcorn into flames over the fire). As the weather got
bad in the end and we never got out of the tents early enough
we didn’t actually do that much climbing, but what we did
was good. Jeremy took me up this exposed climb that scared
the hell out of me (“stepping on someone’s nose” he called it),
and Beth and John spent the whole day at two pitches trying
out how to set gear. It was fun.
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Joining the other climbing trips to Skaha and
Smithrocks I learned that stopping at Tim Horton’s on the
way is necessary, which is why I’m always gonna be happy
seeing one. I couldn’t really convince my brother though,
when he was here for a visit; he insisted on having had better
donughts before (visiting him in San Francisco I had to stop at
“In and Out Burger”
which definitely isn’t better!).
Winterlonghike
II
(Backcountry Introduction) taught us to bring
proper food and not to
burn other people’s pots
when you don’t have your
own stove (sorry Kevin!).
Also it is useful to have a
bivi sac when sleeping in
a snow cave (hello
James!), at least when it’s
not built properly. I also
learned that you better
look out for your stuff because you are always
gonna come back with
less than you set off with:
the sad old story of my
thermorest. It got lost on
the way back from
Smithrocks; mysterious
circumstances had taken it
out of the car and it was
never found again. Till
Conor Reynolds in Leavenworth. By
Christmas I survived
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without, than I got a brand new one as a present from my
mum. Proudly I took it with me on Winterlonghike I and II,
where it decided to live in the forest around Needle Peak for
the rest of its life, covered under thick layers of new snow. It
seems kinda striking to me that I seem to get rid of all my
stuff since I came to Canada - besides the two mats I lost two
pairs of gloves, my ID-card, and got my backpack stolen
twice within five weeks…but that’s another story.
Leavenworth was fun and I’m addicted to climbing
now, that’s for sure.

without, than I got a brand new one as a present from my
mum. Proudly I took it with me on Winterlonghike I and II,
where it decided to live in the forest around Needle Peak for
the rest of its life, covered under thick layers of new snow. It
seems kinda striking to me that I seem to get rid of all my
stuff since I came to Canada - besides the two mats I lost two
pairs of gloves, my ID-card, and got my backpack stolen
twice within five weeks…but that’s another story.
Leavenworth was fun and I’m addicted to climbing
now, that’s for sure.

Jer, Jay, and Mike at the car in Leavenworth. By Katja Hoffman.
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June 30-July 2, 2001

June 30-July 2, 2001

Long weekend! An extra day of freedom to play and
travel. But where to go? We were sex people, two new to
rock climbing, and most relatively low on cash. The states
were too expensive, and most of us had already been to Vantage and Leavenworth at least once that year. A long weekend almost demands a road trip - we eventually picked Skaha.
It had everything we were looking for: nice rock, with some
easy stuff for beginners, several lakes to swim in, and a set of
waterslides for our Canada Day celebrations.
Because of our differing schedules we had to drive out
in 3 cars. Allen and Cheryl drove up on Thursday night, got
us campsites, and climbed Friday. Scott and I, and Niharika
and Steph joined them on Friday night. Saturday we did a
bunch of sport climbs at various crags. Lots of fun but nothing worth relating in agonizing detail. We finished the day at
the beach. Skaha Lake is lovely for swimming. Cheryl had
insisted on being in charge of differs. For anyone who hasn'’
had the poleasure of eating Cheryl’s cuisine, keep in mind that
she isn’t a good cook. She’s an amazing cook. She can do
things on a coleman stove that ordinary people can’t do with a
full kitchen. Mmmm.
On Sunday, Canada Day, we went the the waterslides
at Westbank (between Penticton and Kelowna). On the way
there we stopped at Sunoka Beach (very nice) and played ultimate. The waterslides were great - crowded, but not too bad.
I hadn’t been to waterslides wince grade 8, and it was fun to
act like 13 year olds. There was on e of those inner tube/river
raft rides where you sit in a tube and float from fool, over
‘waterfall’ to pool again. The best ride was the speed slide two long, steep straight slides side-by-side, so you can race
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your friends. I an the unchallenged speed-slide champion (it’s
all in the technique - balance on your heels and shoulders).
On the way back to Penticton we stopped at a very
pretty park for our picnic dinner. We had a very Canadian
dinner: warm potato salad and a strawberry shortcake. One of
the great pleasures of the Okanagan in the summer is the fresh
fruit - when we bought the strawberries at a fruitstand they
were still warm from the sun. Cheryl had made a bigh angel
food cake back in the city, and we smothered it with whipped
cream and strawberries. We had way too much, and had to
share it with other people at the park. Back in Penticton we
watched the fireworks and enjoyed the town festivities.
Monday we went back to the bluffs. Cheryl and I did
our first trad 5.9: Crackerjack on Daycare Wall.
There were really only two
or three 5.9 moves, but they
were fairly strenuous. We
felt pretty triumphant.
On home.
With
honey (the greatest honey
in the world, creamed
honey from Keremeos),
asparagus, and cherries in
the trunk, and sleepy,
happy climbers in the front,
we made our way home
from a great holiday.
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Allen Hanson learning to lead. By
Cheryl Sy.
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By Matt Buckle

By Matt Buckle

It was a dark and stormy night. Well, maybe it wasn’t
so stormy, but there were at least a few wispy clouds obscuring the moon and making it very dark. And it was very definitely night. Jacqui & I were tied off to a small tree on the
side of a large cliff, somewhere in the Chehalis area. It had
been nearly an hour since we had last heard from Jer, who had
rapped off into the unknown of the darkness below in search
of a way back to the soft and warm sleeping bags which
awaited us far below.
After spending the better parts of our summers playing
or working in the less developed corners of the world, the
three of us had returned to Vancouver and despite a newfound
appreciation of the amenities we had often taken for granted,
we quickly set about our escape to the hills. A brief but furious study of the new alpine guide had us quickly settled on
the Chehalis region, with visions of splitter cracks and intimidating granite walls dancing about our heads.
Soon enough we had made our break from civilization,
and were enjoying the fresh air and warm sunshine. The approach was long and uneventful, and after a few hours in the
forest deposited us on a seemingly infinite stream of boulders
under a blazing sun, with the effect being similar to an oven.
Despite Sol’s best attempt to roast us amongst the boulders,
we eventually reached the notorious “4th class bush” section
which formed the final barrier to the alpine basin below
Bardean and Ratney. While coastal bush has been known to
drive more than a few good individuals insane, this was perhaps the closest to that I have experienced firsthand. For
every step forward, devious branches would grasp at our
packs, attempting to pull us back or rip anything not firmly
lashed in place. Devils club, raspberry, soapberry and all
other manner of prickly bushes sought to shred us alive. Par-
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ticularly nasty groves of the devil’s club had even conspired
to display ratty bits of old flagging tape in an effort to lure us
further into their lair. At one point, someone was even heard
to mutter “you know, perhaps we should head for that slide
alder over there - it looks a lot easier”.
Bruised but not beaten, we finally arrived at a bivy
below the wall. The next day we awoke to more perfect
weather, and began the approach to our route for the day, the
northeast buttress of Bardean. Moving fast up slabs and between remnants of the pocket glaciers formed from the last
winter’s snow, we soon arrived at the base of the wall. Many
pitches of fun simul-climbing flowed together as we traversed
to the buttress proper. More difficult climbing for a few
pitches led to easier ground with fantastic exposure, as the
ridge dropped off for a few hundred metres on either side to
the valley below. After a final sting in the tail we reached the
top of the buttress as the sun began to dip low in the west, but
our day was far from done. From the top of the buttress, one
must traverse west over the top of Mt Bardean, then down the
other side. After this, Mt. Ratney must be traversed in the
same way before some rappels and down climbing lead to another long ridge, more rappels and down climbing, across the
snow slopes, then a casual couple kilometers of slabs back to
camp.…
Everything was
going quite uneventful
until the final raps.
While enjoying the
sunset from the summit
of Ratney, we had noticed that by traversing
further down the ridge
from the descent described in the guide we
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could probably avoid the snow slopes. As the snow would be
bulletproof by the time we reached it and we had only running
shoes, this seemed a good choice. And so it was that Jacqui
and I ended up tied to our little tree with Jer down below in
the darkness. From above, it had appeared that there were
enough trees that rappelling this buttress should not be a problem. The first one had gone quite smoothly, landing us on a
small ledge at 60m on the dot with a little cedar to hang from.
Although this was a nice spot to hang out we were both getting tired and quite hungry, as well as a bit disconcerted by
the fact that we hadn’t heard anything from Jer for quite some
time. As the ropes were still tight it was obvious that he was
still there, but despite our best attempts, communication was
quite futile.
Finally the ropes went slack and we made out some
sort of a yell from below, so we rapped down ourselves,
reaching Jer at the last tree on the wall, just as the cliff began
to steepen past vertical. Turns out Jer had rapped past this
and found himself hanging space, with nothing but darkness
on all sides. As the ropes were not fixed, the tiblocs he had
were quite useless, and he had finally resorted to using the
slings of our quickdraws to ascend the free hanging ropes.
Looking down into the blackness, there was still no way to
tell if our lines would reach anything below, but we pulled the
ropes, leaving us with little choice but to try. We fixed the
lines in case was had to climb back up and tossed them off,
listening closely for a reassuring “thwack” of rope hitting
rock, but heard nothing. As Jer was knackered from climbing
the rope after the last rap, I rapped first, quickly finding myself suspended in space. With the ropes hanging heavy below
me, I could still not make out the ground, but there was nothing left now but to go for it. Slowly twirling as the ropes untwisted, a vague gray emerged in the beam of my headlamp,
finally turning into solid ground which I reached with only a
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few metres of rope to spare. Woo hoo - Solid Ground!
Before long we were all on the ground, and after a
couple hours weaving a drunken path across the maze-like
slabs, cooking dinner and finally sleeping soundly.
We finished the trip with another long day under the
baking sun, traversing along the top of the basin to below the
peaks of Clark and Vienesse, and then spent a casual day
scrambling up Vienesse and relaxing in the warm sunshine. A
great way to finish our little stroll in the Chehalis.
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The Chehalis area is perhaps one of the best alpine
playgrounds in southwest BC. The rock is among the best I
have climbed in the alpine, almost as solid as Squamish or the
Bugaboos, though much more compact and featured. The two
major groups in the area, Bardean/Ratney and Clark/Vienesse
both have huge north faces, offering an abundance of long and
often challenging routes. The approaches are longish, though
not unreasonable. A good 4x4 will save you 5-10 km of hiking on logging roads, and a newly cut trail should ease the 4th
class bush section below Bardean. Better get in there before it
grows back….
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For those of you who aren’t familiar with the British
climbing grade system, I have some history to explain. Incidentally, the Irish also use this system. The very first climbs done, as we all know, in hobnail boots and ropes of hemp were denoted as Easy, Moderate, Difficult, Very Difficult and
later Severe. Pretty soon standards began to rise and people
realised that a few more categories were necessary. I personally believe this happened due to a severe plague of sandbagging. In due course the grades extended to Hard Severe, Very
Severe, and then (hinting at a lack of imagination perhaps?)
Hard Very Severe. And finally Extremely Severe. Sounds
impressive, doesn’t it? “We put up a new route at the weekend… a Hard VERY Severe…”. I believe that much beer
drinking and rowdiness would usually follow this sort of comment. In case this seems like excessive wordiness, you might
find it easier to use V. Diff, S, HS, VS, HVS and XS. Contrary to North American Grading, which refers mostly to technical difficulty, the British grades take into account quality of
protection, remoteness of the climb and the consequences of a
bad hangover.
The understated Brits liked the grade XS, I imagine. It
was the top grade, so if you were the ‘ardest climber around at
the time, you were probably putting up XS routes. Anything
easier you climbed would have been “only a HVS”. A few
years later some wise guy realised that standards were indeed
still rising, and the matter settled down with an open-ended
system that replaced the XS grade. It currently extends the
grade from E1 to E10. Some of those original XS routes became E1 and some were re-graded to as hard as E5! That’s all
very well, but what about those “easier” routes, those that
were recorded as HVS? Ah-ha! Here is the crux of the matter: HVS is not always as it seems, and neither, for that mat-
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ter, is 5.9, which is approximately the equivalent North
American grade. 5.9 and HVS are the repositories for all of
those climbs for which it was difficult to define a grade, or worse yet - the routes which are awkward and scary but
maybe “not that technically ‘ard”. (Another round of beer?).
As an example of what I am rambling on about, let me
tell you about a route in Squamish that falls into the tricky 5.9
category. I quote from Kevin McLane’s mighty tome, The
Climber’s Guide to Squamish; “The North-North Arête is the
great prow at the left side of the Zodiac Wall, one of the leastknown routes on the Chief. It is better than generally thought
(deserves a much better name), offering good pitches and fine
situations. Similar in many ways to Angel’s Crest, albeit with
fewer pitches and a longer approach, if it were cleaned up it
would be an alternative on busy weekends, and a good place
for guaranteed adventure and a spectacular last pitch”. Grade:
5.9, number of pitches: ±6. Did you read the description carefully? I didn’t, when I hooked up with Roger Linnington and
Steph MacDonald for a moderate day on a good long route. I
was certainly fixated on the phrase, “…similar to Angel’s
Crest…”. Woo-hoo, a long lost classic for us to discover!
OK, now try reading it again. Route Description Interpretation 101 - there are a couple of tell-tale phrases which a more
sage climber might have noticed before relaxing over a latté
in Lion’s Bay café when we should have been burning rubber
to Squamish. Consider again “…if it were cleaned up…” and
“…guaranteed adventure…”.
After we arrived at the apron parking lot, we hiked
enthusiastically up to the base of Angel’s Crest and roped up.
We were pretty excited about the lack of choss and moss on
the first pitch, until Roger and I had a joint revelation about
where we were. At least that explained the surprisingly wellbeaten trail. A short rappel, the gear quickly bundled into our
bags and we scurried along the base of the wall. Adventure
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was ahead! We could
almost smell it as we
thrashed through the
boreal undergrowth.
At last we could gaze
in awe at the first pitch
of North-North Arête.
The mud, debris and
slimy slabs tilted to the
vertical looked like a
worthy challenge, so
we congratulated each
other on our routefinding skills and then
started to arm-over-arm
up some rotten fixed
ropes. Three pitches of
scary, loose and dirty
stuff followed, which
we enjoyed thoroughly.
I blasted a short hard
corner to a long ledge,
Kelly making it look hard. By Conor Reywhere we pondered our
nolds.
location and worried just a little -about the lateness of the hour. The picture in the
guidebook offered us no clue as to where we were. Roj and I
both backed off a difficult off-width before I struggled
through in French-free style. Off-width? Five.nine? A brief,
bushy traverse brought us through to the base of the "last"
pitch, where finally we were able to pinpoint our position
from the description.
Allow me to quote McLane once again: “Climb over
the “Guillotine” (a detached flake), then up a slabby corner
and a crack before entering a cave behind a chockstone. Con-
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tinue up in the darkness, aiming for an opening to the sky
above. This pitch is called the “birthing pitch”, and will give
you some idea of what lies in store for you at the start of your
next life. It may even help you remember the last one”.
Gulp. You can imagine how we felt as we stood at the base of
this pitch, the sky already dusky and one headlamp between
three. The guillotine nearly stymied us (five.nine?) and then I
set off up the final slimy and poorly protected slabby corner,
(five.NINE??). I quaked in my boots. I appealed to the pitonfairy, because I was running out of ideas. A pin appeared.
Had it been in front of my nose all along? Thanks anyway,
piton-fairy! The last moves through the "birthing hole"
were... let’s say “adventurous”, and pretty funny. We stumbled down the chief trail to the car. Did you know that granite
stones make green sparks when knocked together in complete
darkness?
So beware, all those of you who are working up
through the grades. Perhaps you should consider doing as my
friend Mike did: skip the grade 5.9 (or HVS!) as you progress
as a leader and move swiftly into the welcoming arms of 10a.
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By ArdArvin

By ArdArvin

"Buildering will probably always remain a solo weekend or
nighttime activity . . . . Climbers should be aware of the legal
ramifications of buildering. Trespassing laws are most frequently discussed by police officers while lecturing the apprehended. In these situations it is best to remain quiet and polite. Long hair doesn't make good impressions."
-Marc Jensen on Buildering Ethics. "Bouldering, Buildering
and Climbing in the SF Bay Region", 1988
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Tuesday night is VOC buildering night. Well, not exactly. The official bill of events is climbing at the SUB indoor wall, with drinks at the Gallery afterwards. However, a
third ultra-secret event has been added, for those fortunate
enough to know about it. Often the first two events will get
skipped completely, with the participants going right onto the
third.
Such a night a couple weeks ago found myself staring
at the SUB wall. Not feeling stimulated by the plastic indoor
atmosphere (no offence to Mark, who does a bang-up route
setting job), I quickly found some keen recruits: Kelly, Keddie, Conor, Chris M, Laurin, and Lena. Our best turnout yet.
I found a new problem on campus a couple days before, and I
was excited to show the others. So began the night's festivities.
The new problem (located between the war memorial
gym, and the pool) consists of a dyno, with a crimpy edge for
the hands, and an electrical conduit for the feet. My secret
weapon is my 3" positive-ape-index, i.e. my arm span is 3"
longer than my height. Most non-neanderthalic types are
bang on at 0". I remember first hearing this interesting fact
from my high-school woodshop class teacher, Mr. Hanlon.
Always the skeptic, I told Hanlon to prove it. So I was the
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class test subject.
When the measuring
results came in, I wasn't sure if I should be
proud on having
proved the teacher
wrong, or if I should
cry at everyone laughing at me for being an
ape. Anyways, I digress.
The dyno
proved to be quite a
reach; I think Laurin
was the only one to
pull it off.
Next stop was
Hebb Theater (see
photo). No fine ladies
there, but over the last Hebb Theatre, from Dick Culbert’s 1965 “A
35 yrs quite a substanCragrat’s Guide to UBC Campus.”
tial tree has grown
where they once stood.
'Route b' is still there, and still classic. Laurin found a different way up 'Route a', stemming in the cracks of the different
walls. Quite highball, with a nasty landing. Kelly repeated it,
and almost pumped out at the top. I think this building is his
nemesis; he fell out of the fist-jam cracks on the other side (in
the stairwell) about a year ago. If he wouldn't have landed on
me, he could've been quite hurt.
Next we made our way over to the ultra-classic Oceanography building, with a few stops on the way. Lena climbed
some crazy glass covered stairway. Some stiff spotted her
and called the cops… well, … the cowboys. Cowboys are
like cops, only you don't have to be afraid of them. Trad
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climbers say, "when it doubt, run it out", builderers say "when
in doubt, run". That's just what we did. Luckily Conor had a
key for a nearby building, and we deeked ‘em out.
After some time in hiding, we considered calling it a
night, however the Oceanography building was still calling.
The two-handed dyno can't be beat. It's so fun/scary/fun
when you pull it off. And it's easy, anyone could do it. It's
just scary. While we were all taking turns on the dyno, Laurin
was entertaining himself with the famous UBC bouncy
bushes. If you don't know about these things, it's time you
did. Usually the sport of drunks coming back from a pubcrawl, these bushes are great shock absorbers of flying bodies.
Not to be outdone by the drunks, Laurin decided to take it to
the next level. He did the dyno on the west side of the entranceway (much harder), and then jumped off the roof into
the bushes. Fascinated with our newly discovered sport, we
all took turns hurtling ourselves off the roof, much to the
amusement of bystanders.
Scratched up and ready to move on, we decided on
one last destination, which turned into two, after a quick bust.
We originally planned on climbing the pipes on Koerner library, but while a couple of us were heading our way up some
dude walked by that Kelly was sure was the caretaker. I don’t
think he saw us climbing, but we didn’t want to take any
chances.
So we split without incident and made our way over to
the clock tower. A difficult problem in its entirety, I don't
think anyone's done it without a toprope. The crux is figuring
out how setup the toprope. Anyways, we weren't feeling very
suicidal, so we entertained ourselves on just getting up onto
the shelf above the doorway, quite tricky by itself. Positive
ape index wins again. Lena was oh-so-close but limited by
what Kelly referred to as "positive-bosom-index".
One last stop at the main library stem, some talk of
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future spelunking expeditions in the UBC steam tunnels, and
we were done. Still energized from a good night out, we decided to crash Laurin's place, eat all his food, throw crap off
his 14th floor balcony, and annoy his roommates until the wee
hours of the morning.
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Ben Carrick belaying in a chimney. By Matt Buckle.
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By Kenny Frazz

By Kenny Frazz

Back in the day I was a fool, always clambering up to
where I shouldn’t and then falling off. Always too high,
never grounded unless violently. Time after time I topped out
only to look down.
So there I was, standing on the edge, looking into the
abyss. “Fuck it” I thought to myself, “It’s not worth it”. Ever
since then I been different. Nowadays I stay low, stay close
to the ground and never venture too high. I am what you may
call a weirdo, but I prefer the title of builderer. Sounds kinda
neat, huh?
It’s like this. No fancy schmancy gear, no dry your
hands chalk, no rope no harness no belayer no crashpad no
nuthin’. Just you and the building, mono a buildo or whatever. You against a structure. Since I reached all star status,
starting and ending with the Buildering.net website, I don’t
mess around. Nowadays I’m serious about my buildering.
I get up around noon, eat a bowl of sugar with butter
(sometimes I throw in an egg for complete protein), and I’m
off. I arrive wherever I need to be late, sometimes not at all,
then I go home and eat a healthy balanced dinner, like a dozen
scrambled eggs or a block of cheese and a loaf of bread. Then
I take a big dump, then head for bed.
But sometimes I get the old urge, the old inkling, the
old feeling like I need to get back up on the high stuff, dance
in the clouds or whatever. That’s when I go to school. And
once in a while when I’m at school I meet good ol’ buddy ol’
pal Arvin for a wee buildering treat, and that, my friends is
the secret to sanity. And in case you were wondering, it’s
also the secret to my greatness of lateness, and my utter famousosity and stupendous celebrity attained by me.
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pal Arvin for a wee buildering treat, and that, my friends is
the secret to sanity. And in case you were wondering, it’s
also the secret to my greatness of lateness, and my utter famousosity and stupendous celebrity attained by me.
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Remember kids, climb like Kenny, or climb not at all.
p.s. Happy Birthday.
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Faith. From ArdArvin Climbing. By Ian Moar.
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I figured I needed to include a little something about a
sport I invented while sitting on a 13 hour flight to Germany
with bad movies.
I was somewhere over the Atlantic and bored to tears.
I had had a couple complimentary bevies, and was feeling not
that wonderful after a big meal of airline food (which in all
these years still hasn’t really improved). I went to the washroom where I noticed all the little latches. I was playing
around with them, and then it occurred to me that what with
this being an airplane and all, they were probably pretty
bomber. I grabbed onto the sanitary napkin dispenser, opened
it up… a nice jug. Weird textured side wall and dived for
another cupboard... excellent stemming position with toehold.
Diaper-changing pull-out tray… not so great mantle (sort of
comes loose in you hand, but it’s great to give you that real
outdoors feeling!).
I noted one thing right away. Falling is just not acceptable. The other thing is that if you do happen to injure
yourself doing this, you might be as embarrassed or in as
much trouble as if you get caught joining the mile-high club.
But other than that it’s pretty cool. The other thing, every
bathroom is different, so if you get bored of one, there’s selection. As of yet there are no known gradings.
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More intertidal bouldering on Hornby. By Miranda Huron.
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Ok you’re not a dummy, but once in a while I get
asked, usually by those new to UBC or new to climbing in
general, “where can I go to climb”. Well, since it always
rains when you want to climb, there are a few options here on
campus and nearby.
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On Campus

On Campus

The VOC climbing wall, aka the Enrico Kindl memorial wall
This wall is located behind the screen in the Student
Union Building theatre, and as a result cannot be used when
there are other things happening therein. Hours are posted at
the clubroom or at the entrance to the wall, which is on the
main floor of the sub, near the proctor’s office, also near the
women’s centre in the SUB. An alternate entry is via the
emergency exit to the theater, located where you would enter
if you were to see a movie. At the time of writing, this door is
not alarmed and guarantees you access into the wall whenever
you feel like it. But you didn’t hear that from me, and you
should not go there when other groups are in the theatre, or
alone in case you break both femurs during a failed dyno for
the water pipes at the top of the wall. Membership for VOCers is five bucks a year, and well worth it for social and
physical reasons. The wall is vertical, flat, about 22’ high,
and has ropes up for the using. Note: no ropes have broken,
yet. Talk to the VOC climbing wall coordinator for details.
They also set the routes, which range from easy to stupid
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The Bat’s Climbing Cave in the Student Recreation Centre’s
Birdcoop
This is a bouldering cave, about 8’ high with numerous overhangs and decent routes set by staff. It feels pretty
crowded after about 6 people squeeze in, so plan to go during
less busy times, or just elbow people in the face until they
leave. There is usually a good range of boulder problems on
newish holds, ranging from not too hard to very stupid hard.
A great place to get pumped and check out all the rezbutt toting residents of UBC trying to work off years of cafeteria
food. Passes are upwards of 70 dollars for the year, and may
allow you to pump iron and so on if you dig that stuff. Probably the highest quality place on campus, with a price to match.
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The Geology Building bouldering wall
Built in 2001 by myself, Ken Glover and a bunch of
geologists with a hankering for some heavy construction, this
wall was drilled and bolted and chained and screwed and
hammered and all that stuff to make a decent wall in the end.
It overhangs lots (like about 30+degrees) and has more holds
appearing once in a while. The wall is free, yes, FREE for all
who want to use it. All you have to do is go to the geology
building, it is usually open until about 5:30 or 6:00 pm 5 days
a week, and go downstairs. Go to the SE corner of the building, down a yellow hallway with hockey posters, to the undergrad lounge. It lies within, complete with taped routes
(mostly courtesy of the Hungr Brothers, both powerful CzechCanadian-ogre-climbers) and has endless possibility for
games of add on and shirtless climbing. There is a stereo with
poor radio reception, stinky mattresses to land on, and is great
for crowd free, hassle free cranking for a few hours a day. If
you know someone in geology, get them to sign out a building
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key and you will have access 24-7. Great for between class
quick cranking. Someday I will put up the last sheet of plywood on the vertical section, and then there will be easier
climbing possibilities too.
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Totem Park Residence bouldering wall
As far as I know, this wall is still in the Totem Park
commons block, in the weight room near the N entrance.
When it was being built in 1999 it was pretty ho-hum, but is
probably good for beginners or residents of totem. I think it is
free if you just walk in, but try not to get caught because I
don’t really know. Just tell them you live in Nootka 427 or
Salish 666 or something. Beware the cafeteria food.
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Anywhere outside when it is dry (buildering)
While there may be no great rocks to climb (the ones
between Biology Huts and Engineering suck, trust me) then
why not climb the buildings? Go explore, try new things, try
old things, whatever. Just watch out when you try to climb
the mars bar machine outside the commerce building, I cut my
hand there once pretty bad. For more info, ask around the
VOC or look at www.buildering.net for a bit of history. Campus Security aka campus cowboys generally aren’t very fast
runners, so don’t worry too much, just keep a low profile and
don’t steal computers etc. or the real cops will have your ass.

Anywhere outside when it is dry (buildering)
While there may be no great rocks to climb (the ones
between Biology Huts and Engineering suck, trust me) then
why not climb the buildings? Go explore, try new things, try
old things, whatever. Just watch out when you try to climb
the mars bar machine outside the commerce building, I cut my
hand there once pretty bad. For more info, ask around the
VOC or look at www.buildering.net for a bit of history. Campus Security aka campus cowboys generally aren’t very fast
runners, so don’t worry too much, just keep a low profile and
don’t steal computers etc. or the real cops will have your ass.

Off Campus

Off Campus

Buildering
There are numerous first ascents and new routes to be
done, get busy.
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Cliffhanger Climbing Gym
Located on 1st avenue between main and Cambie (just
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downhill from MEC) this gym is the closest to UBC. It costs
about 15 bucks a pop unless you get a membership. It’s good
for the long winter haul when no end to the rain is in sight.
Keep in shape for summer, and associate with people other
than those weirdos in the VOC or at UBC. Roped climbing,
leading, bouldering, lessons etc. etc.
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The Edge Climbing Gym
Located in North Vancouver near the Lion’s Gate
Bridge, a similar deal to Cliffhanger. Road trips to the edge
are popular with some, more for a change of scenery than
anything. Added bonus of being even further away from
UBC and the VOC weirdos. [note: The Edge did not sponsor
this journal, but Cliffhanger did. I’m not bitter. ed]
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Squamish
Believe it or not, you can climb in Squamish year
round (if you luck out with the weather), and sometimes it’s
even warm enough in the winter to climb without gloves on.
See for yourself. Drive highway 99 until you see the chief. If
all you see is rain, go aid climbing or skiing or go indoors,
maybe even on campus!
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By Mark Fogg

By Mark Fogg

I came to UBC from Michigan Tech for spring semester to finish my BS on exchange. In the land of lake Superior
we climb cold hard ice in the winter. In autumn we climb basalt and quartzite. I met Geoff Hill on the #10 Bus my first
week at UBC. That very weekend of January 12 we climbed
the Squamish buttress. It was an enjoyable wet bivouac and a
long day of climbing. Good stuff.
The following weekend we went up to a snowy wet
Squamish and climbed Laughing Crack and Penny Lane
Crack in the Smoke Bluffs. The former was perfect hand
jams, easy, and fun. The latter was thin below, tough, and
very fun.
We didn’t make it out the following weekend though
the weather was sunny and dry. We were determined to head
Monday for the Solarium wall, but school had its way. Nonetheless, when I got home at 5 pm Geoff called and said, “Hey,
want to go climbing?”. I said “now?”. Up to the Apron we
went. It was dark, but it was dry. We began our approach
seeking the St Vitas Dance crack around 8 pm. The guidebook mentions a few .8 moves approaching and is right on.
We almost bailed.
We found the long hand and fist crack. It’s pretty special terrain up there. We climbed ‘till the crack disappeared at
a vertical section. In hindsight we learned the proper route
traverses just around the right bend and hops another rail
(crack). However, there was a bolt there and Geoff hooked it,
hopped up, and calls over “I’m not sure how you’re going to
do this”. Often the follower on a tough section doesn’t have
the luxury of aiding. He climbed up till the rope end met my
belay. Phew. I huffed and puffed over the smooth direct ver-
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tical section with a right finger in the hanger, a left monopocket, and a raised left toe. It was a strenuous mantle.
I was impressed when I got up to the wet slab that
Geoff had lead. We wasted nearly an hour traversing the slab
till we found the gully up to Broadway. Down at 2am, home
by 4. This was a good climbing adventure. Had fresh batteries in the LED lamp and the pulp-mill lit up like a Mississippi
Steamboat. I felt free like Huck Finn indeed.
February 9, Geoff took us to sleep under a Cedar
bowled-in rock-roof below the Grand Wall. In the morning
we took a solo adventure. Beginning at the Squamish trail we
pushed the grade up the slab. Hiking to the extent of our technical abilities. Aided and protected only by an extended limb
from plant or partner. There were several moves and moments where error was not an option. This strengthened us as
individuals and partners.
Our culmination at this point of VOC Journal submission is the recent trip to Smith Rocks Oregon. Spending several days in a dry sunny environment with active wildlife was
cleansing enough. The birds were great. The drive through
the Cascades, and the dessert scenery were full of color. The
basalt fins are tall and gold in the sun. The canyon is deep
and the river is wide.
We went primarily to climb cracks traditionally. Most
everyone we met down there were (U)BC folks. And nearly
all were climbing sport. So the trad lines were open. Our first
trip across the footbridge, we looked up to the picnic lunch
wall aghast. Tall, smooth, and steep it is. We wondered. We
climbed in the dihedrals, enjoyed the 4th class of Asterisk
Pass, and did some random face and arête sport. The passive
protection set easy and well. Through these days and climbs
we desired to climb the picnic lunch wall.
Our guidebook from the 70’s hardly mentioned bolts.
We learned of the most popular (or probable) free route up the
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big wall called Free Lunch.
The crack line to the top is
obvious from the parking
area.
Especially after
you’ve climbed it.
The route goes at
5.10a. This is how it is and
how it went down. The
climb begins at the right
base of the wall at what are Smith Rocks. By Katja Hoffman.
known as the potholes. We
began around 9-10am. Pitch one moves up through these giant pockets, onto the face and over left to begin the traverse.
The face here is pretty thin and is touted as the crux of the
climb. Geoff did a little hooking and I climbed it mostly free,
jugged some draws, and fell off once on top belay. The next
pitch traversed to the left, climbed down, and over to a nice
ledge with 3 bolts below the crack.
Here, after 2 pitches, we were far from the canyon below, separated from everyone else in the world, and faced
with the challenge of a long sloping crack ahead. I shared
with Geoff that I felt I was as close to the essence as I had
ever been. That is to say it felt really special to be climbing
up there.
The crack is gained by climbing over a large chossy
flake. It’s about to go. Near this point we sent down plenty
of pebbles, but nothing larger than a golf ball. Afterward, the
rest of the climb is pretty solid.
Geoff took the lead for pitch three, after the traverse,
up from the ledge and quickly became challenged below a
strong overhung move. Here he used a little aid from fistsized protection. Good protection. A full range of nuts, small
tri-cams, 8, 9, 10 hexes, forged friends 1-2, and of course the
#2 Camalot. Thirty meters up to a small ledge, the belay was
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a special position. We were up in the middle of the crack and
the middle of the wall. The exposure was vivid. The vista up,
down, and all around was queer. Large buttes surround the
canyon, mountains to the west, little pointing people on the
ground, and the vertical wall filled our senses.
Geoff leads pitch four, as I was not prepared to do so.
Geoff would like to go back and climb it totally free. I’d like
to go back and lead the primary crack. He aided a few sections up and out of site, past a vertical section, topping out to
a small cove. I climbed up behind and certainly jugged some
of the pro before cleaning it from the crack.
In this cove we caught our breath, drank our liter of
water, and ate peanut-butter sandwiches. The climb was not
over however. I lead a bolted face line up to a large platform.
Here there was one bolt, head high. The crack above formed
a rough, sloping chimney. I climbed up, but found no place
for pro. I’d climbed back over the face now. I could see
down to Geoff and the abyss below. I retreated and brought
Geoff up. These were precarious moments. Geoff hooked up
to the crack and huffed and squeezed to the top. I did not enjoy this final scramble openly. It was rotten, but inside I think
we both rather dug it. From the top-out the time was 5pm,
dusk. During our walk off, we wondered how others had
climbed the last pitch. I thought much about the old-timers.
What was it like to set these routes? Certainly the challenges
faced were magnitudes greater than today. Not to scoff at our
accomplishment. But thinking of the unknown on the final
pitch. And not having some of the particular bolts. These are
shaky thoughts. Questions.
The wonder and irony of climbing Free Lunch came
together returning to camp. A great couple of guys from
Prince George provided us a generous homecoming. They’d
spent the day climbing a certain Spiderman crack that Geoff
and I had fancied. They’d seen us climbing the Free Lunch
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In this cove we caught our breath, drank our liter of
water, and ate peanut-butter sandwiches. The climb was not
over however. I lead a bolted face line up to a large platform.
Here there was one bolt, head high. The crack above formed
a rough, sloping chimney. I climbed up, but found no place
for pro. I’d climbed back over the face now. I could see
down to Geoff and the abyss below. I retreated and brought
Geoff up. These were precarious moments. Geoff hooked up
to the crack and huffed and squeezed to the top. I did not enjoy this final scramble openly. It was rotten, but inside I think
we both rather dug it. From the top-out the time was 5pm,
dusk. During our walk off, we wondered how others had
climbed the last pitch. I thought much about the old-timers.
What was it like to set these routes? Certainly the challenges
faced were magnitudes greater than today. Not to scoff at our
accomplishment. But thinking of the unknown on the final
pitch. And not having some of the particular bolts. These are
shaky thoughts. Questions.
The wonder and irony of climbing Free Lunch came
together returning to camp. A great couple of guys from
Prince George provided us a generous homecoming. They’d
spent the day climbing a certain Spiderman crack that Geoff
and I had fancied. They’d seen us climbing the Free Lunch
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Climbing
and were excited to have us
return. It was dark night back
at camp an as Geoff and I
pondered cooking; Hamish
and Chris simply fed us. We
had wrapped-up curried rice
with raisons and carrots. I
shared my pineapple. And
they filled our mugs with hot
tea. We spoke of books. I
was reading Jon Krakauers
account of the Everest disaster and Chris spoke of the
White Spider, tales of early
Eiger exploration.
I love climbing! I
hope this writing will inspire
inspiring climbers to seek
mentors and partners. I also
hope this information about
the Free Lunch route might
fire-up a VOC reader to go
for it. Rock On! Back to
Squamish with glee!

Climbing
and were excited to have us
return. It was dark night back
at camp an as Geoff and I
pondered cooking; Hamish
and Chris simply fed us. We
had wrapped-up curried rice
with raisons and carrots. I
shared my pineapple. And
they filled our mugs with hot
tea. We spoke of books. I
was reading Jon Krakauers
account of the Everest disaster and Chris spoke of the
White Spider, tales of early
Eiger exploration.
I love climbing! I
hope this writing will inspire
inspiring climbers to seek
mentors and partners. I also
hope this information about
the Free Lunch route might
fire-up a VOC reader to go
for it. Rock On! Back to
Squamish with glee!

Cheryl Sy past the crux on Crackerjack, Skaha. By Scott Nelson
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During the often wet and cold winter months, there is
a misguided belief among many west coast climbers that
climbing season ‘ends’ and is replaced for a while with something referred to as ‘ski season’. As the dedicated Squamish
climber will eventually discover, this is in fact completely unnecessary. During even the worst of winters the rain will occasionally subside, and Squamish becomes a winter cragger’s
paradise.
The short winter days can make cragging even more
attractive. You can sleep in until a decent hour, hit the crags
just as the temperature becomes reasonable, climb until dark,
and make it home in time for a nice dinner and a couple bottles of good wine. And to boot, the crags that are normally
swarming in the summer will be nearly deserted. And if
you’re luck should run out and the weather does turn foul,
there are few better ways to enjoy a rainy west coast afternoon
than sitting in the pub with a pint of stout and a bowl of soup,
watching the mists lap at the great walls of the Chief.
Part of the joy of winter cragging is discovering those
gems which can be dry on even the most unlikely of climbing
days, or those cracks which are just so good it doesn’t matter
that they are dripping wet and you can’t feel your fingers anymore. But during these short days, there is also some merit to
knowing where to go to make the most of a wintry day before
hitting the pub. With this in mind, I have compiled the results
of the research I have undertaken among the cliffs of Squamish over the past few winters. While by no means an exhaustive list, the following may be of use for anyone looking for
an excuse to avoid a weekend in a crowded hut or breaking
trail though heavy coastal slush.
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Penny Lane
Facing south, the Penny Lane area of the smoke bluffs
is one of the first to dry out after a storm. As such, it is often
one of the few crowded areas during the winter, and should be
avoided. A winter ascent of Penny Lane itself cannot be
claimed unless the boulder start is dripping wet, and the water
streak to the left of the crux corner is at least 50cm wide. Just
to the right, Satan’s Slit is often in prime condition during the
winter season. When leading, try to place gear as far back in
the slot as possible to ensure your second has to get at least as
wet as you did. Around the corner to the left, Power Windows
is often bone dry when all else is wet and cold temperatures
may provide the friction required for the crux face moves.
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Neat and Cool Area
Flying circus is possibly my favourite winter climb in
the Bluff’s. Although it is often a tad damp, the finger locks
are just so good that it can feel solid even when sopping wet.
Likewise, Corn Flakes is climbable and enjoyable in virtually
any condition. Although steep, the cracks of Neat and Cool
tend to be sopping wet and bitterly cold. Expect the screaming barfees to kick in just before the crux. Bonus points if
there is a waterfall at the lip.
The Geritol Wall just to the right is generally free of
any seepage, so is among the first patches of rock to dry out
and offers a number of worthwhile winter routes. Just around
the corner are a number of thin cracks that can make for good
clean aid practice if the weather starts to crap out.
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Split Beaver
So, you fancy yourself a hardman? This classic
offwidth is even more impressive when damp and cold,

Split Beaver
So, you fancy yourself a hardman? This classic
offwidth is even more impressive when damp and cold,

VOCJ • 163 • 2002

VOCJ • 163 • 2002

The Winter Cragger’s Guide to Squamish

The Winter Cragger’s Guide to Squamish

though it is usually free of flowing water through the crux.
Just to the left, Oriface Fish generally has substantially more
water, but is still much easier, and once on top you can relax
and enjoy the view from above as your friends fight and
grovel their way up the wide crack of Split Beaver.
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Burgers And Fries
Even though I always vow never to return, I seem to
end up at this wall once or twice a year. The friendly angle,
lack of seepage and southwest exposure combine to create an
amicable atmosphere, though as a result it is one of the few
crowded places in Squamish during the winter.
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The Apron
Although most are deterred
by the seemingly permanent streaks of flowing water which stripe the Apron
through most of the winter,
there are a few gems that
may still be quite worthwhile. The classic Diedre
is conspicuously missing
the hordes who swarm
about it on warm spring
and summer days. Although the slab bits may be
a bit more interesting than
usual, it has seen its share
of ascents in not-so-dry
conditions. At the north
end of the Apron, St Vitus
Dance, with its fantastic
hand and fist cracks, is of-
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Jeremy Frimer at Alexis in the snow.
By Matt Buckle.
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ten the first of the Apron routes to dry out. And even if not
completely dry, it is still a great climb. In particularly wet
conditions the crux has a tendency to shift from the cracks
below to the 4th class slabs above. Also, the approach pitches
can become somewhat more grovelsome, though don’t let that
deter you.
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The Malamute
Sitting right next to the waters of Howe Sound, the
malamute is always a picturesque place to climb. The breeze
off the water can work to dry out the rock quickly, however it
can also make cold days seem downright arctic. There are
certainly some gems here. Many of the cracks seep a bit, but
the faces tend to dry well. This can be a fantastic place to
climb year round, but is probably best saved for sunny afternoons when the wind is not blowing too strong.
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Grand Wall
Home to many of the best finger cracks in Squamish,
the Grand Wall usually takes a few days to dry out properly,
but can offer some excellent climbing year round. Exasperator is among the best cracks in Squamish, and tends to dry
quite fast, as it is not in any of the major water streaks. Seasoned in the Sun and Apron Strings may take a bit longer, but
are often quite climbable. The Flake and Peasant’s Route
may be a bit scruffy if any of the water streaks are still flowing, but can be worthwhile nonetheless. And the classic face
climbing of Merci Me becomes a tad more interesting when
cold and wet. For the full effect, wear a heavy pack and climb
it in running shoes on route to one of the aid walls above.
Aside from one water streak that is present nearly year round,
the route is often dry after a couple days of good weather.
The Bulletheads
While pretty much every other route here will be sop-
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ping wet, A Pitch In Time somehow stays bone dry in all but
the worst weather. It is a worthwhile route anyway. The Sunshine Chimneys may also provide some good entertainment,
though don’t count on them being dry. It is almost guaranteed
that crowding will not be an issue here during the winter.
These are only a sampling of what is climbable during
the winter. Really, it depends on how wet and cold you are
willing to get for your rock fix, but it is quite possible to stay
warm and comfortable while climbing all winter. And hey,
sometimes it is even warm and sunny in Squamish. Just don’t
let anyone tell you that climbing season is over for the winter….
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Jay Burbee on Pidgeon Spire,
Bugaboos. By Matt Buckle.
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Jacqui Hudson in the Rockies. By Matt Buckle.
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Postcard Perfect Mount Baker, WA
ByJesse Jackson
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A Touch of Light, Adirondacks, NY
By Scott Ne/son
Previous: Athelney Pass
By Tyler Linn
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My Year in Mountains:
A Trip Diary, 2001-2002
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By Roland Burton

By Roland Burton

I’ve been doing a “trip diary” for several years now. What
should go into a trip diary? It should contain useful dates,
times, places. People’s names are great for reminiscing. It
should be entertaining. Here’s what happened to me in 20012002. Feel free to use this as a guide to plan your adventures.
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Feb Reading Week 2001, to the Bow Hut
Perfect Rockies weather, short easy trip in, hut not
crowded, good food, warm, skiing good, snow sparse but ok,
no avalanches. In the four days we were there, we went to the
Peyto Hut (twice, something about forgetting someone’s camera there the first time), climbed Rhondda South almost to the
top, and Thompson, and maybe St. Nicholas. Got a few excellent powder turns on lower Rhondda. One snowboard in
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Mt. Fay and Moraine Lake from Mt. Temple, The Rockies.
By Sandra Nicol.
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our party was good for steep slopes, but no good for flat terrain or for working through crevasses. On the way in we saw
an interesting “sloping skating rink” caused by the creek
which flows into Bow Lake overflowing over previously frozen stuff, uncommon on the Coast, but normal for colder
places. This was almost impossible to even stand on, and
somewhat scary. With Andrea Wilson, Andrea Macdonald,
Sarah Lane, Guillaume Rosser, Scott Prager, Scott “Giardia”
Napier.
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Silver Star family trip
Three nights, two days skiing, cost us about $1000
with gear rental, lifts, lessons, accommodation, food, liquor,
driving, etc. Could have used a little less luxury, and cheaper,
more like a VOC trip.
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Sphinx March 31 – April 1
It rained, then snowed, then sun, then more snow, then
sun. Weather gods were good to us. Lake was in perfect
shape for crossing. There was very heavy snowfall for about
15 minutes, as we approached the far end of the lake. There
was very little snow at the lake, less than a meter, but the
fresh powder was perfect for skiing, except, alas, no visibility.
So instead of skiing, we had much discussion of the meaning
of life and the outdoors. With Celia Pillard, Julie Stevens,
Anton Pitts, Ben Beardmore, Matthew Brown, Rob Brusse,
Guillaume Rosser.
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Dam Mtn April 7
Beside the Grouse Grind, but without the politics.
Family hike, got up to the snow, half way up the trail, when
the whining from the kids became too loud and we turned
back. With Rob Brusse and Carla and the Kids.
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Neve crossing April 13-15, 2001 Easter weekend
An unusual combination of really nice sunny weather
plus four inches of powder snow, mostly on a firm base. I got
to try out a borrowed bivi sack that totally frosted up inside,
so for the second night I convinced Sara and Yanik that their
two-person tent was actually a three-person tent. Despite the
usual blisters and sunburn damage, this is a very beautiful trip
and should not be missed. With Scott Prager and Andrea Wilson, Sara Leckie and Yanik Berube, and Anton Pitts. Anton
carried a ton of stuff and regretted it. It made him ski funny.
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Mt Baker
This was my third consecutive annual Baker attempt.
The last two times we brought skis and there was no skiing, so
this time we decided to save the bother and the weight, and
guess what, the skiing was fabulous, but we punched holes
with our boots all the way to the top, and on the way down we
had to put up with the taunts and jibes of skiers and boarders
flying by. Oh well, can’t win them all. I did make it to the
top finally, first time in the last ten years. It’s a long way, and
pretty boring unless you do something stupid, like fall in a
crevasse. I don’t remember who was there, except for sure
Miranda Huron with her cool inexpensive light weight threeseason tent, Sara Leckie, Yanik Berube, Fern Webb, and
Christa McPherson. From the top we looked across at Shuksan, and decided to climb it soon, as the snow looked good.
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Mt Shuksan Two weeks later
I hadn’t been up the Sulfide Glacier route for years,
but in the intervening time the trail had been put in, and signs
etc, so not hard to follow. A violent storm greeted us on the
drive in, but burned itself out as soon as we got onto the snow,
leaving blue sky. The mountain turned out to be a bit of a
mob scene because the ACC had a trip there with about a
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Footprints on the trek up to Baker. By Miranda Huron.
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dozen folks, and the BCMC had another 6 or so. And we had
about eight. But things sorted themselves out when the two
leaders of the ACC group found that they had left their boots
at home, so they dropped out. The BCMC were pretty keen
and not easily stopped. Sunday morning we slept in, allowing
the remainder of the ACC team to break trail up the icy slope
above us, but they soon became subdued, and eventually
backed off because they feared avalanches. Some of us left
our skis at the top of the icy slope, mainly because Miranda
looked like she might crash and burn if she kept with her skis.
At the scary sloping traverse above the icy bit, the ice had softened by the time we got to it. Miranda had been running
marathons in some jungle recently so she did a good job of
punching holes nearly to the top. Those who made it to the
summit found it was a bit of a zoo, with people wearing crampons falling on each other’s heads, but it all worked out ok in
the end. We were Miranda, the Polish team of Kzrys Ma-
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Chris Majewski skiing up Shuksan. By Miranda Huron.
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jewski and Mike Kubik, Doc Marcus Lem, Erik Fenster, and
others.
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Yellowstone Park Family Trip July 1st weekend
Involved about a week’s driving. We saw some caves,
hot mud, buffaloes, elk, and some Americans. A lot of
Americans, some of them pretty big.
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Rogers Pass with (sort of) ACC
Though this was described as a joint VOC-ACC trip,
in fact I was the only VOC person present. The ACC like to
do it in style, which usually means with a cook and meals provided, but they roughed it this time and washed their own
dishes, and maybe saved a dollar or two. Their trips seem to
be around $100/day, which is ok if you only go out a couple
of weeks per year and spend the rest of the time earning
money to pay for it. The pace was somewhat relaxed, but not
excessively so. We went up Mt Cheops and another lump,
and I got to see the Asulkan Hut, which is in a very interesting
location. I didn’t stay in the ACC (Wheeeler) Hut, I camped
with Carla and the Kids at the Illicilawaet Campsite and dutifully paid each day for camping, but less than if we’d stayed
with the ACC. The weather was unsettled with a couple of
rain showers per day with sunshine between, and thunder and
lightning every afternoon. After a couple of days of this we
had had enough, so went home. The kids saw a porcupine.
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Tricouni area, from the West (Falls Creek) August 11
Hairy steep logging road. At the Lakes some of the
more beautiful among us went skinny dipping. Then we continued to the ridge above lakes, still a long way long way from
the summit. With Scott Prager, Andrea Wilson, Andrea MacDonald, Darcy (PhD in Developmental Psych, wore running
shoes and Tivas. Next trip he’s bringing boots.)
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Reflections of Garibaldi Lake. By Gareth Peachy.
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Another Harison Hut Epic Saturday -Monday, August 18-20.
Gatekeeper at Meagher gave us no trouble. Alex’s car
was special because he had hit a deer while driving across the
USA about a month previous, so the attached road kill made
the car very interesting to the gatekeeper’s dog. We bushwhacked in the usual way above the cut block, and recorded a
GPS track. Water was high, so the crossing of Mad Horse
(Barr) Creek was difficult; we hiked about 1 km upstream
from the usual crossing and still got our boots soaked, but
dried them by the wood heater in the Hut. Sunday we
climbed Frozen Boot, a very pleasant route up the ridge behind the Hut, some actual hang-on climbing was required, and
it snowed a few flakes on us. Monday we went out via the
east side of Mad Horse Creek. Again water was high and we
had to inch our way across the east fork by straddling a thin
slimy log. It took about seven hours of side-hill, where one
leg grows long and the other one short. We had to stop from
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time to time to remove entire handfuls of tree needles, which
had worked their way into our underwear. This route out is
not recommended. It looks like the bottom of this route will
be logged some time soon; we saw some magnificent and
valuable trees in there. With Scott, Andrea, Alex Rosenberg,
(who drove). Holger Ebhardt drove up but slept in so he
missed the whole trip.
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Garibaldi Lake family trip Aug 25
A 20 km round trip walk. Kevin, who is six, complained that his feet were burning. The kids are tough.
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Anniversary Glacier family trip Sept 1-2
Kevin fell and smucked his face on a rock and it bled
severely, but fortunately stopped bleeding before he bled to
death. We camped overnight just below the hut in a tent borrowed from Miranda. We visited the hut on the way out.
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Brew Hut Sept 22-23
The trip to the Brew Hut was of course excellent. We
found a route (via Brandywine Creek) beside the cut block
that was extreme, but short, and we marked it for future use.
The Hut is aging gracefully. A couple of us climbed Brew,
and night fell while on top, which messed with the view a bit.
The evening was warm, no wind, and clear sky, an unusual
combination. Sunday the weather was fabulous so we were
not allowed to sleep in. After breakfast, we took one piece of
scrap lumber each and hauled this up the ridge about 500m to
a proposed new hut site and built a monument there so we can
study snow accumulation this winter. Then we wandered
along the ridges for an hour towards the Alcoholic Traverse.
We were back at the Hut at noon, then after some skinnydipping, retraced our route back to civilization, assisted by
gravity and eating a lot of extreme blueberries on the way
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down. With Crystal Swartile, Jamie, Scott Prager, Andrea
Wilson, Nick the Bulgarian, and Christine the Viking Woman.
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Mt Mamquam attempt, October 06-08
Drove to the Diamond Head area and hiked to the
Elfin Shelter where we did not drop in because the weather
looked like it was trying to rain on us and we wanted to go a
long way before tenting. The new Parks trail to Mamquam
Lake is great. It looks like the Silk Road stretching from
China to India, and is almost as long. We camped on a big
sand bar up on the side of the Opal Cone. First light Sunday
saw little snowflakes in the air and our token Australian got
very excited trying to photograph them. It kind of looked like
it might clear up so we set off for Mamquam Lake, saw a couple of bears. At the Lake it was becoming obvious that we
weren’t going to climb Mamquam, but due to a surplus of
keenness, most of the crew crossed the sucky swamp and
headed up the heavily vegetated ridge anyway. By now the
snow flurries were getting serious and the shrubberies were
very moist. After a few hours of this, reality eventually set in
and the totally soaked crew returned to the tents, where it miraculously stopped snowing for long enough to cook supper.
During the night a couple inches accumulated and Monday
morning just as we were leaving the sun came out and it was
very beautiful. On the way down we all stopped at the Elfin
Shelter to dry off and eat some donated pumpkin pie. I am
glad I did not stay home and paint the bathroom and eat turkey. With Martin Berka, Anna Hammeijer (Dutch Milk
Chocolate), Liesabeth Dom (Belgian Chocolate), Yanik
Berube, Chris, Gareth Peachey.
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Red Heather Again October 20-21
Family trip with Carla and the Kids, to try out our new
tent. We expected that the kids would have little trouble, as it
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was only 5 km of walking, though there was 6 inches of snow
at destination, and more expected. The trip worked out as
planned, including the 2
inches of fresh which
fell on our tent over
night, and the blizzard,
which was happening as
we left. There was nobody else there overnight, and we could have
stayed in the shelter, but
the tent needed to be
tested.
However, we
should have turned the
tent so the front door
faced downwind because
that way the snow would
not have blown in each
time we opened the door.
It is good we did not
bring skis because the
thin crusty snow up there
would have been really
nasty to ski.
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A pause on the trail on the way back from
Mamquam. By Yanik Bérubé.
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Mt Hollyburn November
03
We left Vancouver around 8:30 and ran out of mountain around 11:15. Around 9 inches of old snow on top, not
enough to ski but good for boot glissading. The ponds are
well iced over. On top it was warm and pleasant, if you didn’t
stand around too long. A couple of people wore sneakers,
which was not optimum, but ok. Having no more mountain,
we decided to return via a continuation of the ridge, over to

Mt Hollyburn November
03
We left Vancouver around 8:30 and ran out of mountain around 11:15. Around 9 inches of old snow on top, not
enough to ski but good for boot glissading. The ponds are
well iced over. On top it was warm and pleasant, if you didn’t
stand around too long. A couple of people wore sneakers,
which was not optimum, but ok. Having no more mountain,
we decided to return via a continuation of the ridge, over to

VOCJ • 180 • 2002

VOCJ • 180 • 2002

Hiking

Hiking

the Cypress ski run. We got home early, in time for an afternoon nap. There was supposed to be another VOC group,
Dave Way and the Chocoholics, starting up later, but we
never saw them. This was a surprisingly fun, low cost, nontechnological trip. We need more of these. Crew was Andrea
Mac, Christine Lussier, Alexa Bowen, two motorcyclists Greg
Rekken and Brian Peter, Liesbeth Dom, Mika Reid, Winnie
Yam, Vince Johnson, Vince Bergeron, Katja Hoffmann.
Chris Michalik and his friend showed up when we got to the
top.
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Phelix Hut Nov 10-11-12
Theory was we’d ski on the early snow, but in spite of
hauling all necessary gear, little actual skiing was done partially because the rocks stuck out and partially because it
rained. The drive up was pleasantly uneventful. We arrived
at the VOC tent spot at 10:00 Sat and Mike de Roos’ big blue
diesel 4wd transported our gear and ourselves to the end of
the road (log bridge). After the clear cut, our leaders took off
across the creek and spent a while looking for the trail, which
they didn’t find because they had crossed the creek too far
downstream. In due course we crossed, also too far downstream so we all spent about half an hour shouting and blowing whistles, falling off slippery logs and getting our skis
caught up in trees, until we hit the trail and things started going more efficiently. It was all pretty slimy and there was a
trace of snow. We continued and the snow deepened, and Liesbeth, who isn’t particularly tall, sank in up to her arms,
which got her pretty excited. We put on the skis. Soon we
did some arithmetic and concluded it would get dark before
we hit the hut, and indeed it did. Those breaking trail hurried
to take advantage of the dwindling daylight for navigation,
while those of us further back took inventory of headlamps
and decided that two for five persons was a little skimpy, but
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ok. It seems that three of the party had never done any backcountry skiing before, so putting the skis on for the first time
in the dark, with a heavy overnight pack, very steep hill, all
clothes soaked from the drizzle, weird Club gear, made for an
exhausting trip in. But we did get to the Hut around 8 pm and
the appreciation of it all was profound.
Sunday the beginner skiers went up the hill further to
find snow and practice their technique. Snow was heavy and
sullen, and few turns were successful. Those for whom survival skiing is easy and therefore boring, went off to do some
“Scottish Mixed”, which is a special type of climbing involving mist, fog, rain and snow, overhanging mud banks, and
other special effects. Others buried transceivers, built an igloo, and hung out. Sunday night there was some serious eating, and consuming of party supplies. Four people who had to
get back Monday and without rides were competing for the
one seat in my car, and as I drifted off to sleep some female
voice was saying “I have a sauna at home. It’s a nude sauna…”. But alas, Monday it was pissing down buckets so we
all went home. With many people, but my car held Andrea
Macdonald, Erin Tong, Liesbeth Dom, Rhys Goldstein, Vince
Johnson.
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Elfin Shelter, Meteor Shower Nov 17-18
Family hike in wasn’t too epic, Davey (8) got into a
snit and I told him he'd have to walk a little faster or I'd kick
him up the trail, and after that he cheered up and actually
coped very well. Kevin (6) got a little cold at the high point
but we layered on additional garb and got him walking faster
and he warmed up ok. At the shelter there were maybe a
dozen people, some with quite nice NZ accents, and all drinking wine.
As this was the night of the meteor shower, Carla and
I woke up the kids at 1 am and asked them if they wanted to

Elfin Shelter, Meteor Shower Nov 17-18
Family hike in wasn’t too epic, Davey (8) got into a
snit and I told him he'd have to walk a little faster or I'd kick
him up the trail, and after that he cheered up and actually
coped very well. Kevin (6) got a little cold at the high point
but we layered on additional garb and got him walking faster
and he warmed up ok. At the shelter there were maybe a
dozen people, some with quite nice NZ accents, and all drinking wine.
As this was the night of the meteor shower, Carla and
I woke up the kids at 1 am and asked them if they wanted to

VOCJ • 182 • 2002

VOCJ • 182 • 2002

Hiking

Hiking

go out but they chose to sleep. Carla and I and the rest of the
adults went outside and spent an hour watching meteors crash
into the atmosphere, and there were a few good bright ones,
and lots of routine mediocre-type meteors. The very best meteor was about a second's duration, very bright, and it left a
trail like a jet, which persisted for at least half a minute. We
like them big, and bright. I was walking around in my down
booties in the 3 inches of powder hoar frost type snow with
the big flat crystals, atop really hard crust. They made a very
satisfying noise as I walked through them. I think we missed
lots of meteors between 2 and 7 am but sleeping was good,
after I put the earplugs in.
Trip out was pretty, but uneventful. Skiing was surprisingly good on only a little over a foot of snow, but we didn't ski, so I can only tell from the tracks we saw.
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Brew via summer trail Nov 24-25
For future reference, this is a little late in the season to
attempt the summer
trail. The trail was
clear of snow to above
the rockslide, and then
we got lost in the
meadow just below
Brew Lake and had to
do some GPS navigation. After much hard
hole punching in the
deep snow, we were
very grateful to arrive
at the Hut around
dusk. There was two
feet of snow at the
Hut, with drifts much
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deeper. We burned kerosene all night because the Hut was
cold, being not insulated with snow. We checked the structure we had built at the proposed new hut site nearby, (see
Sept 23) and it had been collapsed by wind, so that did not
prove anything about snow accumulation, but it did show that
we’d better tie down any hut we might build at that location.
With Cristen Gleeson, Erin Tong, Liesbeth Dom, Tania Austin (NZ), Rhys Goldstein, Bryce Croll, Eric Thomsen, and
George the boarder.
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Seymour Dec 1
Family trip with Carla and the kids, to Brockton on
boots. It was an excellent day, and a good time. We fed
cookies to the Rangers, and bum-schussed down a fine hill at
Brockton. Saw some other VOC’ers up there practicing with
beacons.
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Red Heather Dec 8-9
Supposedly an introductory ski trip, we parked 3 km
below the parking lot, in mixed rain and snow, and spent a
while assembling our rental gear. By the time we got to the
shelter we were very cold and wet and there was an intense
opaque cloud in the shelter from everyone’s breath; eventually we lit the fire and it became more hospitable. Skiing was
bad on Saturday but good Sunday. With Cristen Gleeson,
Sarah Carten, Bryce Croll, Vince Johnsen, and Liesbeth Dom
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Diamond Head after Christmas
Night one we spent at Red Heather, night two at Elfin,
night three at Red Heather. More traveling than that would
have stressed the crew, who were supposed to be beginners at
this type of travel. This destination is readily accessible in
terms of the driving, and the ski in isn’t bad either. It’s good
for beginners. Where else can you find a heated shelter for
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CDN$10 per night? So what if it’s sometimes crowded,
sometimes too hot, and some people snore?
There were a few hassles. The drive left us 3 km below the parking lot including some very scary backing down
the icy road and sliding into the ditch, but the all female crew
of passengers got us un-stuck and turned the car around. We
had to get the Belgian Team (Liesbeth and Lieve) to Vancouver so they could catch the flight to Belgium the next day.
Audrey and especially Chirag (from Dubai) required some
serious help learning to ski, but that was ok and expected on a
beginner trip. Due to the high cost of rental gear and when
we had to get it back, we left early and got back to Vancouver
around noon.
So we spent most of our time traveling and little time
practicing skiing, though some did go up the Saddle and over
to Little Diamond Head.
We were Erin Tong, Liesbeth Dom, Lieve Theuns,
Doris Leong, Audrey Quiyan Fu, Chirag Vesuvala, Shahbaz,
Nasrin and their daughter Dena, all on snowshoes and with a
big sled, Kevin Wilder, Jen Yang, Erin Collings, Petra Heppner who went for one day only, Kzrys Majewski, Vince Johnsen on their way home from Phelix, Peter Z who came by
himself, walking and pulling a sled, Fiona Burnell, Aileen
Smith, Crystal Swartile, James Griffiths, and possibly others.
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Manning Park New Years eve 2001/2
Family camping trip, around –5C, rented $80 XC skis,
which as expected the kids hated because they didn’t go up,
nor did they go down, but their plastic toboggan was great on
the lake. Car camping allowed us to have several extra sleeping bags in our tent. Some redneck type hauled in huge plastic tarps plus a generator, and made the wood-fired picnic
shelter good for the New Years Party.
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Seymour Sunday January 20
This trip was designed to entertain Sally, who was in
town passing through between Australia and Montreal. We
walked fast, boots, no skis, there was lots of lovely fresh deep
snow dump breaking in slabs around us. Two of our people
climbed the second peak and marked it with yellow snow. On
the way back many steep loaded slopes were stabilized by us
sliding down them, with up to four feet of accumulated debris
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at the bottom of our avalanches. We had much good fun including 2 and 3 person avalanches, and overall it was a very
good trip, low-tech, safe, and cheap. With Sally Kingsland,
Erin Tong, Jeffrey Burton, Johnny Kola, Lindsay Hodgins,
Katherine Pickering.
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good trip, low-tech, safe, and cheap. With Sally Kingsland,
Erin Tong, Jeffrey Burton, Johnny Kola, Lindsay Hodgins,
Katherine Pickering.

Garibaldi Parking lot January 26 Family trip
Snowing hard, as we head up the highway, then off to
the road to the Garibaldi Parking Lot with Carla and the Kids.
Carla is trying out her new dumpster XC skis with the NNN
BC bindings, and the kids are taking turns pulling the plastic
toboggan and fighting. Snow is good, but not deep enough to
practice snow caving. Distance from car to parking lot is 2.22
km by GPS. When we got back the car won’t start until I dry
the distributor with a Kleenex. More car repairs are needed.
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Red Heather Winter Long Hike February 02-03, 2002
To that place again, with 30 or 60 keen beginner-type
people. Why do the knowledgeable Club Members stay away
from these introductory-level activities where their experience
and leadership is needed? Anyway, 5 or 6 caves got built,
with four or five occupants per cave, and because the temperature was around –4C, there was a lot of dripping and roof
sagging, and some people plan to buy new warmer sleeping
bags, and others plan to use a tent next time, now that they
have completed the snow cave course. The skiing was pretty
nice except we got a foot of snow overnight and it was pretty
hard to get up any speed unless you pointed them straight
down, and they tended to submarine a bit in the powder. The
5 km ski out was great, even for the beginners.
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Reading Week 2002 Cerise Creek
We were drawn by the short drive, low cost, easy access, good slopes, and wood-burning heater. What we got
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was most of the above, plus three girls named Erin and one
Doris, a shortage of wood, rather too much fresh snow so that
one day we couldn’t see to ski, and a lot of really awesome
runs in fresh powder, both beginner-friendly and steep snowboard type. We were plagued with incidents and adventures
from the start, when Chee, demonstrating macho stuff, fell
into Cayoosh Creek and soaked his boots. For the rest of us,
the usual blisters, wet boots, etc seem to be standard when
using Club Gear (hey, it’s cheap). Later an obnoxious American had trouble closing the door on the wood heater and broke
the glass, then Greg cut his foot on the broken glass, and we
feared he might have to be flown out. And the Erins kept skiing into each other and giggling. I skied into a tree. The rest
of the time when not skiing or boarding, we dug a snow cave,
put up a couple of tents and slept out, melted snow for water
and picked out the floaties, and ate and slept. What I remember best was the beautiful snow, the tracks of the boarders, the
determination that Doris put into making tele turns, the beautiful voices of the Erins singing happy birthday to me, and
Paul Simon on the long snowy drive home. Group Dynamics
and Style were good. With Erin Tong, Erin Collings, Erin
Hope-Goldsmith, Doris Leong, Chee Chan, Greg Rekken,
Stefan Wasmuth, Caroline Wagner.
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By James Floyer

By James Floyer

Mt Harvey, Coast Mountain Range – B.C. Canada
Altitude 1703m
James F + Chris M; Fern W + Greg R
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So it was that some of the gods were happy and some
of the gods were angry on this day of mixed mountaineering
blessings, which may transcribe to some of the planets being
orientated with some of their moons and some not – or whatever….
In any case it soon became apparent that things would
not go totally smoothly when Chris and I took a short detour
up the wrong logging road which we were hiking up to find
the start of the winter route up the north side of Mt Harvey.
The detour cost us only about 15mins in time but that was sufficient to allow Fern and Greg to cruise past us without realising that they had done so. Thinking that they we were still in
the lead, the pair followed a set of tracks that led up a rather
dank and generally uninviting creek. Knowing that we were
no longer in front, we followed the tracks too, eventually
catching up with Fern and Greg. A minute or two of “But we
were following you” – “Oh we were following you too”
prompted us to consult the map and we duly descended the
creek and hiked back for a while in the direction we had just
come.
An hour or so later another navigational glitch put us
the wrong side of Harvey’s Pup. By this time we were well
above the snow line punching deep holes with our snowshoes
through several feet of fresh snow. In an effort to avoid losing more altitude than necessary we traversed high, clinging
to branches above cliffs and traversing across dubious gullies
and eventually reached the start of the Great Ramp at about
the same altitude as if we had descended and traversed below
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the rocky slope altogether. Never mind, we’ll know the approach for the next time.
The high cloud was obscuring nothing of the mountains giving us superb views over Howe Sound and the Coast
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This is not Mt. Harvey. By Sandra Nicol.
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Mountain Range. These views gained in extent with each step
up the Great Ramp. By now we had swapped snowshoes for
crampons and for a while the going was good. We tied ourselves together with the rope as the line got steeper and continued to gain altitude with relative ease. As the Ramp ended,
however, the snow started to deepen and progress became
slower and more laboured. A slab had released from this
steep snow-slope some time in the past few days, however on
climbing through it it showed no signs of instability – the
snowpack had had enough time to consolidate and become
stable.
It seemed to take forever, swimming up this infinitely
deformable, semi-plastic, semi fluid, anti-directional escalator
of a snow-slope, gaining incremental steps in elevation for an
extraordinary expenditure in energy. Eventually we reached
the base of a small chimney which looked climbable and I
turned to Chris and suggested, “That’ll be easier than slogging
up more of that horrendous snow.” Chris looked back with a
mixed expression of determination and quiet disbelief that
anyone would consider this rotten chimney as being the line
of least resistance. Half an hour later the same mixed expression was plastered with a thick layer of white spindrift, one
hand clinging to an axe sunk into frozen turf and the other
clinging to a scrubby bush. This time the expression belied a
beaming grin. “That was sicccckkkk!” Scottish-style mixed
climbing at its best!
Another spindrift-filled chimney brought us to the
gentler slope 50m below the summit. From here it was back
into the deep stuff for one last push to the summit. At the
summit we were rewarded once again with amazing vistas and
the pink cloudy haze of the sun sinking gently below the horizon. Fern and Greg had decided not to take on the constantly
flushing chimneys and had rappelled through steep trees off
the side of the Great Ramp. Our descent took the standard
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hiking trail, however we stuck to the ridge that runs southwest from the summit of Harvey for too long and were thus
confronted by a rather precipitous descent down a cliff. Not
relishing the thought of free-fall and equally repelled by the
idea of a bottomless rap’, we reluctantly retraced our steps for
about an hour until we could descend through the trees at a
more moderate angle.
At 9:45pm as we approached Chris’ station wagon in
the parking lot a pair of headlights approached from below. A
pick-up stopped about six inches from the rear fender. “You
guys the party on Harvey? Any problems?” “Na – snow was
just deep. Oh and we maybe got a bit lost on the descent…
and the approach… but apart from that it was a great day
out!”
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Mark Huscroft on Sky Pilot, Habrich in
background. By Yanik Bérubé.
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Last fall I moved out to Ottawa, Ontario, to work for
fiber optics maker JDS Uniphase. I knew that I was going
into enemy territory, but I figured that I could keep myself
busy with hiking, a bit of rock climbing and whatever else
intrepid people in Ottawa do to keep themselves busy. It wasn't long after my arrival that my search for mountain adventure began.
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into enemy territory, but I figured that I could keep myself
busy with hiking, a bit of rock climbing and whatever else
intrepid people in Ottawa do to keep themselves busy. It wasn't long after my arrival that my search for mountain adventure began.

Attempt #1
Carleton University campus was about a 5-minute bike
ride from my house along the Rideau Canal, so I joined the
Carleton University Outdoor Club hoping to connect with
some like-minded individuals. I signed up for a day hiking
trip to nearby Gatineau Park, hoping for some altitude in some
form or another. We departed from the Carleton Parking lot
at the scandalously early hour of 10am. A couple hours of
hiking through the fiery forests brought us to an unimpressive
viewpoint over the Ottawa Valley. You could see just far
enough to tell that the valley wasn't just flat, it was really flat,
and that the smog was actually pretty bad, even on a good
day. What the Gatineau lack in jagged vistas and gnarly terrain, it certainly made up for with mosquito breeding lakes
and swamps. I only managed to salvage the trip by taking
some nice photos of the turning leaves, which achieve a level
of intensity not seen on the west coast.
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Attempt #2
By October I had had my fill of exploring the city,
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hiking in Gatineau Park, and even a little caving. I decided to
organize an overnight trip to somewhere with mountains. A
trip back to Vancouver at Thanksgiving satisfied my desires
briefly as Sandra and I made our way up to Brew Lake in the
rain and snow. However, after I returned to the flat land I was
soon looking for adventure again. My roommate Glen, also a
native British Columbian, suggested going to Adirondack
State Park in New York. The only other option was going
north to the Laurentians in Quebec (around Mt. Tremblant). I
did a little research, and found the peaks in the Adirondacks
were a lot higher, so that settled my mind about where to go.
I posted a trip on the CUOC email list for the 3rd weekend of
October, hoping for some
interest. I got a handful of
responses, but no one who
could commit a car to the
trip. On Thursday night,
two days before our
scheduled departure, I had
to call the trip off, because
of a lack of transportation.
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Attempt #3
After my first attempt failed due to unforeseen circumstances, I decided to immediately organize a 2nd attempt.
Learning from the previous attempt's failure, we
would equip ourselves
more appropriately, and
rent a vehicle to drive
down. The pre trip meet-
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A fine example of the ‘mountains’ in
New York. By Scott Nelson.
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ing was held at my house, and 5 or so interested CUOCers
showed up. Only two of them ended up coming along, Tomas
Pospich and Nida Tozluklu. We borrowed a 3-person tent and
a water filter from the Club, rented a car, and were off at 5am
Saturday morning.
The driver down was rather uneventful, except for the brief
delay at the US border. Tomas is a citizen of the Czech Republic, and he was crossing the border with a visa he obtained
on for a previous trip (before September 11). We waited a
good 15 minutes at the border while US Customs and Immigration checked to make sure that Tomas wasn't a terrorist.
When they asked us "What's the address where you will be
staying" I though we might have been foiled right there. Nevertheless, after answering their question as innocently as possible, they let us through. After a short mishap getting on the
wrong highway, we were on our way to the mountains.
We drove through the tourist town of Lake Placid, and
made our way towards the Adirondack Loj (no that's not a
typo) trailhead. The final few kilometers of driving offered a
view of the closest thing to a mountain we'd seen yet. They
would be best described as large forested hills, rising a couple
thousand feet up from the valley. The tops were round, and
covered with trees. They were not what I was hoping for, but
far better than the jelly blobs of the Gatineau.
At the trailhead we paid for 2 days of parking, bought
a map of the area at the store, and filled out not less than 2
forms declaring our intended route, license plate #, every
piece of equipment we carried along and the colour of our
socks. The weather was absolutely great: blue sky and stunningly warm for early November (12 degrees!). We headed
out around 9am with the mildly intrepid plan of hiking over
Mt. Marcy (5344ft.) and down to a campground on the other
side. Signposts at every junction pointed us in the right direction, and warned us about the imposing 3200ft. vertical gain
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to reach the summit.
The trails out from the parking lot were constructed to
superhighway standards, a la Garibaldi Lake. Erosion was
obviously a major problem due to the heavy foot traffic.
Some of the trails were eroded 6 inches into the ground and
mud puddles were everywhere. We hiked along the graded
paths heading south towards the summit, through a stick forest covered by a blanket of fallen leaves.
The Adirondack Mountains have some beautiful granite, but most of it is covered by topsoil and forests. However,
the streams frequently cut right through the soil, revealing the
nice rock underneath. We stopped for lunch at such a place,
Indian Falls, where the water poured down over a clean granite slab. It would have made a great friction route if it weren’t
so wet. After lunch we quickly gained some more elevation.
As we crossed through treeline, we encountered an ever increasingly amusing series of signs: 'Warning: You are entering the alpine zone'; 'Proceed only if equipped for mountain
weather' and 'You are entering the Arctic Alpine Zone'. The
last one really perplexed me. Arctic Alpine Zone? In New
York?
Unfortunately, someone had painted yellow markers
on the rock to mark the route above treeline. It seems strange
to me that stepping on plants in not ok, but grafittiing rocks is
acceptable. I tried to help out by building a few small rock
cairns on top of the yellow markers, but there were too many
of the hideous yellow dots.
Despite the unattractive markers, the scrambling was
quite enjoyable on clean granite slabs. The wind picked up
and I got that great feeling of being up high, something that
I'd been looking for since arriving in Ottawa. We made quick
work of the last few hundred feet of the mountain, which was
neither difficult nor exposed. We reached the summit around
2:00pm in clouds and 40 mile per hour winds. A large plaque
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honouring the first ascensionists adorned the summit, yet another misguided effort by the people trying to keep the park in
a natural state. We snacked behind a natural windbreak and
waited for the clouds to move away a bit; of course they didn’t. As per our plan, we descended down the other side of the
mountain over more granite slabs. Below treeline, the trail
immediately turned into a small creek. The water had cut
right through 8 inches of topsoil, so we descended the ribbon
of wet rock that wound it's way down through the forest.
Lower down, we left the creek behind and hiked towards the
nearest campsite. The trails on this side of Mt. Marcy were
obviously not used as much, and thus not maintained as much
either. Mud holes became a chronic problem, but none of the
them were deeper than boot top, so we fared all right without
gaiters.
The Adirondacks are covered with a system of lean-to
shelters, which are best described as small mountain huts with
1 floor, no counters, and only 3 walls. We reached the lean-to
at Feldspar Brook just as the light was starting to disappear.
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Nida, this being her first overnight hiking trip ever, was getting pretty tired after 15km and 3200ft. of uphill. A group of
Americans from New York City had already arrived at the
shelter. Between the 4 of them, they had just about every
camper comfort item know to exist: thermarest chairs, folding
tripod stools, fancy cooking utensils, butane lanterns and beer.
Ironically, they were eating packaged freeze-dried meals
(really light, but generally not as tasty as grocery store stuff).
Our dinner was of the heavy but delicious variety, with everyone bringing too much extra food as usual. We found a flat
spot for our tent and suspended our food between a tree and a
20ft. high boulder (fun bouldering, but had to do it in hiking
boots). We got a little precipitation at night, but it couldn't
decide weather to snow
or rain.
The next morning I
found our food had been
poached. The perpetrator was long gone by the
time we discovered the
evidence, but it appeared
to have been a small
species of bird. Fortunately only some of
Tomas's bread and my
trail mix had been compromised. The ceiling
had dropped since Saturday, and our American
friends were out of luck
for a hike up Marcy.
The weather also dashed
our hopes of heading
over Algonquin Peak
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(the 2nd highest peak in New York at 5114ft) on the way out.
Nida was feeling pretty tired too, so we resigned ourselves to
taking the low route out and doing lots of stream photography
instead.
We hiked out past Avalanche Lake, where steep cliffs
drop into both sides of the lake. A boardwalk had been bolted
into the rock on the west side of the Lake to allow passage.
The hike out was rather uneventful. Without any motivation,
our paced slowed to the lowest common denominator: just
quick enough to reach the cars before dusk. We arrived exactly on schedule, signed out, loaded up the car and started the
long drive back to Ottawa. I knew I wouldn’t return to the
mountains for at least 7 weeks (when my co-op term ended),
but I was already looking forward to it.
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Conor Reynolds lmitating Snowpatch Spire
MacTech Arête, Bugaboos, BC
By Rebecca Goulding
Previous: Michel van der Spek Climbing Runnels
Santa Cruz Norte, Peru
By Jeremy Frimer

Gearing Up for the South Face Siula Grande, Peru
By Michel van der Spek

Jan McPhee with Huandoy behind
Peru
By Matt Buckle
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An Introduction to
Mountaineering

An Introduction to
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By Miranda Huron
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So I had just gotten back from Malaysia, and had spent
three days lying under my down blanket praying that I wouldn’t have to go out into the 7 degrees Vancouver was offering
at the time. That was when I did it. I decided I was bored and
needed and adventure, so I decided that going up Baker would
be a good idea.
Now never having been up a mountain before, it hadn’t quite occurred to me that it would be cold up there. Sure,
your average cold, and I should wear winter clothing, but hey,
I’m from Ontario… I can hack it! Apparently with two years
in Vancouver and one in the tropics, I have forgotten what
cold is. I packed my gear and woke up early one morning to
be picked up by several strangers who would “show me the
ropes”.
The Rolandmobile showed up around 7 I think, and
we were off. Me in my borrowed leather boots, carrying my
tent, ‘cause hey, I’m pretty strong, and it’s already packed…
why bother distributing weight. We park at 2000 feet and
start our ascent. It was great. Everything was beautiful, there
was a light snowfall, I was warm and dry and happy to be doing something new again.
After a few hours of walking, the snow no longer
seemed like nice fluffy flakes, but cold gobs of water in a
cruel disguise. I was starting to get quite wet and tired, and
that “light tent” I had joyously agreed to carry a while before
suddenly weighed a thousand pounds. But fortunately we
eventually got to the top and everything was good again. It
was snowing, and we were racing to get our tents up, but I
knew food was in sight and it would be warm inside the tent.
Some of the first lessons I learned…
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Don’t bring a three to four person tent for two people up a
mountain.
Don’t bring a +5 sleeping bag up a mountain… EVER.
Buy Down.
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I decided to go for a walk and find a ladies room once
the tents were up. As I was coming back I asked about the
buzzing noise in the air. My tentmates looked at me and told
me to walk quickly back to the tent. Apparently my hair was
charged with electricity, sticking out in all directions. The
storm eventually did pass, and none of us wound up being
lightening poles.
Food wound up being noodle packets for dinner and
breakfast, except for the thing of curry I brought up, but it
tasted great! And then of course, there was bed. There are
times in your life when you think about all the stupid things
you’ve done, and then there are those unfortunate opportunities where you get to realize how dumb what you’re doing is,
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while you’re doing it. This was one of those nights. It started
with some light shivering which I though would wear off.
Then suddenly the shivering got worse, and I started to whimper a little because I was loosing feeling in most of my digits.
At some point, I don’t know when because I started to feel
pretty disoriented, my water bottle opened up in my sleeping
bag. I was more cold than I had ever been in my life. I
started seeing strange colours in front of my eyes. My tentmate at some point handed me a down jacket contributed by
Yanik, which eventually allowed me to slow down on the
shivering. I think I may have slept an hour. I’m not sure.
I remember the morning, and wanting to go down instead of up, but then I figured, well, I’m here anyway. So I
went. And I slogged. And the “peak” seemed so far away.
For hours we drudged up the hill, snow-shoers joyously passing us. And then, meters away from the peak, as I felt I could
go no further, I had a sudden last burst of energy. I marched
my way up to the horizon and then discovered…one more horizon before the top. I broke down. I just couldn’t go any further. Tired, hungry, and having a love/hate relationship with
every beautiful view I was seeing, I decided to go down.
I slid part way down, which was the made me feel five
again. Actually, most things about the mountain made me
feel five again. Building snow huts and kitchens, snowball
fights and all the stuff that was great about living in a minus
40 climate when I was a kid was all back. I think after spending 6 hours walking down the mountain, swearing that I
would never do something like this again, that feeling is what
had me go up Shuksan with the same bunch of people two
weeks later. That and the realization that the outdoors is
where I feel the most true to myself… where I exist.
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Jeremy Frimer at Glacier School, Mt Baker. By Miranda Huron.
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We headed out from Vancouver B.C. on Friday evening - the four of us and all our gear very tightly packed into a
mid-size car. Arriving late at Mt. Rainier Park we camped in
the car park - a couple in the car and a couple outside under
an outer tent - ready to get our permits bright and early the
next morning.
With passes sorted out, we hauled on our gear and proceeded to head up along the tourist track known as the Skyline
Trail. Soon we were onto snow and our destination for the
day - Camp Muir - came into view way above, some 5,000 ft
up the side of the volcano from the car park, at around
10,000ft. The day threw up some intermittent cloud, but my
nose-guard proved vital despite the cloud cover. Camp Muir
itself was fully booked out, but we were allowed to pitch a
few hundred feet lower down on the Muir Snowfields in a not
very sheltered spot, but a snow-wall helped.
The next day, Sunday, after a pleasant night, we woke
to a beautiful morning, including pristine views of Mt. Adams.
We spent the day acclimatizing and practicing moving
as a team. We headed up on the planned route across the
Cowlitz Glacier, over Cathedral Rocks, and up onto the loose
rock of Disappointment Cleaver where the crux of the ascent
lay - a steeply banked traverse of icy snow. Practice on this
proved useful when we came to do it at night. Little Tahoma
Peak is in the background.
We stopped at about 11,500ft and had some lunch. I the quintessential philosopher - sat carefully pondering the
universe ... or at least taking a breather.
After returning to camp, we prepared for the planned
summit the next morning. But rising winds in the 60km/h
range (no doubt much faster further up) as we tried to sleep in
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the late evening, alerted us that this was not to be the day. So
we bunkered down and endured the weather as best we could.
Winds buffeted the tents all night fiercely, and our snow-wall,
although not inconsiderable in size, rapidly melted during the
night in the (relatively) warmish as well as strong winds there was even some rain. With a day on our hands we acclimatized a bit more and rested whilst we contemplated our options. The wind remained disconcertingly feisty at around 50
kph although it had eased very slightly. Consultations with a
professional guide at Camp Muir suggested that the weather
was likely to improve. After dinner and with much prevarication we decided to give it a shot.
I slept a little - perhaps two or three hours - before we
all rose at about 10.30 pm. The wind was still strong, but noticeably weakening as we had hoped. We headed off well before midnight guided through the night by a full moon. This
gave us plenty of light to see by, which was just as well for
me as my headlamp refused to stay located on my helmet,
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constantly dropping into my face or slipping off my helmet
entirely.
The long hard slog began through a pristine night. Negotiating the loose rock of Disappointment Cleaver at night
was a challenge, especially when we lost the trail, briefly.
Eventually, we headed onto glacier again, and after a few
hours of uncountable repetitions of step, breath, step, breath,
as we neared the rim, the Sun slowly rose. This offered us
fine views of Mt. Adams. Beyond we could see Mt. Hood,
and even to Mt Jefferson some 150 miles away down in Oregon.
At last, we reached the rim, breathing very hard and
very fast. My lungs were feeling raw from hour after hour of
rapid breathing of cold and thinning air. We dipped down into
the bowl of the crater, slower now than ever, to cross to the
true summit. As we crossed, I couldn't help but notice that the
ice was surprisingly wet under my feet which was due, no
doubt, to the warming of this dormant but not extinct volcano.
Mt. St. Helens, half of it wrenched out by unimaginable
forces, was a clearly visible reminder of what destructive
power lay beneath our feet.
At last, at around 7.30 a.m., we reached the summit Columbia Crest!
With the glory over, no one seemed keen to linger too
long. It was not the weather, which was glorious - the wind
now barely around 30 kph, but the effects of altitude - thumping headache and nausea. We began our long descent.
The day was rapidly warming up, and we were glad
for our super-early start as the snow and snow-bridges were
softening up very rapidly. We passed a great many teams
summiting that day. The views were spectacular! So far above
the clouds!
Having delayed summiting by a day, we were heading
all the way back out to the car. Whilst the others took a short
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nap back at camp I pressed on straight down. The day was
truly glorious, and the sun was melting the snow pack at an
impressive rate. Inevitably, despite fatigue, I kept looking
back at the mountain we had conquered.

nap back at camp I pressed on straight down. The day was
truly glorious, and the sun was melting the snow pack at an
impressive rate. Inevitably, despite fatigue, I kept looking
back at the mountain we had conquered.
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The plan was hatched in April by Sandra and I, while
Ulr* was trying to make up for a poor winter. We were too
busy with exams to take advantage of the fresh snow, but we
did manage to come up with a plan for the Victoria Day long
weekend. Wedge Mountain was on our hit list of the summer
objectives, having taunted us from the Whistler valley long
enough. Some research on bivouac.com had us leaning towards the north arête, but it was Bruce Fairley's words of advice 'best done in spring' that sealed the plan.
A trip notice promptly went up on the VOC's new
website, and a few weeks later we discussed out plan at the
first VOC barbecue of the summer. There was some interest,
but no obvious takers at the time. A week later I had two
emails in my inbox. One from Richard Wood, an Australian
exchange student with whom I'd been backcountry skiing on
several occasions; the other from Erik Fenster, an organic
chemistry grad student and also a previous accomplice. The
four of us would make a good team. We arranged our equipment and food, choosing to forgo both crampons and snowshoes in the hope that the conditions would be just right.
On Saturday morning we left Vancouver under light
showers with what little insurance one can get from an optimistic weather forecast. By the time we reached Whistler
there were a few sunny breaks, but the summit of Wedge remained concealed. We pulled into the parking lot, the first
arrivals of the long weekend, at no earlier than 9:30am. By
the scaldingly early hour of 10, we were under way.
After an hour on the trail we were passed by some day
trippers heading to the lake and back. Soon our gaiters were
on, and we followed on up into the snow. In the forest, the
well-packed trail supported our weight, but a misstep sent
Erik in up to his knees. The trees were not especially dense,
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Wedge Mountain from Highway 99. By Scott Nelson.

Wedge Mountain from Highway 99. By Scott Nelson.

but there were no openings to take advantage of with the camera. An open clearing near 4500ft provided an opportunity for
photographs, but the skies were still quite grey. We pressed
on into the woods and were soon being tempted again by the
impressive north face of Rethel Mountain.
As we emerged from the woods the packed trail gave
way to post holing up the final headwall to the hut. Each step
was a guess as to weather the crust would support our weight.
Sandra had it the easiest, being the lightest member in the
group. The daytrippers passed us again on the way down, informing us that the hut was close by. We reached it around
2:00 just as the wind picked up and dark clouds gathered to
the west. We rested inside, ate our lunches and contemplated
the snow conditions. Would the glacier be better or worse
than what we just finished?
It was well before 3:00, so we headed out with plenty
of daylight to burn. Beyond the hut we had no trail to follow
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at all, and wading through the slushy faceted snow soon became painfully difficult. Punching through often resulted in
hitting the ground. After several instances of sinking up to
my hips and unexpected breakthroughs my legs had enough.
Both my quadriceps cramped up simultaneously forcing me to
the ground. I stretched them out, but they were not happy
with the snow. I took up
the last position in the line
as Eric forged ahead.
Halfway down the lake the
snowpack thickened and
started to support us as we
crossed below some avalanche slopes. It took us
over an hour to reach the
end of the lake; total distance:1km, elevation loss:
20m. After breaking for
munchies, we roped up and
started up the glacier. Going up the glacier was
much easier as a solid wind
slab had formed during the
previous week's storm.
We reached the flats on the
Gl aci er
Our snow wall below Wedge. By Scott Wedgem ount
Nelson.
where we intended to camp
at 5:45pm and promptly
found a flat place. After probing for crevasses, we built a
snow wall to shelter us from the northwest wind. Not that the
wind was especially strong, but it was cold, and the shoveling
kept us warm. The dry compact snow lent itself very well to
quarrying, and we soon had a 4 ft. barrier behind which we
pitched our tents.
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Sandra and Eric prepared dinner, and Richard decided
not to eat the still firm tomato that he carried with him on the
west coast trail the week before. The sun soon set and I
snapped a few photos before bed.
Sleeping through our 5am alarms, we got out of bed
around 6:30 and were ready to go by 8:00 under a deep blue
sky. It was about -4C, and our rope was pretty stiff. A lone
skier passed us heading for the west ridge, and another party
of 4 was just starting up towards the icefall below the north
arête. We decided to take the other route to the arête, and
headed out towards the Wedge-Weart col. An hour later we
reached the crest, with Richard having saved my sunscreen lid
from rolling all the way back to camp. Some thin clouds
rolled in, but they were not the threatening type and only
served to reduce visibility.
After a short water break I took the lead and we traversed up into a short couloir. When I gained the top of the
couloir on 40 degree snow I expected some sort of ridge to
walk along, but the mountain dropped off just as steeply on
the other side. I headed right, climbing on snow along the
east side of the ridge then crossing a rock rib. Just then the
rest of the ridge came into view. It was quite a knife, corniced
in some places with rocky outcroppings 50m below the crest.
I knew the west side was even more exposed because the
cliffs had stared us in the face earlier in the morning. We
pressed on cautiously, working our way along 45 degree snow
on the east side of the crest because the west side consisted of
even steeper snow covered rocks. We stayed roped up to
keep the option of placing pickets open, but really for the psychological protection it offered.
After a few hundred meters of delicate traversing we
crossed to the west side onto a much gentler 30 degree slope.
Ahead, we could see the other party resting at a flat point on
the ridge. Some easy (but still very exposed) walking led to
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the base of a small
knob. Rather than
stay on the ridge and
risk being stopped
by hidden cliffs, we
dropped down the
east side of the ridge
and cut below the
cliffs.
The snow
here was much heav- Sandra traversing steep snow on the North
ier and I had some
Arête. By Erik Fenster.
difficulty breaking
trail. We soon regained the arête where we spotted the other
group, but they had already left. I looked up at the upper
arête, but saw no tracks. Sandra spotted them heading down
past the icefall; they had obviously decided to retreat. The
skies were starting to clear when we stopped for a break at
11:00am. I was feeling tired from the heavy snow, so I offered Richard the lead. He thought about it, but declined because there would be no way to switch leads on the arete. Just
then a skier popped out of the main couloir on the north face.
We were all caught by surprise. He quickly picked his way
around some crevasses and disappeared to the west. I fueled
up on a power bar and all the water I could drink before we
started up the upper section.
At first, the going was easy on firm snow which
steepend gradually. Kicking steps was only complicated by
the obvious patches of powdery snow. On these sections I
had to kick into the firm windpacked snow below to get a reliable purchase. Crossing to the east side where the arête
changes direction was straightforward, but the snow was
deeper on the other side. Soon, we reached the final headwall
which proved to be much less intimidating up close than if
appeared from below. We made our way straight up the 45
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degree slope without having to place any protection, as the
snow here was solid too. The summit ridge presented little
challenge, and we reached the top around noon. I broke out
my swiss chocolate, and others snacked on a variety of mountainous snack foods. Unfortunately the highest point was an
overhanging cornice, so we only edged up as close as was
comfortable for the victory photos.
After about half an hour in the wind we decided to retrace our steps down the north arête rather than desceding the
west ridge. Only the steepest part of the headwall warranted
facing in and down climbing, and we quickly worked our way
down to the flat spot on the arete. Here we followed the other
group's tracks down around the icefall and back to our camp.
This route was generally easier, although at one point we were
forced into the line of fire
below a rock buttress that
was grinding the glacier into
armchair sized cubes and
dropping them 200m downhill.
We reached camp around
2:30 just as the sun was beginning to beat down. We
lounged around, using the
snow wall to stay out of the
sun. When I took my boots
off to change socks I realized
that my right foot was especially cold. I had noticed
some discomfort in the
morning and assumed that it
warmed up when it felt better. Obviously it had simply
Our steps on the North Arête. By
gone numb. I removed my
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socks and stuck my feet into my sleeping bag to warm up.
The big toe on my right foot had gotten the worst of it. It
swelled up putting an uncomfortable amount of pressure on
the underside of my toenail.
Monday morning I woke up at 4:30, snapped a photo
of the sunrise and went back to bed. My toe was still bothering me and I would definitely not be putting in an attempt at
Mt. Weart today. After some more sleep, breakfast and deliberation, we decided on a morning jaunt up Mt. Parkhurst.
Traversing to the Wedge-Parkhurst col, we walked up the
easy south side of the mountain. We were rewarded for our
effort with excellent views of Wedge, Weart and other surrounding peaks. After messing around with cameras and
some food, we headed
back to camp and packed
up our gear.
By this time, several parties had come and
gone; the trail down the
glacier was looking pretty
safe so we descended unroped.
Negotiating the
south shore of the lake
was also much easier because of the trail. We
stopped at the cabin to
chat with a couple of skiers before starting the descent to the car. A steep,
sloppy glissade just below
the hut provided modest
entertainment, but no one
was eager enough to climb
Sandra at the lake. The route we took
back up for another run.
follows the skyline. By Scott Nelson.
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Hiking out is often the worst part of a mountaineering
trip, and this one was no different. All Sandra could think
about on the way down was putting an end to the punishment
her feet were receiving from the trail. Richard's heel developed a healthy blister, so with about 45 minutes to the car he
removed his boots and walked barefoot back to the car. We
bottomed out at 3:30pm, removed our boots, packed up the
car and started the trip home. Altogether a superb long weekend.
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*Ulr = Norse god of snow and hunting
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Yanik and I decided to get out for a mid-week day-trip
late in August. Somewhere not too far away, not too involved, but new and fun. The north twin sister in Washington
seemed to fit the bill so we grabbed Fred Beckey’s guide and
headed off at a leisurely time on Thursday morning.
It was a beautiful day and we were almost there - just
a quick decision of which of the two approach options we’d
like to try. Intimidated by the “No vehicular traffic - gate
locked at any time” sign at the first turnoff, we motored on up
to the next turnoff. Here we were undeterred by the threatening signs about the gate and made our way to the end of the
road where we would begin our approach.
Finding ourselves in a sea of young trees, we were unable to discern where exactly we would find the “prairie” that
Beckey describes in the approach. So instead, we just headed
for the long beautiful ridge that seemed to meet the description of the climb. The north twin sister is a spectacular bare
rock pyramid and its west ridge looked like a delightful
scramble. So we headed off, fighting our way through the
vigorously regenerating forest. Every once in a while we’d
find ourselves in patches of beautiful old-growth yellow cedar
forest. Lovely drooping scaly old trees, delicious scents, and
a plush shag of moss covering the ground. Quite breathtaking. And then back into the cutover…
Eventually we battled up a slope and on to a forested
ridge and had a lovely walk over to the foot of the west ridge.
Off in the distance there we noticed a light coloured patch
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sticking out of the forest - perhaps it could be described as a
small prairie…
We started up the ridge, enjoying the bright red rock,
which was rough as a lion’s tongue. Expecting some sections
of class 4, we carried a rope but had no need to use it. Had
either of us slipped, a quick belly smear would have firmly
attached us to the rock! We spent a lovely few hours making
our way up the ridge, in the unexpectedly hot August sun.
This route is truly a delightful scramble! Soon we were negotiating the final steeper sections and then enjoying views of
Mount Baker and eating our snacks.
As it was getting on in the afternoon we didn’t delay
heading down - we figured a couple hours to the car, and then
home before too late. After all, Yanik was getting picked up
early the next morning to head off to the Mountaineering
Camp at Mount Joffre. We descended by the north route, negotiating some steep unpleasant gravel (my favorite), which
proved less treacherous than the remnant snow patches. Before too long we were back down in forest bushwhacking happily (she writes in retrospect). By this time it was evening
and we were both quite tired and very thirsty. Just a bit more
stumbling through the forest and with a bit of luck we’d be
able to find our car again.
What a great day! Feeling REALLY thirsty now and
quite tired we hopped in the car for the drive home only a little later than planned. I was already thinking about what flavour and how many bottles of Gatorade I’d get at the gas station when we reached the highway again.
Right. So remember that little sign we passed? The
one about the gate and the lock and the anytime part? $%
@#%$#!! The gate was at the far end of the bridge crossing
the Middle Fork of the Nooksack River, so there was no going
around it. We debated walking out several miles to knock at
the door of one of the houses we thought we passed on the
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way in. We doubted, however, that anyone wanted to see us
at their door that late in the evening. And besides Yanik was
thoroughly enjoying trying to tear open the gate with his bare
hands. (A quick description of the gate: 6” diameter bar
locked closed with 5 padlocks all located deep inside a big
steel box…but seriously, he was making some progress.)
So eventually we admitted defeat and decided we better get a drink of water and settle into the back our Tercel for
the night. Uninterested in the murky water the Nooksack had
to offer, we decided to hop in the bullet and fetch some water
from the glacial streams that ran quite close from where we
parked during the day.
Feeling a bit dumb and annoyed that we were stuck
there for the night, we reminded ourselves that it wasn’t a big
deal and started driving back up the logging road we had
come down a couple hours before. And then the red light
came on. What’s this?? Certain it was nothing, we thought
we’d better just stop and peek under the hood. Well after a
few minutes we did find our alternator belt, which was obviously no longer where it should have been. But how could
that be - it was only the week before when we’d been out in
our matching mechanic’s shirts changing that very belt!
(ohhhh….ooops…) Now although we ALWAYS had a full
toolbox in our 1970 VW bus, this was our new luxury car - it
was actually built in the 1980s! Perhaps, though, we should
have taken Roland’s description of our car to heart (99% rust,
1% car) and been prepared for a little roadside breakdown.
Alas, our prior fight with the gate had left us quite exhausted
and we were unable to get that belt back on without any tools.
The murky water was looking quite appealing at that
point. After a hearty supper consisting of the lunch we hadn’t
eaten (a bagel), we appreciated that our little Tercel was a
hatchback, put the back seats down, missed the VW bus, and
curled up to get some sleep. Good thing we’re just a couple
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of grad students and were doing all this in the middle of the
week - surely someone would be there to open the gate first
thing on a Friday morning.
The next morning at about 8:15am (enough time to
report to the office, get a coffee, and drive out to the site) we
met the only logger working in the area. Since we were in no
mood for a lecture (and since we were feeling very sheepish),
we were pleased that he was nice young guy, happy to give us
a hand and, at most, entertained by our situation. Unfortunately, even with his stash of tools, we still couldn’t get the
belt back on. What a super fellow though - he told us if he
found us up the road with a dead battery when he drove out
again he’d give us a ride to the highway.
But the little Tercel pulled through and the smoke only
started billowing out of the hood as we pulled in to the gas
station in Welcome. (Apparently the alternator is connected
to the radiator pump or some such thing).
The charming folks in Welcome (what a lovely name
for a town) set us up with a new belt, lent us some tools, and
soon we were on our way. Feeling it would be nice to give
them a little extra business for their trouble, we enjoyed their
finest breaky offerings (24 powdered mini-beignes and some
OJ). And we were back in Vancouver only about 16 hours
late.
All in all, it was a fabulous climb and a perfect dayouting. Just mind the gates…
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There he was, stuck upside down in the moat with
only his boot wedged between the glacier’s ice and the rock of
the mountain to stop him from a 25-foot fall. Maybe that was
custom where Toby came from (hell, they climb frozen turf
and say it’s fun!) but I still couldn’t understand how he had
managed to get in that precarious position.
I had wanted to join the rest of the VOC crew for
mountaineering camp just before class started. It was supposed to be a four-day mountaineering extravaganza up in the
Joffre group. The idea was grand, the location even better.
All we needed was good weather or lots of booze in case
Mother Nature wouldn’t cooperate. A locked gate and a
messed-up alternator belt on Washington’s North Twin Sister
delayed my departure for the camp by a day. I reached Shahbaz, the mega-keen Iranian mountaineer, and he was officially granted the prestigious position of co-pilot in the Silver
Bullet (aka the rusty old ‘83 Tercel wagon).
Choosing to leave the booze behind for sunglasses,
sunscreen, and lip balm, I was convinced we could get up
there and climb lots during our three days stay. We left Vancouver at a brutally early time, drove to the logging road and
waited for Charles and Kevin for a little while since we were
supposed to all meet up there. They never showed up so we
drove to the parking lot, shouldered our packs and started up
the muddy trail. We quickly got to the moraine without incident except for seriously dunking one of my feet in a deep
mud puddle. Needless to say this foot was doomed to dampness and eternal stench (well, at least until the end of the trip).
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We started our way up the north lateral moraine to reach the
glacier. I highly recommend NOT doing this since moraines
are loose and very unpleasant to hike on. A better alternative
(which I learned about later) would have been to hike up to
Keith’s hut and follow a trail up to the glacier on the shoulder
adjacent the moraine.
Shahbaz and I roped up for the gentle glacier hike to
the Matier-Joffre col where everyone was supposed to be.
Sure enough, three tents were up there as well as all of their
occupants since the weather had been rather dismal. Clouds
were low, a constant wind blowing from the west and climbing was out of the question. Now I was wishing I had brought
some booze. Jer, Matt, Toby, Miranda, Chris, Shahbaz, and I
all crammed in Jer’s three-man tent. Jer and Matt had brought
some refreshing beverages that we all shared while talking
about things to climb in the area and learning about tying
knots with your toes.
Toby and I had been keen on climbing steep ice in the
mountains together ever since we had met in the spring of
2001 on a climbing trip to Joffre. At that time we had climbed
the Aussie couloir with Sara, Scott, Sandra, Mike, and a crazy
French Canadian whose name escapes my mind. Our hearts
were set on Central Couloir on the steep northeast aspect of
Joffre. Kevin McLane had described this route as one of the
best ice climb of his Alpine Select guidebook.
The weather forecast had implied things would get a
lot better the following day. I was excited and I could see
similar excitement in other people’s faces.
“Want to check out Central Couloir tomorrow?” I
asked Toby with a big grin on my face.
“Yeah, definitely,” he replied.
We agreed on an early start since the route was pretty
long and appeared somewhat technical. We racked half a
dozen ice screws, some cams, wires and a few pins and threw
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these and a rope in our packs before going to sleep.
I woke up at 4:30 am, brewed some tea and ingested
some delicious Pop Tarts, the breakfast of choice for alpinists.
The morning was nice and cold and the few clouds I could see
were high, promising a good day in the mountains. Toby got
out of his tent 5 minutes before leaving and by 5:00 we were
roped up and heading down the glacier with our headlamps
and the sound of our crampons biting in the hard snow.
Climbing any route on the northeast face of Joffre and setting
camp at the Matier-Joffre col is obviously ludicrous. The
right way to do it would be to hike up to the hut and start from
there the next day. However, mountaineering camp was supposed to be based at the col so here we were trying to find a
way across without loosing too much elevation. After much
traversing on loose slopes, downclimbing slimy waterfalls,
and negotiating crumbling talus we finally admitted that the
only way to go was to descend the whole way to the bottom of
the glacier and traverse there on the moraine.
After finally getting to the bottom of the glacier, Toby
started moving up and I followed behind him connected by
the rope like an umbilical cord. I had a hard time keeping
pace with him since he had now been climbing for a month
straight with Clare, his girlfriend, visiting from England. The
rhythm was fast and we were gaining elevation quickly. We
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climbed over a few minor crevasses on hard snow that was
getting steeper and that forced us onto our frontpoints. We
reached the double crevassed bergschrund where Toby set up
an anchor with one of his ice tools to belay me while I
crossed. I built a second anchor to belay him over to the other
side. We traversed further left to reach the couloir and finally
started up the climb. We simul-climbed until a rocky narrowing where we set up an anchor. After a bit of food and water,
I grabbed the rack and climbed up this short rocky section
with my crampons scratching the rock. I stopped and placed a
long ice screw in the hard neve before a steep section. The
screw went in with very little resistance indicating that the
placement was absolute crap. Pounded pickets would have
done a much better job at protecting this climb. I went up a
short section of 75° hard snow with my tools sinking to the
hilt effortlessly and when I ran out of rope. Toby started
climbing. Placing rock protection on the sidewalls and a few
ice screws we gained elevation at a fast pace. Tired, I
stopped, set up an anchor on the rock wall to the left and belayed Toby up to my stance. I handed over the rack and he set
off towards another narrowing with a few exciting mixed
moves.
We finally reached the upper portion of the couloir,
where it opened up. The hard snow had turned gradually to
knee-deep fluffy stuff. The summit was in sight but some
mixed climbing was standing in the way. We decided to belay the next couple of pitches. I grabbed the rack and waded
through deep snow until I could reach the rock where I started
brushing the snow off the holds and progressed upward
slowly. I placed a few pieces of gear in the crumbling rock
mostly for psychological reassurance. After building another
anchor Toby came up and led the last pitch to the summit
ridge. Once on the ridge we traversed northward and finally
reached the summit. The day had been amazing, the sun was
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shining on our faces, but the cold wind forced us to start moving again, this time downward towards camp.
The regular descent for any route on Joffre at that time
of the year is the southeast face. However, the last couple of
days had brought a lot of fresh loose snow up on the mountain
and we were concerned that this mostly rocky descent would
be troublesome. Since we were both familiar with the Aussie
couloir we opted to descend its steep snow. We belayed each
other from buried axes while downclimbing on firm snow.
Even though the way down was fairly straightforward, our
bodies and minds were pretty tired and we both knew a little
mistake could have ended in disaster since the snow was too
steep and hard to self-arrest. We negotiated a few sections of
loose rock before hitting the last 30 feet of easy rock and another 200 feet of moderate snow. Since the rest of the descent
looked trouble-free we unroped and I went down first. Toby
waited not to knock rocks off towards me. I downclimbed the
rock bit, then butt glissaded slowly down the snow slope to
finally reach a bunch of VOCers busy playing haki sack on
the Matier Glacier.
While talking about the climb to Jer and Chris I saw
Chris’ expression suddenly change and he said out loud;
“Whoa, whoa, slow down there buddy.”
I turned around only to see my partner slide fast down
the snow slope toward the moat, hit the rock wall with quite a
lot of force and then disappear suddenly in the belly of the
beast. Jer, Chris and I started running towards the last place
we had seen him. We could hear in the distance a faint cry for
help. We found Toby head first with his foot jammed between ice and rock about 15 feet from the top of the moat and
incredibly close to a deeper 25 foot drop in the moat. Since
he had the only rope available there we had to resort to tying
together all the slings I had. Jer quickly built and anchor with
his axe, I clipped in and started downclimbing towards Toby.
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Chris was mostly busy taking pictures for prosperity. After
clipping his harness, Toby managed to force himself out of his
wedged position and we climbed out of the moat unharmed
but a bit shaken. Much laughing followed this event, helping
us wash away the adrenaline. Toby didn’t have a scratch but
had managed to loose one of his axes to the depth of the crevasse. He had been lucky. Conor, Matt, and he tried unsuccessfully to find the axe. This incident reminded us all never
to let our guards down on a mountain, even on easy terrain.
The pattern was typical. A lot of people get into dangerous
situations or have accidents on easy terrain and often on the
descent when mental and physical fatigue start to take their
toll.
That night, strong winds and snow swept the Anniversary and Matier Glaciers so early in the morning we packed,
hiked out and drove back to Vancouver filled with happiness
and good stories for our friends.
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The first annual (hopefully) VOC mountaineering camp was
held the long weekend preceding the beginning of classes in
September. I had just gotten back to Vancouver, checked into
residence at midnight on Thursday night and was ready to
head out again Friday (August 31st) morning. I had arranged
to drive up with Toby Johnson and Miranda Huron, whom I
hadn't previously met. The camp was being held at the Matier
-Joffre col. We had a mostly uneventful hike in, however by
the time we reached the col it was dark and blowing hard.
After wandering around and yelling a bit, we found where Jeremy and Matt Buckle had pitched their tent the night before.
We set up our tents and cooked dinner in the vestibule. Unfortunately my tent poles were being coerced into a concave
shape (as viewed from the outside) by the winds... We got out
and improvised some more guy-lines and the tent behaved
more appropriately. Next day proved to be pretty stormy too,
so we mostly hung out in Jer's tent and invented a strange
game involving hanging upside down from a tree, and using
your toes in an agile fashion. We intended to stage this competition during longhike (didn't happen). In the afternoon we
got out and played on the rocks a bit. Some others showed up
that day (sorry, too many to recall).
Saturday night was about as stormy as Friday, but
Sunday morning was great. I headed up the regular route on
Matier with Miranda and Shahbaz Tabyanian while Jer and
Matt tackled the northwest face. It was a beautiful day, the
climbing was interesting but easy; it was worth the wait! We
met up at the summit and descended as a rope of five, and got
back to camp in early afternoon. At this point a whole mass
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of VOCers were up at the camp and silliness was had by all.
While many played hacky-sack Jer and I went for a stroll on
the glacier along the south face of Joffre. We spotted Yanik
Berube and Toby descending the Australian Couloir (they had
climbed via the Central Couloir). Yanik was down first, and
as we chatted Toby was making a final glissade down the
gully. Unfortunately he slid into the moat at one side of the
gully. At first we were all quite worried that he had injured
himself severely, but after running up to him we found that he
was stuck head first right in front of a drop-off but otherwise
in a good mood. Unfortunately, between the three of us, we
had one harness, a few slings and three ice axes but no ropes
(Toby was carrying one). Anyways, Jer set up an anchor and
Yanik descended into the moat while belayed on a chain of
slings to pull Toby out while I "spotted" from below (aka:
took advantage of the situation to snap a few pictures). Meanwhile we had yelled over to the rest of the group to bring over
some gear should we not be successful. Hopefully you'll see a
pretty picture of Toby in the hole somewhere in this journal,
I'm not sure if it'll make the journal deadline! Silliness continued as we built a human pyramid on the glacier and played
other games involving human bodies in bizarre configurations. We headed down on Monday in crappy weather and
got back to Vancouver ready to start a fun and exciting year
of education at the University of British Columbia. The End.
No, but seriously it was fun, thanks Jeremy for organizing the
camp.

of VOCers were up at the camp and silliness was had by all.
While many played hacky-sack Jer and I went for a stroll on
the glacier along the south face of Joffre. We spotted Yanik
Berube and Toby descending the Australian Couloir (they had
climbed via the Central Couloir). Yanik was down first, and
as we chatted Toby was making a final glissade down the
gully. Unfortunately he slid into the moat at one side of the
gully. At first we were all quite worried that he had injured
himself severely, but after running up to him we found that he
was stuck head first right in front of a drop-off but otherwise
in a good mood. Unfortunately, between the three of us, we
had one harness, a few slings and three ice axes but no ropes
(Toby was carrying one). Anyways, Jer set up an anchor and
Yanik descended into the moat while belayed on a chain of
slings to pull Toby out while I "spotted" from below (aka:
took advantage of the situation to snap a few pictures). Meanwhile we had yelled over to the rest of the group to bring over
some gear should we not be successful. Hopefully you'll see a
pretty picture of Toby in the hole somewhere in this journal,
I'm not sure if it'll make the journal deadline! Silliness continued as we built a human pyramid on the glacier and played
other games involving human bodies in bizarre configurations. We headed down on Monday in crappy weather and
got back to Vancouver ready to start a fun and exciting year
of education at the University of British Columbia. The End.
No, but seriously it was fun, thanks Jeremy for organizing the
camp.

VOCJ • 234 • 2002

VOCJ • 234 • 2002

Dr. Gums (Toby Johnson) fell into a hole. By Chris Michalak.
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I have driven up and down the Sea to Sky highway
regularly, all year round, for most of my life. North of Alice
Lake, the highway opens up and to the west lies the Tantalus
Range. Tantalus itself is huge in bulk. Its flanks are covered
with of some of the gnarliest, crevasse-covered glaciers I’ve
seen. The slots are easily visible from the highway. South lie
Serratus, aptly named for its serrated ridge, and Alpha, another large bumpy ridge; it is a breathtaking sight. And far
more breathtaking close up.
I first got into the Tantalus Range in the summer of
2000 on an ACC camp for young women. Nine students, including myself, and three instructors, Fern Heitkamp (a former VOCer), Peter Woodsworth and Tami Knight helicoptered into the ACC hut at Lake Lovelywater for a six night
stay. The trip was grand, and we climbed all of the peaks easily accessible from the hut, including Alpha. Unfortunately,
we did a somewhat boring scramble route up the southwest
side, not the much more interesting East Ridge route that we
had chatted about. I wanted that route. It was very high on
my tick list for summer 2001.
On July 7th, Scott Nelson, Eric Fenster and I canoed
across the Squamish River and headed up the Lake Lovelywater trail. Once there,
we encountered a group of
anglers from Squamish
who had helicoptered in
for one night and had
brought four coolers full
of food, and beer. They
shared some of their food
with us, since it quickly
became obvious that they Scott and Erik on the first obstacle. By
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weren’t going to be able to eat it all. (Fortunately they only
left us a can of peanuts when they left the next day, rather
than a lot of junk to carry down).
We were up by 5 the next morning and wandered
north up through the rough forest to the east ridge. From
there, we had a short distance to go along the snow on the
north side of the ridge before reaching the most technical part
of the climb, a short pitch of 5.8 followed by a shorter pitch of
5.4. From there it was 3rd and 4th class scrambling along some
really nice granite. Really nice granite. Beautifully clean
white granite, especially just below the summit. So nice that
we were temped to go back down a ways so that we could
climb back up. The scrambling was really enjoyable - some
exposure, but not too much. Some balancy moves, some
boulder hopping. I highly recommend the route, it’s really a
coast classic.
When we eventually reached the summit the skies,
which had been foggy for most of the ascent, opened up and
gave us some nice views of Tantalus and Serratus. We had
some lunch, snapped some photos, and started down. We
went down the same route that I had taken the year before, as
instructed in the Fairley Guide as the standard descent route.
I think it would have
been much better to have
descended the East
Ridge - the scrambling
wasn’t that difficult and
there were some rappel
slings already in place.
As it was we went down
the SW route. Scott has
been dubbed ‘Leadfoot”
for his incredible ability
Erik on the summit with Dione and Tanto kick rocks at Eric and
talus. By Scott Nelson.
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coast classic.
When we eventually reached the summit the skies,
which had been foggy for most of the ascent, opened up and
gave us some nice views of Tantalus and Serratus. We had
some lunch, snapped some photos, and started down. We
went down the same route that I had taken the year before, as
instructed in the Fairley Guide as the standard descent route.
I think it would have
been much better to have
descended the East
Ridge - the scrambling
wasn’t that difficult and
there were some rappel
slings already in place.
As it was we went down
the SW route. Scott has
been dubbed ‘Leadfoot”
for his incredible ability
Erik on the summit with Dione and Tanto kick rocks at Eric and
talus. By Scott Nelson.
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I. The key part of the descent route is the rappel
boulder. The entire south
side of Alpha is a maze of
cliffs. If there was an
abundance of good trees
or boulders for rappelling,
we could have gone
straight down from the
summit to Lambda Lake
(flows into Lake Lovelywater). However, there is
no nice route down that Sandra reading the summit register. By
Scott Nelson.
way. The standard descent route is to head right
as you descend to reach an open, steep, funnel shaped
meadow. At the bottom of the funnel is a big boulder
wrapped several times around with slings. Rappel from here,
following a little waterfall/stream to the rappeler’s left. Prepare for a wet, dirty, smelly, generally unpleasant rappel. At
the bottom of this rappel is a snow band. Again, don’t go
down. Head descender’s right, to a big bowl dubbed the
“Russian Army Camp”. You are now at the far end of the
lake, opposite the hut. Clever parties leave one of the hut’s
boats at that end and paddle back. We part bushwhacked, part
followed a trail to Lambda Lake, then followed a trail to the
hut. Neither of these trails are easy to find. Going down took
longer than going up, and involved a lot of route finding that
would have been hell if I hadn’t done it once before.
I am very pleased that we made it up the East Ridge as
much because I got to the top as because the route was so
nice. Hmmm. I haven’t gotten up Lydia yet. I’ll have to
climb her this year….
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Waterfall below Alpha - we avoided these cliffs by traversing easily
above them. By Scott Nelson.
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“Slips and Stones Will Break
Your Bones, but Bears Will Maul
You Silly”
Athelstan, 2001
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I can’t particularly remember the events leading up to the
Athelstan trip. All I remember is Drew raving about 18
pitches of great 5.8 granite. That was enough for me. The
fact that I’d never climbed a technical alpine route in my life
didn’t seem to matter. 18 pitches of great 5.8 granite. Who
could pass that up? I heard alpine climbing was basically like
trad climbing, only the rock was looser, and you had to pound
the occasional pin. Oh, and you are supposed to use tri-cams
cause they are lighter than cams, but I sold mine at Longhike
the year before. So I proceeded to the MEC and dropped
$500 on a hammer, pitons, a helmet, and new boots. Oh, and
I borrowed an ice axe from Yanik. I had read about pounding
pitons in Freedom of the Hills, and the concept seemed pretty
simple, bash the thing in until it won’t go any more, clip it and
go.
Trip members were Yanik, Sarah L, Drew B, Sarah G,
Toby J, Mike K, Anne Lise, and myself. The destination was
the west facing walls of Mt. Athelstan, located approx 70km
north east of Pemberton, 40km along the Upper Lillooet FSR.
The date was June 22, 2001. Athelstan was a new area that
Drew had been working on. Of course, every area was new to
me. Drew and Sarah G were going to work on some new
route this trip. Yanik and Sarah L would do Moonraker, 5.7,
12p, as would Toby and Mike. Anne Lise and myself would
tackle the classic route of the area Lillarete, 5.8, 18p. It
sounded promising. I would assume the role of
“knowledgeable leader” for our climb. Poor Anne Lise was
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none wiser. Only the perceptive eyes of Yanik noticed something was awry… my shiny new unscuffed boots. I told him
unconvincingly that I take good care of them, and that they
double as dress shoes.
The trip started off with a bang. There is no trail leading to the walls of Athelstan, or if there is we didn’t find it.
Instead we chose the most logical direct line, a bushwhack
through about 1km of slide alder. Maybe not that far, but far
enough to stumble upon one very large black bear. The bear
was not pleased with our intrusion, but with a little convincing
from Yanik’s ice axe, he (she?) decided to go elsewhere.
Anne Lise was almost run over in the process. We passed
through the rest of the slide alder very quickly, and the remainder of the hike to base camp was comparably uneventful.
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According to Drew, most groups leave Vancouver Sat-
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urday morning around 10:00am, drive up in a leisurely fashion, hike in, and have a relaxed dinner and scope routes for
the next day. An alpine start on Sunday gets you up a route,
back to camp, and out to the car before darkness falls. Keeners head up Friday night and bivi at the end of the road, alpine
start Saturday, and do a shorter route (like Moonraker) on Saturday, do a long route (like Lillarete) on Sunday. We didn’t
fit in either category. Our 8:30am wakeup on Saturday was
far from alpine. We bivied fairly close to the end of the road,
but a couple wrong turns put us further away than expected.
So by the time we got to base camp, setup, and had lunch, the
time was about 11:30am. However, Anne Lise and myself
decided we still had time to do Lillarete. So we packed up
our gear and were off. Oh, I also memorized the topo, as to
save weight. This is a bad habit I picked up from rockclimbing. Usually it works out fine, but sometimes I’ll have
skimmed over some seemingly unimportant detail, which
turns out to be quite the opposite.
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For instance, a couple years ago Anne Leppart and
myself decided to do Jungle Warfare, a five pitch 5.10a on the
Squaw. So I memorized the topo, and we hiked up to the
base. The first pitch looked stellar, and about 5.10a, just as
the topo had said. I led first, a bit dirty but great fun. The
second pitch was a 5.7. The pitch started up a steep but easy
headwall, and then dropped back, out of view from the belay
station. Anne had just started leading that year, and was keen
to do it. She passed through the steep part quite easily, and
then was out of view for the rest of the climb. From this
point, Anne proceeded rather slowly. She mentioned to me
one or twice that the climb seemed a bit awkward. Thinking
to myself that it was just 5.7, I made no sympathetic reply.
After a short while she clipped the anchors and informed me
that I was on belay. I proceeded to climb. Passing the easy
headwall, I arrived at quite an awkward overhanging traverse.
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Luckily there was a tree growing out of a crack, and I took
liberal usage of it. A very thin, overhanging finger crack finished the pitch. I consider thin cracks to be my specialty,
however I was unable to climb this one. Luckily, Anne had
liberally placed a couple #1 Metolius cams, and clipped a
fixed pin. So I french freed (aka: aided) it. Quite a stiff 5.7.
Upon completing the route, Anne was curious to see the topo,
having felt the 5.7 to be a bit stiff as well. Turns out we weren’t even on Jungle Warfare, but were on Supernatural, a 5.11a
nearby. The first pitch of Supernatural was indeed 5.10a, as I
thought. However the second “5.7” pitch turned out to be
5.11a. Not bad for Anne’s 6-7th lead ever. I should have
learnt my lesson at that point.
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So back to Athelstan, I memorized all 18 pitches and
we were off. To get to the base of Lillarete, one must first
negotiate some fairly steep snow (45 deg maybe). Traveling
on snow is not my forte, I definitely feel better on rock. As
does Anne Lise apparently, since right when we were at the
steepest, worst place to slip, she slipped. We were unroped.
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She proceeded to pick up quite a bit of speed, heading directly
towards a house-sized boulder, ice axe flailing in the air.
Watching helplessly, I yelled “SELF ARREST, SELF ARREST”. She was now sliding very fast, making a self-arrest
difficult to near impossible given the hard snow conditions.
She tried unsuccessfully to stop. Luckily she missed the boulder by about 6ft. Luckily the slope angle decreased to horizontal after the boulder. Luckily she had slid approximately
100m, and was unscathed. Luckily, Anne Lise is a trooper
and was unfazed by the whole predicament. She climbed
back up, and after an awkward jump across a moat, we were
onto solid rock. Well, solid compared to snow.
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Actually, the start of Lillarete proved to have quite
solid, and enjoyable rock. As did the rest of the route…
probably. Probably, since it didn’t take us much longer than a
pitch to get completely off route. My failed memory was partially to blame for this, as well as the fact that we were kinda
hoping to do some new variation anyways. Visions of our
names footnoted in some guidebook, danced in our heads.
We even tossed around a few names for our variation. I
wanted to pay tribute to Anne Lise’s epic slide, so I suggested
“cardiac arrest”, “arrested development”, or “oh my god Anne
Lise you almost died”. However, the rock quality quickly became less than noteworthy, and we focused our efforts on
staying alive. Handhold after handhold pulled off, as I dug
my way into solid enough rock. At one point I mentioned to
Anne Lise to avoid one particularly large and loose rock,
which I was too scared to remove. It was about the size of a
refrigerator. She didn’t pull on it, but as she passed by, she
placed her foot on it. The block, along with half the cliff below it, fell off. When I heard the noise, I honestly thought
that Anne Lise was dead, that the rock had fallen on her. I
remember feeling sick to my stomach. It seemed like an eternity before she informed me that she was ok, in her pleasantly
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One thing about Anne Lise. She is the perfect climbing partner. In climbing, or any slightly demanding activity,
attitude is of primary importance. I’ve been on fantastic,
quality, relatively easy climbs, on blue sky perfect days, and
had the entire experience ruined because of the negative attitude of a climbing partner. Not people who are generally
negative people, but people who in a bit of a stressful situation, become frightened and angry. Grumbling and cursing
and hating the world. Anne Lise is not one of these. If she
was, she would’ve turned around at the bear sighting. Instead,
Anne Lise is one of the most optimistic people I’ve met, and
she was certainly being put to the test. This was also her first
time doing a climb of this magnitude, but what she lacked in
experience, she made up with abundant enthusiasm.
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Unfortunately our going was quite slow, and darkness
was beginning to set in. The further we got off route, the
more difficult route finding became. I made a critical mistake
a couple pitches below, and instead of traversing across a
snow slope (it’s not my forte remember) to a rock face leading
to the summit proper, I decided to continue on up the rock towards a detached pinnacle known as the Gnomon. If I had the
topo, I would’ve seen that the snow traverse was the correct
way, and that the Gnomon was a dead end noted for it’s chossiness. I was slightly aware of the direction our route was taking us, but figured I could traverse around the Gnomon to the
connecting ridge, which led to the summit. I was wrong. The
traverse involved crawling along ledges on overhanging loose
rock. The exposure was massive. I thought that at any time
one of the ledges was going to give way, along with all of my
protection that I had placed. Eventually I got to a place only
about 20ft away from the ridge. Unfortunately the remaining
moves were very hard. A sideways dyno from crimps to a
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dubious jug. Probably about a V4 or so. With some crappy
nuts in crappy rock for protection. I contemplated trying the
moves for what seemed like about an hour. It probably was
an hour. Anne Lise was worried that something was wrong,
verbal communication was impossible given the nature of the
traverse. It was now dark. Bailing was the only option.
Physically we were so close to our goal, yet realistically it
was impossibly far away. So I hammered in my first piton,
backed up crappy nuts with more crappy nuts, and belayed
Anne Lise over.
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We rappelled off into darkness. A free hanging rappel, luckily the ropes just hit an adjacent cliff face. I pounded
in a couple more pins, best I could, and we were off again.
Again the ropes were just the perfect distance, landing on a 45
-degree snow slope. This time we roped up for the snow descent, as there were some nasty looking cliffs below us. We
traveled down until we met up with the cliffs. I had the feeling that these cliffs were much larger than a rope length, but it
was impossible to tell. Being about midnight now, we debated whether to just wait until morning, or continue down.
We decided freezing was not an attractive option, and decided
to continue down. It took me a great deal of time to build an
anchor good enough to rappel off. It’s strange when it’s
dark… but everything seems much scarier, much less safe,
and consequently you build anchors which are much more
bomber than necessary. I think I had about five bomber nuts
on the last rappel. Better to err on the safe side. The rappel
down was scary, because I was convinced the rope would not
reach the ground, and I was not looking forward to prussiking
back up the rope. Fortunately it was our shortest rappel, a
mere 15m. I felt silly, and considered climbing back up to get
the anchors and then downclimbing. I was not in the mood.
More steep snow lead to mellow snow, lead to base camp.
We pulled in at about 4am. 17hrs later. It was beginning to
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get light out. Some American party was getting ready for
their ascent. We collapsed, waking sometime around noon.
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Yanik and Sarah L had been successful in their Moonraker climb. Toby and Mike did Moonraker as well. Drew
and Sarah G were successful in putting up a new route: Standing Wave, 5.9R, 10 pitches. We were successful in losing a
bunch of gear, and not dying. The American party attempted
Lillarete but turned around much lower than we did. Go Canada. Yanik offered to retrieve the last anchor, in exchange for
a beer. We were in no shape to hike back up, so it was a deal.
In the end, I lost 3 nuts, 3 pitons, and a bunch of webbing.
Not bad. And I still haven’t bought Yanik that beer. In turn,
we gained some valuable lessons: I learnt my lesson regarding
topo memorization, and Anne Lise learnt to be wary of shiny
booted alpinists.
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Every year since I was about 12, my parents, Vancouver residents, have gone to the Rockies for a two week vacation in August. My younger brother and I have gone with
them almost every year, at first because we were too young to
stay behind, and later because we (or at least I) wanted to. I
have only missed one year, when I was studying at Bamfield
Marine Station. I don’t usually make it out for the whole time
any more, but that bus ride isn’t so bad. It is a wonderful trip
that I look forward to every year - a visit with my family, who
I am very close with, a free trip (woo hoo), some wonderful
mountains. As I have done
more and more of my climbing independent from my parents (since about grade 12), I
have gradually surpassed
them in technical skills. Now
I am the rope gun, I set the
anchors. That’s a pretty cool
feeling, since I now get to
teach my parents - my first
and most influential instructors.
When I was 15 my
parents went on an ACC trip
that changed our Rockies
‘expeditions’ irrevocably.
We had become bored with
hiking, especially on the
wheel-chair accessible Rockies trails, and were ready for
scrambling. The trip my parents went on was even more Mom, me, and Stephen (baby bro)
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than that. They went on a guided traverse of the Wapta Ice
Fields. I was furious at being left behind, but there was an
age limit of 16 on that trip and at 15 (I actually turned 15 half
way through their trip) I was too young. According to my
parents (“my mommy thinks I’m cool…”) I could have done
it, and was in better shape than several of the ACC members
on the trip. But on that trip, they met Doug Latimer.
I’m not sure what Doug’s official standing as a guide
is. I know that he was the assistant guide on the Wapta trip,
and that he has been getting the official certifications for the
different elements of becoming a full guide as long as I have
known him. But he has a huge amount of experience in the
area - having grown up around Jasper and having started hiking and climbing very young, he is one knowledgeable guy.
And since the Wapta trip, 4 days of our yearly Rockies vacations have been spent with Doug.
I was initially uncomfortable with the idea of climbing
with a guide. I wanted to do it myself, not be carried up by
someone. But it didn’t take long for me to find a frame of
mind that reconciles the situation. I (my parents) do not hire
Doug to get me up mountains. I hire him as a private tutor. I
rock climbed for the first time in Kananaskis country, on
sticky limestone, in hiking boots, with Doug calling encouragement from the top of the cliff. I learned to belay, and I got
my first taste of scary exposure. In later years Doug has
taught me about using double ropes for multi-pitch climbing,
putting in ice screws, and some spelunking (that was the one
trip where he really guided us - through a cave system near
Canmore. I couldn’t tell you the name, just that it was a bit
muddy, a lot dark, a lot quiet or a lot drippy, and mildly disconcerting, and that I was the only one with no headlamp).
My parents have become more and more hardcore with each
year. Stuff that scared the pants off of us several years ago
we go up no sweat now. Their confidence and standards have
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increased. I am truly proud of them.
Last summer I arranged it so that my contract with the
Ministry of Water Land and Air would expire two weeks before the end of August. I did it in large part so that I would be
able to get out to Alberta. So a few days after my contract
ended I was on a bus to Canmore. After a one night stop over
at Shuswap Lake to visit my grandparents I arrived. The bus
ride was horrendous, and need not be discussed in detail, but
let it be known that I am very familiar with the sound and
smell of a very unhappy baby that had been fed too much
milk.
The first objective: I would be the rope gun up a chimney on Mount Niblock, Lake Louise. Part of the fun of going
for a mountain starting at Lake Louis is that you can impress
hell out of the tourists by doing things like flaking the rope
into your pack in the parking lot, or clipping your helmet to
the outside of your pack. The bus loads of tourists take pictures of you and ask where you are going and if it is dangerous…. So up we went, past the Lake Agnes tea house, and up
towards the chimney, when it began to snow. Hard. Down
again. Next time.
A couple of years before we had tried to find the last
bit of the hiking trail to the summit of the East End Of Rundle
(EEOR). We did find the actual route, but the rubble covered
down sloping ledges had deterred us. This time, however, we
walked right across. I was so proud of my mom. She gets
nervous some times, but is determined, and if I could have
one wish it would be that she summits every mountain that
she attempts for the rest of her life. The ledges were still a bit
nerve wracking, but not an impediment.
We started with Doug the next day, climbing Mount
Temple, the third highest peak in Banff National Park. Very
long, but easy. The section that we might have ‘needed’ a
guide for had melted out and was nice easy talus, not ice. The
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Dad and Mom on the down-sloping ledges on EEOR. By Sandra Nicol.
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next day was a ‘rest’ day, meaning that the guide and I went
out sport climbing.
Day 3: Hector. My brother had gone home the night
before, so it was just the 4 of us. Very cool glacier, lovely
scenery, one very steep icy section (for me this was new territory) at the top. I got to learn how to put in an ice screw,
something new. And, it was the first time in a couple of years
that I have actually had to put on the crampons that I carried
to the glacier (ahh, the southern coast range). This section
was one of the hardest that I had ever done, and of course the
hardest that my parents had done too. But I have a cool picture of my mom front pointing that I show to my friends and
her co-workers to wow them. The picture of Dad didn’t turn
out as well, unfortunately. Day 4: another sport day for me,
this time going up a route on Tunnel Mountain, overlooking
Banff.
But climbing with a guide is not like climbing with a
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friend. When climbing with someone, you trust them to save
your life, and they trust you to save theirs. When climbing
with a guide, you trust them to save your life, but you are supposed to let them worry about saving theirs. That trust that I
really enjoy with other climbers isn’t there. But that formality
and lack of closeness can sometimes make for a really good
learning environment. I am definitely guilty of getting shorttempered when people close to me, like my Dad or my boyfriend, try to teach me things. After all, everyone has to do
things in their own style, and at some point too many tips just
impinge on enjoyment. When there is such an obvious divide
in seniority and experience it is not as difficult to ask questions that might have obvious answers, and it is easier (for me
at least) to take advice. After all, I, as the client, am not really
required to know much. So I ask a lot of questions and I have
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learned more time and weight saving tricks from Doug than I
have learned from anyone else.
Learning with a guide, like learning from any teacher,
is absolutely not a substitute for experience. I have gone up
some routes that challenged me physically and technically,
both with friends and with Doug. I have confidence that everything I have learned with Doug I could have been taught by
a VOCer.
But not everyone that hires guides (heck, maybe I’m
the only one) has access to such a wealth of experienced people. They can go on schools and camps with ACC, CWMS or
other companies, or they can hire a private guide. Some
might argue that if you hire a guide to get you up a mountain
and don’t get to set up ropes or anchors yourself, then you
aren’t going to learn to do them yourself. I disagree, and put
my parents forward as evidence. Their comfort levels have
increased dramatically. They definitely go up routes now that
they wouldn’t have seriously considered before. Their route
finding and snow travel skills have improved as well. And
their trips to the Rockies
are a lot more interesting.
I’ve heard expressed the
attitude that “if you summited with a guide you
didn’t really summit.”
Similar to saying that if
you didn’t lead every
pitch on a climb, then
you didn’t climb it.
That’s a pretty zealous
attitude that I don’t agree
with. If you climbed the
Doug and Mom at the summit of Hector. route, then you climbed

learned more time and weight saving tricks from Doug than I
have learned from anyone else.
Learning with a guide, like learning from any teacher,
is absolutely not a substitute for experience. I have gone up
some routes that challenged me physically and technically,
both with friends and with Doug. I have confidence that everything I have learned with Doug I could have been taught by
a VOCer.
But not everyone that hires guides (heck, maybe I’m
the only one) has access to such a wealth of experienced people. They can go on schools and camps with ACC, CWMS or
other companies, or they can hire a private guide. Some
might argue that if you hire a guide to get you up a mountain
and don’t get to set up ropes or anchors yourself, then you
aren’t going to learn to do them yourself. I disagree, and put
my parents forward as evidence. Their comfort levels have
increased dramatically. They definitely go up routes now that
they wouldn’t have seriously considered before. Their route
finding and snow travel skills have improved as well. And
their trips to the Rockies
are a lot more interesting.
I’ve heard expressed the
attitude that “if you summited with a guide you
didn’t really summit.”
Similar to saying that if
you didn’t lead every
pitch on a climb, then
you didn’t climb it.
That’s a pretty zealous
attitude that I don’t agree
with. If you climbed the
Doug and Mom at the summit of Hector. route, then you climbed

VOCJ • 254 • 2002

VOCJ • 254 • 2002

Mountaineering

Mountaineering

the route. Otherwise, you and your climbing partner would
have to climb everything twice. If your feet took you to the
tope of the mountain, then you summitted. Yes, with help,
but there aren’t many true solo mountaineers (other than the
crazy Swede, Goran Kropp). So. I’m not out to say that anyone is wrong. Just that I have benefited from the experience.
The jury is out on whether I would ever pay my own money
to hire a guide. Probably not for personal ‘use.’ But I will
certainly hire teachers by taking their courses. I don’t think
there are many people who don’t have a lot to learn.
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Crevasse on Hector Glacier. By
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By Jason Addy

During some downtime in the fall of 2000, recovering
from a double hernia surgery, I stumbled across Meslilloet
Mountain in the Backroads map book. It was marked with a
mountaineering symbol. I was intrigued.
My girlfriend had left me ....
I spent a week in bed planning the trip, which is all
you can do to stay sane during those times when, for whatever
reason, you are separated from the mountains. At first my
plan was to bike to Deep Cove and rent a canoe which would
get me to the head of Indian Arm with my bike. Then I could
bike up to the Meslilloet Creek spur road and climb the West
Ridge. By the time I was ready to go, canoe rental season was
over. That's when the idea that this trip could be done from
my house, with the canoe towed behind my bike, came to me.
I had done a couple of self-propelled mountaineering trips
prior and it always seemed a better way. I got a canoe from
Mountain Equipment Co-op and planned a road test to Deep
Cove with my friend Jesse.
The Road Test: Because of the young and cocky influence that we had on
each other, we decided to knock off Felix (designated 'strictly
for desperate peak baggers' in Fairly's guide) while we were at
it. As usual, we had no idea that it was beyond our one-day
time limit. Jesse and I successfully biked to Deep Cove Saturday after work. Jesse biked with a trailer full of gear and I
with a canoe behind my bike (full of coffee cups and junk
food wrappers from the 'brutal' approach). Apart from a touch
of black ice that delivered us off the road and onto a dry curb,
getting a canoe and all our gear to Deep Cove was no problem. We laid down our sleeping bags on the beach for the
night. We had the misfortune to wake up lower than the high
tide line, during high tide, but we chalked it up to a lesson
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learned. We paddled through a thin layer of ice out of the
Cove and three hours later we arrived at the head of Indian
Arm. We had brought our bikes with us, in the canoe, to
make certain that it was feasible. Not for lack of desperate
peak baggers, Felix had to wait for another trip. After spending the rest of the day canoeing and biking back to Vancouver
we rewarded ourselves with miso gravy fries at the Naam.
Attempt #1: Early January 2001. Jesse and I planned
to meet our friends Ivan and Bill, for an attempt on the West
Ridge. They would drive to Squamish and then bike south to
Meslilloet Creek. We would approach from our previous
route.
Jesse and I biked to Deep Cove then canoed to the Indian River after work a day earlier than this. We woke up just
below the high tide line in the rain. I had a dream that Jesse
had brought a waterbed with him, which Jesse woke me up
from, telling me that the tent was under water. The problem
with learning lessons is usually the duration for which you
can retain that lesson. The next day we biked to just below
the West Ridge on the Meslilloet Creek spur road. This left
us separated from the toe of the West Ridge by Meslilloet
Creek and its gully. We camped and waited in vain for Ivan
and Bill.
Ivan and Bill had met lots of snow and ice below the
Stawamus-Indian divide, there they had drank some fine
Croatian wine and then decided to head home.
We opted for the West Ridge direct instead of continuing around to the north side of the ridge and going up Grants
Keyway. We went to bed early and woke up at 5:00am. After six hours of the wettest and most brutal bush whacking
(with ice axes to assist against the gradient) we found ourselves well below the alpine and decided that we had no
chance of gaining the summit. We turned back and headed
back to Vancouver. By the time we got into Vancouver I was
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sick with a cold and exhausted; I decided to take a direct route
through town that had us biking over unnecessary hills.
Jesse's logic against, was perfect babble to me. All I could do
was head directly for the Naam. Hunger is the finest of seasonings and miso gravy took on a flavour that can not be described.
Attempt #2: February 2001. Jesse lied to his good
friend Paul Barclay. Something about a weekend hike. All
three of us set out to do the South Ridge via Hixon Creek,
Norton Lake, and Joseph Lake. One kayak, one canoe and a
trailer full of gear. We were turned back three times on the
first day by high winds on Indian Arm. The debates about
which direction we should be heading were relentless, sometimes with each other sometimes to ourselves. About one
third of the way up Indian Arm we had to turn back or camp
as it was well past dark and still, white caps threatened at our
gunwales.
I elected to ask a cabin owner for a good place to
camp for the night, hoping that the nearby cove would be fine.
I stood at his backdoor, cold and frustrated from a day of
travel with not much distance to show for it. When he opened
the door a waft of warm air hit my face and at once I noticed
the two glasses of wine and the beautiful woman that he was
cooking dinner with. That doorway separated our two different worlds. I almost walked in to find out what we were
cooking. He was short on words and told me the only place to
camp was across the Arm on the North Twin Island. After
almost capsizing, we arrived there and camped for the night.
We woke up to calm waters and made it to the head
just as the wind picked up again. Only by relentlessly asking
Paul about his Physics project (and all the necessary Physics
to understand it) we managed to hike all day towards Joseph
Lake. Along the way we bumped into two beer drinking motorcyclists who boat out to this area in the winter when the
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logging roads are closed. They had been doing this for a few
years and had never seen anybody before. They told us that
their wives had noticed us biking on the Dollarton Highway
and wondered why they never did anything like that. We
hiked up to Norton Lake on a logging road. Then we hiked
up an overgrown logging road above Norton Lake to a saddle
that brought us to the top of a creek gorge. We traversed
north, finding the odd bit of orange flagging and made it to
just below Joseph Lake late that night. Paul's GPS insisted
that we were actually in Joseph Lake, but we were clearly
right beside the creek. It snowed a wet snow all night and we
drank scotch as we watched the tent walls sag. It started to
rain as we packed up camp. Silence hovered over camp as we
waited to see who would mention turning back first. We arrived at the Naam later that night.
Attempt #3: The last weekend of winter. No one was
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willing to take any more time off work to paddle in the rain
with me. So, left with no partners, I planned to leave after
work by myself for the South Ridge. Luckily Russ my coworker had no idea what I was talking about and decided to
join me. Some details may have slipped my mind when I was
inviting him. We decided to leave the following morning.
Two kayaks were filled with all our gear and each of us
strapped one to our bikes. I picked Russ up at his house just
as it began raining. It rained consistently all day. We arrived
at a woodshed at the head of Indian Arm just as the day
ended. I was soaked head to toe. As far as I know there is no
protection against twelve hours of travel through West Coast
weather. I had Gore-Tex covering everything except my
boots and my face. We built a fire, ate carrots and drank
Jaegmiester and Glen Livet. Day one and already I was feeling those beautiful soothing Naam sensations. A wolf visited
us the next morning and he didn't like something that he
smelled; he tucked his tail between his legs and headed back
up the road towards Squamish. It rained all morning as we
biked and hiked to Norton Lake. Just after we left Norton
Lake the sun came out! We stopped and took our outer clothes
off to enjoy the heat. Shortly after, we headed into the soaking wet bush towards Joseph Lake. The sun ensured that the
snow from the trees melted
on us all the way to Joseph
Lake. We arrived wet and
bitter at Joseph Lake with
one day left. My thermarest
had a hole in it and I spent
the night waking up every
hour thinking how much
warmer it would be if I
could manage to tuck the
rope under my sleeping bag.
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I never did. The next day we walked across Joseph Lake and
up the South Ridge to the infamous Bump. As we roped up, a
couloir to our right avalanched and disappeared down the
mountain. I belayed Russ to the gap separating us from the
summit ridge. He told me that he wasn't too experienced in
these matters but that it just dropped off. I checked it out. I
gave the same assessment. I discovered that all my climbing
gear was in the tip of my kayak at sea level. All my courage,
if I ever had any, was at the bottom of that couloir. The ridge
is easy third class in the summer and so it is probably easy
climbing in the winter, but not for Russ and I. We turned
back and pushed for home. Later that night I biked past the
Naam, I was too tired to stop.
A Different Mountain: This Summer Matt Gunn drove
his friend Colin and me to a point that took us two days in the
winter to access. I spent a pleasant day bushwhacking to the
bump and on to the summit cairn. From the summit I saw
nothing but white. Visibility was zero. It felt right though,
that I wasn't allowed a view after such an easy approach. I
couldn't justify a visit to the Naam.
Matt asked me, on the drive back to Vancouver, if I
would recommend the route to my friends. Matt and Colin
are not as tolerant of bushwhacking as I am and had turned
back at Joseph Lake. I told him I didn't think I could, but I
wasn't answering the question he had asked. I was answering
the question I thought he was asking 'did I think that he
should recommend it to his friends?' Of course I would recommend it to my friends and I am currently looking for partners for winter 2002.
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Ringringring, it's 2am and the alarm is going off so its
time to get up. Crackrumblecrashcrashcrashsplash bits of the
glacier fall off and smash on the slabs then fall into the lake
we are camped beside. Mark hiked out yesterday and Jay and
Jer and Michel are out attempting veryhardshit, so it is just
Jan and me. We get up and start hiking across the moraine
and through the boulder field and up the grassy slope, going
too slow as Jan is feeling dizzy and lightheaded but some
chocolate helps and soon we are in the talus above and then
on the verglassed slabs very glad for the fixed rope we left the
day before (yes, we seiged the approach) and then on the slabs
and talus and snow above and at 5.30 putting on crampons
and goretex and ropes and other fun stuff. 6 am the sun is just
coming up and we take pictures and start across the glacier
below Rinrihirka (a nice 5800m peak which we are planning
to climb). Crusty snow which we break through to ankles,
then as we step sink into sugar snow up to our shins or knees
or occasionally more so we trudge up, go left or right to avoid
the big crevasse and the next one and across the snow bridge
and hmm, how to get around that one not sure maybe go left.
So I step just like always and sink in a bit and a bit more and
then more and then the sky, which before was very big and
blue, becomes very small but still a pleasant early morning
shade of blue. It is also blue below and left and right which is
also a change, and slightly colder because I am 5m down in a
crevasse, which is actually a much more pleasant place than I
had imagined, nice and dry, but not quite as nice as on the glacier above because the view of the early morning light on the
mountains is not as good. I was not hurt, so I quickly set
about to find my camera to take some pictures, then decided
to try to prussik out. Prussiks are cool, they only cost about 5
bucks and can get you out of a crevasse. It takes about 15
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minutes maybe longer depending on how hurt or cold and wet
and miserable or just apathetic you are, but this is generally
preferable to spending the rest of your life in a crevasse,
which after the first few minutes becomes quite boring.
Anyway, after getting my pack off as I was a bit
wedged I could get the ends of my prussik free and start
climbing out, which was not too bad. I think Jan was quite
happy to see me as she could not get a decent anchor in the
deep sugar snow and was resorting to using her pack as a dead
man anchor. But she missed the really good photo opportunity of me climbing out of the crevasse and I didn't want to go
back in so later I had to dig a makeshift crevasse for a historical re-enactment of the event and photo opportunity. We decided seeing as it was 6am and we were falling in crevasses
and could not build good anchors we did not want to be on the
glacier in the afternoon when we were tired and coming back
down, so we called it a day and went bouldering instead.
Prussiks are cool.
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The view from the crevasse. By Matt
Buckle.
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Some call him ‘The Mumu Man’. Others know him as
‘The Real McKim’. I think of him plainly as Milly. He’s thrifty
with words, but when my good friend, John Millar does speak,
they all listen up. He bids me farewell and good luck in Peru
and leaves me with this advice: “Jer, when you’re down there
and it gets hard, just giv’er.” So simple!
This is my return trip to Peru. Last year, I retreated
off a great route in excellent weather with a bellyful of giardia
and salmonella. Perhaps there is an element of unfinished
business to it but more so, an older and deeper desire of mine
is tired of being on the proverbial backburner: Siula Grande.
For some reason, Touching the Void didn’t frighten me: I was
inspired. Joe Simpson’s writing-even the recalling of his fear
and agony-reveals a genuine desire to be there. That love of
the game is infectious and I dream of climbing on that same
elusive mountain.
Jay shares my dream. He has a great mindset while
climbing: “I’m not climbing a mountain-I’m taking one step.
My business is making this next move. Then we’ll go from
there”. It would seem that even the best climbers don’t climb
a mountain all at once. Rather, they are just the most adept at
linking steps. I ask him if the whole ‘cut the rope-left for dead
-crawl for days’ Simpson epic worries him but he’s not to be
put off by some sensationalistic paperback. After all, everyone has heard about British overstatement.
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Michel is a last minute addition. His plans to explore
Little Switzerland are chopped when his partner suffers a particularly gruesome finger amputation in Yosemite. Having
taken a year off to climb around the world, he’s got the time
and is looking for adventure. Peru should fit the bill.
Huaraz introduces me to the vibrant Peruvian way of
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life. A fifty-foot statue of Jesus Christ (sacrilegious buildering potential) dominates the town square. At his feet, shoeshine kids jostle merrily; my sandals (and toes) are subject to
a vigorous buffing. Eager to climb, we’re soon headed for the
northern Cordillera Blanca. The unclimbed west face of
Santa Cruz Norte becomes our first objective via a runnel line
on the right side of the face.
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There’s something terrifying yet exhilarating about
being in a deep fluting. Both walls above are lined with big
snow mushrooms, hanging on with as much staying power as
the top scoop of a triple-decker ice cream cone on a hot summer’s day. In such venues, it would seem that speed and
safety are more or less the same thing. At the fourth belay,
the threatening weather strikes and snow streams down our
runnel rapidly. Hey! It’s not supposed to happen this way.
My mindset is so built on expectation that I find it hard to ad-
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The crew in Peru: Jay, Matt, Michel, Mark, Jan, and Jer in Peru.
By Jeremy Frimer
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just to this new challenge. But Jay and Michel are staying
true to the course and I’m outvoted. We continue, salmonlike, against the stream. Letting go of useless expectations
and preconceptions I tell my nagging inner child what it
needs to hear: “Would you please shut the hell up!”
Leaving the fifth belay I enter an intricate maze of
narrowing runnels. Ice gives way to firn, which gives way to
snow… and then, bottomless sugar. While the slope angle is
not more than 50 or 60 degrees, the tunnel I’m excavating
through this rubbish snow creates a vertical wall in front of
me. Protection is not to be found. About 30 meters out, seeing no point in carrying them further, I equalize my remaining
three pickets in a patch of “Roger’s Finest” and continue into
the unknown. A leap of faith is required to believe I will eventually find protection. Like all faiths, it exists purely for the
sake of comfort. It performed its task by getting me to move
on. In failing upwards, confidence is everything, regardless
of whether it’s based on deliberate ignorance or not. All philosophy aside, the belay’s good. Snow conditions deteriorate
further. Even in my excavated tunnel, steps are breaking.
Stemming is the only option. I push my axe and arm into the
runnel wall. It’s only when my torso leans into the wall that
enough weight is removed from my foot to hop it up. What
feels like hours later, I pull onto a shelf and rest my head
against a solid sheet of blue ice. “Ah, thank god,” I laugh to
myself.
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Michel leads into a surreal collection of mushrooms
and gargoyles. As Jer and I shiver at the belay, he climbs into
an ice cave, pulls some steep moves through an opening in its
roof, and traverses an exposed and narrow ice ledge at the
base of the cornice. We join Michel at his belay on the west
ridge proper as the sun sets. Unprepared for a bivy, we decide
to retreat.
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The West face of Santa Cruz Norte.
The attempted route lies on the right
side of the face. By Jer Frimer.

Southern Discomfort
In a week, we are back in
the hills at the head of the
Paria Gorge. Our goal is to
attempt a new line on the
north face of Chacraraju. It
is readily apparent that
reaching the base of our
route will be an ordeal unto
itself.
The valley is
guarded by steep slabs on
both sides and a hyperactive icefall at its end. Sun
tanning on boulders in a
quiet, grassy meadow
seems to sap all common
sense from our dialogue.
We theorize about routes…
“Ok, we start up that corner
system…”
“Which one? The one with
the waterfall in it or the one
with all that debris below
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“Neither… let’s see, how do I describe it?” A faint
rumble is heard and a block of icefall comes mowing through
a third corner system.
“Never mind.”
We settle on a route and dub it, with much respect,
“The Slovenian Traverse.” After climbing a glacier formed
entirely by icefall we traverse back along a ledge formed entirely by rock fall and gain the toe of the glacier via a 40m
pitch of 80-degree ice. There is no mistaking it, our moms
would have been worried. Hard mixed lines are in abundance. We choose one that looks like a local line of weakness
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on the left side of the face. But it turns out to be a tad ambitious for us… After Jer pulls over a steep mixed bulge and
begins dragging his tools through soft vertical snow, he lowers off. I aid through on pickets. We haven’t even reached
the base of the route. Get real! Digging through to rock, I rap
off an ice cube wedged in a crack. We salvage our approach
by traversing to Chacraraju’s neighbor, Pyramide de Garcilaso. Not one of the steep ice lines on its east face has been
climbed. We pick what looks to be one of the easier ones…
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An early start seems prudent… We feel that if we are
faced with difficult pitches, we can solve them by just throwing more time at them. I crawl out of our bivy cave just meters from the base of the first pitch and hear Jay’s voice, perhaps edged with a hint of desperation, cutting through the
morning darkness. I have always admired Jay’s climbing
ability and headspace so to hear fear coming from him makes
the whole situation especially real. Jay is clinging to a vertical ice pillar that is becoming snowier and snowier with
height. Our brand new Express screws won’t bite. Needless
to say, hard pulling in the dark at 5000m is no picnic. But he
pulls it off brilliantly, like the “Burbaloo” I’ve come to know
so well. I set off up the second pitch on brilliant 70-degree
water ice, which eases off to 50. Orange glow breaks the horizon as I cruise higher in this incredible slot-gully. Several
more pitches of snow and ice bring us to the base of a steep
ice curtain. Rock is showing through and the ice is frighteningly bleached… Jay and I decide that this pitch, like your
best friend’s sister, should be seen and not touched. Michel,
our liberal Dutchman, has no qualms and sets off as keen as a
puppy dog. Halfway up, he runs out of solid ice and places a
screw. One might think of this as the ‘Point of No Return’ or
perhaps the ‘Point of Rapid Return’. Feeling worn, he begins
aiding on his tools. Part of me wants to see how far this crazy
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puppy dog. Halfway up, he runs out of solid ice and places a
screw. One might think of this as the ‘Point of No Return’ or
perhaps the ‘Point of Rapid Return’. Feeling worn, he begins
aiding on his tools. Part of me wants to see how far this crazy
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The North face of Chacraraju. By Jeremy Frimer.
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Dutchman can get… but realizing that I’m the first response
team in this neck of the woods (as well as the second and
probably third), I say ‘uncle’ and he agrees. We rap off with
big smiles… no summit but plenty of good old fashioned
Giv’er!
Our attention turns to the spectacular Cordillera Huayhuash. We’ve got 26 days, a crate of Peruvian chocolate, 4
courses of Giardia antibiotics, and a dream. We find ourselves bumping along through the Andean highlands with
some curious locals and a box of loose-sphinctered chickens.
Around noon we attempt to buy them, reasoning that if we
own them we can toss them out the window-but they’re not
for sale. After ten hours, we arrive at the end of the road.
Queropalca, a remote and quiet town on the eastern side of the
Huayhuash, lies in a deep V-shaped valley crowned by the
‘K2 of the Andes’, Yerupaja.
Jer had happened upon a postcard of the unclimbed
south face of Siula Grande. It looks steeper than anything we
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have ever done and our first
reaction is “Too hard”. But
we realize that our doubt
makes the mountain that
much more compelling.
Despite our fears, we decide
that we’ll never find out if
we can succeed by sitting
around and thinking about
it. A day later we’re resting
below Siula’s eastern flanks
in our pastoral, lakeside
base camp. Due to local
topological quirks, the face
will be hidden until we’re
directly beneath it.
But first we’ve got a
real bad apple of a receding
glacier to deal with. Equa- Michel seconding the pitch to gain
torial glaciers get an intense the glacier below Chacraraju. By Jer
Frimer.
dose of tropical sun, leaving
us a jumbled mess of moraines, seracs and crevasses. While dancing up the rubble,
Michel succeeds in pinning his foot under an affectionate
boulder. Jer and I are beginning to worry when we can’t
move it, and consider abandoning him. But with the aid of
some ice tools and a bit of desperation on Michel’s part, he
gets free and we carry on.
A day later, following a fair amount of knee-deep trail
breaking, we arrive in the upper basin below Siula’s south
face. The afternoon clouds have arrived, and there’s not a
thing to be seen. We spend the next three days waiting for the
clouds to clear enough to get a view of the face we’ve traveled so far for. It’s as if Siula is teasing us; the clouds refuse
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to lift and give us just a little peak. In truth, we aren’t sure
that we had identified the peaks correctly on that critical
(mislabeled) postcard. When the clouds finally part, we
breathe a sigh of relief. Whew! That could have been really
embarrassing.
While we attribute it to insufficient acclimatization, it
is probably intimidation that turns us away from an immediate
attempt on Siula. We instead focus our attention on 6100metre Sarapo, right next door. Although we managed to fool
ourselves before, it looks like a straightforward way to get
above 6000m.
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It was a tough night… I lay semi-conscious, shivering
and waiting for my alarm clock. I cling to the familiar routine of getting ready as a source of order in my jumbled and
foggy mind. I never did sleep but I feel like I’m as groggy as
if I were still dreaming… Sharp morning air pinches the inside of my nose and I fixate on the feeling. Michel, while
squatting to take a picture, stands up and says the word Jay
and I fear the most, “Hopffeldomer!” Michel only swears in
Dutch when it’s really bad. It turns out that wasn’t a fart after all… He looks me in the eyes then turns towards Sarapo.
He gives himself a quick sniff “Well boys, I guess that just
sucks for me: let’s go.”
By the time we leave camp for the northeast face of
Sarapo, my hands and feet feel like wood. I find myself with
my head down, mindlessly following the steps in front of me
and muttering to myself. It’s almost like I’m subconsciously
listing off all the stuff that sucks… my hands are cold, my feet
are cold, I’m getting the screaming barfies, I’m tired, I’m
groggy, this is hard, I’m too old, I’m too young. This sucks! I
catch myself and wonder why I’m suffering. Ok, my body
hurts. But where does this dark attitude come from? In a
wave of self-pity and weakness, I had let it dominate me. And
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in doing so, it only made me feel worse. Suffering isn’t helping me so I decide to do away with it.
Finally on a route well within our comfort level, we
rocket up the northeast face. The flames leave a streak of ice
in our wake and Jay almost pulls a Wile-E-Coyote off the
other side of the ridge crest. The weather turns dramatically
for the worse as we continue along the corniced ridge. Burnt
out from the face sprint, Jay hands over the lead to Michel
and I. It’s not clear if the crack in the snow I’m following indicates imminent cornice collapse to our left or severe avalanche hazard on our right. We win the summit in midafternoon, and the clouds clear to reveal a unique vantage of
Siula’s west face. We retreat quickly but are caught at the top
of northeast face when darkness falls. The sun doesn’t drift
along the horizon here at the equator. It plunges straight into
the ground. A quick count of headlamps reveals that we have
a minor issue on our hands… “We have one headlamp between the three of us? Have you two completely lost your
minds!” To complicated matters, the northeast face is mostly
snow and if we rap off our pickets, we won’t have any left for
Siula. Every anchor is a work of art, being carved out from
the inside of crevasses, chopped out of fluting crests, or
drilled into the underside of seracs. We stumble back to the
tent a few hours after the numbness crept past our ankles.
We leave our tent and retreat to the valley for rest.
Siula’s south face is high, steep, and cold. Our route cuts
through the most directly southerly part of the face and sees
no sun… In training, I came across Mark Twight’s book of
alpine torture and studied it intently. I tried to simplify the
meaning into concepts that I can understand in the most desperate of situations: “Drink water, train hard, and crave
pain”. But I find that the headspace that works for me is selfdeveloped. Expectations are everything. By dropping all expectations of enjoyable climbing, warmth, good conditions,
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Jer on the approaching the South face of Siula Grande. By Michel van der
Spek.
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and success, I’m not going to be unsettled by the hardships.
On the contrary, I decide to convince myself that I am indeed
expecting to be cold, scared, tired, and hungry. More than
just being prepared for it, I make myself feel like I will be disappointed if it goes flawlessly… after all, I haven’t come all
this way to be given an easy ride up an unclimbed face… In
training, my favourite routine is getting on the Stairmaster at
full-blast then closing my eyes, and envisioning myself on the
most desperately chossy, run-out, terrifying pitch. I spend
two days at base camp, getting my psych on and getting ready
for an all-out giv’er.
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Siula. There are a couple of possible lines, but we’re being
choosy. The most direct line is also one of the most aesthetic
and the line of weakness. To its right hangs an unbroken serac clear to the south southeast spur. To its left, improbable
ice ribbons split rocky buttresses. Our route would ascend an
ice apron to a critical ice wall pinched between the massive
serac and steeper mixed ground and would hopefully give access to the upper face.
After six weeks of anticipation, it is gratifying to finally be climbing this daunting south face. Conditions are
fabulous! The fifty to sixty degree hard blue ice is unending
and offers solid protection. Ice screws sink all the way, but
required the extra leverage of a tool threaded through the
hanger. Thank goodness we aren’t carrying titanium screws!
Michel leads two steepening pitches around the end of the serac up onto the central snow slopes below the final headwall.
With light only until 6 p.m. in Peru, we begin searching for a
bivy sight immediately. I jog up right and pop my head into a
crevasse. Like Simpson and Yates on the west face, we have
inadvertently stumbled upon a made-to-order bivy palace!
The back wall of the crevasse arches overhead and icicles
stretch down to the front of the crevasse. With a little shoveling, we manage to form a completely enclosed ice cavern,
where we are secure to unrope and able to stay dry without
bivy sacks. In truth, this second point is particularly fortunate
as we’d gambled and left the bivy sacs behind.
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We wake in the middle of the night to the feeling of
sand in our eyes. Fortunately, our snow blindness subsides
by morning. Jay leads straight up from the cave but runs into
trying ice conditions. Rotten ice and sugar snow conceal the
hard, brittle ice beneath. Climbing it proves to be too slow so
we regretfully abandon the directissima and rap back to our
cave. We traverse right, in search of better ice conditions. A
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wide runnel proves to be more consolidated and we head up
quickly. This is when things start to get tough. The hanging
belays over 6000 meters on the shaded and windy south face
prove more trying than the climbing itself.
Above us, our runnel is blocked by mixed ground that
seems to reach out above us. Lesson learned from Pyramide,
we steer right into the infamous Andean flutings. Michel ventures higher into the now-familiar deteriorating snow. I
mumble encouragement to him, knowing he won’t hear me if I
yell anyways. Conditions and altitude make progress slow
and Jay and I are rapidly freezing. We snuggle at the belay an oft-neglected benefit of climbing as a party of three. Some
time later, the rope stretches out and we leave this most recent site of memorable discomfort. Warmth returns as I reach
Michel’s stance. Fifty meters to our right lies a snowy shoulder. Michel and I sense the kill and lose ourselves in elation.
Jay is still cold so I selfishly grab gear and leave on the next
pitch before he can start a discussion.
Seven flutings separate me from the snowy shoulder.
Crossing them proves to be a lot of work and a truly bizarre
experience. Balance and elegant movement prove fruitless.
Instead, a combined technique of ‘doggy digging’, horseback
riding, and Tasmanian Devilry allow moderately speedy, albeit inefficient passage. Jay seconds the pitch and joins me
on the snowy shoulder, colder and wetter than ever. The sun
is setting and we’re all hurting. What was probably the voice
of reason and self-preservation comes from Jay, “This is stupid. It’s over… we’re going down!”
I play devil’s advocate… “Burb, are you pulling the
plug?” He hesitates and struggles finally to erupt “No! I
won’t do it! But don’t you want to go down?” I think to myself, “what would Guru McKim do? Ah! Just giv’er!” We
compromise: no more fixed pitches. We’ll go as far as we can
simul-climb and call it quits. Michel joins us at the snowy
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shoulder and by the time I hear the ‘O’ of okay from him, I’m
off!
Moments later, I see some sort of discontinuity in the
slope in front of me. I step up and notice I’m on a flat of some
sort. In dwindling twilight, I can barely make out a spine of
snow dropping to my right: the east ridge! We’ve climbed the
south face!!! Jay and Michel join me and we celebrate an
emotional triumph. Although we are still 100 vertical and
500 horizontal meters from the summit, we have connected
with the south Southeast spur, completing the independent
part of our route. Our bivy gear remains below and we’ve
had enough. We turn tail and begin rappelling into darkness.
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Jer had been working hard for the last few hours, and
as ‘Dr. Backeroff’ he didn’t get much rest on the way down.
The final rappel to the traverse track heads down at 45degrees to the left. In his compromised state, Jer must have
become disoriented because his “anchor” consists of screws
pushed into the snow. When we reach him, he is mumbling
incoherent gibberish about needing some pickets. After placing a couple of the pickets from Jer’s pack, Michel and I put
him in the middle of the rope and stumble back to the cave. It
takes a few sleeping bags, two hot water bottles, a litre of
soup and the better part of our chocolate ration to bring him
back. It is quite amusing watching him try to figure out how
he’d gotten back to the cave. The hypothermia scare over, we
drift off to sleep with the heart-warming feeling that it’s all
downhill from here.
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The whole concept of maturing as a climber seemed
odd to me a while ago. Climbing is simply about going up.
What does maturity have to do with it? But it would seem that
finding a headspace that works for an individual pays dividends in the mountains. On Siula, for the first time, I experi-
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enced an approach that works for me. I feel like I gained a
little insight into what might have been meant by “It don’t
have to be fun to be fun.” In doing so, I realized a dream, created a lasting memory, and maybe even had a good time. The
magic of the alpine has saturated my blood. I know that it’s
not over; I am only now… just getting going.
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Summary
Cordillera Huayhuash
Siula Grande (6344m). New route on the south face, connecting with the south southeast spur route at 6250m. “Southern
Discomfort” ED1, 80 degree ice, 650m. July 13-15 2001.
Jay Burbee, Jeremy Frimer, Michel van der Spek.
Sarapo (6127m). Ascent of Bachmann/ Lugmayer northeast
face route. D-. July 8 2001.
Cordillera Blanca
Santa Cruz Norte (5830m). Incomplete route on west face.
To 5700m on the west ridge, “Lactose Intolerance” D+ June
11 2001.
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Michel leading the crux pitch of Southern Discomfort. By Jeremy Frimer.
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